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SHARING MY MEMORIES
AND LOVE

By Irma Aldridge Reaves
(Mimi)
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The trees, the mountains,
The rivers and streams,
Harbor my church
And dominate my dreams.

This book is dedicated to my loving
families -- both present and future
generations.

Copyright 1991 by Irma Oksen Reaves
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CHAPTER 1
GRANDMA OKSEN

Grandma Oksen, my paternal grandmother, was born
in Starbek, Denmark on April 8, 1844. Her maiden name
was Ansine Marie Schmidt. Her mother's name was
Tobina Nogard and her father’s name was Jens Peter
Schmidt. Her father owned a bakery in Starbeck. His
Dasnish Cookie recipes have been handed down through
generations.

Grandma married Laust Jergen Oksen, bora in Gasa,
Denmark, when she was quite young. (The Danish
spelling for Oksen was Ogksen.) He died at a very early
age and left Grandma with five small children to raise.
Tobina, the only girl in her family, was the oldest of the
children. My father Jens (Jim) was the oldest of the
boys. Then came Peter, Magnus and Louis.

Grandma worked in a chickory factory (coffee
substitute) to support her little family. My father, Jim,
at the age of seven, herded cattle to help the family
needs. When my father was seventeen, he came to
America and feft his loved ones in Schleswig-Holstein,
Denmark (Then under Danish rule but later was taken
over by Germany). When he had saved enough money
working as a stevedore in San Francisco (loading and
unloading ships), he sent for Grandma and family. They
lived in Oakiand for a while before moving to
Watsoaville. In Watsonville, my father met my mother
and they were married on January 1, 1898.

As the rest of the family married and lived
elsewhere, that left Grandma alone. My father rented a
cute, little two-room cottage for her next door to us,
and in the rear of a front house. It consisted of a fairly
farge kitchen and a comfortable bedroom with a farge
clothes closet. In the front part of the house was an
enclosed porch. Here stood a water pump, as there was







GEANDMA OKSEN

became more of the natural color,
improving with time.

At most any time of the day one
could find a pot of coffee brewing
on Grandma's wood stove. Danish
people fove their coffee. Every
Dane that I knew or remember
never drank their coffee black at
that time. Condensed, evaporated
milk was a "must” to add to their
enfoyable cup of coffee. Danes
also enjoy sweets, so coffee was
not complete without sugar. How-
ever, the sugar was not dissolved
in the liquid. A little square sugar
fump was placed in the mouth and
the coffee was sipped through this
crystallized sweetener. To me, in
my childhood days, those littie
sugar cubes represented candy.
Grandma Oksen often gave me one
as |1 watched her enjoy her good
cup-o-coffee. She had some very
pretty cups and saucers and would
alternate their use. For company
-- coffee-kiatch -- she used some
very special china. (Being half
Danish, I probably will be drinking
more coffee as I get old. As of
now, at age 85, my morning
wake-up cup-o-coffee is suffi-
cient.)

Not having electricity in her
fittle white-washed cottage, one
could find Grandma, each morning,
cleaning the two glass lamp
chimneys of her two coal-oil
(kerosine) lamps. To perform this
task she would wad up some
newspaper and swish it around
inside the glass cylinders. That
readily removed all of the sooty
film that accumulated inside of the
chimneys while burning. About
once or twice each week they were
given a soap-and-water bath. The
famp, itself, had to be filled with
coal oil every two days.

Grandma Oksen's faith was
beyond reproach. When the time
came to extinguish the famps each
night, she would cup her hand
behind the chimney tops and blow
into it to extinguish the flame. As
the light dimmed and the glow
vanished, Grandma would murmer
“In Jesus' Name.” That really
impressed me and 1 repeat the
same phrase each night as I turn
off my bed famp.

Grandma Oksen's pride and joy
was her beautiful flower garden. 1
can still visualize her in the farge,
round pansy bed. They were the
most beautiful pansies that I have
ever seen —- so many varieties and
colors, and so [farge. When
admiring them they Ilooked as
though they wanted to talk.

Grandma also had six pet
chickens. My father made her a
fittle chicken house and fenced
yard for them, a little distance
from the back of her house.

After many years this little
cottage was sold and torn down. I
know that this was a heartache for
Grandma. It was sad for my two
brothers and me, also. We spent
many happy hours sitting and
talking with Grandma, as she told
us about her early life in Denmark.
She had a very decided Danish
accent. Of course we always had
our hands out waiting for some of
those wonderful, Danish cookies
that she always shared.

Grandma's son Magaus, his wife
Grace and their two children, Viola
and Eilmer, were then living in
Watsonvilfe —— on Marchant Street.
Directly behind their house was a
rental, made into two apartments
-- upper and lower. It so hap-
pened that the lower apartment
was vacant. Grandma was happy












GRANDMA OKSEN

Great Grandpa Schmidt's
Diamond Cookies

Melt 1/2 cup shortening -- let
cool.

Add 1-3/4 cups sugar -- mix
well.

Add 3 beaten eggs, 4 cups
flour, 2 tsp. baking powder, 1 tsp.
salt, and | tsp. vanifla. Mix well
together

Flatten dough into ungreased
cookie sheet. Sprinkie cinnamon
and sugar mixture over top. Bake
in 350 degree F. (moderate) oven
until stightly brown. While still
warm, cut into diamond-shaped
figures.
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CHAPTER 2
GRANDMA KUEHNIS

Grandma Schanbacher Kuehnis (Keen-us), my
maternal grandmother, was born in Stuttgard, Germany
on April 13, 1848. Her maiden name was Fredericka
Katrina Buob.

Grandma came to the United States at the age of
sixteen, with her parents, Gotrub and Magdelina Buob.
They arrived on the east coast from Germany. Their
destination was San Francisco, California. Due to the
Indian uprising taking place at that time across the U.S.
continent, they decided to travel by boat around “the
horn,” the southernmost part of the South American
continent, in order to reach San Francisco. (As I
remember, Grandma's brother, Oscar Buob, arrived in
the U.S. several years previousty.)

Atbert Schanbacher, also born in Germany (October
7, 1843) had arrived in San Francisco in 1862, at the
age of nineteen years.

At that time there was a German community that had
formed in San Francisco. Grandma and Grandpa
Schanbacher had met in that city and were married
during the year of 1865.

Their first child, Mathiida, was born to them in 1867.
Unfortunately, she died from scariet fever at the age of
six. They had eight children in that union -- five of
them were born in San Francisco. Besides Mathilda,
they were Charles, Rosa, Albert and Emma {my Mother).
Grandma and Grandpa moved their family to Watsonville
in September 1875. My mother was six months old at
that time. Great Grandma and Great Grandpa Buob also
foined them and Oscar in Watsonville, California.

Here, too, there was a German community as with alf
foreign influx. Then as well as in later years, the
immigrants were not readily accepted. However, that
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14 SHARING NY MEMORIES AND LOVE

move into a smaller house. At that
date Grandma was about 64 years
of age. She had had a very busy
life raising her nine children and
helping to raise three of her sister
Katie's children. She outlived two
husbands, ran a business and kept
her family together.

Grandma built a nice, modern
home at 109 jJefferson Street in
Watsoaville in 1912 -- just one
block away from her son julius’
family home at 30 Jefferson
Street. (Some years earlier
Grandma had owned julius® house.
She rented it to her son Albert af-
ter his first marriage. Later Julius
purchased it from Grandma.)

After Grandma and Uncle Fred
moved from Walker Street, my
mother and father rented Grand-
ma’'s big house. We lived there for
several years. When we moved
back to our home on 232 First
Street, the big house was then
rented to the Christensen family
{(Mable's folks) of long acquain-
tance.

Grandma's and Uncle Fred's
new home was several blocks from
where 1 was attending grammar
school. Many times I walked to
Grandma's house for funch. She
made a delicious German dish
cafled spatsan. This was served
with a green salad (salat) and
stewed tomatoes. Also, a favorite
of mine was her good chicken
rebelee soup. She was a great
cook -- mostly German style.

After Grandma and Uncle Fred
enjoyed their new home for five
years, Grandma developed an
infection in one of her toes. Her
doctor diagnosed it as gangrene.
That meant that the toe had to be
amputated. In those days medical
science was limited. Diabetes was

not generally known about in that
era. 1 truly believe that diabetes
was my dear Grandmother's ail-
ment.

Within the year Grandma had to
have her leg amputated above the
knee due to the spread of the
gangrene. She hovered between
life and death for several weeks
while in the hospital. When she
returned to her home her condition
was still very critical. We all
prayed so hard for God to spare
our dear Grandmother.

Reverend Rose lived across the
street from Grandma's house. He
came over to see her and prayed
for her each day. God did hear and
answer our prayers, for which we
were very grateful. He let us have
our dear, kind Grandmother for
some time longer. We all loved her
so much. Mrs. Marshall, a regis-
tered nurse that cared for her,
was a wonderful woman.

When Grandma had fully recup-
erated she was able to walk with
two crutches. Soon she had an
artificial limb fitted by Mr. Wer-
tenburger of San Francisco. She
then was able to walk with only
one crutch or the aid of someone.

Grandma Kuehnis had to give
up her lovely home. She sold it to
her youngest daughter, Bertha,
and her husband, Frank Beazell.
They had three darling, little boys.
This made an ideal home for them.

Grandma adjusted readily to
her future plans. She spent a
month or two with her four
married children and families.
Each family looked forward to her
visits and dreaded to see her leave
-- grandparents mean so much to
grandchildren, and vice versa. We
alt became well acquainted with
Grandma during those years. She
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GRANDMA KUEHNIS

Grandma (Schanbacher) Kuehnis® recipe

for Spatsan

3 eggs lightly beaten

3 cups sifted flour

1/2 tsp. sait

Mix well

Graduaily add 1 cup milk

Beat for four minutes

In a farge kettle, bring water to a
rolling boil. Place about { cup of
spatsan dough on a flat plate. With a
knife, cut dough off of edge of plate into
water. With each cut make sure the
knife blade is first dipped into the
boiling water. When the spatsan floats,
remove from water with a slotted spoon
(or into a colander). Then place in a
heated dish. Use the same water for the
next batch. When finished, pour
browned, meited butter over all.

Serve with the following;:

Grandma (Schanbacher) Kuehais' recipe
for German Salat (salad)

Wash and break lettuce into pieces,
into a bowl.

Cut onion into thin half-moons.

Add sait and pepper.

Pour oil and vinegar over all.

Mix and serve soon.

Grandma (Schanbacher) Kuehnis’ recipe
for Stewed Tomatoes

Cook cut tomatoes (peeled) with or
without thinly-sliced onions.

Add salt, a little sugar, and chunks
of butter, as well as enough smalil pieces
of bread to help absorb the tomato juice.

These dishes go well together and are
very palatable recipes from my mater-
nal Grandmother and my mother.

19


















26 SHARING MY MEMORIES AND LOVE

As he left the hotel that night
he walked the short distance to the
railroad tracks. Here he planned
to flag down a passenger train to
take him home. Three robbers
jumped out from behind a clump of
eucalyptus trees. Apparently they
were some fellows who had been at
the hotel and knew that Papa had
cash on him. He fought off two of
them when the third one struck
Papa over the head with a heavy
instrument. After taking the
money, Papa's watch, his gold fob,
and his ring, they dragged him to
the tracks, leaving him lying
unconscious across the railroad
tracks. The train was due any
minute.

I'm sure that God took over, for
shortly some people came by in a
car and found Papa there, un-
conscious. They drove him alf the
way to our home in Watsonville. It
was 3:00 AM when Mama opened
the front door for him. We kiddies
were all awake. I can still see my
dear father stumbling into the
front room, alf crouched over with
pain. Besides bruises and cuts, he
had several broken ribs. The pain
had to be very bad to cause him to
shed tears. This was the first time
1 had ever seen Papa cry. It broke
my heart. We all cried with him.
Rest and love was the essential
remedy.

Papa was a volunteer fireman
and participated in the hose-cart
team that won the Diamond Belt in
the July 4th contest. He also wasa
fong-standing member of the Odd
Fellows Lodge (International Order
of 0dd Fellows —- I0O0F).

About 1915 and 1916 children
were starting to cafl their fathers
"Dad,” so from now on my Papa
wifl be "My Dad.” Although at

times I now refer to my mother as
"Mom,” she always remained a
“Mama"” to me to the end.

Around this time Mr. Kennedy's
eyesight started failing. His
driving was very limited. This put
extra strain and work on my Dad,
even though they hired two extra
drivers for the taxi business.

Dad's working hours were fong
and seven days each week. For
this reason he never attended
church with mama and us kiddies.
However, my father's temple was
the great outdoors, and in his
heart was his love for God.

When in my teens, 1 thought
Dad and mama were too strict with
me. As I grew older I fully under-
stood their concerns and I thanked
them for it.

Dad was very devoted to all his
family. He was a loving husband to
Mama, and a wonderful father to
us children. He was also very
devoted and concerned with his
elderly mother who lived two
doors from us. I can truthfuily say
that I never heard my father and
mother quarrel or speak harshiy to
each other. They always had
compassion and a kind word for
everyone. He and Mama cele-
brated their silver wedding anni-
versary on January 1, 1923,

Dad also had a wonderful sense
of humor and often times played
jokes on us kids. Dad's plans were
to soon retire and buy a little farm
in the country with a nice house on
it. Here, he and Mama could enjoy
their golden years together. His
dream never matured.

Mr. Kennedy lost his eyesight
completely around 1920. This put
the bulk of the business on Dad’s
shoulders. Even with the extra
help, he had to work much harder

i g
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That was considered a very large
funeral at that time. He had many
devoted friends. He was buried in
the 0dd Fellow's Cemetery, now
called Watsonville Pioneer Ceme-
tery. He was laid to rest alongside
of his dear mother who died just a
year earfier. _

Dad feft us with a legacy of fove
and hope. His loving memory will
remain with me as fong as I live.

I've often thought how wonder-
ful it would have been if my dear
father could have lived to enjoy his
grandchiidren, and his great ones,
too. He had a great fove for child-
ren and pets. His grandchildren
would have foved and enjoyed him,
too, as they aiso have inherited his
fove for nature and the great
outdoors.

I can well remember that in
fater years Pavey's Taxi was
competing with Kennedy and Oksen
Taxi Service. Mr. and Mrs. Pavey
first operated it. Later their
daughter, Alzora Pavey (Snyder),

assisted them.
Y Y YY.
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CHAPTER 4
MY MAMA

My darling mother, christened Emma Ida
Schanbacher, God rest her soul, was loved by all and
had a disposition that radiated passion, understanding,
tolerance, and love. She was bora in San Francisco on
March 10, 1875, of German parents that came to
America from Stuttgard, Germany in the mid-1800s.

When Mama was six months old, her parents moved
to Watsonville, California. They bought a lovely two-
story home at 607 Walker Street, located next to the
Spreckles Sugar Factory. That remained the family
home for years to come. There, many cheerful and
happy hours were shared by families and friends, as
weli as heartaches and tears, under the big, gable roof.

Mama was the fifth child of ten children. Each time
my grandmother gave birth to a baby, my grandfather
presented her with a fovely gift. When Mama was born
he gave Grandma a beautiful, solid-gold bett buckie. In
that era buckles and belts were very fashionable. This
gift cost Grandpa Schanbacher $25.00, which was con-
sidered a big price at that time {(1875). (Mama gave
this lovely buckie to me when I was about twealy years
old. I have worn it and treasured it.}

Mama was six years old when her father died. She
had two sisters older than she. Mathilda, the eldest,
died in San Francisco at the age of six years, so Mama
never knew her. Aunt Rosie (Rosa) was four years older
than my mother. Grandma did all the sewing for her
children. One time, when making Aunt Rosie a dress,
Grandma laid a dozen buttons on the table. When she
was ready to sew them onto the dress, they had disap-
peared. This was quite a puzzle for Grandma. She
couldn't locate them anyplace. The following morning
she found them in Mama's potty, all tweive of them. At

31



32 SHARING MY MEMORIES AND LOVE

the age of fourteen months those
pretty buttons must have looked
quite appetizing.

Aunt Rosie had a beautiful wax
doff that she had received for her
sixth birthday. One day Mama and
the wax doil disappeared. After an
extensive search, Grandma found
both of them in a clothes closet.
Mama was sitting on the floor
chewing to her heart’'s content.
Upon investigation Grandma dis-
covered that the nose of the pretty
wax doll was missing. Needless to
say, Aunt Rosie was heartbroken.
A dofl without a nose is a sad look-
ing baby.

Mama had her daily chores to
do in her growing-up years. Along
with setting the table and washing
the dishes, she also cleaned the
lamp chimneys each day. Her old-
er sister, Rosa, took care of fillin
the famps with coal oil (kerosene%
daily. Weekly window washing,
particularly in the Kitchen and
dining room, was a weekly chore
for the girls, as well as helping to
change beds and assisting their
mother in scrubbing clothes on the
wash board.

Tina, two years younger than
Mama, also helped with the chores.
She excelled in the yard and loved
gardening. Rosa loved to iron with
the "sad irons” that were heated
on the stove. (In those days there
were no convenient appliances, but
never having had them they didn't
miss them.) Mama said that Rosa
could iron clothes so beautifully.
The three girls -— Aunt Rosie, Aunt

Tina and Mama -- were devoted

companions until they married.
They all became good cooks and
wonderful seamstresses.

On one occasion when Mama
was about twelve years ofd, her

mother sent her and Rosa to
Palmtag's Brewery to obtain some
yeast for baking bread. On their
way home at almost dusk, they
peered into the window of a
Chinese laundry of which they had
to pass enroute. To their
amazement they saw a Chinaman
sprinkling down clothes. (This was
a procedure before steam irons
were invented.) What amused the
girls so was that he was squirting
the water onto the clothes through
his teeth. He would take a
mouthful of water and squirt it
onto the clothes before rolling
them up in a towel. This proce-
dure continued until he saw them.
They ran so fast, laughing so hard,
that they almost spilled the yeast
in the littie pail.

Mama attended local schools.
She was a bright scholar and ex-
celled in writing, reading and spel-
ling. She won most of the spelling
bees between the classes. As
mama grew older, her dark brown
hair grew longer. It was beautiful
and reached well past her hips.
Her eyes were hazel-green, her
complexion flawless and her win-
ning smile won everyone's atten-
tion as well as their hearts.
Mama's brother, Albert, and my
papa worked together as butchers
at that time. It was through Albert
that my mother and father met.

Mama and Papa were married
on January ist 1898, in Grandma’'s
big house. Papa courted Mama for
several years before they were
married. One of Grandma's board-
ers who went to the Klondike,
Alaska gold fields and became very
rich, tried his best to win Mama's
fove but Papa won out by a big
margin. Mama was twenty-three
years old when she married Papa.

|
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34 SHARING MY MEMORIES AND LOVE

I was born. Shortly afterward they
returned to “the Springs" for two
more years before moving back to
Watsonville permanently.

In July 1908 Mama gave birth
to her second child, James Albert.
He was born at their home on First
Street. Lioyd Peter was born in
October 1910 at their rented house
on Riverside Road, where Papa
worked at the Tuttle Company
slaughterhouse nearby.

While we children were growing
up, Papa left the butcher business
and went into the hack business,
later called a taxi service. He
worked nights and days meeting all
trains at Watsonville Depot and
Pajaro Junction as well as local
calls. Mama was a very busy lady
but she always had time to devote
to her little family. She often read
to us in the winter evenings, as we
gathered around our little wood-
burning, heating stove in the sit-
ting and dining room. Horatio
Alger books were some of our fa-
vorites, mostly boy's stories, but I
too enjoyed them.

On Saturday evenings, in the
summer time, Mama would take us
three to the Watsonville Band
Concert in the City Plaza. This was
so much fun. We had a great time
playing with other kids. Mama
enjoyed the concerts and also the
visits with other women that she
knew. At that time, practically
everyone in town knew each other,
The population was about 2,500.

