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PREFACE

Short and Scattered Glimpses of Bygone Days. . . By Anna Johnson, my aunt, who is
mentioned in my story.

From March 8, 1882, her wedding day at her home, Fidje, Lyngdal, Norway . .. and on, for a
few years

We sailed from Kristiansand March 24, 1882 (grandmother’s 33rd birthday) on the steamer
“Hecla”. There were ten of us from Lyngdal; my sister Tobine and her husband Rudolf Reime
and their little Lena. Gabriel and Peter (my husband’s brothers); Mr. and Mrs. Salve Jacobson
- A. Vatland — Mr. and Mrs. Nils Foss, Severine (Mrs. Peter Lundberg) and “Little Salve”.
This, however, is a total of fourteen, including grandfather and grandmother; but it may be
that only ten came from Lyngdal, and the other four from other places.

We spent exactly two weeks on the sea, between Kristiansand and New York. The weather
was generally quite beautiful, the waves just sufficient to rock the ship enough to make
walking on the deck a bit difficult - because one of the waiters, a Dane, was a little unsteady
on his pegs, we enjoyed a hearty laugh one day. Just as he appeared on deck with a tray of
some kind of fruit soup upon his shoulders, he was accosted by a bunch of fellows who
demanded a share of the soup, “No!” yelled the Dane, “This is only for the ladies*. Just then a
swell of the sea gave the vessel a sharp lurch, and out on the floor the tray, soup and all,
flooding the deck! “Come on ladies. Here’s your soup!” came in chorus from the young
fellows. The Dane stood there as though fallen from the moon, he could neither laugh nor
weep - and we had to do without our soup.

A little girl was born on the Atlantic; she was baptized with the name, “Hecla Atlantic” - a
pleasant little episode.

When the steamer Hecla was carrying another group of immigrants the following summer,
she foundered and went down with a number of her passengers. We, however, had arrived
safe and sound, and all was well!

We remained at the Castle Garden (the Ellis Island of that time in New York), almost three
days before all the arrangements for our departure could be made. My sister Tobine became
ill and was in a hospital for two days. How anxious I became! I feared we might have to leave
her ill in New York. But it was as though it would be impossible to leave her there. However,
on the day we were to leave, the doctor said she could leave with us, which she did; and she
became stronger and stronger day by day, until we reached Lexington, Nebraska, when she
felt fully recovered.

We left the train there and remained over Sunday, arriving in Westmark, Tuesday afternoon,
April 14, three weeks to the day since we left Kristiansand.

We met John Olson somewhere along the road - he had been in Kearney. Of course, we had to
stop to be inspected, and to be introduced to him, each and all.

A little before dark we came to Lars’ home (grandfather’s brother), where we had supper; all
of us remained there over night, sitting or lying on the floor and chairs, wherever possible.
They had only one room — rather large — new and quite pleasant for a sod house.

The next morning we went over to our house - but what a miserable looking affair! The house
was five years old, built of sod, the roof consisting of poles from the Platte river upon which
were spread willow branches, these, in turn, covered with two or three layers of sod. For a
ceiling, instead of plaster, white muslin had been nailed up. The walls were plastered, white
and rather attractive, so that when everything had been new and clean it must have looked



cozy enough, but alas! Of course, the walls and roof were there, but the muslin ceiling hung in
rags; the walls, black as the earth, and fallen plaster everywhere; the floor apparently not
swept once during the winter, even though Lars and Maria had lived there during the whole
winter. Lars had even lived in father’s house ever since he had come from Sweden three years
before. He had worked in a store in Sunsvall, Sweden for some years and had come to
Nebraska three years before I came, and had lived in father’s house until we came from
Norway. Well! Well! Things were just as they were.

We soon started to clean up, sweeping and getting out all the junk and dirt; we cleaned out the
stove so that we could heat the water for washing — the two or three dishes we found, the
chairs and everything.

The house was square, fourteen by fourteen feet, with two small square windows, a small
stove in one corner, a cupboard in another and a bed in a third; two small benches, one under
each window, a table and a rocking chair that had been bought — everything else was
homemade, of poor materials and with indifferent tools. The floor consisted of poor grade
boards, and much dirt had to be shovelled out and swept away to find bottom.

Severine said that I was very brave, not to become discouraged and give up in despair. But [
did not do that, I looked at it all as jolly and rather romantic.

When everything had been swept, washed and made as one could indoors, it was time to look
about out-of-doors. An old barn with two old horses in it, an old plow, and a harrow, a lumber
wagon, a few chickens that gave us eggs every day, and two cows that milked well, that was
all. I can still see one of the cows, a very good milker, almost impossible to milk dry; she had
ever so large sores or cracks on her teats, she never kicked when touched or milked.

There was also a well, eighty feet deep, with good water; there were two buckets attached to a
chain, one at each end, that passed over a wheel fastened in a frame over the well; as one
bucket was pulled up, the other went down, and thus we drew water.

There were a number of rather large trees around the house, and ten acres of small but
beautiful trees planted as a timber claim.

It is sort of a consolation to know that everybody lived in a sod house. Only Pete Anderson
and John Olson had frame houses; and Anderson was a carpenter who had come from the city
- had a little money and John Olson - my husband used to say that “it is not hard for the one
that has the king for his uncle.” Aspelin was supposed to have some money, and he was Mrs.
Olson’s father. They had come from Illinois - Olson’s had come from Minnesota, but the
Anderson’s came from Illinois.

A little later, in the spring, we made a trip to Kearney to purchase some essentials we needed,
dishes, pots and pans, etc., — the plastering was repaired, the walls white-washed, new
muslin in the ceiling; everything was made as cozy as possible; white curtains for the
windows, white spread for the bed, a pretty crocheted bracket for knick-knacks on the wall, a
few small pictures and other pretty things from Norway, doilies on the cupboard, and a cloth
on the table.

We then invited John Olson’s for dinner one Sunday; we had fried salt pork, potatoes, and a
side-dish. (I have forgotten just what it was). As Mrs. Olson came into the house, she clapped
her hands together and exclaimed, “O how pretty!” This surely looks inviting - I thought it
was very pretty too.

One Sunday - later in the summer we were invited to John Olson’s for dinner. We had salt
herring and potatoes, a dinner we thought fit for a king.



We lived almost entirely on salt pork - I fried it for breakfast, for dinner and afternoon coffee,
and for supper. I remember - one afternoon we had no pork with the coffee; father almost felt
hurt, he felt as though he had had nothing to eat.

Chapter I

On a cold blustering day, December 11, 1879, a small daughter was born to Tobine and
Rudolph Reime, in the country near Austad, Norway. They named me Olene after my
grandmother. In later years I went by the name of Lena.

When I was two and one half years old, a group of relatives and friends decided to go to the
United States; and we were among the group.

We first settled at Lexington, Nebraska where brother John was born. A short time later
Daddy bought a quarter-section of land (160 acres) in Westmark, Phelps County, Nebraska.
There he built a two-room sod house with squares of turf that he plowed up from the prairie
with a yoke of oxen. The times were difficult for the early settlers, and father built all the
furniture we had in the house.

After two and a half years of this hardship, mother passed away, leaving Daddy with two
small children. Under the circumstances he was not able to care for John and me, so my Aunt
Anna Johnson took me to her home and cared for me for three years - until father married
again. In the meantime John was cared for by a minister who was a friend of the family,

Upon the arrival of the step-mother, John and I were brought home. Shortly after that we both
started to school. It was a little country school house with an enrolment of forty-five pupils at
the most. In these days, there were no restrictions as to attendance; and if the folks felt like
keeping us at home for one reason or another it did not matter. As Norwegian was always
spoken at home, I knew no English. All my schoolmates, with the exception of the Cole
family who were English, were all Swedish, and I learned to speak the Swedish language
before I could get on to the English language. The Swedish was spoken during the recess
periods, in spite of the teacher’s effort to have us use the English language.

And so the years passed. After walking a mile home from school, we had a hot lunch or snack
and then out to help with chores. We carried corn cobs for fuel to last mother all next day.
Some of the time we had to pick the cobs up in the pig pen after the hogs had eaten the corn
off them. We also had piles of clean cobs that had gone through the corn sheller. There were
cows to milk, and horses, cows and chickens to feed. Some time the weather was very cold
but we always had warm clothing so we never had to freeze. In these early days there was
always plenty to eat although money was scarce.

We butchered beef and hogs, and raised the vegetables, had our own poultry, eggs and milk.
Coftfee could be bought for twelve and a half cents per pound - the few other things that had to
be bought were in proportion. This was around the year of 1891 and for many years
thereabouts.

I was three years older than brother John and the hardest work fell on me. I really had to work
in these days. In fact, as long as I remained at home I worked hard. In the summer time I had
to work in the fields, such as loading hay, shocking corn fodder, shocking grain bundles and
loading them on the hay-rack.

These are still horse and buggy days and on Sundays we attended the Swedish Evangelical
Free Church which was in the country about three miles from home. The first minister I can
remember was Reverend Sahlstrom. One was Reverend Quist, and among the later ones,



Reverend Hedlind and Reverend Beckman. Quite often we had a visiting preacher - named
Reverend Anderson - and did he preach? Only about one and a half hours at a time - we
nearly starved, hoping to get home for dinner.

In this little old church we also had Sunday School before the church service. Peter Anderson,
a very wonderful man, was the teacher and superintendent. All the children were in the same
class. He was humorous as well as spiritual and able to keep the attention of every one. I used
to sing in the choir, and all my life I have tried to do something for the Lord though I often
feel it has been very little.

Two happy events took place in about 1891. First, my brother Tom was born on April 4. The
second big event was that a new home of lumber was being built for the Reime family to
move into. Then it was goodbye to the old sod house. I was the happiest girl in the world and
the only thought that came to my mind to express my feelings, I said one evening, “I am so
happy that I could run all the way to Platte River and back without any clothes on.” What a
silly remark and the folks laughed at me. I was eleven years old at that time and was a big
help to mother in caring for the new baby.

[ am reminded of my early teen days. I knew a very dear older girl, Emily, whose family lived
on a farm a short distance from my home. Her father, Mr. Olson, was a drunkard and gave
Emily and her two younger brothers a considerable amount of trouble and heartaches. He
would depart from their home with his horse and buggy - would go to town for a day or two.
But Emily was so patient and would always wear a. smile - I noticed that one day and I
thought how could she smile when she had so much trouble. Emily was such an inspiration to
me. Then and there I decided to try it myself. Since then I have kept it up. It has helped me
through life to keep cheerful and pleasant at all times.

