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 In the autumn of one’s life, and incident are recalled, some 
good, some better to be forgotten – but how can you erase from 
your mind things that have influenced the way you feel at 72? I 
don’t know if recalling these happenings will help my progeny 
to face their own frailties and overcome them – but perhaps it 
will give them a better understanding of what their parents and 
grandparents underwent in growing up. Maybe in that way they 
will realize their problems are no worse than their ancestors had 
many years before. Just the time and place and style of living 
were different, the human emotions are mostly all alike. 
 None of us can change the age in which we were born into 
the world. Looking back, I’m sure there would have been 
changes had methods of living been as advanced 100 years ago 
as they are today. [In fact, had that been the case, I no doubt, 
would not be recording this, as I probably would not have been 
born, had my mother known about birth control as it is practiced 
today.] But since fate saw to it that I survive, I’ll try to give an 
account of that survival, and you may judge whether it has been 
worth this accounting in recognizing your own selves in the 
genes of your ancestors. 
 
 I was the last of ten children born to Ida Pauline and Robert 
Allen Thomas. It was on a rather rocky, hillside farm located in 
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the See Chapel Community of Grady County, Oklahoma, June 
21, 1913. Mama and Dad lost their first baby, a still born, due 
undoubtedly to the lack of pre-natal care and hardships suffered 
by most women in those pioneering years. 
 I tried to get my mother to write of her early married years, 
and record where & how each of the brothers & sisters were 
born, but by the time she had time to make such a record, 
perhaps much of it was too painful to recall. She did relate 
(orally) some incidents of their early life which I’ll try to note 
here. The “journal” that she passed on to Martha Pauline 
Howard, and which Marty compiled so beautifully, gives a little 
account of her early childhood and growing up until she met 
“Allen”. But then, again, not much of how they met or their 
courtship. She did receive a certificate to teach school from what 
school, I don’t know. But she was a teacher when she met Dad. 
She had 12 brothers and sisters and was the oldest girl in the 
family, so I’m sure had many responsibilities in helping raise the 
younger ones. Her family life was of a very religious nature. 

I remember Grandpa Wade (her father) when he lived with 
us a part of each year before he died, and after his wife 
(Grandma) had died. All their children were gone from homes 
so Grandpa would live with which ever one would take him for 
a few months and care for him until he could go on to another 
child. He finally died at age 93 (I believe) at his son Howard at 
Gould, Oklahoma. I was a very little girl when he would visit us, 
and about all I can remember of him, was how he used to want 
me to sit in his lap and he would kiss me – but he chewed 
tobacco & sometimes when he spit out the juice it would trickle 
down his beard & I always felt repulsed by his kissing me. He 
was a hard working old man even then, though, and would 
sharpen his hoe with a file and chop the weeds along the fence 
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rows and in the orchards and around the house. Dad always gave 
him his seat of honor at the table when he lived with us, and his 
“Blessings” were long and sincere, I’m sure. I was always 
fascinated by the contents of his big trunk which went with him 
from place to place. In those days his transportation was by 
wagon (sometimes covered with canvas) or buggy – whichever 
of the son’s or daughter’s mode of travel was. I don’t remember 
my Grandmother Wade at all. I do remember of Mother being 
called to my Aunt Mamie Smith who grandmother was living 
with at that time, because of grandmother being very ill. I think 
she may have died then or shortly afterwards. 

I was about three years old. Aunt Mamie lived in Sulphur, 
Oklahoma. I remember of tasting the supposed healthy spring 
water – which I thought tasted like rotten eggs smell. My two 
cousins, Marie (who was deaf) and Marion and I decided one 
day to watch some cowboys dip some cattle – so we climbed the 
board fence just above the vats and were completely enthralled 
with the process when Mama and Aunt Mamie found us. I guess 
they were so glad we were safe, they didn’t punish us too 
severely. 