One of Papa's hack and taxi
stands was at Martin’s Cigar Store,
directly across from the Plaza on
Main Street. So, Papa often enjoy-
ed the concerts too, when not
busy. They lasted from 7:00 PM to
9:00 PM. After they were over,
Papa usually drove us home in the

taxi.

Mama was a wonderful cook.
She made it a point that we kiddies
had a good substantial breakfast
before going to school each
morning. There was only Papa and
Mama at home for the mid-day
meal as we kiddies took our
lunches to school! with us. The
main meal of the day was in the
evening. This we called “supper.”
There was always some Kkind of
meat, potatoes, a vegetable or two
and a green salad. We kids had to
“clean” our plates before we could
have dessert, Sometimes we
grumbled and pouted at the veg-
etable we disliked. 1 always ate
that one first so as not to miss out
on dessert.

Our main meal on Sundays was
dinner at noon. Most always we
had chicken or roast, mashed
potatoes or a big German potato
salad, and a vegetable or two. At
that meal we looked forward to a
luscious, whipped-cream cake for
dessert. Having a wonderful Jer-
sey cow, we always had plenty of
thick cream and fots of milk to
drink. Ice cream, made in our
crank-freezer, was often a Sunday
treat. We kiddies would take turns
at turning the crank. The space
between the wooden tub and the
metal container, which held the ice
cream mixture, was filled with ice
and rock salt to freeze the ice
cream mix. One of us kiddies
always managed to lick the paddie
that churned the ice cream
mixture, when the ice cream was
frozen.

At least once each week Mama
made butter from the cream. 1
often helped to turn the paddies of
this big, wooden churn. It seemed
to me that it took such a long time
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MY MAMA

for the cream to separate and be-
come butter. Later, we got a
smaller, glass churn. We Kkids
weren't particularly fond of but-
termilk to drink but the folks en-
joyed it, with little dabs of butter
in it.

Mama also made “smear cass”
{(German) which now is called cot-
tage cheese. -- we also used to
call it "Dutch cheese.” Mama
would fet the milk and cream first
become sour and curdled, near the
wood-burning cook stove. Then it
was put into a clean, small, white,
five-pound sugar sack and hung on
the fine to drip and drain. When
fairly dry, Mama would put it into
a bowl and mix a little sweet cream
and a pinch of salt with it. It was
reafly good. Sometimes we ate it
with fruit or by itself, sprinkled
with a little black pepper.

Mama had a definite routine for
her work each week. Monday was
wash day. One section of our barn,
located a short distance from our
house, was partitioned off for a
laundry room, or wash room. In it
was an old-fashioned washing
machine. The big wooden tub sat
on metal legs. It was called a
cradle tub. It had a wooden han-
die, or rocker lever, that moved
the tub in a semi-circle by "man-
power.” Each week | was part of
that manpower. This swished the
clothes back and forth to clean
them. They then were put through
a wringer, turned by hand -- then
into a big, round, galvanized tub of
rinse water. Mama always boiled
the white clothes in an oblong,
copper boiler on the top of the
wood-burning stove. There was no
Clorox or bleach in those days so
this was the method used to make
them snowy white. Fels-Naptha

bar soap was cut into shavings and
used in the washing machine and
boiler. (No soap powder at that
time.) Little balls of bluing were
tied in a piece of cloth and swished
in the rinse water for white
clothes. This prevented any yel-
fowing.

After the clothes were rinsed
and again put through the hand
wringer, they were hung on the
clothes line to dry -- hopefully the
sun would shine. Argo starch,
mixed with water, was boiled on
the stove until thick. This was
used on the shirts, dresses, pillow
slips and doilies to give them body.
When dry, the starched pieces, as
well as others, were sprinkled with
water and rolled up in a big bath
towel, ready for ironing the next
day. The other clothes were neatly
folded -- some to be ironed and
some to be put away in the draw-
ers or on shelves.

Tuesday was Mama's day to
iron. In the earlier years, ironing
was quite a chore. The heavy irons
that were used were called “sad
irons.” They were placed on the
top of the wood-burning cook
stove to heat. When very hot, they
were picked up with a metal lifter
that had a spring catch on it. This
catch was secured to the sad iron.
On the top of the metal lifter was a
wooden-roller handle. This was
the part that was used to push the
iron over the clothes. About six
sad irons were heated at one time.
As soon as a used iron got cool, it
was again placed on the stove to
reheat, and a hot iron was clamped
onto the handie. This was repeat-
ed until all clothes were ironed.

There were no fancy, conve-
nient ironing boards in those days.
A long, flat board was covered with
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mopping, and washing windows and
woodwork was also done on Friday.
I helped clean the bathroom and
dust furniture.

On Saturday 1 was Mama's
helper in the kitchen. We started
quite early in the morning. Getting
the bread dough ready to rise was
done the night before. 1 foved to
assist her making pies. 1 fluted
the edges of them or made fork
prints around the edges. We made
cookies in shapes of stars, moons
and other designs. About once
each month Mama made Danish
cookies. They were so good! The
Danish cookie recipe came from
Grandma Oksen's father. He, my
Great Grandpa Schmidt, had a
bakery in Denmark.

Also, the cake Ilayers were
baked on Saturday and ready for
the whipped-cream to be added on
Sunday. Sometimes f{oganberries
or blackberries were added. Ba-
nanas and strawberries were
scarce then. Mama baked the
bread in the oven of the wood-
burning cook stove. When the gas
stoves came into the picture, Papa
bought Mama a nice, four-burner
gas range with oven on the side
and a broiler beneath the oven.
This was called a “ Jewel” range. 1
can still smell the aroma of that
freshiy-baked bread, that filled
the house. How we kids foved hot
bread with freshly-made butter
and sprinkled with sugar. Often
times Mama made Danish rye
bread, too.

Saturday nights were our bath
nights. After we moved from our
Riverside Road house to our home
in town, we had a nice, big, white
bath tub. It was tin coated with
white enamel. How different it
was from the round, galvanized

tub set on two chairs that we used
when living in the country. Mama
always saw to it that we three
were bathed, hair washed and
ready for Sunday schoo! the
following morning. Papa always
cut our hair.

Being that Papa's work kept
him busy seven days each week, he
was unable to attend church with
Mama on Sundays. I usually went
with her to the Presbyterian
Church on East Third Street. That
is where we were baptized and
went to Sunday school.

Mama always had patience with
us kids but once in a while we tax-
ed her to the point of indignation.
Only once can I remember her
actually spanking me. Really, it
wasn't a spanking but a strapping.
My Uncle had made a feather strap
for his wife for punishing their two
children. 1 presume he figured
that we three needed some
reprimanding too, so he made one
for Mama. It was a piece of
feather about twelve inches long
and two inches wide. One end was
slit back to make five fingers, six
inches long. The other end was
curved to fit the hand. It had a
hole in that end by which to hang
it. 1 can't remember what I did to
provoke Mama to the point of
reaching for that strap, but I truly
can remember the contact it made
on my legs and bottom -- even
through my clothes. Seems as
though 1 never would forgive my
uncle for making that horrible
gadget for Mama. Once was
enough. Mama said, "That hurt me
worse than it did you,” and she
shed tears.

Mama kept this strap hanging
on the kitchen wall, more for a
reminder than to be used. We kids
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often hid it from her. Papa never
used it -~ he used his hand on the
boys. I can't remember of my
father ever spanking me. (I still
have the strap but never ever used
it on my kids, even though 1 felt
like it at times.)

Christmas and New Year were
exciting days and times. Mama
spent weeks ahead preparing fruit
cakes, cookies, candies, anise
bread and pies for these holidays.
She made her own mince meat for
the pies. Of course I was a big
help. At feast I thought so. I have
my darling mother to thank for
what I know about cooking and
domestic affairs. Being that Papa
couldn’t be with us on Sundays
during the summer, Mama would
hitch up Topsy to the buggy and
drive us to Grandma Kuehnis' ball
park in the afternoons. Mama was
a great baseball fan and enjoyed
watching the games. We didn't sit
in the bleachers. We had our own
"private seats.” On the further,
north, side of the baseball field
were the old tannery buildings that
belonged to my grandfather.
Mama put apple boxes next to the
buildings. These were our special
seats. They were definitely “ring-
side seats.” We rooted and clap-
ped for the home team, just like all
spectators do. When sitting be-
came too boring, we kids played in
the nearby creek, catching poly-
wogs and little frogs. A little plum
tree, nearby, provided us kids with
refreshments. They tasted so
good.

In order to get to the ball park
from our house, Mama frequently
drove down Walker Street as it was
the shorter route. The Southern
Pacific Railroad tracks also ran
down this street. When the wheels

of the buggy would get in the
crevices of the tracks and would
scrape along the rails, my heart

fjumped into my throat. 1 was
really frightened, thinking the
buggy would overturn. However,

Mama knew what she was doing.
After several frights I became used
to it.

The only time Mama worked
away from home was when I was
thirteen years old. Nothing was
mentioned at home that times were
difficuft that year, but I could
sense it. Mama worked in a
packing house, sorting apples. 1do
believe she really enjoyed it as
many of her friends found it
necessary to supplement their
budget, too. This was an oppor-
tunity for me to try out my cul-
inary arts. I prepared supper for
the family each evening. That
made me feel quite grown up.

I had saved my money for
several years. This was money I
had earned doing errands and
chores, and some I had received as
gifts. 1 wanted to surprise Mama
with a complete set of Wearever
aluminum cookware for Christmas.
Papa had made a deal with me. He
said he would contribute what I
facked in cash. When Mama
opened package after package of
cookware under the tree that
Christmas she was so excited, but
not any more so than I. To this
day, I still have some of it. It will
Wear (for)ever. {(Now -- many,
many years later —- the large tea
kettle sits on the heating stove in
the living room at the Arroyo Seco
cabin.)

I can readily remember three
occasions when Mama received sad
news. Two of them were when her
sisters, Rosa and Bertha, passed

-3 3 3 _3

3

.3

3 3



MY MAMA

away, leaving little children to be
cared for. Mama was grief-
stricken. 1 cried right along with
her. To see my dear Mama cry
broke my heart. In each case she
took the little ones to care for
until the grief-stricken husbands
could make future plans for them.

My mother and father were
very devoted to each other. I can-
not remember of them ever quar-
reling or speaking a harsh word to
each other. They celebrated their
silver wedding anniversary --
twenty-five years of happy mar-
riage) on January 1, 1923. Rela-
tives and friends gathered at their
First Street home to help them
celebrate and wish them future
happiness together. One of my girl
friends and 1 helped wait on the
big, long table covered with a
white, linen table cloth, decorated
with green smilax and flowers.
Grandma Kuehnis' Limouge china
was used along with Mama's good
sifver. It was a real festive and
happy occasion. They received
many beautiful remembrances of
friendship and love.

Needless to say that it was a
terrible trauma to my mother
when my devoted father passed on
in November 1924. He was only il
about three weeks. Many prayers
were offered to God to spare him.
He was quite young -- only fifty-
seven years old. God's will be
done and Papa was taken home on
an evening in November 1924. The
doctor diagnosed his illness as
encephalitis {sleeping sickness).

Just three weeks after Papa
died, Mama fell off a chair and
broke her ankle. She was trying to
repair a window shade. It seems
as though heartaches never come
single.
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1 had my wedding date set for
January 14, 1925. 1 wanted to
postpone my wedding but Mama
insisted I not do so. She told me
that an old adage was, “It's bad
fuck to postpone a wedding.” 1
didn't realize that Mama was
superstitious -- maybe she was.
Creston Aldridge and 1 were
married at my home as planned. A
dear friend cared for Mama while |
was on my honeymoon.

Before Bobby, my first baby,
was born on Aprit 15, 1926, 1
visited Mama practically every
day. She always had so many
goodies on hand for me to eat. Is
it any wonder that I gained fifty
pounds during my first pregnancy?

After Mama’'s first grandchild
was born, it opened a new door in
her life. From that time on she
was known to us all as "Nama,” a
most devoted title to a precious
grandmother.

Mama had an ingrown goiter
from the time I was born. Through
the years the doctors advised her
to have it removed. At that time it
was a very serious operation. She
tried various things to reduce it in
size. She became so ill and so
weak, after many years, from the
toxic poison that now there was no
choice -- either have it removed
or soon die.

Mama was operated on by Dr.
Terry, a goiter specialist at the
University of California in San
Francisco, on July 2, 1928. For
three weeks the doctors held little
hope for her recovery. The goiter
had grown completely around her
windpipe and was full of little
tumors, each distributing toxic
poisoning. By the Grace of God, He
spared her for us.

The day that my dear mother
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evening ended and the games were
tied, Nana would say, "When you
come tomorrow night, we'll play
the rubber® -- the game to break
the tie and determine the final
winner.

We remained at this home for
approximately three years. We
then again moved back to the big
house at Maluhia. This move was
due to the illness of Kauka's son,
Charfie Herbert (Chuck, as we
called him) He had no one to care
for him, being that he was crippled
with arthritis. So, again we all
headed for Amesti Road.

In April 1940, Nana moved to
our Green Valley home with us.
About that time Kauka sold his
Maluhia home and ranch and
moved to Oahu, Hawaii to live with
his daughter, Rosie Henshaw. Now
we owned our own home and,
hopefully, would have a permanent
place for some time Lo cofne.
Here, Nana had the front bedroom
across the long hall from Ted's and
my room. She was so very happy
and content. Well, she was always
a happy, loving, caring and
understanding person. She loved
to crochet and listen to the radio.

I'li never forget what a big help
my darling mother was to me when
we took our three nephews into
our home to live with us in 1941,
She did much of my mending of
clothes -- believe me there was
plenty of that each week with five
active boys. Too, in those days we
used our old clothes and socks as
fong as possible. The socks were
the “holiest” items. 1alwayshada
bag full of them in the wash each
week. A clean pair of socks each
day for five boys adds up to
seventy singles per week,

I tried to keep Nana occupied

with small chores like peeling
potatoes, setting the table, peeling
apples for sauce, stringing green
beans, shelling peas, etc. This
made her feel much needed and it
was a big help to me. Most of her
tasks were done while sitting, as
her mobility wasn't too agile. La-
ter, as her eyes became impaired
to a degree, 1 still consented to let
her carry on some of her tasks,
even though 1 had to do some
things over. This was wonderful
therapy for her. Biess her heart!

Nana looked forward to the
summer camps each year at
Arroyo Seco with the family. It
took her back in memory to when
we kids were small and we camped
each summer at Tassajara Springs.
She foved her grandchiidren dearly
and to have them with her made
her face beam with delight. She
enjoyed paddling around in inner
tubes with them in the Arroyo Seco
River.

Ted made Nana a nice, sturdy
cane at Arroyo Seco, from a small
manzanita limb. It had a good
handle to grasp onto. This cane
gave her more security in walking
around on the uneven ground.
Nana used it also at home. The
following years it accompanied her
back to Arroyo Seco, camping
again. That cane remained her
possession for many years. It
finaily disappeared.

While Ted was a patroiman for
the US Forest Service at Big Sur,
during World War II, Nana was
happy to be there in the mountains
with us. She enjoyed the outdoors,
the campfires and entertainment,
and the beautiful redwood setting.
Our patrof station only had three
rooms and bath but they were full
of sharing, caring and love.
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In 1944 Bob feft for duty in the
army. During his years in the
Philippine Islands, he faithfully
wrote to his dear Nana. She also
blessed him with her heart-felt
fetters and prayers.

It was in 1945, while Bob was
overseas, that Nana fell and hurt
her hip. She had just gotten out of
bed and took a step toward her
dresser when she fell to the floor.
This happened in our Green Valley
home. She never did realize how it
happened -- whether she slipped
on a rug or her hip gave way.
Fortunately, 1 was nearby and
carefully assisted her back into
bed. 1 immediately called Dr.
Eiskamp. He flost no time in
coming the five-and-a-half miles
to our home. After examining
Nana's hip and leg he assured her
that he felt there was no fracture.
However, he wanted an X-ray of
her hip. Being that Ted was at
work and Charlie (Chuck) was at
home, he and I assisted my dear
mother to the car. Each step that
she took, she experienced excru-
ciating pain. At the doctor’s office
she was wheeled to the X-ray
room in a wheel chair. Unfortun-
ately, the pictures showed a
badly-fractured hip.

Nana entered the hospital at
that time. However, Dr. Eiskamp
insisted on waiting three days
before surgery. Presumably the
delay was to overcome the shock
of the fall. Nana became very
impatient having to wait. During a
four-hour operation, a pin was
placed through her hip socket to
hold it in place. Dr. Eiskamp was
somewhat dubious as to whether it
would work because the joint was
badly shattered. (There were no
hip implants in those days.) Nana
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was very happy to return hoine to
Green Valley after a couple of
weeks in the hospital.

From that time on, my dear
mother could not take a step
without feeling pain. She tried a
walker but the pain was too
intense. The only solution was a
wheel chair. We bought a nice
wooden one for forty dollars from
a private party. (There were few
metal ones then.) Dr. Eiskamp
thought possibly the pain would
lessen as Nana's hip healed. If not,
the pin would have to be removed.
I felt very bad but I was happy that
1 could care for my mother. Our
home was farge and the wheel
chair could be moved from room to
room -- or wherever. When I went
to town, I parked the car at the
back door as there were fewer
steps over which to maneuver the
chair. [ would wheel it up to the
front seat of "Betsy,” our '36 Ford
car. Nana would stand while 1
helped her pivot around in order to
sit on the car seat. Carefully, I
would fift her legs and feet into
the car. Upon our return we would
reverse this procedure. We
managed everything very well.

When Ted was home, he always
carried Nana to the car when we
would go for a drive or outing. Ted
was so wonderful to my Mama. On
one occasion I remember that we
had something very special to eat,
and very fimited. Ted said, “Let’s
leave that for Nana. We'll be
around a longer time to enjoy
such.”

At that time we had our three
little nephews and Charlie Herbert,
as well as Nana, living with us in
our spacious home. I'm sure God
selected this Green valley home for
Ted and me. Nana's wish and
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prayer was to live long enough to
see Bob return home from the
Philippine Islands. Her wish again
was granted and she saw him
married on August 17, 1947,

Nana was such a wonderful
companion to me. I loved her so
much. Even though I had a farge
family to care for, I always had
time for Nana. From that dear
soul, I never stopped learning. We
had such wonderful talks together
-- some confidential and some just
fun talks.

Even in her wheel chair, Nana
continued to help me with my daily
tasks. She loved to crochet and
made beautiful pillow-slip face and
lace for bath towels, as well as
crocheted-cross bookmarks for
her family and friends. (I still
have some and the lovely piano
runner on which she crocheted the
beautiful ends -- still in use.)

During World War I when
gasoline was rationed and we were
grounded, 1 often took our three
nephews and Skippy to the creek
to play on Sunday afternoons. We
had to cross Green Valley Road and
go through Pete Salatich’s apple
orchard to get there. Being that
Ted was at work and we had no
way to get Nana to the creek with
us, I had to feave her at home with
Rip, our hound dog. Sometimes he
would decide to go with us. On
these occasions, I would run home
about every half hour, or send
Sonny or Skippy to check on Nana.

In October 1947 it became
necessary for me to have major
surgery. This was hard for me to
accept as my responsibilities were
paramount in my home routine,
Dr. Eiskamp insisted that Nana
spend some time in a desirable
“rest home” (as they were then

called) until 1 became strong
enough to again care for her. Dr.
Eiskamp recommended the rest
home across the street from his
office, operated by Marjorie Rae.

Nana got good treatment there
but there were some things that
irked me. Mrs. Rae insisted on
charging an extra dollar for each
day that Nana got out of bed and
the nurse dressed her. Then she
could be in her wheel chair and
look out the window. Also, when
Nana would use Ludens cough
drops to ease the irritation in her
throat, Mrs. Rae refused her the
desert for that meal, saying that
she already had her sweetls
(bought by me). When we took
Nana a piece of Janet's and Bob's
wedding cake, Mrs. Rae divided it
among four or five patients for
their evening desert. Also, she
rationed the food for the patients.
S0, s0 stingy!l!