Emily had another brother who was an official in the town. He managed to persuade his father
to go away and take “the cure.” He did so and then came back a changed man. How changed
he was. He never took another drink. He became converted and believed in God and His
saving grace. They moved to Holdrege and bought a place. After selling the farm, Emily and
her father and one brother lived a peaceful life for many years, until the father died. Emily and
Frank stayed on for some years - until lo and behold! they lost this home due to unpaid taxes.
It was one of her nephews that stuck the money in his pocket when Emily gave it to him to
pay her taxes. What a shock to her. Frank was not well and could not work. Both of them had
to leave their home and everything and enter a care home for aged people. Emily even lost her
eye-sight before she passed away. Through it all she was always her own cheerful self. As far
as | know Frank is still there. He always was so dependent on his sister and felt lost without
her.

Chapter 2

At the age of seventeen I spent about six months learning the dressmaking trade in Holdrege,
Nebraska. Then I came back home and went around sewing for friends and neighbours or
whoever wished some sewing done. This went on for three years. I earned fifty cents a day,
room and board, and a ride back home when I had finished the dresses and cut up all the
material they had. My father was not very happy about driving me around with horse and
buggy, because he had work to do. Then he suggested that I go to Omaha and look for a job.
This I did. So I had good success in getting domestic work for two very nice ladies - Mrs.
Sarson and Mrs. Porter who were sisters. I stayed with them for three years. It was an
education for me to learn how a country girl can adjust herself to city life and learn how other
people live and act. I did all the cooking and baking and kept the eight-room house clean.



Mrs. Sarson had an eighteen year old son, Brayton. The two ladies were widows. I was paid
four dollars per week, which was considered very good wages in those days. The ladies were
members of the Presbyterian church and they attended services every Sunday morning.

They had a German coachman who took care of the team of horses and drove the horses,
hitched to a carriage whenever they went out. This man’s name was Adolf Heltz. He was fat
and lazy and Mrs. Sarson said, “I feel as If I am carrying him around on my shoulders.” She
had to tell him what to do all the time and still he did not do it. I think he got away with a
couple of my blouses, when I was not around and gave them to his little wife Marie. At least
somebody took them from my closet.

Mrs. Sarson soon got rid of Adolph and hired a negro. He was much more satisfactory, jolly
and full of fun. He would dry dishes for me ever so often if I would lend him a quarter till pay
day. He seemed to be always broke, but he always paid me back. One day comes to my mind.
The ladies had taken the team and gone out without the coachman. This negro, Gene
Anderson, had a lady friend over to visit him and they were in the library which was very
much against the rules. The servants were not allowed to occupy this room. Just then Gene’s
wife came around the side of the house to the back door, and Gene all excitedly called,
“Lena!!* loan me a nickel for car fare, so he shooed the lady friend out the front door and he
went to the back of the house to meet his wife. He used to make me very unhappy taking
chances - doing stunts like that - when the ladies were not at home, but otherwise we got
along fine. He would help with the house cleaning and window washing.

Mrs. Sarson’s husband had been an Army Captain and she received a pension, so they were
not overly well-to-do. We had no electricity in these days — gas lights and a gas cook range.
For my laundry stove in the basement they bought the cheapest coal, and it would not burn
good. I had to heat the water in the wash boiler, and rub the clothes on a wash-board by hand
and many a Sunday evening at church I would worry about the washing on Monday morning.
This was the hardest part of the job.

I had Thursday afternoon off, but had to be back in time to cook dinner. On one of these days
I hurried home and put a roast in the oven, lit a match to heat the oven, thought the roast was
cooking. After a while when it was still cold, I lit another match to the oven and, boom! - an
explosion! It knocked me down and I lay there on the floor. Upstairs the ladies heard the bang
and hurried with smelling salts and what have you. I was unharmed except that my eyebrows
were singed. But down in the basement where I had my clean laundry hanging on the racks
there was soot all over everything - and a mess to clean up. They had the gas stove repaired,
but I had learned my lesson - not to let it happen again.

I met a very nice girl friend Clara, who was working across the street, and we went out
together a good deal. I enjoyed my stay in Omaha very much.

In the fall of 1902 they gave me a vacation and I went home for a few weeks. It was during
harvest time, and I was helping my old neighbours and friends to cook for threshers — at one
of these places I met my future husband, Arthur Edeal. We started to keep company and
became engaged.

Then I went back to Sa.rson’s in Omaha and stayed through the winter. I returned home in the
spring, and on April 28, 1903 Arthur Edeal and I were married at my folk’s home. About fifty
guests were at the wedding. It was a night never to be forgotten — such a snow storm and
blizzard all night that nobody could leave until daylight next morning. Then — when the
wedding guests had gone, we packed up our few belongings in a wagon — my father gave us
our choice of all his dairy cows, so with the cow and what else I had, we left for our new
home - which was a sod house. The house looked awful on the outside - but had been cleaned



and fixed up with wallpaper on the inside, so it was quite comfortable and cozy. There were
two rooms, and a lean-to, for a kitchen in the summer.

I was very happy in my new home with the man I loved, even if it was a small meagre start. I
helped him about the farm a little and did some sowing for the Fagerstone family, who were
our closest neighbours.

On March 7, 1904 our oldest son was born. We named him Leslie Berlin. He was born at
home with a midwife in attendance. She said she had never had such a swift ride in a buggy
before, and she arrived in good time to welcome our first born. There was snow on the ground
and Mrs. Landquist (the midwife) lived about six miles or more from our place. Speaking of
fast driving, my husband believed in keeping good looking matched teams of young horses.
He was sort of a horse-trader and was always looking around for better horses, but they did
not always turn out that way. There is a trick in all trades as the old saying goes, and horse
trading is no exception. We had teams of black, bay, sorrel, off-white, and even a team of
mouse-colored horses.

They were all gentle so I could drive them and they were willing to go! As I liked to go fast, I
drove “lickety-split” over the roads. We did not have all these horses at one time, but at
different times. We always kept four or more at a time according to the amount of work on the
farm.

I saw something on Television last evening that took me back about fifty years. It was on
“Dragnet” where my two favourite detectives, Joe Friday and Frank Smith were tracking
down white mice that had been inoculated by a laboratory with a deadly disease and had
escaped and were running wild in Los Angeles. Joe and Frank found them and shot them.
When Leslie was a baby, my cousin Katherine Leach from Denver, Colorado sent him a pair
of white baby rats. They were cunning little creatures and made nice pets. They would run up
my sleeve, around my neck and everywhere.

Another son was born on September 7, 1905. We named him Carl Ludwig. We lived in the
same sod house and the same Mrs. Landquist performed the same duties.

Now we had two fine boys in the family and were as happy as any young couple could be.
The meagre circumstances did not worry us then, because we worked hard and had hopes of
better living conditions.

After three years at this place we found a better location and a good frame house, south of
Loomis about five miles. We rented it and moved in the first day of March, 1907 - white rats
and all. It was fun to get settled and work in a larger place and we enjoyed living there for
three years. [ went to work with hammer and nails and made a cage for the rats with a screen
on top; There they multiplied, and before I realized it, I had too many white rats. I gave them
to some of the neighbour boys, and some way or another they disappeared until I had only one
big fellow left - one night he broke out of the box and out onto the floor, into the summer
kitchen where a lot of poisoned dead flies lay - he ate too many of them and was found dead
in the morning. I kept these white rats for about five years.

A happy event took place on December 12, 1907 when our first daughter was born. We
named her Helen Opal Marguerite. She was the first girl and the joy and pride of all the Edeal
family. There were seven boys among the Edeal brothers and sisters and we had the first girl.
This was still in the horse and buggy days, no electricity, so we had to use coal-oil lamps; but
we did have a telephone, which was unusual and quite wonderful. We had our first
phonograph with a large horn. I bought an organ and took some music lessons, but for some
reason or another, I could not seem to learn to play the organ. I did have a guitar at home that



my father gave me for helping him pick corn one winter. I would sing and accompany myself
on the guitar.

Chapter 3

Arthur had stomach trouble and suffered a great deal with sick headaches that took him down
frequently and as the farm work was hard, we did not make much headway. So we decided to
sell out and move to Loomis and run a restaurant. We kept that up only through the winter,
then we rented an eighty acre farm, nine miles north from Loomis from my step mother’s twin
brother. We stayed there just one year and then rented the Hanson place. That was in 1910. We
only stayed there one year also.

Now Leslie was old enough to go to school. The Carlson’s lived close by so he had good
company with the Carlson children and later Mildred became my sister-in-law by marrying
my husband’s brother Walter. They had three children, and moved to Turlock, California after
their oldest daughter died and left three small children. Walter and Mildred sold out
everything and came to California to care for these children. Bert Anderson, their son-in-law
lived with them and they kept the family together. They bought a home about three miles
from town. They are grand people to sacrifice themselves and their comfort. The Lord will
richly bless them both in this life and in the life hereafter.

In the fall of 1910 my father and mother moved to California where they bought a forty acre
farm three miles west of Turlock. They liked it so well that they wrote to us that the climate
was so good and thought it would benefit my husband’s health if we would move to
California. They rented the Lenard Johnston place for us out in Hilmar. Again we had an
auction sale and sold everything, except a few personal belongings and my sewing machine. I
would not part with that. In regard to the old sewing machine; it is a Wheeler and Wilson
number nine - the latest model they put out before selling out to the Singer Company. That
machine has meant much in my life, and I will keep it the rest of my natural days if only as an
antique. It still sews as good as ever and is used by my housekeepers - a good deal.

So we left Nebraska. We arrived in Turlock on January 16, 1911. My father met us at the train
and took us home to his place, where we remained for a couple of days, until Arthur had a
chance to buy an old gray horse and an old spring wagon so we could take our belongings
with us and go to our own home. We were happy to be in California and liked the climate and
everything except the loose sand. When I walked I’d slip back an inch or two every step I'd
take. However, Arthur’s health did not seem to improve, but he worked hard and made the
best of it. Now we had to invest in some furniture again and we were soon settled. My
husband had to learn the new way of farming which was very much different here from what
it was in Nebraska. Nearly all of the eighty acres on this place was planted with grapes and
had to be pruned, then the brush had to be picked up and hauled away, then cultivation and
irrigation followed. The grapes were mostly of the wine variety. The Portuguese people living
around in Newman, Gustine, Los Banos and Dos Palos came in big wagons and bought them
for about ten dollars a ton to make wine from. We also raised quite a few hogs and one year
they were stricken with cholera and many died.

We still had no electricity but used only wood or oil stoves and coal-oil lamps. We made a
move again to the Ray Bernsten place and lived there for three years. Another son was born
on February 26, 1912 - we named him Everett Arthur. We had a few berries growing on that
place and let people come and pick on shares, as there were more than we could use. We had
some peaches that we picked and packed quite green and shipped to the Eastern markets, a
few cows to milk and some hay to feed them. I did some sewing for high school graduates.



We were happy to welcome another dear little son on April 17, 1913 and named him Forrest
Hill Webster, who through the years became just “Pat”.