Dad was only three years old when his father died. His 
mother married again, a Mr. Saunders, I barely remember 
Grandma Sanders visiting us when I was about three years old. 
She used a crutch, and I took water to her when she wanted a 
drink. She liked it out of a small aluminum sauce pan instead of 
a glass or cup or dipper, perhaps because it stayed cooler in it 
and she could hold it better. Course it was fresh drawn well 
water. Dad was raised by his uncles mostly. He worked on farms 
or ranches (around Ft. Worth, Texas) until he could afford to 
buy his own horses and supplies to furnish a place of his own. 
He helped drive cattle to market over what is now the famous 
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old “Chisholm Trail” to Kansas. Dad never went to school 
beyond the second grade, but he did learn to read and write 
some. (I think Mama may have taught him a great deal after they 
were married.) He was a tall, slender man – and I imagine quite 
good looking in his youth, about 6 feet 4 inches tall, blue eyes, 
dark hair. I think he must have liked to go to “parties” and 
“square dances” held at the neighbor or community gathering 
places. Many were in barns, especially new barn-raising parties 
or the local schools. It was probably at such a party or get-
together that he met Mama. He was living with an uncle at the 
time Oklahoma Indian Territory was opened for statehood. He 
entered the race (from the legitimate side of Texas, not the 
Sooners from Kansas). He staked his claim on some nice river-
bottom land and went back to Texas for his supplies. But he 
failed to file his claim with the proper authorities so when he 
came back some else had jumped his claim, and filed it so he 
lost his right to it. 

Mama and Dad must have met and gotten married 
somewhere around White Bead, (Davis) Oklahoma, near the 
Arbuckle Mountain area. They had their picture taken at a 
school house on Memorial Day, the day before they were 
married. Dad joined the Presbyterian Church & was baptized 
sometime before their marriage – I think probably to influence 
Mama. There were many “revival” meeting in those days. Mama 
did tell me of their moving her things from her home to Dad’s 
after the wedding. Some of the cowboy friends of Dad decided 
to give them a shivaree, rather to Mama’s disgust as she told me 
– but I imagine it was a part of the celebration of a wedding in 
those days. She spoke of their having some trouble crossing a 
river and got stuck (It was travel by wagon & horses then, and 
no bridges across rivers & streams) some of her things (dowry 
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of bedroom furniture etc.) were damaged to some extent, I guess. 
Then to have the “shivaree” when they were settling down for 
the night must have been a bad beginning for a marriage. But I 
guess things changed for the better, as they stayed married for 
56 years 10 months and 21 days. 

I don’t know where Mama & Dad were living when she 
had her first child, a still born.  Mama said she felt it when it 
died. When it was born, Dad made a little coffin & Mama lined 
it with soft cotton & they buried her (I think was a girl) on their 
farm near White Bead, Oklahoma. Their next child, Buelah 
Alice called “Little Buelah” was an exceptionally bright child. 
She could recite long pieces of poetry that Mama taught her and 
read from the “Primer” before she was 5 years old. She died of a 
relapse of measles at age 5. Mama & Dad bought a family plot 
in the Wynnewood Oklahoma Cemetery where she was buried.  

The next child was a boy. I don’t know just when he was 
born, nor Elva, Henry, Pauline or John except somewhere 
around White Bead or Wynnewood area. Then they moved to 
the farm, approximately 420 acres west of Lindsay and southeast 
of Bradley in Grady County, the community of See Chapel. Lois, 
Tom and I were born on that farm which they “hung onto” 
through many droughts, wash-outs and other hardships until all 
the children were grown and moved away on their own. 

I almost did not survive when I was born. A doctor from 
Lindsay did the actual delivery and all thought everything was 
all right – I was a surprise for my sister Lois since I arrived on 
her birthday. I guess I became quite ill & Mama tried every 
means to get me to urinate. After the third day, I went into 
convulsions and Mama had the doctor come. He used a probe 
and forced an opening into the urethra. Pus and poisoned blood 
issued completely across the room – Mama said. I guess it was 
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touch and go for several days to see if I would live. The doctor 
wanted to name me “Ruth” after his own daughter since I was 
the last child of the family I was called “Baby Ruth” until I 
reached high school. 

I don’t remember my brother Buford. He was riding in the 
buggy with Dad when the horses shied at something which 
frightened them, and Buford fell out of the buggy under the 
horses. One stepped on him & injured his side. An abscess 
formed and he developed tuberculosis. In those days little could 
be done about that disease except to isolate the patient. Mama & 
Dad built a special “screened in” sort of bund house where 
Buford slept and Mama nursed him. But he died at age 14. He 
was buried at the Bradley cemetery. 