Dear little Nana wanted to
return home to her family so
badly, but 1 was unable to care for
her. It took me over a year to
recuperate and get my strength
back from the surgery. All that
time 1 was under the doctor’s care.
No one knows what a crucial period
that was for me. 1 know it was
difficult for Ted, also, as every-
thing fell on his shoulders.

Other things that took place at
that "rest home” caused me to re-
move Nana from there. A very
dear friend of ours, Myrtie Quincy,
who lived in Watsonville, offered to
care for Nana in her home.
Myrtle's daughter, Shirley, was in
a large cast following surgery.
Myrtie felt that she would like to
care for Nana also. The exira
money would be very advanta-
geous. Nana seemed happy there
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the home-made applesauce she
said, “This is the only food I have
felt like eating all day.” She really
refished it and it made me feel
happy. 1 hugged her and Kkissed
her and told her that I was sure it
wouldn't be very long before I
could again care for her at home.
As we got ready to leave Nana that
evening, she said, "Irma, I wish
you would stay with me tonight.”
Dear God, why didn't 1 heed her
wish? How I wish I had. Instead
said, “"Honey, I'll be in to see you
in the morning.”

The following morning at seven
o'clock, my brother Jim knocked
on our door. He greeted me with
tears in his eyes, saying, "Mama
just passed away.” 1 was stunned.
1 couldn't believe it. He said that
the nurse had checked on Nana at
an early hour of the morning. She
feared Nana was unconscious and
immediately called the doctor and
Jim. Nana had had a stroke. That
was something she always feared.
1 was happy that Jim could be with
her at the last, even though she
didn't realize it —- or did she? (No
warning of a stroke.)

When Jim broke the sad news
to me 1 felt a feeling of happiness
and joy, even though I was grieved.
I just couldn’t cry. I felt as though
a burden had been lifted from my
heart. Could it be that our darling
Nana was trying to tell me that her

worries and pains were now
ended? Now she and Papa were
again united -- never, never to

part —- and both safe in the arms
of Jesus. The memories of my
wonderful parents will linger with
me forever.

My dear little mother was
puried with the gold wedding band
on her finger that my father had

placed there fifty years earlier.
On the inside of her wedding band
was the iascription, "To Emma
from Jim -- Jan. {, 1898. Also, ]
pinned her fifty-year Rebecca
Lodge pin on her bosom. That
lodge she had joined at the age of
eighteen. She was very happy
when presented with that pin.

Nana left us in November, the
same month Papa left us just
twenty-four years earlier. She
was faid to rest in the same vault
with my father —- the one he had
ordered built for them, his mother,
and the family.

Later, Dr. Eiskamp told me that
in an X-ray of Nana's lungs they
found a growth in the throat
region. 1 thank God that she was
spared more suffering.

Mama having spent the last of
her golden years with us has made
life so much richer for me, as well
as for Ted and our -children.
Reliving my memories of Mama has
helped me put together many of
my stories and books. God willing,
these memories will live through-

out the years.
'EEEE

Nana's Good Home-Made Bread

2 Cakes compressed yeast.
1/4 cup lukewarm water.
{ teaspoon sugar.
1/3 cup Spry. (Crisco, or such.)}
2 tablespoons sugar.
i tablespoon salit.
2 cups scalded milk.
{-3/4 cups water.
{1-12 cups sifted alt-
purpose flour.

Crumbie yeast into a small

bowil. Add fukewarm water and
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Nana's Tamale Pie

1/2 cup oil

| onion

2 medium cloves garlic
1 1b. hamburger

Dice onion and garlic, and
saute in frying pan in oil -- do not
brown. Add thamburger and fry
together until hamburger is
cooked. Cut hamburger into small
pieces while in pan. Set aside.

Mix:

2 cups yellow corn meal

| can cream corn

| can tomatoes

2 cups milk

3 eggs slightly beaten (use canned
eggs from waterglass pre-
servative if desired)

| tablespoon Grandma’'s pepper
(chili pepper)

Salt to taste

Add all ingredients together
in a kettle and cook on very-low
fire for about 20 minutes, stirring
frequently as cornmeal has a
tendency to stick and burn.

Pour into two casseroles.
Drain 1 large can olives, either
ripe or green (whichever you pre-
fer), and press them down into the
tamale mixture. Bake in 350-
degree oven for 3/4 hour until set.

This will make two large
casseroles of tamale pie but is
extra good warmed over in the
oven next day.

M-m-m-good!

(In the early 20th century, a liquid
called "waterglass™ was used for
preserving eggs, using a large
crock for a container.)



CHAPTER 5
MY CHILDHOOD

I was never blessed with a grandfather. They died
before I was born. Knowing now as I do, I feel that I
really missed a beautiful experience in my fife.

I was conceived at Tassajara Hot Springs in April
1905. Through blankets of snow, Papa brought Mama
home to Watsonville in November 1905, by horse and
buggy, just two months before I was born. They had
been married eight years.

I made my debut into the world at 6:00 AM oa
January 15, 1906. I was born at Grandma Kuehnis' big,
two-story house at 607 Walker Street. At the time of
my birth, Mama was 31 years old and Papa was 38. 1
was delivered by Dr. P.K. Watters.

When I was three months old, the “"Great San
Francisco Earthquake” of April 18, 1906 hit. It was felt
up and down the Pacific Coast and in some of the
interior parts of California. Papa, being at Tassajara
getting ready to open the Springs for the summer
guests, drove home with his horse, Topsy, and buggy as
fast as he could. The aftershocks were plentiful and
very severe. Mama, Baby Irma, Grandma Kuehnis, and
the rest of the family all camped out under the big
walnut tree for three days and nights.

Most of my first two years in this world were
spent at Tassajara where my folks were employed by
Mrs. Helen Quiity. Mama said that I was a very happy
baby and always smiling. The guests at Tassafara
named me “Tassy.” | was everyone's sweetheart, so
they said. Being that there was no place to purchase
tittie gifts or remembrances there in the mountains, the
guests would shower me with coins. For these, Papa
cgrved a lovely, wooden-box bank in which to save
them.
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When | was a small baby, one
of the Tassajara guesis gave me a
round medal with an Indian-head
penny inserted in the center, with
my birth date of 1906 on it. He
said, "Little Tassy, as long as you
have this coin you will never be
broke.” (I still have it at age 85.)

Even as a baby, I loved mu-
sic. Mama told me that each time
we visited Grandma Kuehnis in
Watsonville, they would play the
old-fashioned Edison phonograph
and watch me hold up my little
skirt and dance around the room,
barely old enough to walk. This
phonograph had a large, morning-
glory-shaped hora that was held
up by a shiny metal chain attached
to a tall, three-legged stand. The
phonograph, itself, sat on a pretty
wooden cabinet. The cabinet had
four or five drawers with round
wooden pegs attached to the bot-
toms. Over these pegs were fitted
cylindrical records. Some of my
dance favorites then were "Wallz
Me Around Again, Willie,” “In The
Shade of the OId Apple Tree,”
“Washington Post March,” “Red-
wing,” and “Where Is My Wander-
ing Boy Tonight.” (We still possess
those records and cabinet.)

In the early days the streets
of Watsonville extending east and
west were called First Street,
Second Street, Third Street, Fourth
Street, Fifth Street, Sixth Street,
and Seventh Street, Main Street
has always been Main Street. The
other streets that extended east or
west of Main Street were called
East Third Street, etc., and West
Third Street, etc. .

In the earfier days of Wat-
sonville, Rodriguez Street reached
from Front Street at the south past
Seventh Street -- now Ford Street

-- at the north. Some years later
a couple of prominent women of
Watsonville decided that this little
town should have more sophis-
ticated street names. They pro-
ceeded to change West Third Street
to wall Street; and the portion of
Rodriguez Street extending south
from West Lake Avenue 7eariier
named West Fourth Street) --
where there is a definite jog in the
street -- to Front Street was re-
named Van Ness Avenue. Years
fater Van Ness Avenue was chang-
ed back to the original name and
again became Rodriguez Street all
the way. Later Wall Street/Third
Street was changed to Beach Street
-- West and East -- which it now
remains. Its very-early original
name was Beach Road, west of
Main Street. In the early days
street cars ran from Main Street to
the beach.

First Street Home, 1908.

Before my brother, James
Albert, was born we moved back to
Watsonville to my parents’ home
on First Street. We lived one block
from the Southern Pacific railroad
tracks. How I loved to see the big,
black “puffer belly™ engines zoom
by. It was great as long as Papa
had me in his arms, but when the
engineer blew the whistle it scared
me half to death.

On July 20, 1908 James was
born at our 232 First Street home.
Dr. P.K. Watters also delivered
him. One day, while Mama was
nursing James, I decided to walk to
the hack and horse barns. At this
date Papa was in the hack business
with “Daddy” Baer. The barn was
on First Street, three blocks from
our home and a half block from
Main Street. Even though I was
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that held the beit, go
around so fast. 1 got one of my
fingers caught in it, somehow.
wow! Did I scream? It really hurt.
1 thought I was injured for a
fifetime. (I do believe that we still
have that treadie machine stashed
away in our basement.)

In 1910 the Pajaro River was
dammed up which made a lovely
recreational area. This was called
"Lake Watsonville.® One evening
Papa took me to town (about
2-1/2 miles) in the horse and
buggy, to see Bill Cody (Buffafo
Bill) and his white horse, Kiag.
They were performing on 2
showboat on Lake Watsonville. We
stood on the catwalk of the old,
wooden, covered Pajaro Bridge
over Lake Watsonville. I shall
never forget how exciting and
funny it was to see Buffalo Bill, on
the showboat, giving King a drink
out of a tin cup and out of his hat.

My youngest brother, Lioyd
Peter, was born at our home on
Riverside Road, on October 21,
1910. Mrs. Skotchko was the
nurse. She came to stay with us
before Lioyd's birth. Luckily she
did, as Lioyd arrived before Dr.
P.K. Watters came. Mrs. Skotchko
delivered the baby. When the
doctor arrived he said, "That's the
way 1 like to see it," and still
charged my parents the full price
of delivery, which was $25 at that
time. My folks felt that Mrs.
Skotchko should have had that
extra §$25.

Saturday night was always a
happy time for me. We had a
farge, wood-burning stove in our
kitchen on which Mama cooked.
She also heated our bath water on
same. The round, galvanized wash

wheel,

tub was set on two chairs, in front -

L

of the warm stove. 1 was usually
the first to be “scrubbed dowan”. It
was so much fun to swish around
and around in that warm tub of
water. Then came James’ turn to
occupy the tub. He wasn’t quite as
happy as I with the whole pro-
cedure. Papa always helped Mama
with this task. He stood by with a
big bath towel to dry his litile
ones. He would give us massage
pats on the back, legs, bottom,
tummy and chest, with his big,
strong hands. This would get our
biood to circulate and get us warm.

My baby brother, Lloyd, had
his own little bath tub. It was
oblong and made of tin. The inside
was gold in color and the outside
was painted a dark green. One
morning, when Lioyd was a couple
of months old, he had a convulsion
during his bath. Fortunately, a
friend was with us. Mama sent her
over to the sfaughterhouse to teli
Papa to call the doctor. We had no
wall phone in our home. By the
time Papa rushed home, Lloyd was
OK. This really frightened Mama.
When I saw her so upset, it scared
me, too.

Papa usually took me to town
with him, in the horse and buggy,
on Friday evenings. He would
purchase our week's supply of
groceries. Tippy, our Ccow,
furnished our milk. (We had our
fresh meat daily from the
sfaughterhouse.) Papa would tie
Topsy to the hitching post in the
front of the grocery store. He al-
ways took me into the store with
him when he ordered the grocer-
ies, or gave Eddie Mattos {(the
owner and a personal friend of
ours) the silip of paper on which
Mama had listed her needs. Papa
always bought me a bottle of

Cad
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strawberry soda water. Mr.
Mattos would give me a stick of
candy, and also one to take home
to fittfe James.

Papa took me to the buggy
and tucked me in. He then went
back into the store to carry out
our supplies. As he was coming
out, a black man was entering. 1
said, "Papa, look at that nigger
going into Eddie Mattos’.” (I had
seen pictures of colored people but
never in person.) The fellow came
over to the buggy and asked,
“"What did you cail me?" 1 was
scared to death and began to cry.
As far as I was concerned, he could
have been a tiger. The man said,
“"Don’t you ever call me that
again,” and walked away. I felt so
relieved when Papa got into the
buggy and we drove away. On the
way home Papa explained to me
the differences in color of the
various races and told me that the
name 1 mentioned was not a nice
name to use. However, | never
wanted to go to the grocery store
with Papa again. 1 was then about
four-and-a-haff years oild. Soon
James was big enough to accom-
pany Papa for supplies.

Back in 1910 and 1911 there
were no automobiles to dodge
along the country roads -- only a
horse and wagon now and then.
Often times 1 would walk to the
mail box with Mama and my little
brothers, to get the mail. Afthough
it was only a short block from our
house, to me, a five year old, it
seemed like mifes.

Often times Mama would
pack a little funch and take James,

baby Lloyd, and me down to the
Salsipuedes Creek, which was a

short distance from our house,
Here James and 1 would paddie

around in the water and try to
catch polywogs. Mama and little
Lioyd would relax on a blanket,
never taking her eyes off of us,
During wild blackberry season,
Mama and 1 would pick a little pail
of those tuscious, sweet, little
berries so Mama could treat Papa
to a yummy pie.

Grandma Kuehnis came to
visit us before the holidays --
Thanksgiving and Christmas. This
is the time that the Tuttle Com-
pany would dress many geese for
the festive season. Mama and
Grandma would sit upstairs, along
the tallow pit, and pick the down
off of the geese. Of course, I
thought 1 was a big help. They
used the soft goose down for
pillows and fluffy feather beds, for
Grandma. [ remember the warm,
feather-bed comforters and how
Grandma would use the broom
handle to smooth the tops of the
comforters (quiits).

Qur First Street Home Again, 1911.

~ About a month before my
fifth birthday we all moved back to
our First Street home. At that
time Papa and Mr. William Ken-
nedy went into partnership in the
hack business, known as "Kennedy
and Oksen Hack Service.”

Of course, our horse, Topsy,
moved with us and made her home
at the hack barn on First Street.
Our Jersey milk cow, occupied the
barn at the rear end of our big lot,
adjoining our house. There, also,
was her corral, the chicken house,
and a farge yard for the chickens.
Behind this area was an acre of
our ground where my folks had
their vegetable garden and
berries. This acre was later
sold to Volks Chemical Works.
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From that day I never saw my
Tessie again. Mama explained the
situation to me, and told me that if
1 were a good girl Santa would
bring me a nice dolly for Christ-
mas.

Our bathroom, to me, looked
like it was built for royaity. It had
a small, corner wash basin with
two shiny faucets. Alongside of
the basin was a wooden roller at-
tached to the wall, which Papa had
made. It was quite high to accom-
modate the yard-fong rolier-towel
that Mama had sewn together.
This was really nice for as soon as
you wiped your hands, the next
person could roff it to a dry spot.

On the other side of the basin
hung a mirror. Under the mirror
hung a white, cow’s tail. This held
the combs and was also used for
cleaning them. It washed easily.

On the opposite end of the
bathroom was our modern, tin
toilet with the tank overhead, just
beneath the ceiling. The fong pull
chain was fastened to the tank. On
the bottom end was a black, wood-
en handle. Pulling on this flushed
the toifet. The toilet seat and lid
were made of smooth wood. Oppo-
site the toilet and against the wall
was a tall, medicine cabinet on
four tall legs. This was indeed a
pretty piece of furniture.

Our kitchen was quite large.
The sink and food cooler were lo-
cated in the pantry which joined
the kitchen. At one end of the
kitchen was our eating table. At
the other end was our wood-
burning cook stove. Mama really
made some wonderful meals and
baked goodies on that stove. In
the wintertime, when the mornings
were cold, we kiddies took turns
dressing around the warm stove.

On one wall, next to the
kitchen stove, was an ofld-
fashioned sait box. On the oppo-
site wall hupg a match-box holder
made of tin. This held 2-inch-long
wooden, Diamond matches. Before
Diamond-brand matches were in
use, Mama had a pretty green-
glass, heart-shaped match holder
which held square cubes of wooden
matches. The ends of the matches
had been dipped in some kind of
sulphur material which caused
them to light when scratched. One
could pull off a red-tipped match
and strike it on the rough front of
the green match holder. The
suiphur from the matches smefled
terrible and would burn our
nostrifs. {I still have the ittle
green match holder and it is quite
valuable, so I am told. 1 also have
the wooden salt box and the Dia
mond match holder in our present
pantry.)

A  wood-burning heating
stove was in the dining room. Our
dining table was against the wall,
A big, pretty, 18-inch-high clock
sat on a three-cornered shelf
above our wall telephone, located
in the corner near the stove. The
clock had a pretty, glass door with
gold, stork figures on it. Each
week -- every seven days -- the
clock had to be wound from the
front with a key. Our telephone
was on a two-party line. Our
number was 340-] (three-four-
oh-jay). Tuttle's was the other
phone on our line -- 340-W. Ours
was one ring and theirs was two.
Only the receiver could be un-
hooked from the stationary phone.
To reach the mouthpiece of this
phone, a small child had to stand
on a chair or box.

Mama's 1898 Montgomery
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foved wood-burning stove.

Papa's Girl.

Being the only girl in the
family, it could have been that I
was a trifle "spoiled,” after wait-
ing eight long years for a little
six-pound “bundle of joy”. Never-
theless, my two brothers got their
share of attention, also.

Papa and Mama were duite
strict with us and we knew their
word was law. However, their
reprimanding was laced with lots
of fove.

Whenever Papa was at home,
I was usually his shadow. Occa-
sionally he would stop by the
house to say "hi” and have a cup of
coffee that Mama would boil for
him in a little kettle. She would
drop an egg into it which Papa
would devour enjoyably. While
sitting in his chair at the end of
the kitchen table, 1 would sneak
behind him, plant my little feet on
the rounds of the chair, and circle
my arms around his neck. I know
he loved this —- particularly when
I showered his neck and cheeks
with my juicy kisses.

When Papa would shave in
the mornings, it was a ritual for
me to be in the bathroom with him.
His long razor strop (a strip of
feather with a bulge at one end and
about 18 inches fong) hung per-
manently on a nail near the wash
basin. Papa would take his
 straight-edge razor, which was
hinged in the middle like a
jackknife, out of its two-piece
feather case. One end of the razor
was the handie. The single-edge,
sharp, cutting blade was folded
back into the handie when not in
use. When Papa would open the
razor and strop (sharpen) it, his

hand moved so fast. The next
procedure was to apply hot, damp
towels to his face to soften his
beard. A few drops of hot water
were then dropped into his fancy,
shaving cup. To me it seemed
fancy as it had a little shelf inside
of the cup to hold the shaving
soap. This little shelf had holes in
it for the water or suds to seep
down into the cup, after Papa
swished his shaving brush over the
soap.

When Papa's beard had
softened and his cup had suds,
worked up by the shaving brush,
he proceeded to lather his face. At
this point he reminded me of Santa
Claus. Then the sharp, long razor
came into use. He would very
gently scrape downward on his
cheek, about opposite to the ear.
It really amused me to watch the
contortions into which Papa screw-
ed his face -- from left to right.
When he had a mustache, he didn't
have to shave his upper lip. Oc-
casionally, in the chin area his
razor would slip and make a little
nick ip his flesh. When I saw blood
appear, that always frightened me.
Papa would console me and tell me
that he was OK. If it didn't stop
bleeding by applying a chunk of
alum, he would look around for a
cobweb. OQur bath tub was not
enclosed so usually a web could be
found under or on the wall-side of
the tub. When a spider web was
applied to the cut, the bleeding
stopped almost immediately. 1
never could understand this stop-
ping technique. Papa must have
had a pet spider there as he knew
fust where to look.