This place was not very profitable. We managed to make a living, but that was about all.
When Pat was six months of age we nearly lost him. He was stricken with diphtheria and the
doctor gave us no hope or encouragement as to his recovery. But the Lord never makes a
mistake. He had work for him to do and he recovered. After that we moved back to the
Lenard Johnston place for another year, and there on June 21, 1915 our dear little Harriet
Caroline was born.

Now the time came when we had a chance to make a good investment, and we bought the Ed
Rose forty-acre place. So we moved again, and it was at this place we bought our first
automobile, a second-hand Model-T Ford. It was black with red wheels. I wanted to learn to
drive it, of course, and the very first time I took a ride by myself I ran into the gate-post
coming into the yard. I never became a good driver, but there was not much traffic to dodge in
these days so I had no accident. Also this make of car had to be cranked and I had a difficult
time. Every once in a while I got stuck in the sand - even along the roads, and the engine
would die and I would have to get out and crank. One time the crank slipped and I bumped
my nose real hard on the hood of the car. This was very aggravating but not so much worse
than shortly before that. [ was trying to drive balky horses. The horses we had since we came
to California were mostly old nags, I had at least two hair-raising experiences. One time I was
coming home from town with a number of my small fry sitting in the back of the spring
wagon. All of a sudden old gray decided to stop and go no more! I do not remember how long
he stopped or what got him started again, but these episodes made me very unhappy to say the
least. This same old horse acted up again one evening as [ was going to Reverend Myhrin’s
prayer meeting and had Leslie with me. I had been asked to bring my guitar and play. All
went well until we were ready to start home and the horse refused to budge. Reverend Myhrin
tried every trick he knew. After some time we finally got him in the mood to continue our
journey home. This was my last experience with horses.

We kept a small dairy of about seven or eight cows and also raised some hogs, grapes and
alfalfa. We had an orchard with peaches that had to be picked, cut and dried. Helen was old
enough to care for the youngest children and do a little cooking. I usually let her stay in the
house and go about doing the general housework. I went out to the orchard myself to help
with the peaches. We had to pick them cut them and put them on trays to dry. On one of these
days, as we were returning to the house at noon all tired, hungry and dirty - I in my coveralls,
who should we meet up with in the yard but a carload of people from Richvale? Of course
they expected to be invited for lunch. I went to work and prepared something, I don’t know
what - but we all did eat and have a good visit at the same time

I have always been sort of a finicky person about my appearance. All through life it was a
habit of mine to dress well in the morning, so that I wouldn’t feel embarrassed to meet anyone
who should happen to drop in during the day.

On this place we had the tallest corn I have ever seen. I recall one day when Judge Pedigo
came to buy some roasting ears. My husband was not around, so I went out into the corn-
patch to help pick the corn. The stalks were so tall that we had to reach over our heads to get
it. A tall story you say? No, tall corn I am saying. [ am a corn picker from way back.

On August 31, 1916 a dear little baby girl was born. We named her Hope Leona. Doctor Eric
Julien was my doctor in these days. About one and a half years later Emma Iola came along.
It was on February 17, 1918.



When we first arrived in California we joined the Hilmar Mission Covenant Church where
Reverend Nilsen was the pastor. He lived on a farm and had a large family - one of his sons,
Joe and his wife have been Missionaries in Africa, for many, many years and we expect them
home soon at this point of writing. This will be their third or fourth furlough. I am greatly
interested in Africa. The fact is if my dear Iola had lived, she would have been there too as a
missionary. We were and still do trust in God and attend Sunday School and Church quite
regular. Here the language question arose again. This church worshipped in the Swedish
language. As we spoke English at home, the children knew no Swedish, so we had to send
them to the Methodist Church in Irwin.

In 1917 Arthur had to have surgery for ulcers of the stomach. One day while he was in the
hospital and I was feeling so blue, worried, and down-hearted, the old Methodist minister
whose name I cannot recall, came over and talked to me and prayed for us. God surely lifted
the burden from my soul at that time and I felt that I could trust the Lord for the outcome.
Arthur recovered and came home again, only to go back to the hospital for another operation
inside of a year. We now had a chance to sell the place for a small profit, so we sold and
bought a twenty acre tract without buildings on Lander Avenue, south of Irwin. We built a
lovely 7-room house, garage and barn. At that time the road was being paved and the electric
line was being built. We moved into our large comfortable two-story home in the winter of
1919, after having an auction at the other place and selling off most of the stock and some of
the furniture as I wanted new things in our new home. While living on the Rose place we had
bought a piano from Jonathan Moss for three hundred and twenty-five dollars in cash. I still
have it as of this year, 1953. I also have the round dining room table that we bought in 1920.

Chapter 4

On March 12, 1920 our last child was born. She was a girl and we named her Winifred Edith
Regina. When Winifred was one and a half years of age I was stricken with arthritis. I had to
be taken to the hospital. I stayed at the Ahwahnee Sanatorium for a hectic year and a half. At
that time the County Nurse looked at Helen and decided that a rest cure would be good for her
as she was slightly underweight and had a bronchial cough. She stayed there for a year. There
was nothing seriously the matter with her. After I left for the hospital the four youngest
children were taken care of by friends and neighbours. Iola went to live with the Emil
Johnson’s. They had no children of their own and wanted her. Harriet, Hope and Winnie were
taken care of by Mrs. Hopcraft. Arthur kept the four boys at home. They were old enough
now to help with the work inside and out.

After Helen left Ahwahnee she kept house for her brothers and Daddy. When I arrived at the
hospital after leaving my husband and all of my nine children, between the ages of one and a
half to sixteen years of age, I cried and worried a lot. I wondered what would become of them.
But I turned to the Lord and left them in His care, and everything turned out for the best. I
was confined as a bed-patient for one whole year and could not even step out of the bed.
Doctor Seward gave me various shots and treatments for my arthritis. It was a long drawn out
process.

The nurses and doctor treated me very well and after a time I sort of became adjusted to the
place and hearing from home that everything was going smoothly, I worried less. I suffered
no severe pain, just a gradual stiffening, then unstiffening of my joints.

Then the day came when Doctor Seward told me I could try to walk. I told him that it would
be impossible but be said, “The nurses can help you to try a few steps each day.” Gradually
increasing the distance, I did so. I gained strength every day and before I realized it I was



walking by myself. One day while the two nurses were helping me walk, we met the doctor in
the hall and he told me I looked like a locomobile. I do not know if he was making fun of me
or why he said that, but it sort of hurt my feelings. After I had learned to walk again and was
able to dress and undress myself, the doctor told me I could do just as I pleased, stay in bed
and out of bed as [ wished. He also said I could go around and visit and talk to the other
patients so I usually dressed in the morning and stayed up all day.

I visited other bed-patients trying to cheer them and singing hymns to them, talking about the
Lord, that He is able to heal the sick today, the same as He did when He was on this earth, of
which I was a good example, I think. This was a Tuberculosis Sanatorium and I was
examined once a month for TB but not a trace of it could be found so Doctor Seward told me
“I can do nothing more for you so you may go home.”

During the time I spent in Ahwahnee I did a great deal of thinking, wondering what lay ahead
as I saw one after another corpse carried out. Others were cured and went home. What would
my lot be? I wondered. Would I also be carried away from there like so many others? But
Praise God! He let me live to return to my family.

The day I left was a very happy one. When Doctor Seward told mo goodbye, he aid, “You
have been a real good patient.” All the time I was in Ahwahnee I would sit straight up in bed,
always doing my handwork. My hands were still good so I could embroider and crochet. I
sold a few things to the nurses and other patients. It gave me a little money to buy more
material to work with. I would order from the mail-order catalogs. I made luncheon sets,
scarves, runners and crocheted men’s ties and lots and lots of things as I had just oodles of
time. Beside that I read many books from the library. The Bible is the book of books in my
estimation. I read it through over and over again.

One or two days a week I would mend long black stockings for a twelve-year old boy who
was a patient there. Also I made a lot of hairpin lace for one of the nurses. When the doctor
saw it he said, “You have miles and miles of it here*. Yards and yards would have been more
correct.

While Helen was up there she gained so much weight that she could not get into her clothes.
She had some things sent to her from my cousin in Minneesota who was a nurse. Her dresses
were too large for Helen at the time so I altered them so that Helen could wear them.

There were not very many people from around here at the Sanatorium so we did not have
many visitors. [ was about the only one that dressed in my clothes. The others, if they were
able and had permission to go about would wear their bath-robes. They had moving pictures
one evening each week for these who were able to attend, but they all wore their robes. The
food was splendid and I gained thirty-five pounds in a short time. Then it was up to me to
reduce a little so I refused the “in-between nourishment” and soon got back to normal weight,
which for me was 150 pounds.

With my gradual improvement the outlook in life became brighter, and I got so that I actually
enjoyed myself, trying to treat every body alike and visit them and keep them happy. One day
I passed by Mrs. Schino’s door and did not go in. She saw me and she told the nurses that I
passed her by and that it made her cry. After that I tried to be fair and treat all alike. Some of
the patients were the complaining kind and others were jolly and cheerful in spite of their
condition and suffering.

Now that I had been told I could go home I waited for a chance to get a ride. I did not have
long to wait as one day, our long time friend Mr. K. Knutsen came up to visit some friends,
and also brought fruit and flowers for me. Then I told him I had been released to go home
and asked him if I could ride along, and he said that I could. We had a nice trip. The other



ladies that were with him had made some sandwiches to eat on the way home. When we came
to a mountain stream where some watercress was growing, they had him stop the car so they
could go and pick some. They put the watercress between slices of bread for a sandwich. Mr.
K. said, “You can have the watercress, just give me a sandwich.” We got a ticket for speeding
in Atwater. Aside from that we had a grand trip back home.

Chapter 5

It was about seven o’clock in the evening when we arrived at home. I had not seen it for one
and a half years. I surprised my family as they did not know that I was coming - what a
wonderful home-coming it was. Arthur, my dear husband, Helen and the four boys were all
there when I got out of the car all by myself and walked into the house. That evening we had a
nice homey chat about everything. I’ll never forget how my youngest son Pat pulled up a
chair as close to my chair as he could get it and sat there all evening. He was about ten years
old at the time.

I was not able to do much work but could help to keep the home together. The following
morning we got in touch with Mrs. Hopcraft and she cleaned the girls up and they were
brought home to see their “Mama”, whom they had not seen for one and a half years. (Daddy
and the boys visited me at Ahwahnee). By the girls, I mean Harriet, Hope and Winnie. They
certainly looked good to me, and were as happy to see me as I was to see them. They did not
want to go back to Mrs. Hopcraft, even for a day or two until things could be arranged at
home to keep them. Everyone was so willing and anxious to help with the housework, and it
was so wonderful for the family to be together again.