Life on a small rocky hillside farm was not easy. Everyone 
had to work hard as it was all manual labor and machinery was 
only single plows, cultivators, etc. pulled by the horses. The 
girls helped in the fields doing the hoeing and harvesting the 
same as the boys, besides doing the cleaning, cooking, laundry, 
canning and all the things needed to be done to keep a house 
hold running for a large family. Cotton and broom corn were the 
few “money crops” we grew. Most was feed crops such as corn, 
kaffir corn, oats, alfalfa or grain to feed the livestock through the 
winter. Dad kept four to six good work horses and mules and 
three or four riding horses. We had only 20 or 30 white faced 
Hereford cattle since much of the farm was in cultivation and 
orchards & gardens. There was not too much left for grazing 
cattle. The Herefords were not really milk cows – but we usually 
had enough to supply the family. Dad always had a registered 
bull and raised good cattle. After two or three years service, he 
would sell the bull or trade for another and that way he kept his 
stock’s blood line clean. The cows would usually calve in the 
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spring & the bull calves were dehorned, castrated, fed & 
fattened & sold at market. That was another small money 
income. The heifers were kept to replace the older cows for 
breeding and milking. 

Dad also raised a few hogs which we kept enough to 
butcher for the family needs and sold the rest. Butchering hogs 
in the fall was quite a process. First they were hit on the head 
with a heavy mallet or sledge hammer. Then their throats were 
slashed to bleed them. (This was done by Henry and Dad usually 
as I recall.) Next, they were dipped in vats of scalding water and 
all the hair was scraped off, then they were hung and gutted & 
cleaned. Then came the cutting into hams, chops, ribs, roasts, etc. 
Each piece then was stripped of fat to render into lard. The hams 
& slabs of bacon, etc. were seasoned with special preservative 
salts and spices, wrapped & smoked or salted & stored in a 
“smoke-house”. We made sausage sacks out of old flour sacks 
or muslin. We would grind the lean meat that was left from the 
fat stripping, into sausage. It was seasoned & stuffed into the 
long tube like socks & hung in the smoke house to cure. The fat 
was rendered into lard in a big black kettle outside then strained 
through cheesecloth into cans or baskets.  Mama would use the 
chittlins to mix with lye and make soap especially used for 
heavy laundry. All this usually took 3 or 4 days to complete. But 
it was a food supply for winter. 

We had chickens, plentiful, to supply us with eggs and 
Sunday or special dinners. Also, Mama liked to keep a few 
turkeys. They were harder to raise than chickens because the 
hens made their nests in the woods. Mama would suspect a hen 
was nesting & follow her after she had feed fed to find her nest. 
I would go with her on many of these hunts & walk in the 
pasture and that is when she taught me about the different trees 
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and plants & birds, etc. It must have been a lot like the Indian & 
Pioneer mother taught their young ones. I learned the different 
bird calls & could get some of the doves to almost come to me 
by blowing on my cupped hands to form a hollow & blowing on 
the thumb knuckles, as Dad & Mama had shown me. 

One spot in the pasture had a nice dripping spring, a natural 
output. Sometimes the water around it would be covered with an 
oil glaze. Mama would say “There is oil here if someone will 
just drill for it.” 

Sad to say it wasn’t until many years later, in fact the year 
after Dad died, that the old Thomas farm was developed into a 
producing oil field. Several farms in the community were 
developed. Mama was so right in holding on to the Royalty right 
even when they sold the farm. They had sold much of rights by 
then, however, to hold on to the farm and to educate us children, 
which Mama insisted that we have. As one would reach college 
they would sometimes have to sell some Royalty to send that 
one a year. It was a constant struggle for them even with all us 
children helping. But we have received an abundant “Blessing” 
from that struggle because of the returns we have had from the 
oil property & Mineral Rights. Their children and yes, even their 
grandchildren are receiving a wonderful inheritance from them, 
even though they realized very little from it. 

Getting back to our raising turkeys – when we would find a 
nest, usually with 12 to 15 eggs in it, we would keep watch to 
see that snakes, skunks or rodents didn’t steal the eggs or the 
baby chicks after they hatched, which was about four weeks. We 
had an old gobbler who hated little kids, I think. A little 
neighbor girl lived about half a mile away from us. That old 
gobbler would chase her all the way from the barn yard to our 
house or until someone stopped him. She tried to beat him with 
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a stick, but he was too big and mean for her. Chickens were 
easier to raise but they were dirtier. They would eat anything. 
It’s a good thing they have gizzards or I guess we would all have 
contacted diseases. 

We had a fruit orchard, and had the most wonderful 
peaches, apples, plums, pears, apricots and cherries. I would 
climb the peach trees & eat my fill from the big juicy fruit, the 
same for the cherries and apricots. The apples were of various 
types & were sold for $1.00 a bushel. We stored many of them 
in straw in the basement and supplemented our school lunches. 
We dried a lot of them which made delicious pies in winter. We 
canned a lot of peaches and cherries and apricots. My, the 
number of fruit jars I have washed. 