After shaving, another hot
towe! was applied to his face,
followed by dousing it with cold
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01d Woman That Lived In A Shoe,”
"A Dillar, A Dollar, A Ten-0-Clock
Scholar,” “Three Blind Mice,”
“Little Tommy Tiddle Mouse,”
"Ding Dong Bell,” and "Hi-Diddle-
Diddle.” After memorizing them I
foved to recite them for Papa. He
would praise me.

Mama loved to sing to us kid-
dies. Some of the songs were "Red
wing,” "Two Little Girls In Blue,”
"After The Ball,” "A Bird In A
Guilded Cage,” and others. The
one that always made me cry was
"My Bonnie Lies Over The Ocean,”
yet 1 would always ask Mama to
sing it.

Being that Papa worked at
night, Mama would read stories to
us in the long, winter evenings, as
we sat around our little wood-
burning, heating stove. We had
many Horatio Alger books, which
we loved.

We didn't know about “tooth
fairies® when | was a littie girl.
When one of my front, baby teeth
became loose, 1 would keep
wiggling it back and forth. Seems
as though I was rather proud of
the fact that I was going to lose it.
When Mama or Papa would try
wiggling it, they could often lift my
tooth right out. That was such a
surprise! One time Papa jokingly
told me that he would tie a string
to my loose tooth and tie the other
end to the door knob. Then, when
someone opened the door my tooth
would come out. That sounded like
fun until I realized that it would
hurt. We really never tried it. No
“tooth fairy" but always a nice,
fittle reward.

Our Chataqua Board.
I recently learned that my
mother had told Anna Belle, years

ago, that as soon as | was big
enough to hold a pencil in my hand,
I started drawing pictures. I
wonder if that was what prompted
my parents to purchase a Chataqua
Board for us kids when I was about
six years old. 1 was under the
impression that this was what
really got me interested in art
(drawing). This compact treasure
was about 20 inches long and fif-
teen inches high when folded. It
had two heavy, metal eyes to hang
it on the wall. When opened, one
side of the cover made a drop
desk, and the reverse side was a
blackboard. The part attached to
the wall had two roller knobs on
each end (side). It could be rolled
(scrolled) forward and backward.
At the start of the paper roll were
very simple drawings to copy.
Then came flowers, birds, angels,
etc. There were also small and
capital fetters to copy. There were
numerous other interesting things,
including "how to draw faces.” At
that time this Chataqua Board cost
$7 -- a big price for 1912,

Below these rolls were
compartments for drawing paper,
pencils, chalk, etc. The board part
was light in color -- 1 believe it
was made of oak. My children
used and enjoyed it, as well as my
grandchildren -- Bob's and Janet's
kiddies. Bob now has it stored in
his attic.

Bicycle, 1912-1913.

Papa rode his bicycle to and
from the hack barn each morning
and night. Occasionally he would
walk the three blocks to work.

When | was six years old I, too,
wanted a bicycle. Not having one, |
did the next best thing. When
Papa's bicycle was available, 1
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shoes were believed to give better
support for the ankies. My dress
shoes were patent-leather pumps
with either one or two straps
across the instep. ‘

My Playhouse.

When 1 was about ten years
old (1916) Papa made me a very
nice playhouse in the yard of our
First Street home. It was about
ten feet long and seven feet wide.
It had a gable roof which was about
eight feet at the highest point. The
sides were made of wood —- two-
and-a-half feet high from the
wooden floor. The top part of the
sides, and the ends, were of heavy,
white canvas -- this joined the
shingle roof. The door was at one
end and, being so light inside, it
did not need windows. Papa put a
carpet rug on the floor.

Inside of my playhouse I had
a little table and two dining chairs,
just my size. I also had my little,
oak rocking chair in which to rock
my two babies. Papa made a
cupboard from boxes which he
painted white. There I kept my
“good China"™ -- play dishes and
eating utensils. mama made a
pretty, flowered curtain for my
cupboard. Mama also gave me
some of her childhood dishes, of
which I was happy to have and took
very good care of them.

I kept a little crocheted doily
on the table, made by my Mama.
In the center of the doily I placed a
lovely, fittle vase of orchid-pink in
color. This, too, had been my
mother's from her childhood. 1
always managed to find a pretty
flower to place in this pretty, little
vase. (A couple years ago, in
1988, 1 gave this treasured vase to
one of my great grand daughters.

I played with dolls until I was
fourteen years oid. 1 spent many,
happy hours in my dear, little
playhouse. Too, I entertained my
childhood friends with tea parties
and goodies.

Qur First-Street Playground:
During Our Growing-Up Years.

Being that our home was
focated at the edge of Watsonville
City Limits, it made an ideal place
for our childhood friends to gather
each summer evening. We were
fortunate to have many playmates
in our neighborhood. However,
many of the so-called elite
families” kids came across town to
play with us, almost every evening.

Some of our nightly games
were “Last Couple Out,” "Foot Off
The Gutter,” “Statue,” "Hide and
Seek,” “Kick The Can,” and "Run
Sheep Run.”" These were some of
the many games we played. We
had the streets to ourselves as no
beet or apple wagons worked or
traveled in the evenings. Auto-
mobiles were very scarce and we
could hear them coming from a
fong way off.

During the wintertime, when
it was raining, some of our play-
mates would come to our house.
We would gather around our round
dining table and play various card
games, such as “"Hearts,” “Pedro,”
"01d Maid,” "Whist,” "Flinch,” and
others. Having two brothers, many
of my childhood playmates were
boys. As 1 grew oider, some of the
boys used my brothers as an ex-
cuse to call on me.

We may not have lived in the
vaery elito part of town but no kids
couid have had more fun in their
childhood than we three.
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the boys. They were Harvey Smith
and Henry Henderson.

Eilsie, bless her heart, called
to them and said, "I'm going to call
my father. He's working on the
tracks nearby.” Of course he
wasn't there. Elsie ran back and
brought our clothes and towels to
us. By that time the boys had left
the scene. We were forever
grateful to Elsie. That one and
only naked swim in the Pajaro
River was enough for us. My
brothers could have my share of
that fun. My mother never knew
about it until 1 told her some time
fater.

Music And Harmony.

"Music! Music! Oh how 1
fove music!® Presumably, 1 in-
herited such. My father's side of
the family were all musically in-
clined, particularly vocally. His
mother and brothers alt had won-
derful voices. Two of his brothers
were choir leaders.

However, 1 contribute part of
my love for music to my early
training. Maybe the oild Edison
Gramophone had something to do
with it -- as when I was barely old
enough to toddie around my
mother said 1 would hold up my
fittle skirts and dance around the
room to the music of the
phonograph.

From the time that I started
saving my nickels, dimes and
quarters as well as pennies {some
from Tassajara), 1 had my goal in
mind. 1 definitely wanted a piano.
When I was ten years old I had
saved $350 -- enough to buy my
new, beautiful Ludwig upright
piano. 1 was extremely proud of it.
It had the softest touch and
sweetest tone of any piano I had

ever heard -- even to this day.
{Now my great grandchildren are
jearning on it.)

My folks heard of a won-
derful piano teacher that traveled
from Salinas to Watsonville each
week. Her name was Mrs. Frisby.
However, she had to have enough
piano students to make her trip
worth while. We managed to earoil
a couple more children for her,
Rueben Tuttle, our neighbor, was
one of them.

Mrs. Frisby taught me one-
half hour of harmony {the study
and writing of music) and a half
hour at the piano. Needless to say
that my parents were persistent
that 1 practice an hour each day
(both writing and playing the
piano), as Mrs. Frisby's lessons
were considered quite expensive.
Sometimes 1 became bored but
mostly I found my efforts quite
interesting.

For this interest in music I
am grateful to this day. Althoughl
am definitely not a vocalist, I can
immediately detect it if a singer is
a little off key.

I've often thought that 1
would like to try my ability in
writing music. Maybe it's a little
fate but it's fun to dream. I'n sure
it wouldn't be rock music, as in the
*70s and ‘80s. As they say, “To

each, his own.”
'EXE X



CHAPTER 6

HOLIDAYS TO REMEMBER

Holidays are exciting and important events in every
child's life. 1 was no exception. Some holidays rated
higher than others but all have their values.

New Year's Day.

On New Year's Eve we kiddies were allowed to
stay up and see "the old year out and the new year in.”
New Year’s Eve for the young and the teen-aged boys
was very exciting. The Main Street merchants of
Watsonville would throw coins out onto the street. The
boys would all scramble after them, each trying to
gather the most money.

New Year's Day was a gala event when we were
young. It was not only the first day of the new year but
the wedding anniversary of my father and mother. It
held an important meaning for us and extra celebration.
Ham, roast beef and many goodies were on our New
Year's Day menu. An old adage read, "The way you
start the new year determines the way you will spend
the rest of the year.”

Valentine's Day

valentine's Day was a very special day to most all
young, school children in my primary-grade years.
Kindergarten was not known about at that time 1912)
so my earliest experience in schooling was in the first
grade. 1 do believe that on my first day at school I
developed a "crush” on a certain boy in my class. Ihad
plenty of competition as some of the other girls had
their eyes on him, also. "Gee, he was a handsome
sweetie,” so I thought.

When Valentine's Day rolled around six months
later, 1 made him an extra special, pretty Valentine.
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Way back then there were no
children's Valentine greetings sold
in the stores -- as I remember.
Only lacy ones for grown ups. We
made most of the folders and cards
at school. The teachers furnished
the red paper for making hearts
and we brought trimmings and
decorations for our little cards
from our homes. Most of the ver-
ses, or writings on them, were of
our childish origin. The cards for
the girfs had our names signed on
them, but often the sender's name
was omitted on cards or hearts
sent to the boys. 1 made an extra
special one for "my heart-throb”
with a special message on it.
However, 1 didn't have the "grit" to
sign my name so, consequently, he
never knew who sent him the most
beautiful Valentine in the world
{(so I thought). He remained my
"secret fove” for several years.

On Valentine's Day our
teacher furnished a box into which
we deposited the greetings which
we had made. One of the pupils
was selected to pass out these
cards to the names written on
them. My “secret love" didn't
even look toward his ardent ad-
mirer when he received his beauti-
ful heart-felt greeting. Oh welf!
Maybe tomorrow he will smile at
me and say "hi." I wasn‘t about to
give up. I got a number of pretty
hearts and cards but none from
"My Valentine.”

Some of us made Valentines
for our parents, too, and always
one for our teacher. Valentine's
day was celebrated at schoot
mainly in the first four grades. It
was fun to compare our treasuras
with our playmates.

Somehow, this “little heart-
throb” of mine did not notice me or

know I existed untif the fast years
of high school. Too late, old boy! 1
had fost interest in him during my
efementary years. He later be-
came a successful lawyer.

Easter.

As a smalf child 1 didn't fulty
know the true meaning of Easter.
To me it was a special day to fook
for the Easter bunny to fay those
beautiful, colored eggs. Too, it
meant new clothes for my two
younger brothers and me. Mama,
being a wonderful seamstress, al-
ways made my pretty, new Easter
dresses with lace and flounces, to
wear to Sunday School and Church.
I felt like someone special. Of
course these togs would not be
compiete without a white, flowered
hat. I can remember Mama taking
me to Carrie Clausen's millinery
store, on East Third Street, to help
pick out my new Easter bonnets.
One time Carrie made a special hat
just for me. Sometimes 1 would
wear them for the following Easter
Sundays as the only time 1 wore a
hat during the year was to Sunday
School. My two brothers had new
suits with knicker-bocker pants,
white shirts, ties, and long, black
stockings. Mama, too, looked
beautiful in her new Easter outfit.

We always had our Easter
egg hunt, after we returned home
from Sunday School, amidst the
flowers and grass. I can stilf see
those beautiful, shiny, colored
eggs hidden in calla lifies, in ger-
anium plants, and in grass near the
rose bushes. Often times my two
brothers gathered more eggs than
. Mama and Papa gave us our
candy eggs later.

Those beautiful, large, candy
eggs were as big as an ostrich egg.
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The colored, crinkly decorations
and the candy flowers on them
made them too pretty to eat —- so ]
thought. At one end of the egg was
a round, little window so as to
peep inside and see a most pretty
Easter scene. Sometimes we got
chocolate eggs with cream centers.
Later, little yellow, marshmallow,
baby chickens and white bunny
rabbits were part of our treats.
Usually, after the hunt, a luscious
ham dinner was greatly enjoyed by
all the family.

As we grew a little older we
realized that Mama colored those
beautiful eggs the night before.
We then fooked forward to the fun
of helping her with that task.
There were six cups filled half full
of boiling water. A color tablet
was dropped into each cup, to dis-
solve, each a different color. Then
a hot, hard-boiled egg was drop-
ped into each cup, teased a little
with a spoon, and then removed
when the desired color was obtain-
ed on the shell. They were so
beautifully shiny, as when finished
Mama wiped each egg with a cloth
that had a drop of salad oil on it.

My brothers and I really ap-
preciated the meaning of Easter as
we grew older and could under-
stand about the Resurrection of
Christ. My heart was so saddened
about His Crucifizxion on Good
Friday and the terrible suffering
He had to experience for the sake
of all of us. However, His Resur-
rection on Easter Sunday turned
my sadness to joy. God's love for
us all is too great to put into
words.

Community Easter Sunrise
Services.
My first recoflection of East-

er Sunrise Services dates back to
the 1930s. The first Easter Sun-
rise Service that Ted and I attend-
ed was held in a large, grassy
field, on the crest of a hill over-
looking Werner's Hill on the left
and acres of open farm fand on the
right -- as far as we could see,
towards the ocean.

To reach this designated area
we had to park our car on a two-
fane road that led to Moss Landing,
Castroville, and Salinas. Being an
early, foggy morning, we had to
make a pathway through tall, wet
grass. Our shoes and legs were
wet by the time we reached the
site.

The Sunrise congregation was
quite sparse but those of us that
attended were well rewarded. The
beautiful hymns that we sang,
accompanied by a pump organ,
were extremely impressive, re-
gardless of us all being cold and
wet. "The Old Rugged Cross™ made
our hearts fill with emotion. To-
wards the east the sun made its
dim appearance through the hazy
banks of fog. The flack of a sunrise
glow did not dampen the spirit for
which we attended this special
gathering so early in the morning
-- to commemorate the Resur-
rection of our biessed Savior. As
long as we live, I'm sure Ted and I
will remember this special service.

As 1 recall, after the Easter
Sunrise Services were no longer
held at the nearby Werner Hill
site, they were held in the amphi-
theater at Camp McQuaide in the
1940 war years. This amphi-
theater was a little distance off the
San Andreas Road. Oh what an
ordeal it was for me to pull myself
out of bed at 5 o'clock on a cold
and foggy, Sunday morning. Ted
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would say, “Come on Honey. Let's
get organized.”

The first time that we
attended the services at this
unique, open theater we both
found it very inspiring. The rows
of circular benches soon became
occupied -- not only by focal
church attendance but also by
many soldier boys training in the
nearby Camp McQuaide.

The beautiful sermons by
various ministers were always
stirring and effective but those
fovely hymns touched me and
caused tears to roll down my
cheeks. Of course my paramount
thoughts were on the Crucifixion
and Resurrection of our Savior, but
my mind wandered as to the
outcome of those wonderful, sol-
dier boys. Yes, they were mostly
boys -- hardly given a chance to
grow up or experience life. Too,
Ted and 1 had a boy that was now
reaching the age that Uncle Sam
would soon be calling on him to
serve his country.

As the morning sun peeped
over the eastern horizon, its rays
reflected on the faithful people in
the amphitheater. It soon took the
chill out of the air and put joy into
our hearts, knowing that again we
had the privilege to worship our
Savior at an early, beautiful Sun-
rise Service on Easter Morning.

In the late 1940s the Sunrise
Service was held in the Starlite
Drive-In Theater. It was a rainy,
cold Easter season -- definitely
not compatible weather for an
open-air Sunrise Service. It was
somewhat questionable as to con-
tingonoy plans -- and if neaded,
what church or building would ac-
commodate all the people who
chose to attend. If I remember

correctly, it was a last-minute
decision to hold the yearly Sunrise
Service at our [local drive-in
theater on Arthur Road. The
theater was not in use in the
mornings. The lot would ac-
commodate many cars for the
attendees and there was an audio-
system hook-up for each car. That
seemed to be an ideal solution for
holding the services in squally
weather.

Ted and 1 attended this
different but faithful devotional
service. We listened to the
prayers, the sermon, and the
beautiful hymns over the loud
speaker in the car. We also
enjoyed the delightful, heavy,
spring showers of rain splattering
on the roof of our car. Although
we knew Old Sofl was there, he did
not make his appearance that
particular morning.  After our
devotion we headed for home and a
much-relished, hot breakfast, for
which we were grateful.

At other times, to commem-
orate the Resurrection of Jesus
Christ on Easter Sunday, the
early-morning congregation gath-
ered on the steps and walkway in
the front of the mausoleum at
Pajaro Valley Memorial Park. On
the grassy slope below were burial
markers of loved ones. The pray-
ers, sermon and hymas offered by
the different churches were beau-
tiful, but somehow this secluded
focation seemed less inspiring to
me than others of past years. It
was probably due to the fact that
the building we were facing, as

well as the mountains of Mt.
Madonna bohind tha building,

obstructed the view of the sunrise.
Had the chosen location been
higher up on the mountain, the

.3 .3 ‘.3 3 _3

3

3

t






72 SHARING MY MEMORIES AND LOVE

and his wife) also occupied one of
the five houses on the farm.

Mary and Gene had arranged
an area outdoors for a fovely
Easter Service for the extended
family. Chairs were placed in a
semi-circle. Each guest said a
little prayer or expressed grati-
tude to our dear Lord for His sac-
rifice, Resurrection, and our sal-
vation.

Following our little commem-
orative ceremony we all gathered
around a lovely, long, outdoor
table to partake of the "goodies”
so lovingly prepared. Being that
we have a large, precious family
(and still growing) there could be
no greater joy than spending this
glorious day with them.

After this wonderful Easter
Sunday, Jan and Bob delivered us
back to our Green Vailey home.
Bless them!

May Day.

May Day was a holiday for us
public-school children and we all
fooked forward to it. For several
weeks before the first of May,
each class practiced daily on their
outdoor Maypole dances. The tall
pole, secured in the ground, had

different colored streamers
attached to the top. Each girl held
an end of a colored

streamer-ribbon, made from crepe
paper. To music, played on a
phonograph, the giris would dance
around the Maypole -- one group
of them going one way and the
other group going in the opposite
direction. As they intertwined in
and out, the pretty streamers
faced the pole, making a unique
appearance. This took a great deal
of practice for if one girl missed
her cue (in and out) it fouled up

the pretty pattern on the pole.
That is the reason the May dance
required so much practice. As I
remember, there were about six
Maypoles competing. Each class
tried to outdo the others. 1 guess
one would call it a contest. Often
the parents would arrive to watch
their daughters, all dressed up in
their Spring attire.

This performance was put on
just before May Day as the day,
itself, was a hofiday. At this time I
cannot recall if the young boys
aiso had a contest, but I'm almost
sure they had some sort of May-
Day celebration.

May-Day picnics were anoth-
er big fete. No matter what day
May Ist occurred on, a big picaic
was held by all the Protestant
Churches in Watsonville. 1 recall
two or three big trucks lined up in
front of the Preshyterian Church
about nine o°clock in the morning.
The trucks had benches along both
sides for the children, and parents
who came along to supervise the
group. The use of the big trucks
was donated by trucking firms, or
otherwise. Mr. Niswander, who
operated Niswander Hauling Ser-
vice, owned the truck that my two
brothers, my mother, and 1 usuality
occupied. (He, his wife, daughters
Mildred and Melba, and a son were
members of this church. Trucks
and drivers met at other churches
to transport the picnickers to the
destination -- all arriving about
the same time and place. Each
family brought their own picaic
funches and goodies.