We had an electric washer at that time and poor Arthur did the washing. I was able to do the
ironing in relays. I would iron a few pieces and then go and sit down for awhile to rest my
knees and feet, then I’d do a few more pieces and rest some more, in that way we managed
quite well.

Helen was going to High School but she was my main stand-by and such a good worker. On
Saturdays she would bake a big batch of bread and raised biscuits. Even now she often
mentions how she would put three or four of her little sisters in the bathtub at one time. When
she took them out she had a difficult time trying to find the right underwear for each one.

As Iola was staying with the Emil Johnson’s we did not get in touch with her right away upon
my return. When we did, they asked if they could keep her. They had become so attached and
loved her as their own daughter. It would be difficult for them to give her up. They would not
ask to adopt her, but to keep and care for her. Under the circumstances we felt for her sake she
would get better care and bringing up than we could give her, so we let them keep her. Iola
was very fond of her brothers and sisters. Of course, her Mom and Dad loved her too, but we
did not live too far apart so she could visit with all of us frequently

We had some seedless raisin grapes and a few peaches that we raised on the place. We also
grew watermelons and cantaloupes which the boys and girls sold at our roadside stand. There
wasn’t much profit to be made on that place so we put it up for sale.

On January 23, 1927 Leslie was married to Pearle Delany in the Irwin Methodist Church. A
lovely reception was held at the Delany home after the ceremony. A small house in Irwin was
their first home. They lived there a short time then moved to Modesto. Leslie was a natural
born mechanic. He got work at different shops and garages. Most of the time it was night
work. That made it very monotonous for both of them. Pearle especially would be the sufferer
in such an existence. They moved from one house to another several times and they were even



running a filling station at one time a few miles out from Modesto. After about eight years of
this way of living their son James was born.

James has been a joy and comfort to his parents and his grandmother too. He is their only
child and he has had the best of training. His politeness is unusual for a young man. He never
fails to make a special effort to say upon leaving me when he visits, “good-bye Grandma.”
James is now in Junior College in Modesto. He is very much interested in a musical career.
He sings well and has studied the piano since he was a youngster.

Leslie bought a five-acre ranch two miles from Riverbank where they are making their home
as of now. They have a few head of cows, besides some young stock - also pasture for the
cattle. Leslie still commutes back and forth between home and Modesto where he works in a
garage every week-day. He also keeps bees as a hobby. He tried beekeeping in a small
measure even when he was a youngster at home. At that time somebody stole all his bees and
hives. He kept them down by the Merced river. Now he hauls them around by truck to the
different kinds of blossoms for good honey.

During our seven years on this place we called the “White House”, we had what we called
“Cottage Prayer Meetings” in the various homes once a week. We welcomed them to meet at
our house at times. Although I only knew how to chord on the piano, I would accompany the
singing. We felt the need of the Lord’s guidance in all our undertakings. My darling Arthur
was failing in health gradually and not able to do much work.

After Carl finished High School he went to San Francisco to look for work. His first job was
in the crockery department in the Emporium. On the first Christmas after he left he shipped
me a full barrel of the nicest set of Bavarian China. The barrel came early in the week but he
asked that I would not open it until Christmas Eve because he expected to be home at that
time. So after we returned from the Christmas Eve Program at church we came home and
opened the gifts. What a surprise to find all that beautiful china-setting for twelve of
everything.

The children came down with the measles. Shortly after that Hope was stricken with arthritis,
at about the age of seven. The local doctors recommended that we should take her to the
University of California Hospital in San Francisco. There they treated her for some time.
They performed successful surgery on her. After she left the hospital she went to a rest home
near Palo Alto and remained there until she was well. It is wonderful what doctors and
Medical Science can do these days.

Now I will go back about twenty-five years to Nebraska. When I was expecting our third
child, seeing we had two boys we hoped for a girl. During this time of my pregnancy there
was a National Beauty Contest going on to locate the prettiest girl in the United States. When
the first, second and third choice came out with their pictures in the paper, I cut out the winner.
I think her name was Della Carson. I placed the picture in a place where I could be looking at
it all the time, hoping my girl would be beautiful. I was also very much interested in music at
the time, hoping also, that my girl would be a musician. My dream came true. Helen has big
brown eyes and became a beautiful young lady. Speaking of music, she has worked very hard
at it all her life and has been successful, both in her teaching and entertaining - both in piano
and accordion.

Now back to the “White House” again. Helen would get up at five o’clock in the mornings
and practice on the piano while the rest of the family was still in bed. When she finished High
School she attended the College of the Pacific in Stockton. She hoped to work her way
through college but found it too difficult so she stayed just one semester. Then she went to
Berkeley where she got a domestic job. She promised me that when she had saved enough



money she would take me on a trip back to Nebraska to visit relatives and friends. She earned
good wages so it did not take long before she had the money for expenses. By that time she
was engaged to be married to Ephraim Anderson. She wanted to take the trip before she
married but he insisted that they marry first and then she could go. They were married in the
Mission Covenant Church in San Francisco. It was an unfortunate marriage as you will read
later. They made their home in Oakland and in two months she planned for us to take that trip.

Helen had me go up there to sew some new clothes for her to wear on the trip. I took Winnie
with me and we stayed a week or more. We returned home and I got ready and Helen and I
went back East for about seven weeks. We went as far as Minneapolis to visit Aunt Anna with
whom [ lived for three years in Nebraska as a small girl. We had a grand time. I also met two
cousins whom I had not met before, Professor T. B. Madsen and Lydia Knudsen. We had a
delicious fish dinner one day at my cousin’s, Professor and Mrs. F.J. Hollinbeck.

When Helen and I were on our way to Nebraska I had a Carnival cane with me to steady
myself when I walked. I was quite wobbly at that time. As we arrived in Kearney and were
about to leave the train my cane was caught between the seat and the side of the coach. I
could not get it out. The conductor and others on the train tried to get it out. I got out - but,
without my cane.

Some of the relatives came to meet us, but still no cane. The train was actually held up for
several minutes due to that cheap cane. I said to let it go, but it was finally brought out. I felt
terribly embarrassed on account of so much commotion as to that cane of mine. A day or so
later when Grandpa Cross saw my cheap cane he said, “I will give you a cane that is a cane. It
was handed down to him. He did not need it so he wanted me to throw mine away and use his.
It is a diamond willow cane carved out by hand in some prison camp. So [ used it as long as I
was able to walk around.

In Nebraska we had many relatives on my husband’s side of the family. His dear old mother
was still alive. His brothers Walter, Alvin and Henry and their families lived there also. His
sisters, Josie, Hattie and Mabel with their families all lived around there. They had a big
family “get-together” one Sunday at the Scott Masters’ home in our honour.

Our vacation was nearing the end so we started back to California. We stopped in Denver for
a couple of days to visit my cousin, Mrs. L. F. Leedham. I enjoyed my trip immensely.

Later Helen and Ephraim moved to the Anderson farm in Hilmar. A little daughter was born
to them who passed away at the age of five months. She was named Betty Jean. Ephraim was
not the man for Helen. She worked so hard trying to make ends meet and make a success of
their marriage but things went from bad to worse and Helen finally left him. Everyone who
knew Ephraim did not blame her for doing what she did.

By this time we had found a buyer for our home, the “White House”. It was put in escrow.
The new owners moved in and we found a temporary place to live in near Irwin.

After father and my step-mother lived on the forty-acre ranch for about five years they found
the work too hard. They were aging and not in very good health either one of them. They kept
a few cows, some hogs and of course all the farm work that was connected with all that was
more than they could handle. The ranch was sold and they bought two acres closer to town
and built a house and retired.

My father had cancer and kept failing in health. In the Spring of 1918 he passed away. Mom
felt very helpless and lonely after Dad was gone. The settlement of the estate was made. Half
of the property was equally divided among the three of us children, John, Tom and myself.
Mom then gave Tom the authority to manage her affairs. They sold the two-acre place and



bought a home closer into town on Flower Street. She seemed to be in meagre circumstances -
having a difficult time to make ends meet. She kept a few hens in the backyard and was able
to sell a few eggs to her neighbours. She also spaded the ground and raised some vegetables.

Tom and his family had moved to Los Angeles, and John lived in Stockton so I was really the
only one of the family in this immediate vicinity. Of course, being in the wheel-chair I had no
way to visit with her but she walked over to visit with me. She would confide in me and tell
me her troubles. I was a good listener. After receiving the Old Age Pension she felt more
secure and happy - but her health was failing and in a few years she also died with cancer.
Tom’s wife and my Helen were with her when she passed away in her own home.

Arthur’ folks in Nebraska, especially his mother had been after him for years to come back to
visit. And about a year before I went he took a trip to Nebraska by himself. We could not both
leave at the same time. We would not leave the younger children at home alone. He did not
enjoy his trip half as much as I did mine, due to his headaches and stomach ailment. I think he
was glad to get back. Because I elaborated on the good time I had, he said “If I ever go again I
will do differently.” But he never got to go again.

Pat, Harriet, Hope and Winnie went to grammar school in Irwin. Everett was exempt from
High School in order to help with the support of the family. He and the school principal could
not get along, and we went to see Judge Pedigo about it and he agreed to his dismissal.

One occurrence which happened frequently comes to my mind. When Pat and Everett were
small and had been into some kind of mischief together and their father promised punishment
Everett always ran away and Pat took the whipping. It hurts a parent more than it does the
child to employ punishment.

We had now lived in this temporary place for one year, yet no money was derived from the
escrow deal, so we rented the Emil Seagren Dairy on shares. While we lived there my dear
husband became very ill and had to be taken to the Merced General Hospital. Everett and Pat
were doing the farm work - milking cows and all. Pat had a motorcycle and would run into
Merced often to see his Dad. Pat and his Dad were very close. Naturally his Daddy wanted to
know all about the functioning of the farm.

Just about that time Maurice Smith who had been in the Navy was discharged. He had spent
most of the service in China and Japan. He decided to come to California for a visit before
leaving for his home in Nebraska. He was Arthur’s oldest sister, Josie Smith’s son. He was
fond of his uncle Arthur and went along to visit him in the hospital - and was at his bedside
when he passed away in March, 1931. Maurice was so good and such a comfort to me and the
family during these crucial days of the passing away - and the funeral of my dearly beloved
husband.

He had now gone to be with the Lord whom he loved and served, away from all pain and
suffering. It was not such a shock; as he had been suffering with cancer for a number of years.
But now the responsibility rested on my own weak shoulders and I was not well.

Chapter 6

Leslie and Helen were married now and Winnie, the youngest was ten years old. Helen
needed some help on the farm and Winnie stayed with her and remained for a time.

A short time after dear Arthur died, the deal came through escrow and I got the settlement
from the “White House”. Pat and Everett said that they did not want to milk cows anymore so



I started to look around for a place in Turlock and bought this house where I have resided for
the past twenty-three years.

Before we left the Seagren place, Everett and Lucile went to Reno and were married. Maurice
Smith and Howard Dooley accompanied them and they went on to Nebraska on their
honeymoon, taking Maurice back home.

Lucile and Everett lived on the Seagren place until some time after Alta Faye was born. She
was my first grandchild and such a darling baby. After they left there they lived in various
places in Turlock, Merced and Delhi. Everett has been interested in selling automobiles and
worked along the auto business at different times. He had the De Soto Agency in Merced
when World War II broke out, then had to give that up, and go into Defense Work until the
war ended. He has worked his way up from the bottom of the ladder to the top. He is now the
Sales Manager at the Smith Chevrolet Company here in Turlock.

He and his entire family are very much interested in horses as a hobby and they have
belonged to the Horseman’s Club for years. There used to be a Junior division where Wally,
Everett’s oldest son, was one of the best riders. This drill team was called the “Turlock
Cavaliers”. It was for boys and girls under fifteen years of age. Earl Bradley was the
Drillmaster and he spent a great deal of time and effort and I am sure it took an immense
amount of patience to train those youngsters. They kept it up for several years and what grand
drills thy put on. They performed for Fairs and Rodeos and the like all over the State of
California and won various prizes. They finally had to disband about a year ago as Earl
Bradley felt the need of rest.

Everett purchased a nice home with ten acres of land about three miles from Turlock and they
live there. They have some cattle and horses and have clover for pasturing the stock.

I will relate about Everett’s wife, Lucile, whom he met at a party somewhere. Her name was
Lucile Dooley. The family came from Texas. There were seven children in the Dooley family.
They settled in Delhi. Shortly a romance between Everett and Lucile came about and they
became engaged. During the last year or so before my dear husband passed away we saw a
good deal of Lucile, as Everett brought her over to our home very frequently. Daddy thought
and remarked, “That girl is just too cute for words.” They were married shortly after the death
of Everett’s father. They have three children - Faye, Wally and Ronnie. Faye is the oldest of
my grandchildren and the first to get married.

Faye married Jack Anderson. They are making their home in Turlock. Everett and Lucile gave
them a beautiful wedding in the First Methodist Church in the evening of May 9, 1953. 1
seldom go out at nights but my big strong boys saw to it that I got to go to the wedding and
how glad and happy I was to be able to attend. However, I was very tired the next day and for
a few days after. All the members of the family from everywhere came to it. All of them
remained over Mother’s Day and gathered over here at my home, had pot-luck dinner and a
family reunion. We had made arrangements with the photographer to come over and take
pictures which turned out very well, and we all had a grand time together. It is not often we
can get together since the family is now living in three different states.

Faye’s cousin, James, was soloist at her wedding, and both her brothers participated in the
wedding. Wally acted as best man and Ronnie as Candle lighter. And Jack’s sister was one of
the brides-maids. Faye’s niece, Sharon, was the flower girl. Quite a family affair with so
many in the wedding party.

When Everett decided to take over the Seagren place after he and Lucile returned from their
honeymoon they moved me and my belongings and the rest of our family to Turlock. Pat then



joined the Civilian Conservation Corps - Harriet, now a senior in high school, Hope and
Winnie came to live with me.

Helen underwent surgery for a tumor about that time and while she was recuperating she
made her home with us. Some time later she and Antone Ruby opened a music studio in
Modesto. It worked for a time, but not too long. Then she again moved in with us.

While living here at home she mot Clayton Bradley and they were married on June 20, 1938.
Clayton worked for the Chevrolet Company as Sales Manager. They drew their own plans for
a very nice duplex rock-house which they had built in Turlock. Then World War Il came
along and Clayton was drafted. Although he had served in the first World War, he had to go
again.

While Clayton was away a bad incident happened. Helen was struck suddenly with Bell’s
Palsy on the left side of her face. Her beauty was practically gone. It took many years of
trying this, that and the other until it finally wore off.

When Clayton returned from the service, they sold the rock-house here in town and invested
in a fifty-five acre walnut ranch near La Grange, California. Both of them worked very hard,
made many repairs and improvements there. For several years they kept it up and were
making good money. Helen was teaching music on the side. One day a week she came here to
my house where she had a full day of teaching.

They tired of the walnut ranch and went to Mexico for the winter where they lived in their
trailer-house. While on the trip they looked around for a new location where they might invest
in some property. They became interested in a large ranch in Oregon, so they sold the walnut
ranch and bought it. They buy hundreds of head of cattle in the spring of each year, feed them
through the summer and sell them at a profit. Their winters are free and they go to a warmer
climate each year for a rest. I miss both of them since they moved away, but they do get down
here for a short visit once or twice a year.

Since Helen’s at Lakeview, Oregon she has joined many clubs and various organizations, also
a Saddle Club. When there are meetings and entertainments connected with her clubs, she is
always called on for the musical portion of the program.

Helen and Clayton have no children of their own. On their first vacation in Mexico they found
a Mexican boy, a street urchin, with no home who had been shifting for himself. He was a
lovable, brilliant and good-looking child, twelve years of age. Helen and Clayton fell in live
with him and he with them. They decided to bring him back with them to the States to raise
and educate him. However, there was a lot of red tape to go through. They had to deposit five
hundred dollars before they could take him across the border. All went well for a while, but he
was a spoiled child and had never learned to take or obey orders, or been told what to do and
what not to do. He was taken on approval for six months, but long before that, Helen and
Clayton had to return him to Mexico. His name was Pancho.

Harriet graduated from Hilmar High in the spring of 1932. Hope finished the third year of
High School. She was now in perfect health and decided to quit school and go to Stockton to
look for a job, which she soon obtained. Hope started working for Mrs. Peffer, and while
there she met Paul Derrick whom she married on July 26, 1939. Mrs. Peffer bought her a
lovely wedding outfit and gave them a grand wedding in her own lovely home.

After Hope and Paul were married they rented an apartment and Hope still retained her job
with Mrs. Peffer, part time only. This proved too much for her, and her old ailment, Arthritis,
came back. Mrs. Peffer was concerned about Hope and paid all the doctor bills, but she still
did not get well until another operation had to be performed on her hip - it helped



considerably.

Paul was a shoe salesman for many years, and as he was interested in music he has
continually taken singing lessons and guitar lessons. Even during their first years of married
life he had a fifteen minute radio program on the local Peffer station that transpired once a
week. They bought a new home in Stockton. It was so nice and comfortable, but Paul found
that the payments and all was too much for him so they sold it.

One winter they went on a trip to Florida. They purchased a house trailer which they travelled
in. Paul was then a travelling salesman for a rubber company from California to Washington
and Oregon. He went back to the shoe business and for a time they lived in Inglewood,
California. From there he was transferred to Oakland. They remained there for several years.
Paul worked for various concerns, but all the time he was working hard at his music,
determined to make it his career. Hope had a good off ice job and they both worked hard.

A couple of years ago Paul joined up with a couple of other fellows as a musical trio, and had
some entertainment jobs in Palo Alto. They broke up and he joined two others - a trio again -
then another break. But at this point in writing it really looks as if success has finally come.
Now a third trio - they call themselves the Treasure Tones is going over big in the vicinity of
Los Angeles and Hollywood. This is the beginning of success for their future.

In 1931 I had an accident in my home, I took a terrible fall. I injured my left hip and have not
walked since that time. I have at the present time been confined to a wheel-chair for the last
twenty-two years, and for seventeen of these years I did not leave the house except on rare
occasions when my boys would lift me into the car and take me for a ride.

Sitting here at my window, day after day, and through many weeks, months and years,
watching people passing by, seemingly happy and carefree, I am wondering if they can go
through life without ever coming to a detour sign and turn off the straight road to reach their
goal of destination on “Life’s Highway”. My injured hip is hurting me so much now that I
could scream! - but I wont. It would do more harm than good.

Winnie graduated from High School and went to San Francisco to a Beauty Culture School.
She was trying to work her way through, but it was a struggle. Her good brother Pat came to
her rescue and advanced her sufficient money to finish her course.

While Winnie lived at home and was going to High School, she and Harriet were the same
size and could wear each other’s clothes. There used to be quite an amount of squabbling
about it. I especially recall one time. In High School those days the girls had to wear uniforms
every day except on Friday when they could wear dresses. This particular time Harriet had
agreed that if Winnie could wear a certain dress of hers on Friday that she could wear a
certain one of Winnie’s on Saturday when she went to Modesto to teach. When Saturday
came along, Winnie would not let Harriet wear what she had promised her that she could.
There was quite an argument. Harriet had to change her plans, felt miserable about it - left
home crying and when she reached the bus station the bus had left. She knew she would be
late for her appointment if she waited for the next bus. She then went to a Stop sign where
cars were heading toward Modesto. She saw a lady in a car and asked if she could ride with
her to Modesto. This was her first time to hitch-hike.

Winnie was quite an athlete when a young girl and still is. She went in for swimming and
tennis. During summer vacations she helped Helen with her work, both on the farm and in
Modesto.



Now there was only Harriet and myself left at home. Harriet took care of me, kept the house
and gave accordion lessons on the spare portion of her time. I was able to do a little sewing
and help her, so together we made very nice dresses and suits. She was a well-dressed girl
without much expenses added to our small means of income. She had one day of teaching in
Modesto each week, and there she met Al Wentzel, who was one of her students at the time.
They became good friends, and he would bring her home from Modesto. For a few years we
saw a good deal of Al. He would come and attend church with Harriet on Sunday nights and
everything was running smoothly.

Al was a foreman on the El Solyo dairy near Vernalis at that time. It was a distance of thirty
miles for him to come and see his sweetheart, but when a couple is in love, distance or
anything else is no obstacle.

Harriet and Al became engaged after three years of going together. They hoped to get married
as soon as possible, but here was “mother”, what could be done about her? As I had no means
to support myself Harriet and Al said that [ should live with them. My other children
contributed to my support.

Harriet and Al were married on April 28, 1941. I moved with them to the dairy farm, letting
them use my furniture so they would not have to invest in household furnishings immediately
at this starting point of their marriage.

I rented my place to Casey Jones, six room house for twenty dollars per month. Rent was
cheap in those days. Harriet was a good worker and very capable so she undertook to board
the milkers and other men at the dairy farm. Three meals a day for seven men was no easy
task. They decorated a nice room for me where I had the pictures of all my children hanging
on the wall. It was a very pleasant room where I could read and write and crochet - that

is how I spent most of my time. Al was very good to me. They would bring me gifts and
various items when they went to Modesto to shop. Modesto was fifteen miles away. Al would
carry me and put me in the car to ride along with Harriet once a week or so when she went to
Modesto or Turlock to do the grocery shopping for the week.