Sometimes the church picnics
were held at “"Camp Good-All" —-
the deserted ~“ghost-beach resort™
of earlier years -- located at the
very end of Beach Road which fed
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firecrackers. The ones that didn't
explode, or fizzled out, we called
sizzlers. These, we bent in half
until the biack powder shown. On
the ground, we lit the black pow-
der with our punks. They hissed

and sizzied. Hence the name of

sizzlers.

In the evening, after dusk,
we all gathered on our front porch.
This was the big event we had been
waiting for. Papa always bought a
nice assortment of fireworks for
us kids. With his supervision we
were allowed to light them, taking
turns doing so, on our front
sidewalk. There were pinwheels,
snakes, serpentines, sky rockets,
and Roman candies that blazed and
fit up the night sky with many
colored stars. 1 didn't like the
son-of-a-guns. They were round
balis about the size of a quarter.
They contained tiny rocks wrapped
in paper in which an explosive cap
was embedded. @ When thrown
down hard on the sidewalk, they
made a big bang. Sometimes the
fittle rocks would sting our legs.
We also enjoyed putting a
firecracker under a tin can to
watch the can jump.

The real-large firecrackers
were lit by Papa. These climaxed
our lovely, childhood Fourth of
July. Not only did we enjoy it but
many of the neighbor children also
gathered on our porch and par-
ticipated in the activity, as well as
thcle applauding and the whoop-
a-fa.

In my childhood days we all
dressed up in our good clothes to
attend the Fourth of July parade.
We had to be on Main Street early
in order to get a good view as it
passed. We kiddies usually sat on
the sidewalk-curb and the grown

ups stood behind us. Sometimes
we had to give up our selected
seats as people would stand in
front of us and we couldn’t see be-
yond them.

There was always the Grand
Marshal at the head of the parade.
Following him was a car filled with
Watsonville's dignitaries (VIPs);
then a group of Pajaro Valley
horsemen on their beautiful
mounts. (On one occasfon in later
years Ted rode his beautiful horse
with this group.) How thrilling it
was to view the lovely floats, many
made of fresh flowers and crepe
paper of various hues. Some pret-
ty floats were decorated and
entered by peopie of other nations.

Of course there were several
bands, foot soidiers from World
War I, horse-drawn fire equipment
and fire trucks. In one beauti-
fully-decorated automobile rode
the elderly men from the Grand
Army of the Republic. On the sides
of the car were flags and bunting
with the letters G.A.R. on it. (As
time passed, the numbers of these
dear, old gentlemen became fewer
and fewer.

When the parade ended and
the prizes for the selection of
floats were announced, everyone
congregated at the Plaza. There
were speeches by city officials.
The Watsonville Band members of
that era took their places in the
Plaza band-stand. Soon the air
was fifled with joyous music --
marches, waltzes, etc.

After flunch we all gathered
around the Main Street side of the
Plaza. Here the children would
participate in sack races, potato
races, three-legged races, and
other childhood events. The
lemonade stand did a flourishing
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business, as did Buckhart's candy
and ice cream store, across the
street. There was a choice of
vanilla, strawberry or chocofate
fce cream comnes. On the Plaza
corner stood the popcorn and
peanut wagon. This little popcorn
machine scented the air with
freshly-roasted popcorn.

The one, big, main event in
the afternoon was the firemen's
hose-cart race. Sometimes there
would be a tug-o-war between the
firemen. It all was so exciting --
particularly the hose cart race for
the diamond belt, in the early
1900s.

Monday, July 4th, 1983 just
passed. It was a wonderful, yet
different 4th celebration than in
many years past. Our Santa Clara
family came over to spend the
weekend with us. We tatked about
July 4th celebrations of our Green
Valley days, when our children
were young. At that time we us-
ually attended the beautiful par-
ades. The lovely floats were a site
for the eyes. Some years we were
camping at Arroyo Seco. When at
home, Ted usually disked the
“Lower 40" to eliminate the weeds
and grass. Our two boys and three
nephews had a glorious time
setting off their fireworks in this
area. The sparkiers, sky rockets,
and Roman candles furnished the
main excitement, along with fire-
crackers of different sizes.

When the City of Watsonville
put on their grand display of fire-
works at night, in the high school
athletic field, we all pifed into the
car and parked either on Bridge
Stroot or ono of the side stroets.
My brother, Jim Oksen, a fireman
at the time, usually was in charge
of the beautiful display of fire-

works. So many “oohs” and “aahs”
came from the spectators as the
rockets ifluminated the sky over-
head. Colored stars, like dia-
monds, could be seen for a dis-
tance of miles.

It was all so grand, but to
wend our way through the traffic
of cars going home was quite bor-
ing. However, it was worth the
effort as the boys, Nana, Ted and I
really enjoyed the excitement and
pleasure of it all.

Now getting back to the
present (1983), we prefer staying
at home on holidays as the high-
ways are crowded. Many of the
drivers are either celebrating with
alcohol or high on drugs. So
different from years past.

Our Santa Clara family feft
for home quite early in the after-
noon so as to avoid some of the
traffic on the roads. Needless to
say that it left quite a void in our
old Green Valley home for Ted and
me.,

Shortly after they left, Skip
and. Donna, our other son and his
wife, arrived. It was a very warm
day and we found it very enjoyable
to visit with them on the lawn.
Their love and thoughtfulness was
greatly appreciated as they
brought their portable barbecue on
which they cooked a chicken for
the four of us. They furnished the
complete dinner which consisted of
a green, tossed salad, French
bread, condiments, wine, and a
luscious strawberry short cake.
We relished our dinner on the pic-
nic table, on the lawn under the

shade of the "Reaves” trees. Bar-
bacuad chickon was dolicious.

Such a beautiful 4th of July
for us two “recycled teenagers.”
Donna and Skip are both good
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cooks and flove to share their
culinary arts, as well as we enjoy
eating such.
Let us never forget the
Declaration of Independence
when we celebrate July 4th,
and always.

1776: The Birth of Our Nation --
A Legend.

There is a legend about the
days of our nation's birth in the
fittie hall in Philadelphia. A debate
had raged for hours. The men that
gathered there were honorable
men, hard pressed by the king who
had flouted the very laws they
were willing to obey. Even so, to
sign the Declaration of Indepen-
dence was such an irretrievable
act that the walls resounded with
the words “treason,” “the gal-
fows,” “the headsman's ax,” and
the issue remained in doubt.

The legend says that at that
point a man rose and spoke. He
was described as not a young man
but one who had to summon afl his
energy for an impassioned plea.
He cited the grievances that had
brought them to this moment, and
finally, his voice failing, he said,
"They may turn every tree into a
gallows, every hole into a grave
and yet the words of that parch-
ment can never die. To the mech-
anic in the woodshop, they will
speak of hope, to the slave in the
mines, freedom. Sign that parch-
ment! Sign -- if the next move-
ment the noose is around your
neck, for that parchment will be
the textbook of freedom, the bible
of the rights of man forever.”

He fell back exhausted.
Swept up by his eloquence, the 56
delegates reached forward and

signed the document, destined to
be as immortal as the work of man
can be.

When they turned to thank
him for his timely oratory, he was
not to be found, nor could anyone
be found who knew who he was or
how he had come and gone.

Well, that is the legend --
but we do know for certain 56
men, a little band so unique we
have never seen their likes since,
had pledged their lives, their
fortunes and their sacred honor.

They sired a nation that grew
from sea to shining sea. Five
milfion farms, quiet villages, cities
that never sleep, three million
square miles of forest, field,
mountains and desert, 227-million
people with a pedigree which
incfudes the biood lines of all the
world.

Let the 4th of July always be
a reminder that here in this fand,
for the first time, it was decided
that man was born with God-given
rights; the government is only 2
convenience created and managed
by the people, with no power of its
own except those voluntarily
granted by the people.

By Ronald Reagan

Halloween.

In my childhood days we did-
n't have tricks and treats. Papa
and Mama raised pumpkins in their
garden. When we were small, Papa
carved the faces on our pumpkins
(jack-o-lanterns) for us, but as we
grew older we had the fun of
carving comical faces on them,
ourselves. The only goblin cos-
tumes we wore wara shaets draped
around us as ghosts with pillow
cases {(pillow slips) folded over our
heads. The older boys played
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cakes. It was usually a big family
gathering. A large, long table, that
reached across the length of our
dining room, was set with a linen
table cloth, Mama's good china and
table service. We all had so much
to be thankful for. (This we
reafize more as we grow ofder.)

My First Christmas Of
Remembrances.

Christmas was a beautiful
time of the year. How privileged
we were to be able to celebrate the
birth of the Christ Child. [I've
always loved the story of Baby
Jesus in the manger, Mary and
Joseph, the shepherds, the beauti-
ful angels, the three wise men, and
the bright star in the big sky that
led them to Bethiehem.

Christmas always arrived a
few weeks before my birthday.
When I was small I thought it quite
unfair to have my birthday so soon
after Christmas. As I grew older ]
understood.

1 vaguely remember my
fourth Christmas (1909). We were
then fiving on Riverside Road. 1
was almost four years ofd. Oid
Santa must have known exactly
what 1 wanted. He brought me the
most lovely rag dofl that he could
find in his pack. She was really
something. 1 felt like a real mama.
She had big, dark-blue eyes, so
beautifully painted (even though
they wouldn't close). Her lips
were red as cherries and her
cheeks were as pink as a rose
petal. Yellow-brown, curly hair
was painted on her cloth head. 1
named her “Tessie.® She was
hardly ever out of my sight and
was my bed companion for the
next few years.

For the same Christmas Santa

left me a cute, little, red doll
buggy in which to wheel Tessie.
Mama made me some covers for
the buggy and dresses for Tessie.

1 guess Santa figured that
Tessie and I should have something
to put on my little play table that
Papa made for me. Santa left usa
set of pretty, tin dishes with lovely
flowers painted on them.

We very seldom used the
parfor in this home except for
special occasions. Of course,
Christmas was such. We always
had a beautiful Christmas tree, as
far back as I can remember. The
shiny ornaments, strings of pop-
corn and tinsel, and the lighted
candies made indelible impressions
in my memory.

On my fifth Christmas
(1910), Santa Claus brought me a
fittle, solid-oak rocking chair. It
was the most beautiful rocker in
the whole, wide worid. It must
have been made fust for me. Santa
remembered me and knew my size.
I spent hours in it, rocking Tessie
to sieep, even though she never did
close her hig, painted eyes. The
seat of the chair was something
special to me. It was made of
reddish-brown leather, stuffed
with horse hair. How I loved my
pretty rocking chair!

As long as I live I shall never
forget this fovely, little oak rocker
that Mama and Papa gave me. We
were still living on Riverside Road
at the time. 1 kept this little
rocking chair in my possession and
many years fater my two boys
used it. Then Bob's and Janet's
children used it -- Cres, Janie, Jim
(Teddy), Danny and Kathy. Later
my grandson Randy, and his wife
Gail, had it for their children to
use -- Tammy, Jason and Brook --
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my great grandchildren. Randy
had to make a nice, new cushion.
Now, in 1990, my great grand
daughter, Emily (Jim's and Col-
lette's daughter), is using it. At
this date 1 do not know who will
use it next. But it is understood
that someday when Randy's
daughter, Tammy, has children,
the rocking chair is to go to her as
temporary custodian. (Tammy
once expressed her wish that this
would be so.) Then my great-
great grand children will be en-
foying it. 1 hope this chair passes
along and will stay in the family
for generations to come, as it is a
very sturdy oak rocker. Not every
wee one can sit in a small rocking
chair that their great-great-
grandmother used, at their age in
1910.

Christmas At My Childhood Home
At 232 First Street.

Getting ready to celebrate
the birth of Christ was always a
memorable occasion. Mama made
luscious cookies, candy, fruit cake
and anise bread (a German treat
-- some to be shared with others.
There were packages to be wrap-
ped, some hidden, along with whis-
pered surprises.

Getting ready for the school
program at Christmas time was
always a lot of fun. Our teachers
hefped us make fittle gifts for our
parents. For several weeks before
Christmas vacation, the classes
were very busy rehearsing songs
and plays for the last day of
schoof.

On that particular day the air
was buaging with excitement. That
was the time to show off our
tafents. All the parents were

invited for the school christmas_

party.

A big tree, beautifully decor-
ated (at feast I thought so), was at
the front of the classroom. Most
all the pupils brought gifts to
exchange. Of course there were
some for the teacher, too, from
her scholars. These were all piled
under the big Christmas tree.

Sometimes Santa Claus would
visit and hand out the gifts. At
other times the children would
distribute them. The teachers
always had little boxes of
Christmas, hard candy or candy
canes for the class. Hooray! Now
vacation! From the fourth grade
on, Christmas celebration at school
was very simple.

Just a few days before
Christmas, the Sunday Schools had
their programs. 1 was about six
years old when I took part in a
Christmas play. This was directed
by Miss Jessie Andersen at the
Presbyterian Church. The first
Christmas song that I learned was
"Away In The Manger.” All
through my life, when I heard that
beautiful song, it brought back
those happy childhood memories.

At the Sunday School pro-
gram we always had a fovely, big,
decorated, Christmas tree on the
stage. All the children brought
canned goods for the poor people.
At the end of the Christmas
program Santa would arrive with a
big pack on his back. There was
always candy and auts for all.

By now we were counting the
days until Santa Claus would visit
our house. We, too, had prepar-
ations to make each year. We pop-
ped corn on the little, wood-
burning, heating stove in the
dining room. With a needle and
strong thread, we made big, long
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strings of white popcorn to adorn
our Christmas tree. Also, we
strung fong strings of fresh,
briffiant-red cranberries which
complimented the popcorn on the
tree.

In our earlier years, Mama
and Papa tried to fool us kiddies
into thinking that Santa brought
our Christmas tree and decorated
it. This was difficult to do as we
always had a nice redwood tree in
our parfor. The redwood odor of
the tree scented the house so we
knew when our Christmas tree was
there. The entire place smelled
fike Christmas. (I still like to have
redwood boughs in our home at
this season, fust for their
memorable scent.

Mama and Papa decorated
the tree on the 23rd, after we
kiddies were tucked into bed for
the night. We had no firepface at
our house so we hung our
stockings in the parlor, near the
tree. Each of us hung up one of
Mama's stockings as it held more
than Papa’s sox. Santa always
came to visit our house on Christ-
mas Eve. 1 was so excited that I
could barely eat my supper. Of
course there were beautifully-
wrapped gifts under the tree. The
larger gifts were stacked behind it.
The first thing we three kiddies
did was to run for our filled
stockings. What a delightful thrifl
it was to find a big, naval orange, a
fuscious banana, and a large stem
of muscat raisins in our stockings.
In those days, oranges and bananas
were only available at Christmas
season. You can imagine what a
troat that was to us. 1 used to
think, "If only I could eat enough
bananas to satisfy my appetite for
them.” There was also Christmas
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candy and other little surprises in
our stockings. Usually, my bro-
thers got marbles or a top, and I
got a little, tiny dofl or some other
toy.

The lighted Christmas tree
was always so beautiful. We had
no strings of electric lights in
those days. Candles, about four
inches tall, of various colors, were
inserted into little metal holders
that were clamped onto the tree
branches. Little springs held them
in place. The wax candles had
swirls on them from top to bottom.
Extra precaution had to be taken
when placing the candles. If too
close to redwood needles, they
could easily catch on fire. Many
homes burned from such care-
fessness.

The ornaments on our tree
were shiny and glossy. It seems to
me that the ornaments then were
more elaborate than in fater years.
I still have a few of them but they
are quite worn and scarred over
the many years. One tree orna-
ment that 1 always loved was a
fittle cross made of spun glass. It
had a gold star near the top. This,
I gave to one of my grand children
for their tree, even though it
showed signs of aging. Other
ornaments depicted various things
such as birds, flowers, fish, etc.
There were paper angels that glit-
tered, made by us kiddies at Sun-
day School. I still have a little six-
inch celluloid Santa Claus, from
those days, that I put on our tree
each year. He also is battered and
dimpled.

I was about six years old
before 1 realized there was no real
Santa Claus. After I discovered the
secret, 1 experienced an empty
feeling over the following year at






CHAPTER 7/
MY BROTHERS

My two brothers, James Albert (born 20 July
1908) and Lioyd Peter (born 21 October 1910), were my
constant playmates during my early childhood. We
experienced many interesting and exciting times
together as well as a few "squabbles™ now and then. I
will try to relate a few of the many experiences we
encountered during our growing-up years.

Typhoid Fever —- 1913.

One of my early memories was when my two little
brothers had typhoid fever at the ages of three and five
years. Loyd and Frances Miller came to Watsonville
from Oakland to spend their vacation with their grand-
parents, Mr. and Mrs. 0.S. Tuttle. The Tuttles lived
across First Street from our home. Loyd and my broth-
er, James, were the same age and good companions. In
fact, we ail played together daily. At the age of five
years, Loyd Miller developed typhoid fever in the sum-
mer of 1913. A short time later, my two brothers also
came down with it. They ran a very, very high fever al-
ong with other symptoms. For a couple of weeks we did
not know if James would survive. Lioyd was also very
ill but showed signs of recovery before James. I can
well remember Mama simmering beef daily in order for
my brothers to have beef broth to drink. They survived
on the broth and grape juice as their main intake.

I'm sure that it was a couple of months before
they were up and around again. It took much fonger to
regain the weight they had lost. Loyd Milfer also had a
hard case of typhoid fever but he, too, fought back to
health.

Fortunately, Frances and I avoided it though we
were with our brothers daily. I do not recall quarantine
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signs on our house at that date.

James' First Day At School —-
Lioyd's First Day At Kindergarten,

How well 1 remember James’
first day at school in 1914, He
looked so cute, all dressed up in
starched shirt, a little suit with
knicker-bocker pants, long black
stockings, and black button shoes.
His hair was neatly cut by Papa
and parted on the side.

Mama escorted James to his
first-grade class. It was the same
room and teacher -- Mrs. Mintie
White -- that I had two years ear-
lier, in the Primary building. But
now 1 was in the third grade, di-
rectly above his room on the sec-
ond floor. (My teacher was Miss
Josie Colehauer.)

Mama remained in the class
room with James for about an
hour. When she left, my brother
cried to the top of his voice. 1
could hear him so plainly in my
class room. Mrs. White asked me
to stay with him for the rest of the
day, which I did. From that day on

he soon adjusted to the new envi-

ronment and enjoyed his many
classmates. During the first grade
1 escorted James to and from
school.

If 1 remember correctly,
kindergarten was started in
Watsonville about 1915-1916. My
younger brother, Lloyd, was now
at the age of five. After James
attended school, Lloyd missed his
playmate. Mama and Papa decided
that it would be good for Lioyd to
attend kindergarten. Mama es-
corted him to class. He seemed so
happy and so proud to be dressed
in his new clothes. Lloyd was very
content when Mama left him with
the other children. After three

hours of play or learning, Mama or
Papa brought him home. He al-
ways had little incidents to relate
to them.

Carnivals And Expositions.

At feast once each year a
carnival came to Watsonville. In
1914 they set up their amusement
center in the corner lot at Second
and Rodriguez Streets, next to the
Civic Auditorium. The ferris
wheel, merry-go-round (carousef),
and miniature cars were a delight
to most children.

A gentleman friend of our
family asked to take Lloyd and
James on the ferris wheel with
him., The two boys thought that
would be a fun experience until the
wheel made the second round.
James started to scream. As the
wheel rotated, his screams grew
fouder and louder. After four trips
around, the wheel operator
decided to let him off. being only
six years old, I'm sure he must
have thought he was in a different
world when he reached the top and
zoomed down so fast. He could see
Mama and me standing on the
ground waiting there for him. 1do
believe Lioyd could have stayed on
the ferris wheel all day.