The El Solyo Ranch was a great big place, with different types of farming and it was
beautifully kept, so clean and free from weeds. The entire atmosphere was a real garden spot.
Speaking of a garden - there was a nice spot not far from the river where they raised cabbage,
broccoli and other vegetables. There was a fruit orchard where they raised peaches and other
fruits. They had a packing plant where it was taken care of. One part of the ranch was devoted
to turkeys, where they raised thousands of birds and another was devoted to hogs. They
proceeded to make a business out of raising and feeding hogs. Mr. Cearley was the “Pig Man”,
and his family and himself were good friends of Harriet and Al so we saw a great deal of them.
But the others on the ranch we did not become too well acquainted with.

There was one portion of the Ranch devoted to rice, and they also had a splendid amount of
alfalfa and clover land that was used for feeding the cattle. It vas at this place that Al became
interested in bees and caught a few swarms, just for a hobby. He met an elderly man, Mr.
Alexander, who had been a Missionary in Japan for years who since his retirement had gone
into the bee business. Who would have thought at that time that Al would gradually work
himself into it, and at this date, twelve years later, that the small hobby he started out with
would work itself into a profitable fulltime bee and honey business.

Harriet and Al now own a home in Denair where Al carries on in his beekeeping profession
while Harriet teaches music along with her homemaking and other activities. Al wins prizes
for excellent honey at the various Fairs where it is displayed.



During the time when Harriet and Al lived with me temporarily and Lucy Higgins was my
nurse, something comes to my mind that I wish to mention. One evening just as we had sat
down to dinner little Patsy was sitting in the highchair. The door bell rang and we all had the
surprise of our lives as my cousin Professor Thorval Madsen, brother John from Chico and
Gus Gunderson from Nebraska walked into the house. With these three men coming as they
did there was a great deal of commotion along with introductions. When everything had
calmed down again we all sat down to eat. In the meantime little Patsy, age two was ignored -
but she pipes up and says, “I’m here too”, as plain as you please. Nobody had noticed her and
she had been taking it all in. We had a good laugh over it. Then cousin Madsen recognized
her too.

The question arose as to how we could keep them all over night, but everything worked out
fine. We had Harriet’s bed-divan, my own sofa both in the front room, so they fixed up the
two of them and the fellows slept in there - or did they sleep that night? That was the question.
At least they tried.

We had a grand visit with them. As my father had been gone for many years at that time, [
had not heard about any of my relatives whether I had any living or not. But cousin Thorvald
informed me that we had three of my father’s sisters still living. He gave me their addresses.
Aunt Johanne in Norway, Aunt Elizabeth in Long Island and Aunt Berthine in South Africa. I
began to correspond with all three of them and they all seemed happy to have found me too. I
had to write in Norwegian to Aunt Johanne, but to Elizabeth and Berthine I could write
English and they answered back in Norwegian. It was like finding a treasure, my own three
aunts that I did not know existed. Two of them have passed away now but Aunt Berthine who
resides in Africa and I have become real chummy. She had a fall, in fact, many falls of late
but has come out of them all and is able to get around and do a little of something. She tells
me her troubles, and sympathizes with me in my affliction. I have not been able to walk for so
many years. She has lost her hearing completely. She is eighty-six years old.

Cousin Thorvald Madsen had been a Superintendent of two Bible Schools, one in Chicago
and the other in Minneapolis, (he is married and has two sons), he was also teaching classes
and is a Minister of the Gospel. A few years ago he was stricken with Coronary Thrombosis,
and got pneumonia on top of that. He was in such poor condition that there was little hopes
for his recovery, but through prayer and faith by God’s people, be recovered and is back at his
former duties. The two schools have been combined into one which is located in Chicago
where they are now living. He and his wife Petra have been through here and visited us
several times since that first visit.

Coming back to Harriet and Al - besides Patsy who is now ten years of age, they have a boy,
Sanford Arthur, age six, both going to school. Besides her accordion and piano lessons,
Harriet is the pianist for the church choir. She is active in departments of the Bethel Temple
church.

Here is another portion of - should I say an indelible impression from youthful days of
working for other people. This daily occurrence was during my three years of dress-making at
the home of the S. Jacobsen family. Mrs. Jacobsen was the sister of my stepmother. There
were eight children between the ages at eight and eighteen. Every morning after breakfast
they had a session of family worship. After the daddy had read a portion of scripture,
everyone of the children went on their knees and each one made a short prayer to themselves
that they selected for the occasion. What a good way to begin the day - to know that God is
constantly watching over you, that be hears and answers prayers. If all the homes or even half
of them would have a five minute prayer what a much better world this would be. It is not
easy to do as we tried to keep it up in our own home.



Two weeks after Harriet was married, Winnie decided to do likewise. She and Andy Vozzo
went to Reno and were married on May 15, 1941. Upon their return from their honeymoon
they went to live with Andy’s folks in San Francisco.

Andy’s father had a bad stroke, and they needed him to help out at the time. This went on for
about three years, until Mr. Vozzo passed away. In the meantime Winnie worked part time at
her beauty shop trade, until their first child was born. He was a very sweet and lovable boy
whom they called Jeffrey Carl. They then a flat in the City where they have lived ever since.
It is not far from mother Vozzo so they visit with her often.

Back to the dairy. On December 7, 1941 we received the news that Pearl Harbor was attacked
by the Japs, and our second World War broke out. Naturally each and every one of us were
amazed beyond reasoning power to think that our dear ones would have to defend our country
from more torture, and each day an amount of unhappiness that would effect each family in
our dear United States.

Chapter 7

Mary Liebel and my youngest son, Pat, had been having a few ups and downs during a few
years of courtship, but on December 20, 1941 they were married, and when the war broke out
Pat enlisted in the Service. He had gone from Civilian Conservation Corps to the Forest
Service. He was by now an expert in road building and heavy equipment operation, and after
a few months in training camp he was sent to the Aleutian Islands, where he became Master
Sergeant and handled a battalion of men in road building and maintenance work. He was
away for about three years and while be was overseas his oldest son, Pat Jr., was born in
Bakersfield where Mary lived with her folks.

When Pat was in the CCC, and before that - in the lumber camp he was very faithful in
writing home and sent part of his pay check every month to help support us here at home.
During the ten years he was promoted from time to time to better jobs and better and better
pay.

Pat returned from the Islands and was sent to different parts of this country. Mary and Junior
joined him. They lived in Louisiana for a while and were in the State of Washington when the
war ended. Their daughter Wendy was born in Kernville, California. Soon after that they
came here to Turlock and lived with me for a short time while looking around for a permanent
location. They were fortunate enough to get the Holger Christoffersen place, had it stocked
with dairy cows on a fifty-fifty basis. They had a comfortable home and a well-equipped
place. There were many orange trees that we had a chance to share the fruit from year after
year. After seven years Pat had an offer to go to New Mexico to manage a two hundred cow
dairy. He thought the change would be good all the way around so he gave up this dairy and
moved. He had just bought a nice 55-acre piece of open land north of Denair, and was having
it levelled, checked and planted to alfalfa or clover. Their little Timothy Scott was born three
years ago. Now they are living in New Mexico. They seem to be satisfied, but I do miss them
so much moving so far away.

Pat met Mary Liebel while he was in the Forest Service east of Bakersfield. Mary is part
Indian and proud of it. She is a live jolly, happy-go-lucky person with dark hair and cute as
can be. Mary is a wonderful mother to their three children, and also a very good companion to
my baby boy Pat.



Mary was working at plane spotting stations during the war. Her sister, Mollie, was also
helping part of the time. At the time of their plane watching each had a small child, - so took
turns in watching.

As time went on Harriet and Al were planning an addition to the family and moved me into
the guest room so they could have my room decorated up for the new baby. They painted it
light blue and it looked very nice.

On October 29, 1943, Patsy Lee came to gladden the lives of her young parents and
grandmother.

Shortly after that the El Solyo Ranch was sold to a Corporation for one million dollars.
Naturally everything was changed. Al lost his job in the dairy and others took over. This
started Al to look around for another job and place to live. He bought a five-acre place near
Delhi. When Patsy was six months old we went over there to live. They only kept that place
for one year and sold it so it was up to them to find another one. I then decided to ask my
renters the Jones’ to move out as I wanted to go back and live in my wonderful little home.

I moved in here then and have hired ladies to take care of me for the last ten years. They work
as nurse, companion and house keeper. The first one was Mrs. Dimberg. She did not stay long
as she wanted to be free to go and be with her own children when she felt like it. The next one
was Julia Swan who stayed only for a few months. After that I had Lucy Higgins, and she was
with me for two years

Al and Harriet moved to Crows Landing on a walnut ranch and remained there a couple of
years until they bought their home in Denair.

A dreadful shock came to me and the family when on January 30, 1946 a telegram came from
the hospital in Philadelphia stating “lola went to be with the Lord”, she was under surgery for
Bronchiectasis when she passed away. Harriet and Ma Johnson (in whose home and care Iola
had been since she was three years old) went to Philadelphia to the funeral. It was cold and
dry all through the East at that time.

As Iola grew up in a sweet Christian atmosphere, she decided very early in life to be a
Missionary in Africa, and as the years went on, and when she graduated from Hilmar High
she felt a definite call from the Lord that He wanted her to be a Missionary. She felt so very
sure of it in her own soul, and in order to be one she had to do a lot of studying. She enrolled
in the Bay City Bible Institute in Berkeley, California. For four years she worked her way
through school by doing domestic work for a family in Piedmont during the day and attending
school at nights. She graduated from school with honours and always made many friends
wherever she went, on buses and street cars. She would begin talking to the one next to her in
a general way, lead up to speaking about God. This I have been told by other people, so she
was really doing missionary work even then.

She now had to take a Missionary Medical Course, and went to Toronto, Ontario, Canada for
one year and graduated from there. She went to Philadelphia where the headquarters were
located and from this point would leave for her future work

Now she had to take a physical examination. She did not pass it as she had bronchiectasis.
That meant that in order to go to Africa as a missionary she would have to have two very
serious operations, that of removing the lower lobe of both lungs. This had to be done at two
different times and six months apart. She trusted in the Lord and wanted to go through with it,
knowing that if the Lord wanted her to go to Africa He would see her through. The first
operation had a few complications and much suffering. Her strength was good considering all,
and sufficient enough that the doctors decided for her second one, but as I have said, it failed.



The Lord does not make mistakes, although we wonder at times, but He chose to take my dear
Iola home, rather than to have her go through a great deal of hardship and suffering in Africa.

She played a mandolin, and had bought a new one that she expected to take with her to Africa.
Even though she did not get to go, the mandolin went. The very dear friend, Florence Tilly,
who was home on furlough and with whom Iola expected to return the following July, took
the mandolin with her to Africa.

Naturally being notified of Iola’s death was a shock to me, I felt that with all my trials and
tribulations and even death, it was more than I could take. Loving a daughter as I did,
knowing that her purpose in life was of such exceeding results of teaching, I wondered why
He took her from me and her work. The Hand of Destiny does such - that we often wonder
why!