Being that James was nearer
my age -- two-and-a-half years
my funior -- I can relate to more
of his activities than Lloyd's, my
younger brother.

Mama, Papa, and we three
kiddies attended the San Francisco
International Exposition in 1915,
Papa had some business to attend
to on Market street so Mama, my
two brothers, and 1 boarded the
trolley car to take us up the steep
hifl to the hotel in which we were
registered. As the hilly street
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satisfaction on his face.

At this date it wasn't cus-
tomary for girls to smoke cigar-
ettes. However, some of the boys
did it “on the sly.” Well, why
couldn't we try it too? We gather-
ed some dry chick seeds. The only
thin paper we could find was toilet
paper. In those days the toilet
paper came in foose sheets. Of
course a sheet was too big so we
cut it in half. To get those loose
chick seeds to stay in place was
almost impossible. By the time we
got our so-called cigarette made,
we had practically nothing but
paper. We decided to let the “old
bucks™ have their fun. To us kids
it wasn't worth the effort. [I've
often wondered what Papa’s and
Mama's reaction would have been
if they had seen their three little
rascals imitating some grown ups.

Fire Eaters —— 1918.

James and I watched a man
at the carnival really eating fire.
Geell That was quite an accomp-
lishment -- so we thought. We had
heard from our young peers that it
was an easy trick if we used a lit
match. Needless to say that we
had blistered lips and red tongues
but after constant persistence, we
conquered our endeavor. 1 will
have to admit that it was a clever
trick to hold a burning match with
our lips closed. If I remember cor-
rectly, the secret was to control
the breathing. ,

I've often wondered if my
childhood would have been as
interesting had I had two sisters
instead of two brothers. Maybe as

happy but definitely not as
exciting.

Wild Blackberry Time —-
Circa 1916-1919.

To gather wild blackberries
during the summer months were
occasions that we kiddies, on the
west side of town, all looked
forward to. Mama, my two broth-
ers, and 1 would take our little
five-pound lard buckets and head
for the banks of the Pajaro River.
There, among the dense brush,
poison oak, and numerous willow
trees were the twining, thorny
blackberry vines; loaded with very
small, sweet blackberries.

Those little pgoodies were
prevalent on the river banks --
from the Southern Pacific trestle
(on South Walker Street) following
the river westward on past the
narrow-gauge trestie, as far as we
could see.

It seemed as though we
kiddies scarcely filled our pails to
one-third full, but every bit helped
towards the luscious wild-black-
berry pie that Mama would make
for us all. Of course we filled our
tummies, too. Those little, sweet
berries were exceptionally yummy.

Sometimes we kiddies had
patches of poison oak on our arms
and legs, along with scratches
from the sticky blackberry briars.
I shall never forget the terrible
case of poison oak that our dear
Mama got. Her face, neck, and
arms were covered with it so badly
and her eyes were practically
swollen shut. In those days we did
not run to a doctor for such trivial
ailments. Mama knew just how to
care for this. The old-fashioned
remedy was Arm & Hammer

Baking Soda applied as a paste.
That relieved the itching and dried

up the moist rash.
As we grew a few years
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course Mama knew that his state-
ment was only a threat, so she told
James she would help him get
some things together that he would
need for his new venture.

James didn't back out. He
took his little pack and theaded
down the road (from the end of
First Street) toward the narrow-
gauge tracks, in the direction of
the ocean. Mama watched him out
of our window. She saw him turn
into the Tuttle property across the
street from our house. Mama
knew that he wouldn't go far away
but she thought it best to phone
Papa and inform him of James’
actions. Papa said, "Don't worry.
Just fet him be. All boys get that
idea while growing up. He wiil be
back soon.”

It was about 2:00 PM when
James left home. About 6:00 PM
he returned with his pack and
tears streaming down his cheeks.
He had hidden in Tuttle's big hay
barn. When darkness started
setting in, James could stand it no
longer.

Thinking that Mama and Papa
were not upset about his absence
cured him of the thoughts about
running away from home again.

Flying Kites -- 1918-1922.

The month of March is sup-
posed to be the windy month -—-
the month for flying kites. In our
early childhood there were no
fancy Kkites to purchase in stores.
Kids made their own out of thin
strips of wood and newspapers.
Papa was our teacher.

1 can remember James and
me gluing newspapers together in
order to make a fairly-large Kkite.
We made our so-cafled glue out of
flour and water. After laying the

large piece of newspaper on the
floor, we arranged the three sticks
on it so as to form a hexa-
gon-shaped pattern. The sticks
were tied together with string at
the point where they crossed.
String was also tied at the ends --
from one stick to the next, like a
spider web. The newspaper was
cut farge enough so as to fold back
over the spider-web-like strings
and be glued down.

On the newspaper-side of the
sticks, we attached “bridie”
strings to the end of each stick.
These strings all came together at
a point where the ball of kite
string was attached. That point
could be adjusted up and down to
trim the kite and make it perform
properly. When our Kkite was
finished and about ready to fly, we
scrounged in Mama's rag bag for
some strips of rags to make a tail
for our Kkite.

Now we were ready for our
“take off"! (We knew how the
Wright Brothers felt when they
first tried to fly their plane.)
There was a farge, open field near
our house. Either James or I would
hold the kite up as high as
possible. (Our brother, Lioyd, was
a little too small to be of help in
our first endeavors.) The one not
holding the kite would run as fast
as possible, holding and letting out
the bafl of twine, as the Kkite
soared.

Hopefully, the wind would be
in our favor and raise the kite up
in the sky. It would most always
take off —- but -- if the tail was
too short or too fong to balance it,
the Kite would nose-dive to the
ground. Often times it had to be
repaired or remade. If and when
we succeeded, we were greatly
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fuscious butter appeared. Let's
not forget the good, fresh

buttermilk, with tiny flecks of
butter floating in it. This, the
family enjoyed as it was a most
palatable drink -- nothing like the
cuitured product we buy today.

Each evening my two broth-
ers had a milk route delivering
quarts of milk to several families.
They, in turn, got a percentage of
the income from their route. At
that time a daily quart of milk sold
for $3.50 per month. That meant
30 or 31 days of delivery.

Also, Dad had twelve doe
rabbits which produced many
young frying rabbits for the
market. When the young rabbits
were old enough to be weaned
from their mothers, and could eat
regular bunny food, they were
taken out of the rabbit hutches and
put into large pens. There they
stayed until old enough to dress
for the market.

Being that we lived on the
outskirts of town, there was an
abundance of luscious, green grass
on the roadsides a short distance
from our house. Each day, after
school was out, James and Lloyd
would cut, or pull, two gunny sacks
full of grass to feed the rabbits,
They were also fed rolled barley,
evening and morning. The water
containers had to be cleaned and
filled daily. These were my broth-
ers’ daily chores. For these
chores, or projects, my brothers
were compensated.

They as well as I had a
savings account in the Pajaro
Valley Savings Bank. Each month
my brothers would put aside a
small amount of cash for their
personal wants. The bulk of their
earnings was deposited in their

contributed to their savings ac-
count at school. The teachers en-
couraged the children to save. A
bank attendant would pick up the
money each week to be applied to
their account.

Buckhart's Cornucopia Wagon.

When James grew older he
accepted a fob from Anna Buckhart
and Ed Leonard, doing various
tasks at Buckhart's Candy Store
and Ice Cream Parlor, on Main
Street. One day the subfject of an
ice-cream wagon entered the
conversation. jJames became very
interested. After consulting with
Dad, his enthusiasm bubbled over.
To think of having his very own
business venture was quite in-
spiring, even at the age of four-
teen.

I do not know fust where my
father procured the wagon, but I
do know that he practically remade
it. Then, too, there were various
compartments that had to be built
into it for specific things.

When the wagon was com-
pleted, Dad painted it a cream
color with black trim. I was asked,
and honored, to print the signs on
each side of the wagon. This was
“right up my alley” as I loved any
kind of art work. The signs read
“Buckhart's Ice Cream.” Under
this was the word "Cornucopia,”
meaning the horn of plenty. I was
quite proud of my project and
everyone seemed to be happy with
the ice cream wagon.

Of course a horse was a
necessity for pulling the wagon.
Dad bought a “used™ horse -—-
meaning not too young and frisky.
Her name was Nellie. we called
Papa a “"Jack of All Trades® as
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wagon, and Nellie, until 1929, At
that time Bobby was three years
old. Great Uncle Fritz saved all
the pennies from the business for
little Bobby. He presented them to
Bobby in a large, glass jar. Few
people had ever seen so many
pennies at one time. Eventually, in
1930, those pennies were deposit-
ed into Bobby's savings account at
the Pajaro Valley Savings Bank.

Years back, ice cream cones
were also called cornucopias --
meaning “horn of plenty.” These
cake-like cones were conical in
shape and came to a point on the
bottom. A scoop of ice cream fit
snugly into the open end of the
cone. A cone with one scoop of ice
cream cost five cents. For two
scoops {a double-header) the price
was ten cents. Most kiddies
purchased one scoop as James
gave them an overflowing helping,.
As the ice cream melted in the
cone, often the kiddies found fun
in biting off the bottom tip and
sucking the melted ice cream out.
Then they would have to eat the
cone from the bottom on up, or
have an awful mess -- which they
usually did.

The ice cream in the metal
one-gallon tubs in the wagon were
kept firm by packing chipped ice
mixed with rock salt around the
tubs. The rock salt kept the ice
from melting too quickly by lower-
ing the temperature, thus keeping
the ice cream frozen.

Circus Days -- 1914-1921,
Each year, Ringling Brothers'
or Barnum and Bailey's Circus
came to Watsonvitlae. It was usual-
ly in the fall of the year. This was
indeed a big event for my two
brothers and me.

The circus train would arrive
about 12:30 to 2:00 AM. The
animal cars, as well as others,
would line up on the S.P. Railroad
tracks about two blocks from our
house. We could hear the train
cars switching to the side tracks.
Consequently, we kids slept very
little that night. We knew the
circus would be in town.

About 4:00 AM Mama and
Papa would call us, telling us it
was time to watch the men unfoad
the animals. It didn't take us long
to jump into our clothes. Of
course, we weren't allowed to go
by ourselves. Mama and Papa al-
ways went with us until we became
a little older. This was a very ex-
citing time for us. The air was fif-
led with the roars, screeches, and
growls of the animals. (Years
later, my Uncle Fred used to take
my son, Bobby, to watch this same
event.)

The first animals to be un-
loaded were the big elephants. To
us little ones, they looked huge.
Most of the other animals were
uloaded in their cages. The
elephants would pull the cages, on
wheels, to the circus grounds.

In those days my grand-
mother owned the big baseball
park on Ford and Walker Streets.
The circus people rented that park.
There they pitched their big tent,
for one day’s performance and also
for one night.

It was exciting to watch those
big, slow elephants pull the cages
of tigers, lions, zebras, monkeys,
etc. They seemed to know exactly
what to do. The beautiful horses
wore lod to the circus grounds by
the men. Some were ridden by
circus women.

There was always a parade
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them before swerving in another
direction. More fun!!

Before the show was over, at
night time, the circus men started
dismantling the big tent, getting
ready to foad the cars and move on
to the next town, where they would
repeat the same performance.
Only one day at each location.
(Ringling Bros. had joined with
Barnum and Bailey but at this time
they still had separate circuses.
Some years later they foined into
one circus.) .

As I look back through the
many years, | fully realize how
precious time and memories really

are.
8 ERN
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CHAPTER 8
SCHOOL DAYS

One of the very first songs I remember, in 1910:
School days -- school days
Dear old golden rule days,
Reading and writing and 'rithmetic
Taught to the tune of a hick'ry stick.
You were my (ueen, in calico
I was your bashful bare-foot beau.
You wrote on my slate
*I love you s000," (joe3
When we were a couple of kids.

My First Day At School
First Grade, 1912-1913.

I can readily remember my first day at school. 1
looked forward to it with great anticipation. My
neighbor and playmate, Mable Christensen, and 1 were
both six years old. We started the first grade together.

Mama made a nice lunch for me. She packed it in
a little, gold-colored fard pail that had a bail, with
which to carry it. Fern Tuttle, the girl from across the
street, was five years older than I. She offered to
escort Mable and me to school that first day. I really
feit grown up as I kissed Mama and my two brothers
goodbye. (My Papa was at work.) Just think! “Little
M(le," really going to school. How proud and important I
felt.

Mama had always made my clothes. She was a
wonderful seamstress. For my first day at school, I
wore a pretty plaid dress -- pink predominated. Mama
tied a nice, matching ribbon in my hair. I then wore it
Dutch cut. I'm sure that my brown eyes must have
sparkied.

It was a good mile from our home to the school

97



95 SHARING MY MEMORIES AND LOVE

house. That was quite a walk for a
fittle gal, but I enjoyed every step,
swinging my little, goid tunch pail
back and forth. It had a tight lid.

Fern deposited Mable and me
in the hallway of the Primary
School on East Lake Avenue. It was
a fairly new building in 1912. The
old school house had been moved
to the rear of the large school
grounds, to make room for the new
Primary School that was built. My
mother and her sisters and broth-
ers had attended the old school
house in the 1880s -- long before
it was moved.

Mrs. Mintie White, my teach-
er, met us in the hall and ushered
us into a large room (so it seemed)
which held about thirty-six desks.
I chose a front desk for mine which
was directly in front of the teach-
er's desk.

Mrs. White was a wonderful
and understanding woman. I be-
lieve she must have been in her
early fifties. She had dark brown
hair, parted in the middle and
piled softly in a pug on the top of
her head, slightly towards the
back. Her eyes were brown. She
had a full face, sort of moon-
shaped. She always wore white
attire.

When our teacher greeted
the class that first morning, one
couldn't help but like her. I felt
very fortunate that I was assigned
to her class. The aiternate teacher
was Miss Frazier.

After telling Mrs. White
"good morning" each day, we
would sing songs. We learned
many, but the two that I distinctly

remember were, "A Birdie With A
Yellow Bill™ and “Ten Little In-

dians” which we would act out on
our fingers and hands.

Our next assignment for the
day was arithmetic, or learning to
add. We called it "counting.” Then
came spelling and reading. We
were taught the phonic system.
Being in the front seat, 1 was us-
ually elected as monitor to pass
out papers and books in that row
of desks. There was no teacher’s
pet in that classroom.

Recess was great fun. “Ring
Around the Rosie,” "Drop the
Handkerchief,” “Farmer in the
Dell,” and "London Bridges Falling
Down" were some of the games we
played. We often took our dolls to
school and played “House.” Of
course "Jump Rope” was always
popular. I used to talk my mother
out of some of her clothes-line
ropes quite frequently as 1 would
give them away or swap for some-
thing desirable. In those days
there were no fancy jump ropes in
the stores.

I enjoyed eating my lunch
with a group of my girl classmates.
Mama always prepared a yummy
lunch and a surprise in my pail.
As 1 lifted the lid, the aroma of an
apple usually greeted me. Some-
times we girls would swap sand-
wiches or goodies with each other.
There was always the question:
“"What have you got for lunch
today?®

I was usually eager to get
back into the classroom after lunch
hour. That was when we studied
drawing. Mrs. White would bring
fresh vegetables, fruits, flowers,
and other things as patterns for us
to draw and color with crayons.
She was a good artist and often

drew objects and people on the
biack board and colored them with

cofored chalk. Iloved to watch her
draw. Needless to say, that was
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A Birdie With A Yellow Bill
A birdie with a yellow bill
Hopped upon my window sill,
Cocked his shiny eye and said,
“Aren’'t you ashamed, you sleepy
head.”

Ten Little Indians

One little, two little, three little
Indians

Four little, five little, six little
Indians

Seven little, eight little, nine little
Indians

Ten little Indian boys.

Ten little, nine little, eight little
Indians

Seven little, six little, five little
Indians

Four little, three little, two little
Indians

One little Indian boy.

{(As we sang the Indian song we
designated each one by holding up
our fingers.

A good way to learn to count,)

Come Little Leaves
“Come little leaves,” said the wind
one day,
“Come to the meadow with me and
play.
Put on your dresses of red and
gold,
For the summer has gone, and the
days growna cold.”

Soon as the leaves heard the
wind's loud call,

Down they came fluttering, one
and all.

O'er the brown fields they danced
and flew,

Singing the sweet little song they
knew.

"Cricket, goodbye, we've been
friends so long,

Little brook, sing us your farewell
song.

Say you are sorry to see us go.

Ah, you will miss us, right well we

know.”

Dancing and whirling the little
leaves went,
Winter had called them and they
were content.
Soon, fast asleep in their earthly
beds,
The snow laid a coverlet over their
heads.

--GeorgeCooper

Author

In the first grade we learned only
the first and last verses. The rest
we memorized later.

Second Grade —- 1913-1914.

By the time 1 started the
second grade I was well “indoc-
trinated.” Miss Mary Brown, a
plump little spinster, was my
teacher for the second grade. She
had pretty, reddish-aubura hair,
worn in 2 bun towards the back of
her head. Her brown eyes
complimented the many freckles
on her face.

My second-grade classroom
was a short distance down the hall
from my previous room. The win-
dows in all our classes faced East
Lake Avenue. Miss Brown wasn't
quite as tolerant as Mrs. White.
When she spoke, she meant busi-
ness. Here, we learned to subtract
larger numbers and add longer

columns. Drawing and coloring
was still my "“cup-o-tea.” 1 loved

it! We now had water colors as-
signed to us. At first they were a
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SCHOOL DAYS

This we glued to the outer sides of
the box. The isin glass made the
room look real pretty and bright.

Our sales pitch to one
another was, "Pinny-pinny-poppy
show, give me a pin and I'll let you
know, what's in my pinny-poppy
show.” If they paid a pin, then
they could look through a little
door opening at one end of the
shoe box. We carried a little box,
or tin, of straight pins. Our pins
usually tallied even at the end of
the school day. As we got older,
we used pennies instead of pins. It
was exciting as each girl wondered
what the other's show was like.
This would be fun for the little
girls of today.

Paper dolls were very popu-
far at this time. 1 had a beautiful
family of them and foved to design
their clothes. One particular
group of paper-doll girls stands
out in my mind. Their names were
Dorothy, Margaret, and Helen. I'm
sure that these were named after
some of my classmates that I liked
very well. Along with these three
dolls came many small rolls of
paper of various designs from
which to cut out their clothes, and
some also for trimmings on their
dresses. This was home fun but
we took our dolls to school to show
them off and demonstrate our tal-
ent in designing their clothes.

We also brought little break-
able dolls, two-and-a-half to three
inches tall, to school with us.
Small shoe boxzes served as little
beds for our cute, small dolls.
Mama made some pretty clothes
for my tiny babies -- also fittle
covers and pillows. We looked for-
ward to recess so as to play with
our little families. We also enjoyed
playing “house” and "store.”

Fourth Grade —- 1915-1916.

My fourth-grade classroom
was in the ofd school that had been
moved to the rear of the school
grounds. My fourth-grade teacher
was an oifd maid from Pennsyl-
vania. She had thin, white hair
that she wore in a pug. Her eyes
were blue and her face was lined
with determination. Her name was
Tacy Dempsy. She was an aunt of
one of the girls in my class. Need-
less to say, we had a teacher's pet.
You can rest assured that 1 wasn't
it.

Of course we advanced in all
subjects but the one that is
paramount in my mind was long
division. Miss Dempsy passed out
papers with long division problems
on them. Each paper had different
problems. 1tried and tried but one
problem I could not solve, so she
thought. She became disgusted
with me and insisted that 1 stay
after school until 1 came up with
the right answer. I worked and
worked that problem over and over
and always got the same answer. |
asked her to help me with it. She
said, “You work it out yourself.”
Alf this time she was sitting at her
desk reading.