Winnie stayed with me while Harriet went to Philadelphia to the funeral. Al and Harriet were
living here temporarily at the time, so we had Patsy here. She was such a darling at that time.
The following is a quote from the Bay Cities Bible Institute in Memoriam to Iola - “Shortly
after Iola came to Oakland, from Hilmar, California, the Lord directed her to the Bay Cities
Bible Institute. While working in a home in Piedmont she became interested in a catalog from
B.C.B.I. which had been sent to a former employee in the home.

So Iola came to inquire about the school, and enrolled in the fall of 1940. From then until the
time of her graduation in June of ’44, she was instrumental in leading others to study here,
and encouraging them to continue when circumstances were against it.

One contribution to B.C.B.I. for which we shall always remember lola was her vision for our
Student Body publication, the Ambassador. She saw the vision and need of a paper for the
student body, and consequently the Ambassador came into being.

During the time that she was at B.C.B.I. Iola was active in Sunday School and church work in
Antioch. In fact, was responsible for the establishment of a Sunday School in one of the new
sections of that community. In the summer months she was associated with Christian work in
migrant camps in Central California.

It was during the time she attended B.C.B.I. that Iola lifted up her eyes and saw “the fields
white unto harvest”. As a candidate for the field in Tanganyika, it became necessary for her to
undergo lung operations before the Medical Board would accept her. It was immediately
following the second operation that the Lord called her home.

The fields in Tanganyika - yea “unto the uttermost part of the earth - are white unto the
harvest”. Who will fill the gap?

“Whom shall I send and who will go for us?””

Before we left El Solyo, Carl was drafted into the service. After a few months of training he
was sent to North Africa. He was in the Medical Corps, and his work was in the hospital. I felt
he was fortunate not to have to be in the front lines fighting. He returned home safe and sound
after about three years service in the Army. He returned to San Francisco where he got his
former job back with Dunham, Carrigan and Hayden, a wholesale hardware company.

After a short romance with Dorothy Niel, she and Carl were married on April 6, 1946.
Dorothy was in the WAVES during the war, and was living with her father in Turlock for
awhile. They soon bought a home in San Francisco and Dorothy has been working for the
Government from time to time.

For a hobby Carl and Dorothy raise and sell Parakeets. Carl is a good gardener and grows
beautiful flowers on their little private inner sanctum.



All through the twenty years or more that we have lived in Turlock Carl was real chummy
with Byron and Ronald, Dorothy’s brothers, but Dorothy did not enter into Carl’s life until
after the War was over.

One time before the War Carl surprised me with a beautiful radio. It was late at night when it
was brought in and put up, and I was in bed. The first thing I heard on it was a song that was
popular at that time, “Scatter Brain”, remember? It was a marvellous song to me at that
particular time. It brought so many little occurrences during the portion of Carl’s little meagre
existence, that at the moment it helped to sigh with relief and contentment, because he was
married to the girl of his heart. He gave me many surprises, and while away in North Africa
and Italy he sent a huge box of souvenirs to all the feminine members of the family. He was
faithful to write home often. To me that was one of the treasured possessions of all the gifts.

All through these years of illness and confinement in the wheel-chair, I have tried various
remedies - but to no avail. Mineral baths at Mercy Hot Springs, an Electrical contraption
costing a sum of money, and many different pills and medicines, and a certain formula that
we mix at home out of Epsom Salts and lemon juice. After the new drug for arthritis was
discovered my family had mo try the ACTH, but to no avail. When my girlhood friend, Clara,
came to be with me for a time, from St. Cloud, Minnesota, after fifty years of separation, she
said, “I brought you something to take that I hope will cure your arthritis. Half a pound of
alfalfa seed cost fifty cents a pound in Minnesota. After I had finished that we bought it here
for thirty-four cents, and used several pounds of it, without any noticeable results.

It’s only through the grace of God and living in hope of better days, trusting in God, that all
things will work out for the best - according to His purpose. At times I feel that my life is not
worth living. Why am I here, so helpless and of no good to anybody. It is difficult for us to
understand why troubles and trials and sorrow and suffering follow us. Why are they
permitted? If God loves us, we reason, why does He permit us to suffer? Why these detours?

When I first had to take to the wheel-chair, the good Pastor Nelson of Bethel Temple at that
time was very helpful. He bought some wheels and sawed off part of the legs of one of my
dining room chairs, and fixed up a temporary chair that I got by with. A short time later a very
dear lady friend of mine, Mrs. Lindquist, passed away. Her family gave me her wheel-chair,
which is a home-made one. It is well-braced and so strong, with good rubber tire wheels. This
chair has been such a comfort to me all these years. I am forever grateful to the Rapp and
Lindquist families for this gift. With very little effort I am able to roll myself all around the
house.

After Miss Higgins left me I had another woman whose name I shall not mention - she was
not satisfactory and I did not keep her long. The radio Station KTRB has been a wonderful
help to me to get help when needed. All I have to do is to phone or write and they give free
employment service.

This time it was Nora Gates who heard my ad and answered the call. She was a lovely dear
person, and had become a widow within a year and was not feeling very well, but managed to
do all that was necessary, stayed with me for about nine months.

Brother John was a widower having lost his wife some time before, and he made it a habit to
always stop by and see me whenever it was convenient. He of course, became acquainted with
Nora and during the time she was here he seemed to come more often than usual. I had no
idea that there was any romantic thoughts in John’s mind, but there must have been, and only
a few weeks after she left me I got word that Nora and John were married.

They are an ideal couple and both of them are very happy and in good health. I feel that it was
through me they met and I somewhat feel that it was through me that now they are sharing the



happiness of two otherwise lonesome individuals, and also that I am, in a measure,
responsible for their happiness. John is a builder, and has put up many houses and sold them.
Now he is building a new home for themselves to live in. Nora had never had a home of her
own before she met John. However, by a previous marriage John has two married daughters
and three grandchildren. Nora has two married daughters and five grandchildren.

Chapter 8

If any of my readers should wonder how I managed financially I will tell you. When I left
Harriet and Al and came back to live in my own home, I was eligible for the old age pension,
and by careful planning and budgeting the check coming along each month very nearly takes
care of the food and utilities. The children all put together to pay for my help. I crochet many
items and sell a few articles of fancy work, which helps a great deal.

Zona Haven, a Navajo Indian woman from Arizona was my next helper. She was not well and
had been doctoring in Modesto before coming here. She was running away from a brutal and
cruel husband, who had taken everything they possessed and sold it, and had beaten her up.
She was so afraid that he would find out where she worked or resided and come after her. She
had two beautiful, glamorous-looking daughters, living in Watsonville. The oldest was
helping the younger sister to get through school and they both did baby sitting.

One day Zona got seriously ill and had to send for her daughter to come and get her. She was
a good worker, so soft-spoken and quiet. We did not understand each other very well,
although she was educated and could speak English. After Zona left I had three others that I
did not keep long. After that a young girl answered my ad through the medium of the radio
advertising. Yes - in a small town like Turlock, that is a way that the radio facilities help in
the capacity of employment. It is a little unusual for such, but here each and every one tries to
help people, shall I say -handicapped individuals like me. Thanks again to this Modesto
station KTRB. I am sure the personnel know how grateful people like me are.

The young lady who answered this particular ad was Peggy Oxsen, nineteen years of age. She
came from a broken home. Her mother had left three small children of whom Peggy was the
oldest. At the time she was left motherless along with a younger sister and a brother, Peggy
was eleven years of age, and her brother just four. Naturally being the oldest she had to take
over the household duties and mother her sister and brother.

At the time she came to me, her father decided that they could get along without her services.
In other words, it was time for her to acclimate herself to the outside world, instead of
remaining at home and doing for others. He was considerate enough to think of Peggy’s
welfare. She immediately fell in stride with Turlock, and was very loving and sweet, and a
very good worker when the notion struck her. But one uttermost or predominating thought
was that she definitely did not like to take orders or be told what to do. She had her own way
all her life and was sort of spoiled.

Harriet got Peggy interested in going to Sunday School and Church. She was very interested
in church work. However, she was of a restless nature and because it was too quiet and not
much to do, she repeatedly mentioned the fact. Peggy asked me so many times, “Why don’t
you get a wheel-chair, so I can take you out?”” She kept this little question up so consistently
that although at first I paid little attention, as time went on and she discussed it “pro and con’
I began to consider it. I selected the best wheel chair in the Sears and Roebuck Catalog and
sent for it. Then there was the problem of having a ramp built, so I could be wheeled out. It
was taken care of and I was a very happy woman. Here I had been sitting in the house for
seventeen years when through this little girl a new life had been opened up for me. Peggy
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pushed me to church on Sundays and as there was no ramp at church she would get a couple
of men to carry me up the steps and down again when we were ready to go home.

We had many pleasant trips to town - shopping around, and also visiting. It made her so
happy when she could take me out, and it did me worlds of good to get out into the fresh air
and “sight-see” through streets of my abode. Peggy remained with me for nine months, then
she decided to go home for Christmas. On going home she saw how everything was so
confused, lacking a woman’s touch and feeling the need of taking care of her little brother.

The Bethel Temple Church now has had an addition built to it, along with a ramp, so when I
go to church it is convenient to be wheeled right up. While Peggy was with me [ was
beginning to lose the hearing in my left ear. Along with my other aliments, that had to happen
to me, so I had to invest in a hearing aid. Well! I presume that is life - again one of the many
detours of wondering why such should happen to us.

Coming back to Peggy. She no longer is with me, but I have adopted her as one of my
daughters, that is - just between she and I. Periodically she visits with me over the week-ends.
For instance this past weekend we enjoyed each other’s company. She now works in
Livermore. Peggy’s personality is a rare one, however, to an old lady like me I appreciate so
very much to retain the friendship and thoughtfulness of individuals who have come across
my pathway of life, even though it was through nursing of me. Yes - [ am a mother,
grandmother and yet I love all my children, their friends along with all my different associates
and acquaintances.

The next nurse I had was Dora Sanders, a Seven Day Adventist, but a really broad-minded
lovely girl. She was born and raised in Turlock. We had a very nice social time talking about
people we both knew. She certainly is a good Christian girl in her forties. Dora went to her
church on Saturdays and would always prepare Saturday’s dinner on Friday, in order not to
have too much work to do on her Sabbath Day. Then on Sunday she would take me to Bethel
Temple. She joined the Sunday School Class of her age, and would get a couple of men from
the class to carry me in and out again. She loved to go to that class because Don Maybee was
the teacher, and a very good one. I would go to the “Old Ladies’ Class”, and we would both
stay for church services after Sunday School. Dora was a sociable good mixer with everyone
she would come in contact with and the family admired her too. Also her capacity as a nurse
was splendid. She did not remain with me for any length of time - just two months, because
she had other plans. Then I tried out with others, with no satisfactory results, and always
having to depend on capable women was and is quite a problem. I called on Dora Sanders
again and she came back to be with me through the winter - but before the winter was over,
her mother became ill with pneumonia and needed Dora at home in order to nurse her back to
health.

Just about the time that Dora had to leave, Jacob and Marie Jacobsen came from Norway and
wished to establish citizenship here in the United States. They were looking for a place to live
and employment. I told them they could stay here, Marie could take care of me and do the
housework and Jacob could get himself a job. It was a good arrangement for them and for me.
Jacob is the oldest son of the Jacobsen family which I mentioned in another part of my story.
Jacob and Marie are cousins and both of them are my step-cousins.

Jacob had been a citizen of the U.S.A when be was young, but had gone back to Norway and
married his first wife. He stayed so long that he lost his citizenship. His wife passed away and
he married Marie. They remained in Norway until Marie’s mother passed away at a very old
age. All their sisters and brothers were here in the United States and they decided to come and
establish their residence.



They remained with me for nearly two years. Marie could not speak English when she arrived,
but before they left, she spoke it very well. While they were here Jacob began working in the
Christoffersen’s Turkey Plant. When they left me they rented an apartment so they could both
be together and work at the same place and pick turkeys.

Their residence here in the United States has been established after six years which is the time
required. In the meantime they went to school and took examinations and are now waiting for
their final papers to become U.S. citizens.

Peggy Oxsen came back to be with me temporarily while I was expecting my girlhood friend
of fifty years ago, who said she would come to California and take care of me. She lived in St.
Cloud, Minnesota. At last Clara McDonald arrived and we certainly discussed many, many
items of interest, especially reminiscing about when we were young girls. We had a
tremendous amount of laughs after each of us related various incidents that we recalled. Clara
was a changed woman, about three years younger than myself, large and stout. She was a
devout Christian and we read the scripture and had prayer every evening before we retired. Of
course, she would take me to the church of my choice every other Sunday. She went to her
own church on alternate Sundays. She belonged to the Re-organized Church of the Latter Day
Saints. All of her immediate family were back in Minnesota, including three unmarried sisters
with whom she had been living. Clara had one daughter, three grandchildren and three great-
grandchildren,

Clara got homesick for her family and did not stay as long as she had planned. On leaving
here she visited some friends in Auburn, California. From there she went to Denver to visit
relatives. While there she became seriously ill and had to have surgery on her spine. Those
cases very rarely recover, or are ever able to walk again, but although it took a length of time,
and much suffering she recovered. Her family went to see her, and stayed with her part of the
time. At the present time she is at home with her family. Clara’s faith in God, I am sure is
what brought her out of her illness. “He is the same yesterday, today and forever.”

Next on the list of nurses and helpers is Amanda Knudsen, she is the widow of Reverend
Krest Knudsen at one time the Pastor of the Assembly of God Church here in town. The
majority of women whom I have employed were all very fine Christian ones, always eager to
do their portion of escorting me in my wheel.-chair, seeing to my needs and making
everything as comfortable as possible for me.

During the time Amanda was here, we had quite a happy surprise, because my children all got
together and gave me a Philco Television Set for Christmas (last year 1952). Amanda and I
surely enjoyed it to the utmost. What a very good little family I have tried to raise. How they
endeavour to make my few more years a little happier and more content.

These wonderful inventions that a person can enjoy these days are simply out of this world;
compared to what we had - say seventy years ago. And then on the other hand there are wars
and rumours of more wars and conflicts to no end, always disturbing the contentment and
pleasure that could be had, if we could have peace on the earth.

The next lady to answer my ad on the radio was Josephine Stotts. When I interviewed her, she
remarked very definitely that she hoped I would accept her cat and dog too - being a lover of
the animal kingdom she could not think of not having them with her at all times. Well! This
was a little unusual! To think that I had to consider animals along with an individual who
accepted work. I considered it and replied very emphatically that I would not object too much
if the cat came along with her, but nix on the dog. I love animals. But I wouldn’t want to have
them in the house. Of course the cat slept with her. The cat was a nuisance. It would have free



access to the entire house. I would never know when where it would “land” and use the house
as its own convenience (very unsanitary).

I was desperate for help, otherwise I would never have considered her, but remember I am an
individual who more or less is at the mercy of others, especially when you have to depend on
an individual to take care of you. However, desperate as [ was for the need of help, I could not
retain her services - so I dispensed with her as soon as I could. I was left utterly alone, except
for Vivian Ubl, a neighbour’s daughter who I prevailed upon to help out until I could find
someone to fit into the picture.

After that [ had Lulabelle. She told me when she came that she could not do much lifting and
would not be able to put me in the wheel-chair and take me out, but otherwise she seemed
well, and did the work up very quickly. She was good company and made friends with my
family, and dearly loves children. She did a lot of crochet work in her spare time. Time went
on in this way until one day she went to have a physical check-up. She had not mentioned to
me she was going to the doctor. She came back about 4:30 P.M. and said the doctor had
ordered her to the hospital the next morning for an operation. It was mentioned by the doctor
that her operation should have been performed a long time ago.

There I was again without aid. Believe me, the predicament that I am placed in really and
truly “gets me” at times. At various times in my confinement, the uttermost thought prevailing
in my mind is “keep your chin up and all will turn out well”.

I called on my dear friend, Amanda, to come and stay a few nights with me until I could
arrange to get in touch with someone. Of course, Amanda is the sort of a friend that will
always answer the call of “mercy”, the dependable type. Again my good neighbour, Vivian,
came to my rescue and stayed with me during the day. Soon Amanda could stay no longer so
Vivian came and took over for three weeks. She is an adorable young lady of fourteen. I have
watched her grow up from infancy. She is a pretty and talented young girl. She plays the
piano and is very matured for her age. She constantly drops by the house to visit and helps me
divert my attention and efforts toward seeing her realize her ambitions. She talks to me as my
own daughter.

At this time of her employment with me she was planning to take a vacation with her sister so
I was very anxious to get someone else so that she could fulfil her plans. I received help so
she left and had a very enjoyable vacation except for the fact that she contracted a bad case of
Poison Oak. She didn’t want to be seen in public and she had to be smeared up with
medication and was a sorry sight so she spent a good deal of her time with me until she was
well again.

The person I obtained through the medium of the radio this time was a personality named
Mayme. She is with me at this time of writing. She is entirely different in so many respects,
that it is difficult to express myself to describe her as she should be. Mayme travelled
considerably, here, there and everywhere. My family and friends and all who meet her like
her immensely. She is an excellent nurse, a very good cook who serves the meals in a style of
daintiness and in such appetizing fashion.

She has been in show business and is an artist and a writer of many articles and books. She
has been my encouragement and inspiration in writing this story. I call her my adopted child
and she calls me “mom”. We have splendid good times together and lots of fun. I appreciate
her a great deal for what she is and does for me.

Away back in my mind somewhere I have had a longing to travel which has been denied due
to various circumstances and illness. There has been a wish to be able to climb mountains. It
must be the Norwegian blood in me, for there are such beautiful mountains and scenery in



Norway. In Nebraska there were only wide open spaces, prairie-like. The majority of my
youthful days were spent there. Then when coming to California my time was devoted to the
raising of my family. Then of course, with my wheel-chair confinement has eliminated me
now. Where my few ambitions will have to be cast aside. But who knows - maybe someday I
will be able to get up and walk - just to walk - will be uttermost ambition again.

In the last twenty years or so [ have had many enjoyable times when my family have taken me
with them on various little excursion trips. I have had several nice short trips with Al and
Harriet, Everett and Lucile, Pat and Mary and Carl and Dorothy. The boys can lift me and put
me in the car. I dearly love riding along, watching the beauty of the countryside, hills and
flowers as we travel along. We have taken trips to San Francisco, Long Beach, Los Angeles,
Santa Cruz, Mariposa, Yosemite Park, King’s River Canyon, Sonora and various other places.
Those have been enjoyable trips to me.

Reverend Nilsen baptized several of my children. This was in the old church building. Rev.
Nilsen was pastor for several years and I can remember so well the day he read his resignation.
It was a shock to all of his congregation. Then Reverend Train answered the call from the
church and he was our new pastor. During the years he and his family were there, we had a
new church and parsonage built just two miles east from where the old church was located.
The Trains had four sons when they came to Hilmar and then two more were born to them
while there.

Then one day we received another shock. Rev. Train died very suddenly. After this Rev. Wm.
Hawkinson stepped into the pastorate. Then came Rev. Ledin who remained for several years,
and was still there when we moved to Turlock. The next pastor was Rev. Strom. As I still
have my membership there I am visited by the pastors. Rev. Strom was very faithful in
coming to visit me from time to time until he resigned a short time ago.

At this time of writing we have Rev. Bethel Bengtson who comes to call me and serve me
communion ever so often. It makes me feel so humble - yet so appreciative to have these
grand ministers take time to look after invalids like myself who are so helpless and aged as |
am - seventy-three years and a half.

I never cease to marvel at the changes that have been made during my lifetime in the way of
living. In transportation what a change there was from slow moving oxen to the fast speed of
automobiles and airplanes, a thing which was never dreamed of in the wildest imagination.
Using firewood for cooking and heating seventy years ago was quite different from these
electric push-button conveniences of this day and age. In the part of Nebraska where we lived
there was no wood to burn so we had to burn corn cobs, buffalo chips and brown corn seed or
whatever we could pick up. Coal was too expensive for common ordinary farmers to buy and
it would have been necessary to haul it by horses and wagon for a long distance. Water had to
be pumped and carried in by buckets for a distance of about a block. After we used it to wash
dishes we put it in a “slop-bucket” with all the scraps and carried it out to the pigpen to “slop
the hogs”. Those were the days! For light we had kerosene lamps with smoky chimneys that
had to be washed and polished nearly every day if one expected to see sufficiently enough.
There was so much work all the time, but still we seemed to have more time for recreation
and rest than we do now.

During the first forty years of my life, I was in such perfect health that nothing seemed to
trouble me. A happy go lucky individual who felt able to tackle anything, singing and
humming along while doing my work Even when I dropped a pot of brown beans while
carrying them from the stove to the table once - I picked the pot up with the remaining beans,
continued my song and proceeded to the table with them. My family was hungry and it was
dinner time. I dearly loved my husband, almost worshipped the ground that he walked on, and



the dear little children were a joy to both of us. I was as happy serving and working for them
as anyone could ever be - happy and interested too as to their life’s work.

To be sure there might have come moments of thoughts to my mind wishing I could skip
away from it all. But such foolish thoughts come - leave as quickly as they come. I have a full
life of happy memories to think back on. And I do mean it.

The End