Being in the fall of the year,
it was starting to turn dark by
5:00 PM. Miss Dempsy didn't have
to go far to reach her home. I had
a good mile to walk. I was getting
tired and scared. 1 began to cry.
Finally she said, “Irma, you write
that problem on the black board
and work it." This I did. Right
then we discovered the trouble.
The “old maid” dida't close her "0"
and it looked like a "6." I naver
did forget that, nor her, either.

If the kids misbehaved, Miss
Dempsy would take them to the
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head. Sometimes it fooked as
though it hadn’t been combed. Her
eyes were gray, roofed with heavy
eye brows. She had thick lips and
when she spoke, her voice really
penetrated the room. All in all,
she was a wonderful teacher and
we all learned well from her tutor-
ing.

One specific incident that
lingers in my memory is when one
of our girl classmates died. Her
name was Adeline. Mrs. Barrett
took all the girls in our class to her
own home on West Third Street.
There, in her back yard, we all put
together several floral arrange-
ments for Adeline’s funeral. Being
able to do this seemed to relieve
our grief for our beloved class
mate. 1 often wondered if Mrs.
Barrett realized that. Everyone
contributed flowers for our task of
love.

Seventh Grade —- 1918-1919,

Slowly but surely, I'm
growing into a young fady. I'm
now twelve and a half years old.
Miss Edna Anderson was my
seventh-grade teacher. She was
so pretty. A lovely, meticulous
fady, about thirty years of age.
Her hair was light brown with a
natural wave. She wore it in an
attractive style. Her eyes were
blue and her skin was very fair.

On Friday of each week the
girls from the seventh grade walk-
ed from the elementary school to
the old high school, which was
about three blocks distance. Here,
Miss Steinbeck taught Domestic
Science. In this grade she was our
teacher for cooking. Miss Stein-
beck was tall and thin. Her hair
was fiery red and her eyes were

deep blue-green. She was fun and
we all liked her sense of humor.
Miss Steinbeck was the sister to
John Steinbeck of the Salinas
Valley, the now-noted author,
whose writings were severely crit-
icized in that era.

We learned ail about pro-
teins, carbohydrates, etc. Most of
the dishes were very yummy and
we were allowed to eat our
finished product. One that I
distinctly remember, as I made it
many times for my parents and
brothers, was “Casserole Flank
Steak.” Put a little oil in the
bottom of a casserole. Arrange the
flank steak in the bottom, then
sliced onions, then green bell
pepper pieces. On top of them
place sliced potatoes, salt, and
pepper. Pour one can of tomato
sauce over it all. Cover and bake
in a moderate oven for one hour.
Good!

We also learned to make des-
sert goodies which we devoured
with gusto. I frequeatly wrapped
one or two of my finished goodies
to take home to my folks.

My parents always taught us
kiddies to say “please,” “thank
you,” and “excuse me.” Conse-
quently, I carried these teachings
on through my grades of school.
One day when the entire school of
children were lined up outdoors,
ready to march into class, Miss
Anderson gave us a lecture on good
manners and kindness. In her talk
she made the remark, “There is
one little girl in this school that
never fails to exercise her good
manners.” I knew immediately
that she meant me, even though
she didn’t glance my way. She had
previously remarked to me how
much she appreciated my manners.
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I graduated from the eighth grade,
Miss Zmudowski threatened to use
ber “tender, loving care”™ on me.
Other girls were also promised
punishment. However, she never
fulfilled her promise. No doubt, I
would have deserved it. Could it
be that her family and mine had
been friends throughout many
years?

Probably what we need in
this day and age are more Miss
Zmudowskis for teachers; at feast
some teachers that the kids can't
“buffalo® -- someone that will
stand up to them, so to speak.

Miss Steinbeck was my sew-
ing teacher throughout the eighth
grade. I enjoyed making garments
for myself and for my mother.
Being that my mother was a seam-
stress, I already knew quite a fot
about sewing,.

I liked some of my teachers
much better than others. None
impressed me as much as my
first-grade teacher, Miss Mintie
White. 1 do believe that the
lessons and teachings I received in
first grade had a definite bearing
on my future learning.

In later years, a primary
school was named after Mintie
White. It was at that school that
Bobby attended first and second
grades. Later still, the E.A. Hall
school for sixth through eighth
grades was built across the street.
There Mary Zmudowski taught
math to pupils in the eighth grade
and was Bob's math teacher in

1939,
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CHAPTER 12
BABY BOBBY

When Creston left the garage as a mechanic, he
bought a large, White truck. He was now in business for
himself doing local and long-distance hauling.

After three months in our little "Honeymoon Cot-
tage™ in Wood’'s Court, I became pregnant. We felt as
though we wanted a larger house. When we learned
about a little five-room house for rent in the Casserly
district, we lost no time in renting it. A large barn was
included along with a woodshed-and a plot of ground.
We had to do a little fixing up but it was so much fun
papering and painting the rooms and selecting our own
colors and designs. Mama Aldridge and Creston did
most of the work being that I was pregnant. In those
days there was a belief that a pregnant woman should
not inhale the fumes of paint as that may cause a mis-
carriage. Well, that was the last thing I wanted so I sat
around and "bossed the job.” We were so proud of our
little home when it was finished.

I found it a little lonesome by myself in the coun-
try so I often rode to town with Creston to visit my
Mom. Mom always had goodies on hand and I was
always hungry. She often sent meals home for Creston
and me. Is it any wonder that my weight went from 118
pounds to 168 pounds? Marie Rowe Woodward (Knud-
sen) lived across the road from us. Once in a while I
visited her and her little daughter, Joan.

Creston had a contract with a potato chip company
in Oakfand to haul sacks of potatoes to their plant.
During the season, his White truck transported large
loads of potatoes about twice each week. I often rode
with him. On one very hot day, between San Jose and
Oakland, one of the solid, hind tires of the truck blew
up. Wow! What a loud noise -- almost like an explo-
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medicines, and even coins. When
my little one finally passed the
nickel it looked fike a gold coin.
I'm almost sure that the poison
turned it that color. 1 also learned
my lesson regarding liquids. My
dear, little Bobby was so thirsty
that any liquid in a bottle was
tempting. {Extra precautions at
the homes of others are needed.)

The Raboni house where we
were living was a large, old-fash-
foned structure. There were more
rooms in it than we had use for. 1
suggested to Creston that we furn-
ish and rent out the two front bed-
rooms. He said, "That is all right
with me but it means extra daily
work for you.” This I didn't mind
and thought it would be interesting
as well as profitable.

1 no sooner got the rooms
ready and put a sign by the fong,
front porch when a very handsome
young couple in their early thirties
asked to see the two bedrooms.
They were impressed with them
and rewarded me with the
first-week's rent for both rooms.

Our bedroom being in the
other part of the house, I was una-
ware of when they were at home
or if there were two couples. 1did
see this first couple in the morn-
ings, occasionally. Often they sat
on the front porch and amused
Bobby while I cared for the two
bedrooms. The woman had been
using the guest towels daily to re-
move the cold cream that she used
for removing facial make-up. That
proved difficult to remove from
the towels, so 1 kindly asked her to
use some other method for clean-
ing her face. She understood.

One day 1 asked the woman
about the other couple, or if they
had arrived as yet. It was a mys-

tery as the room was being used. I
was informed that there was no
other couple, that the man and
woman occupied separate rooms.

Creston came home one day
and said, “"Honey, do you realize
who your tenants are in the front
bedrooms? A friend of mine saw
them sitting on the front porch and
told me that we had a whore and
pimp living in our house.” I was
stunned! 1 didn't know what to
say. They were such nice people,
too. When I informed them that 1
could not rent the room to them
any fonger, I'm sure they realized
the reason. 1 then knew why both
bedrooms were used -- she occu-
pied one and he, the other. At
least their business was “tran-
sacted” elsewhere, as far as I
knew.

Each afternoon littie Bobby
and I visited Nana. 1 did most of
her housework and shopping. One
day on our three-block waik to her
house, little Bobby, then twenty
months old, was lagging far behind
me dragging his feet. 1 called back
to him, "Come on, Bobby, and pick
up your feet.” 1 continued on,
walking very slowly. Finally, when
1 turned around, he was some dis-
tance in the rear and stooping
over. When I called to him asking
what he was doing, he said, "I'm
trying to pick up my feet,
Mommy."

On another occasion, Nana
had a fady friend visiting her.
Bobby and 1 were sitting with
them, listening to their conversa-
tion. When the friend asked if she
may have a drink of water, little
Bobby said, "I'll get it for you." He
returned shortly with a glass of
water. She kissed him and thanked
him for it. Somehow I was rather
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CHAPTER 13

“OUR DREAM HOUSE

To marry on a shoe string, so to speak, teaches
one a lesson that cannot be learned elsewhere. We
started housekeeping when the "Great Depression™ was
looming on the horizon. Many of our necessities —-
such as dishes, pots and pans, blankets and sheets —-
were all hand-me-downs, for which we were grateful. I
did have a hope chest full of pillow cases, fancy bath
towels on which Mama had crocheted lovely face ends,
and small funcheon sets on which I had embroidered and
crocheted face around the edges. Although showers
were given to brides-to-be, most of the gifts were
vases, sugar bowl and creamer, a fancy plate or two,
etc. There were very few practical things outside of
kitchen utensils. Our every-day table service -- silver
and dishes —- were odds and ends, which we greatly
appreciated. Mama and Dad Aldridge gave us a nice set
of dishes for our wedding present. Too, there were
other gifts. Of course all brides-to-be had to have a
lingerie shower.

However, from the day Creston and I were mar-
ried, we had dreamed about owning a home of our own
-- some day. When Mr. Raboni, our landlord, informed
us that he was going to put the house that we were
renting on the market for sale, Creston and [ decided it
was time to investigate the possibilities of buying or
building a home of our own. We had moved three times
in the three years that we were married.

We looked at a new area that had recently opened
up for building. We liked the location and it was close
to Mintie White Schoof. We selected a fot on Oregon
Street next to the McKenzie property. On the west side
and directly behind our lot were apple orchards. In-
deed, it was an isolated place to build.
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CHAPTER 14
HEARTACHES

On July 3, 1928 my two brothers, James and
Lloyd, my husband, Creston, and I waited in a hospital
room at the University of California Hospital, anxiously
awaiting the outcome of our dear mother's surgery.
Those were extremely-long four hours. We all were so
thankful when they wheeled Mom into her room and faid
her into bed. She looked so white, so thin, and so help-
less. However, we did not give up hope for one minute.
We would not and could not underestimate the power of
prayer.

This hospital was, and stilt is, located on the cor-
ner of Parnassus and Third Avenue in San Francisco. I
had rented a room for Bobby and myself from a dear,
old friend of my mother's named Emma Reese. Her flat
was located on Sixth Avenue so it was within walking
distance of the hospital. My husband and two brothers
and I stayed at Mom's bedside all that day. Late that
night my brothers returned home. Creston stayed with
us for several days.

During the next two weeks there were three dif-
ferent times that the doctor requested me to send for
my husband and brothers. Mom was barely hanging on
to life by a thin thread -- and prayers. These were
such hard and trying times for us all. However, we did
not give up hope or cease praying. When Creston
returned to Watsonville, Bobby and I really missed him.

With God’s help and three special nurses around
the clock, Mom started to gain in strength. Due to the
fact that the goiter-tumor (full of little tumors) had
grown compietely around her windpipe, the doctors had
to remove the entire thyroid gland. Her voice was gone
but she could speak in a faint whisper.

The following week I took little Bobby to the hos-
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NANA AND BOBBY
BEFORE SHE WENT TO THE HOSPITAL
JUNE 11, 1928

pital with me to visit Nana, as
Bobby called her. He was her first
grandchild and Nana was so happy
to see him. From then on I took
him to visit frequently. His little
legs got so tired walking three
blocks up hill. 1 had to carry him
part of the way. He was dquite
chubby and quite a load for me to
carry.

On one of Creston’s return
trips to San Francisco to visit us,
he came on the train. After visit-
ing with Mom at the hospital, we
took Bobby to Golden Gate Park.
We had so much fun and little
Bobby really enjoyed the play-
grounds. Creston had to leave for
home the following day. That
afternoon Bobby and I rode with
him on the bus to the train depot,
on Third Street. As Creston Kkissed
me goodbye he said, "Honey, this
may be the fast time I will ever see
you.” It shocked me! I asked him.
*"Why do you say that?" He
replied, "1 have a feeling, or pre-
monition. Who knows? There may
be an accident with the train on

the way home as today is Fri-
day-the-13th." We kissed good-
bye and little Bobby and I waved to
him as the train pulled out of the
station. 1 tried to disregard my
husband’'s remark but it really
bothered me. I had always been a
firm believer in prayer so I took
my heartache to God. My baby
Bobby was such a blessing, and so
much company.

Creston cafled me on the
phone when he arrived home that
night. How happy I was that he
returned home safely! 1 snuggled
Bobby up to me in the big double
bed. Ifelt so refieved and thanked
God again and again.

- At fast the happy day
arrived. It was fust a week after
Creston's fast visit that the doctor
told me that I could take my
mother home the following day.
He made arrangements for the
ambulance. It was a joyous after-
noon and Mom was so happy. I
phoned Creston and told him the
good news. He too was happy and
said that he would be there with us
early the following morning.

Devastating News.

About seven o’'clock the next
morning there was a rap on our
bedroom door. Awakening with
devotion in my heart, I calfed out,
“"Come in, Darling.” To my sur-
prise there stood my brother,
Lioyd, and Mrs. Groves, my
mother's housekeeper. I rose up
in bed and said, "What has hap-
pened to Creston?™ They were
hesitant to answer me but I Knew
something was terribly wrong. I
said, “Is he alive?™ Hope against
hope, 1 wanted to hear them say
"yes.” Mrs. Groves put her arm
around me and said, "Creston was
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HEARTACHES

killed fast night in an automobile
accident.”

All 1 could think was, "Oh my
dear God, this must be a dream.
This can't be true. This couldn’t
happen to us. We were only mar-
ried three and a half years. We
had so much to live for.”

Our bedroom was situated on
the third floor. As I looked toward
the window, all I could think of was
to jump out and end it all. Then I
could be with him. Then I looked
at my precious Bobby Boy lying
there asieep on the bed. I realized
then that I could not do a thing like
that and feave that little fellow an
orphan. (If at any time one should
have sad news to tell a loved one,
or other, tell it direct. Don‘t beat
around the bush -- better to be
biunt.)

I drank a cup of coffee and
tried to pull myself together to
face a day of sorrow and grief --
one that I shall never forget as
long as flive.

This was that joyous day that
my dear mother was awaiting. She
was anxious to return home to her
foved ones. It would now be im-
possible to take her home at this
time. 1 contacted my uncie and
aunt in Sacramento. They willingly
consented to have Mom taken to
their home by ambulance, to stay
as long as she wished. She always
thought a great deal of her
brother, Albert, and his wife,
Cecelia. Now, what will I tell Mom?
The only excuse that I could think
of was that the fog had been so
bad in Watsonville and the warm
weather in Sacramento would be
much more beneficial to her racu-
peration, at present. She wouldn’t
have been able to stand the shock
of the truth. The doctors verified
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that.

Mrs. Groves and Lioyd cared
for Bobby while I visited the hos-
pital. As I walked up the long,
wide, hospital steps my heart was
pounding. 1 told myself, “You have
to control your feelings and get a
hold of yourself.” Right then I
reaily felt the presence of God
near me.

I walked into Mom's hospital
room with a smile on my face.
From her bed she smifed back at
me. Across her lap was lying a San
Francisco newspaper. The bold,
large headlines read, "Watsonville
Youth Killed in Automobile Acci-
dent.” Mom asked me in a whis-
per, “Irma, was it anyone we
knew?™ At that point God really
took over. 1 answered without a
quiver in my voice, "No, Honey, it
was a Filipino boy." That was the
only answer that came to my mind.
At that time there were many
Filipinos living and working in
Watsonville.

I still held my composure
when I kissed my sweet mother
goodbye, as they put her into the
ambulance bound for Sacramento.
She accepted my excuse for not
bringing her home to Watsonville.

I could barely remember my
ride home with little Bobby, my
brother, and Mrs. Groves. I had
never fainted in my life but at one
instance enroute I had to get out of
the car and get fresh air. 1 felt
very weak.

We drove over Mt. Madonna
on the winding Hecker Pass Road.
It had only opened a short time
before and this was my first ride
over the pass. As I looked down
into the beautiful Pajaro Valley
from the top of the mountain, I
wondered how there could be so









{48 ' SHARING MY MEMORIES AND LOVE

back soon.”" Once when there was
a knock on the door Bobby said,
"See, Mommy, there's Daddy now."

My dear mother recuperated
in Sacramento for three months. It
was that length of time before she
regained her strength and voice.
We then felt that it was time to tell
her about Creston’s accident. It
was a shock to her, but we found
solace in each other. During these
three months Mom would ask or
write about Creston's activities. It
was difficuit but I had to tell her
little, white lies. Bobby and I
visited her in Sacramento fre-
quently. 1 thanked God daily for
Creston's little boy. When Mom
returned home, looking like her
own sweet self again, Bobby and 1
lived with her, caring for her and
loving her.

(Many years later Nana was
telling Bob about her learning that
Creston had died. Nana said that
when I came into the room she
asked me how Creston was. 1 told
her that I was now a widow like
she is.)

Creston will never know, or
maybe he does, what a thoughtful
deed he did when he took out
another double-indemnity life in-
surance policy. This was just two
months before his accident. The
two policies paid me double the
face value.

I knew that the money would
dwindle away if I feft it in a sav-
ings account. Consequently, I paid
in full the balance of the mortgage
on our little "Dream House" -- the
545 Oregon Street home. I did lose
some on interest, but that was
minimum compared to the future
investment.

Bea and Bill Hughes {(my
friend, Bea Caudill, and her hus-

band) rented the house from me
for several years. When Doris and
Everett Mollenhauer were married
in Washington in 1930, they came
to Watsonville to live. They also
rented our house -- their first
home.

Littie Bobby.

During the few months after
Creston’s passing, I tried to visit
my mother in Sacramento every
two weeks. One time Grandma
Aldridge took little Bobby and me
to visit Nana. Grandma drove in
her Model-T Ford touring car.
(For some reason, Grandma always
managed to reach her destination
but I'm sure that God had a good
grip on the steering wheel.) While
one of us drove, the other kept her
eyes on Bobby, riding in the back
seat. I had warned him not to go
near the car doors nor touch the
door handles.

I was at the wheel while
passing through the town of Plea-
santon one Sunday afternoon. I
was going about fifteen miles per
hour. Grandma reached down to
tie her shoe face when I heard the
click of the car door opening. 1
looked back to see my little one
flying out of the car. The thought
that went through my mind was,
“"There goes the flast of every-
thing." 1 didn't feel a thud so I
knew that Bobby had cleared the
car wheels. 1 slammed on the
brakes as I pulled up to the curb.
At the same time Grandma tried to
brake the car but stepped on the
acceferator pedal instead. The car
went over the curb and sidewalk.
It came to a stop next to a tall,
wooden fence. We both jumped out
of the car at once.

This happened in the front of
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“on the back burner,” so to speak.
Little Bobby and I spent the entire
night under the covers. We
thought that the electrical storm
would never fet up.

Gr. Grandma Watson had a
farge picture of three of the Disci-
ples hanging on the wall near our
bed. When Bobby got his head out
from under the covers the next
morning, the first thing he saw
was that picture of three bearded
men. He exclaimed, “Look,
Mommy! There's Jesus, Grandpa
Watson, and Santa Claus.”

While visiting, we toured the
Grand Canyon for a day. It was
only a few hours drive from their
fittle ranch. My poor “littie feller”
got so sick from rounding the
many curves in the road. The
Canyon was beautiful and specta-
cular as always. How I wished that
Creston could have been there with
us.

Arizona has many lovely and

awe-inspiring places to visit. We
drove up to Sunset Mountain. As
we climbed to the top, the sand
beneath our feet changed to vari-
ous hues. That is how the name of
Sunset Mountain originated. The
sand from the mountain and the
adjacent Painted Desert united in
various colored layers which were
particularly spectacufar at sunset.

Gr. Grandpa Watson carried
Bobby on his shoulders to the top.
He filled a couple of small jars with
layers of colored sands. (The jar
that he fifled for Bobby is now one
of Bob's prized possessions.)

Bob does remember Gr.
Grandma Watson from fater meet-
ings. But 1 wish that he could
remember his Gr. Grandpa Robert
Watson who was proud to know
that Bobby was named after him.
Gr. Grandma Watson outlived Gr.
Grandpa Watson by a number of

years.
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N. D. Sweeney, His Comﬁaflisn, Renderea\ Uncon-
scious For' More Than An Hour But Escapes
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the overturned machine, then trled
to get Aldridge out, but could not
as the car was resting on his head,
80 he went to the J. H. Caudill
ranch home nearby for heip.

Police Notified

A call. was put through from the
Caudill home to the local police who
notified Deputy Coroner L. M. Liles
who took the ambulance from Bur-
land's mortuary to the scene of the
wreck. Roy Wittschen of the Ap-
pleton Garage had also been notl-
fied and he accompanied the garage
wrecker to the canyon, arriving
there ahead of Dr. Liles. An at-
tempt was made to get the body
out, but the car had to be turned
on its side to extricate the body
which was carried to the road where
it was foynd Aldridge had been
dead for some time.

He is survived by his widow,
Irma Aldridge and two-year-old son,
both of whom are now in San
Francisco where Mrs. Aldridge’s
mother, Mrs. H. Oksen, is very low
in a hospital from the effects of

WATSONVILLE REGISTER

Creston Aldridge Jr. was almost instantly killed and
N. D. Sweeney was badly bruised when the automobile
driven by Aldridge went over a 25 foot embankment in
Browns Valley canyon at about 8 o’clock last night,
landing bottom side up on, the rocky creek bottom, pin-
ning both men beneath it. The car, an open Nash roadster,
went over the bank about 800 yards above the city wa-

Sweeney does not know how the acclident happened having dozed
off to sleep Just prior to the car leaving the nyarrow,
Me was rendered unponselous by.tha drop and lay- perhups an hour
WwWhen pe reguined ofﬁmlovunns ne wErfea Yoo 1;\\-4 haif -
un hour to extricute himself from¥

crooked read,

an operation. Also the parcnts, Mr.
and, Mra. Creston Aldridge, pioneer
Corypalitos residents.

Much difficulty was experienced
last night in reaching the parents
of the unfortunate young man. He
had called at the United Cigar store
for Sweeney at abouf 7:30 o’clock,
telling Sweeney that he had not
seen his father for a month and a
half and suggesting that Sweeney
ride out with him. They had been
talking but Sweeney said he had
been awake for many hours during
the last few days, 80 Nad just dozed
off when he was startled by the
car beginning to leave the road
and was then knocked unconscious
by a bad blow on the head.

Was Local Man

Aldridge was born and reared on
the Aldridge ranch at the head of
the Browns Valley canyon, graa-
uating from the Corralitos school
and attending the local high school.
He was an experienced automobile
driver and mechanic, having con-

ducted a garage here at one
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time, also did a produce trucking
business to San Francisco. Latterly

.he has been driving tractor here

for Charles Tharp, working until
noon Yyesterday. -

He told Mr. Tharp that he did
not feel very well and laid off for
the afternoon. He had just com-
pleted the purchase. of a little
home near Joy avenue and was
with his wife in San Francisco a
few days ago, just returning and
repuming his work here. He had
been & member of the Christian
church, and of the Woodmen. 1t is
believed he was a member of the
Native Sons.

He is spoken of very highly by
everyone, and his shocking death
comes as ,a tremendous blow to
those near and dear to him. The
community joins in extending gen-
uine consolation to them in their
hour of deepest grief.

The body is at Burland's mortu-
ary ‘where an inquest will probably
be held at once. No detaile could
be secured from the authorities last
night, as it was nearly midnight
before the body could be extricated
and broyght to the city.

—_———
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CHAPTER 15
TED:
COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE

After losing Creston I had no interest in other
men. I was asked out on dates many times but turned
them down. Little Bobby needed me and he was my sole
interest.

As Nana grew stronger she was able to take care
of herself. Bobby and I remained at her home and
helped with the housework. I rented out the little home
on Oregon Street. ‘

Montgomery Ward and Company was opening a
new store in Watsonviile. I had a job clerking at Wool-
worth's new store when the Ward manager offered me a
better-paying job in their cosmetics and jewelry de-
partments. This I accepted.

I had many girl friends. They all kept in close
contact with me. Bea Caudill was my “old standby.”
She was like a Sis to me. One day Bea made the remark:
“Irma, you know that Creston wouldn't want you to sit
and grieve.”" After some persuasion, I finally decided
that she was right. It had been over six months that she
had tried to set up dates for me, only to be turned
down. Even Mama Aldridge said, "Honey, you are too
young to stay single.”™ [ fully realized that being a
widow at twenty-two years old was not good. I had my
full life ahead of me’

Bea and her sister, Ann, knew many male acquain-
tances. They both worked with the public. One day Bea
said, "I'm setting up a blind date for you and Etna Bell.”
I know she expected me to refuse but I didn’t. She said,
"Would you like me to ask Ted Reaves and Charles Her-
bert,” or two other men's names she mentioned? 1
didn’t know any of the four. I said, "OK, I like the sound
and name of Ted Reaves.” Bea arranged a swimming
F party for four couples at the Santa Cruz Plunge on the
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He couldn’t have been in his house
more than ten minutes when he
came out in his "Sunday-go-to-
meeting clothes.”

He ushered us into the
church. We told him that we would
fike a double ceremony. He in-
sisted on a single one for each
couple so as to be each other’s
witnesses. We consented.

After the knots were tied,
Ted offered him five doflars, which
was a sufficient fee for those days.
Ted asked him if that amount was
OK. Reverend Eastman looked at
Ted and said, “Well, all of us
ministers and justices of the peace
here in Carson City have an under-
standing between us to charge five
dollars for each coupie we marry.
Ted tried to explain to him that we
had very little money. While stifl
in the church, Lloyd spoke up and
said, “Oh, hell, give him ten dol-
fars.” Needless to say that the
preacher didn't refuse it.

As we left the church, Rev.
Eastman said, "When you return to
Carson City again, be sure to stop
by and have a cup of tea.” 1 pre-
sume he thought that he had tied a
“sfip knot,” and that we would
return for a divorce.

After our "big wedding cere-
mony” we drove to Reno. There we
had a nice wedding supper, fust the
four of us. Maybe not as elaborate
as if we had that extra five dolfars,
as a dolfar went a long way at that
date. However, the four of us
were happy. We stayed in Reno
that night.

The following morning, when
1 awakened, 1 had the whole doubie
bed to mysolf. This startlod me
somewhat. Ted, my new husband,
wasn't there. By the time I
dressed he returned. He said that

he couldn’t sleep and didn't want
to disturb me, so decided to dress
and go for a walk. I was refieved.

On our return trip we
stopped at Lake Tahoe. It was so
beautiful. The trees were taking
on their autumn foliage and
dressed in various hues. In fact,
the trees in the Carson City and
Reno areas were mainly golden in
cofor. The leaves that had fallen
made the thoroughfare look like
streets of gold.

When we reached San jose,
we stopped by the courthouse to
pay our fine. It was fifteen dollars
-- a fot of money for us in those
depression days. Ted made out a
check to the officer in charge. We
often wondered who ended up with
the money.

As we drove up to Nama's
house, little Bobby was sitting on
the front-gate post. 1 was so
happy to see him. 1 grabbed him
and kissed him and said, "Bobby, I
brought you a new Daddy.” His
baby face took on a completely
different expression and his little
mouth drooped as he said,
“"Mommy, you told me you were
going to bring me something nice.”
I didn't see Ted's face at that
moment but I truly had to faugh
inside. 1 explained to Bobby that
we did have a nice surprise for him
and one for Nana, too. Then I gave
him a toy squirt gun that we had
bought for him. He was happy
then and gave me the feeling that1
had kept my promise. Of course
we had other surprises for him and
Nana, too.

That was the beginning of
many happy and struggling years
together. Ted did not return to
Maluhia Ranch but got a job with
Central Supply Company in Asilo-
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CHAPTER 16
BABY JERRY

After our marriage Ted, Bobby and I lived at
Mother's (Nana's) house for six months. This was
Nana's wish. During the third month of our marriage, I
became pregnant. We were so happy but knew times
ahead would be difficuit. We told Bobby that we were
going to get a little baby and he asked for a little sister.
During the first few months of my pregnancy I was very
miserable. Fruits were the only food that appealed to
me. Each evening, on Ted's return home from the
ranch, he brought me his big cowboy hat filled with
various fruits from Maluhia.

Nana was overjoyed when she heard that she was
going to be a grandma again -- not just once, but three
times within five months. (Jim's daughter, Fay, was
born June 28, 1931; Lioyd's son, Lioyd Jr. -- Sonny —-
was born on September 23, 1931; and our baby, Jerry,
was born on November 28, 1931.)

We moved into our little Oregon Street home in
April 1931. The following January (1932) Bobby started
the first grade at Mintie White School. This school was
named after my first-grade teacher. It was located just
two blocks from our home. We also gave Bobby piano
lessons from Miss Ida Berg at the age of five. He did
exceptionally well and performed at her piano recital.

Before Bobby started to school he amused himself

laying with a new little puppy, which he named Toby.
Toby-I, not to be confused with Toby-III which he had
for many years and into high school.) There were a few
more houses in our area that had been built during the
last few years. Even so, there were no playmates
around who were Bobby's age.

The ice truck delivered ice to the residents that
had ice boxes. Bobby seemed to know the days the
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friends through sharing our mutual

suffering and compassion.
sERERSR
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CHAPTER 17

OUR DEPRESSION PALACE

Shortly after we buried our darling baby, I con-
tracted the whooping cough. This disease is hard on a
grown person. Ted was frightfully worried. He didn’t
want to leave me at home alone during the daytime so
he insisted that I go to the ranch each day with him. Dr.
Herbert said that being out in the fresh air would be
very beneficial for me.

Times were getting harder and harder. Money
was becoming scarce for everyone. Charlie and his
folks suggested that we move into the living quarters at
one end of the packing house there on the ranch, where
they had previously packed fruit into crates for ship-
ping. This sounded like an excellent idea for all.

There were three existing rooms -- a kitchen, liv-
ing room, and one bedroom. Ted partitioned off a
fourth room for Bobby's bedroom. We painted and
papered all four rooms. By the time we finished putting
all the homey and loving touches on it, it was a very
desirable place to live. However, there was one draw-
back. The bathroom and toilet were at the further end
of the packing house. Anyway, we had indoor plumbing
and didn't have to go outdoors to an outhouse. We
managed very well although sometimes we had to
"shift from low gear into high.”

We again rented out the little house on Oregon
Street. Aflthough I loved the place, it held too many
heartaches for me. I never wanted to live there again.

It was fun getting settled in our new pack-
ing-house quarters. We had a very large kitchen which
contained a sink and running water. We bought a
three-burner kerosene stove on which to cook. For
heat, there was a little wood-burning stove. The cooler
was on the inside wall of the kitchen. In the middle of
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OUR DEPRESSION PALACE

I was extremely proud of our
humble, little, country home. Ted
made me a lovely, terraced, flower
garden in the front yard (the
packing house was against a low
hillsideg). Two rows contained
choice gladiofas. These were
sreatly admired until the gophers
discovered this delicacy. We
trapped some plump, overstuffed
gophers in that bed.

Our packing-house home
holds a very dear and impressive
place in our hearts and memories.
Here we lived for about three
years. 1 will never again compfain
about soup bones, hamburgers, or
wieners. Guess 1 really learned
how to cook during the depression
years which lasted well into World
War II for many.

As the saying goes, "No mat-
ter how humble your home may be,
go away but keep the kKey.” Where
there is fove, a humble home is

richer than the palace of a king.
gauan
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CHAPTER 18
LITTLE SKIPPY

It was on August 12, 1933 that God sent us
another precious, baby boy. He was born on Ted's
mother's (Grandma Durr's) birthday. (From now on I
shall refer to Ted's mother and step-father as Gram and
Gramp Durr, as our boys called them.) I had been hav-
ing hard contractions for two weeks, previously. I
thought our baby would never arrive. Ted drove me
over all the bumpy roads in the country, trying to in-
duce labor, but to no avail. When God was ready He
sent our baby to us. Skippy (Ronnie) was born at Nana's
house at 232 First Street, my old home where I grew up.
Dr. Herbert, then 76 years old, delivered our precious
one. Grandma Aldridge again was my nurse. In those
days, new mothers had to remain in bed for ten days.
That was a "must.”

We thanked God greatly for giving us another
healthy son. We were very happy parents. [ often
thought, "If only my Dad could have lived to enjoy his
grandchildren.” He loved little ones so much. We
named our new son Ronald Theodore Reaves. Of course
we wanted part of Ted's name for him. This middle
name has been passed on for four generations: Earl
Theodore (Ted), Ronald Theodore (Skip), Randy Theo-
dore (Skip's son), and Jason Theodore (Randy's son) —-
all surnamed Reaves. There is also James Theodore
Aldridge (Bob's son and Ted's grandson).

During my confinement, Bobby stayed with Gram
and Gramp Durr in Berkeley. When he returned home,
he brought with him a little, silk handkerchief that he
had selected himself, for his new, little brother. In one
corner there was a printed "Skippy” picture. Skippy
was Bobby’s favorite comic-strip character, and that
was how our new baby attained the name of "Skippy.”
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CHAPTER 19
MALUHIA HOUSE

During 1934 we moved temporarily back to Nana's
home in town, due to her failing health. Now Bobby
fived close to Billy Bottero again. He finished the third
grade in May Fahey's class at the Radcliff School on
Rodriguez Street. In the fall he started the fourth grade
in Miss Mayer's room. Bobby also got a new puppy dur-
ing this time, Toby-II, but someone apparently
dog-napped him. Finally he got Toby-Ill, a cross be-
fween a wire-haired terrier and-a spitz. One of Ted's
customers told us about a party living on the Castro-
ville-Monterey Road that had some cute little puppies to
give to responsible parties. We felt that we were such.
We just couldn’t help it if other people admired Bobby’s
puppies and snatched them away from us when our
backs were turned. Toby-I was so tiny that the culprit
could have easily put him into a pocket.

When Toby-II disappeared, Bobby's heart was
really broken. Too, little Skippy had so much fun play-
ing with puppy-Toby, so we decided to try again. The
focation of the party's house was easy to find as it was
painted in Southern Pacific colors, and next to the S.P.
depot. The puppies were so adorable that we would
have liked to take all of them home with us. However,
that one-little-white ball of fur was definitely the one
we wanted. (Toby-IIl stayed with our family until the
early 1940s.)

Little Skippy was quite smalf at that time and had
great fun playing with his two cousins, Fay and Sonny
Oksen. When we moved back to our packing-house
home later in 1934, our dear Nana made her home
permanently with us.

Aunt Pussy (Mrs. Herbert) passed on when little
Skippy was quite small. Dr. Herbert and Charlie asked
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CHAPTER 20
SIXTH AND RODRIGUEZ

Our summers were spent at Arroyo Seco -- camp-
ing, fishing, swimming and hiking -- fully enjoying the
beauty of nature's bounty. (Read my former book:
Arroyo Seco Camping Days.

After several years in both homes at Maluhia
Ranch, I feit I definitely needed a change. The inside
and outside work was piling up on me. Although at the
"Big House™ we had “Hattie” to do the cooking on week
days, we could not depend on her being there. She had

the weekends off and usually went on a binge. Many

times she did not show up until the following Wednes-
day. (One thing that | remember was Hattie's good oat-

meal cookies. I made them for my family many years

later.)

There were many other obstacles to overcome at
Mafuhia. It was very difficuit to adjust to Charlie’s
bachelor ways. When he “"chewed me out™ one day for
using too much water to wash the rice for dinner, that
did it! (In those days rice contained a large quantity of
starch and needed to be rinsed until the water appeared
clear.} It also was about this time that Dr. Eiskamp ad-
vised us to turn Lorraine over to her father. That wasa
most difficuit decision for me to make. I loved her so
much but the longer we kept her, the more difficult it

would be to give her up.

During the autumn of 1936 we located a com-
fortable three-bedroom home in town, on the corner of
Sixth and Rodriguez Streets. This was owned by the

Lucich sisters. Our rent there was $25 per month.

Bobby finished the sixth grade of school in Irma
Jeffson's class at Radcliff School, which was only a cou-
ple of blocks down the street from our house. For the
first time in Bobby's school days he could come home
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CHAPTER 21
BACK TO MALUHIA

Charlie's arthritic condition was gradually becom-
ing worse. He now had Carl Lancaster there at Maluhia
to assist him as well as to cook for him and Kauka (Dr.
Herbert) whenever Kauka was at home. (Kauka spent
much time visiting his daughter in Hawaii.)

The five of us, including our dear Nana, were very
content in our Rodriguez Street home. The two boys
seemed to be enjoying their school days. Skippy was
five years old and attending kindergarten at Radcliff
School. His teacher was Miss Bunny Crow. She was a
most charming, young woman and took a great liking to
our fittle fellfow. In fact, the feeling was mutual. Bobby
was now twelve years old and had joined the Boy Scouts.
He attended the old Grammar School at the corner of
East Lake Avenue and Sudden Street for the seventh
grade, and the new E.A. Hall Schoof for the eighth. His
teacher for both grades was Miss Irene Strazicich.

Ted often drove out to Maluhia to see how Charlie
was getting along. On one occasion he found Charlie in
the bath tub, unabie to get out due to his arthritic con-
dition. Carl had taken the day off and Kauka was in
Hawaii. This situation upset Ted terribly. Ted was
always a very caring, understanding, and compassionate
person and he sympathized with the trauma and hard-
ship of others. To find Charlie, practically crying, lying
there helpless in the tub for some length of time, really
upset Ted. Afthough there were fifteen years dif-
ference in their ages, they were almost like brothers to
each other.

When we moved from Maluhia to our Rodriguez
Street home, I vowed that I never again would return to
Maluhia. What a surprise and shock I received when
Ted came home and asked me if I would like to move
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JANUARY 15th —- CAPRICORN

o

E:B  January 15: Capricorn, an carth sign ruled by the

- planet Saturn, the planct of fate and destiny which

i'_..l' g::::; hi,ts subjects great powers of deep and serious
= t t.

s

L Birth stone is the garnet. The flower is snowdrop,

'c; with colors of silver-gray and black.

People of Capricorn are naturally indined to study
and deep thinking. They are people who make the
world move. They thirst for knowledge. They are
also stubborn and determined to have their own way.
They are hard workers and often try to do too much
and tire and fatigue themselves. They must train to
do one thing at a time. They resent interference from

2T

(=) others and seldom interfere in the affairs of others.
1 _'i They are better in business for themselves, and are
lovers of harmony and beauty. They are patient with

™~y detail and arc kind and gentle. They make good
) teachers. They are devoted wives and housekeepers,

and are orderly and systematic but must be permitted
to have their own way. They are cool and calm, as

L1 are all earth people. This sign comes in the darkest
‘l";:'l time of the year. Their eyes are weaker than any

other sign. This sign rules the knees. People born 2

under this sign were:
Benjamin Franklin
General Robert E. Leg

Mo W
s

fxe

s Sir 1saac Newton

- Woodrow Wilson

N lrma Oksen Reaves (born on Monday) i
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