We had a vegetable garden of all kinds of vegetable in the 
spring and summer. We usually raised enough potatoes, sweet 
potatoes and onions to supply us through the winter. They were 
stored in straw in the basement. We had an incubator in the 
basement also, for hatching baby chicks. We had to turn the 
eggs twice a day. They were marked – a straight line on one side 
and a crooked line on the opposite side. It took about 3 weeks 
for them to hatch, and then the chicks were put with an old 
mother hen to raise. This was in early spring. 

Our old house was built on a hill. It had three large rooms 
and two smaller added on, one was the kitchen and the other a 
small bedroom that could have been used as a bath, but we had 
no inside plumbing, so it ended up being more like a storage 
place & closet. Our baths were taken in galvanize wash tubs or 
“French baths” (a basin of water & wash cloth). Water was 
drawn from a well on the back porch or carried from the 
windmill pump some 100 yards or so. It was heated (if we 
wanted a hot bath) either in a reservoir attached to the wood 
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burning cook stove or in a tub or kettle on top of the stove. Most 
of the time we sponge bathed, but about Saturday evening we 
dragged out the tub and took a bath all over. I don’t remember 
that we smelled too bad, but maybe we were accustomed to it. 
Dad used to smell pretty sweaty when he came in from the fields, 
so did everybody. But they all washed their face, neck and arms 
in the wash basin before eating, & at night Dad soaked his feet 
in a foot basin on the back porch (in the summer time) before 
going to bed. 

Mama was really not a good housekeeper. I don’t think she 
liked to be inside. She much preferred being in the fields and 
overseeing the live stock, etc. She left the housekeeping and 
cooking to Elva & Pauline until they were gone from home, then 
to Lois and me until we left. Mama was a very intelligent 
woman and would have made a wonderful administrator in an 
abstract office or such work as might be held by a woman now. 
But she was born before her time for that kind of work so she 
tried to make the best of the bargain she had. 

Our house always seemed to need repairs. The screen doors 
& windows always had holes in them & the flies were terrible in 
summer. We use to “shoo” as many as we could into one room 
and close the doors and windows & spray a poisonous powder to 
kill them. We would sweep up hundreds of them & burn them, 
but within a couple of days there were just as many again. Our 
old out door toilet drew a lot of them and was a breeding place. 
It was not a neat toilet with a put – but a bare thrown together 
little shed with a 2-hole seat. Every two or three weeks it 
seemed the filth had to be cleaned out & buried – which always 
seemed to be Mama’s job to do. I don’t know how she endured 
it, and I’m sure if she had demanded it, we could have had better 
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living conditions. Maybe she had grown up by the time I came 
along. 

I’m sure there were many arguments & disagreements in 
their lives, but I do think Mama was most insistent that the 
children get an education. I guess that is why we tried so hard to 
“better’ ourselves & rise above much of the environment we 
grew up in. We all wanted to get away from the drudgery of the 
farm life too, especially the girls. I think Mama loved all of us, 
but she was especially partial to her boys, mainly Henry. He did 
many things to provoke and worry them, but he was always 
forgiven and welcomed back as indeed was the “Prodigal” son. 

Life for the girls in the family was exceedingly hard. (No 
wonder we have all had back problems in our later years.) The 
buckets and tubs of water we used to carry & heat in the big 
black kettle outside to the laundry, on old fashioned wash boards 
– the arm loads of wood we carried for cooking & heating – the 
tubs & buckets of fruit we gathered and carried up the hill, then 
washed, peeled, cooked & canned – the fruit jars we washed – 
the field work, picking cotton, chopping weeds, baling hay – 
besides the cooking, ironing with a flat iron heated on the stove, 
cleaning the house, scrubbing wood floors with brooms. In our 
spare time we made our own clothes, and learned to made quilts 
and embroidery & crochet & knit. The boy’s white shirts (for 
Sundays and dress) had to be starched and ironed and it was the 
girls duties to see that they were in shape. 

I used to drive a horse hitched to the “hay baler”. John’s 
job was raking and carting the hay (oats or alfalfa) to the baler – 
Dad pitched it to Henry who fed it into the baler or press unit. 
Tom worked on one side and Lois on the other of the press & 
threaded wire through the wooden blocks separating the hay into 
bales then tieing it off. My job was to drive the horse that pulled 
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the lever to carry the bale through the press. Several times the 
connection on the pole broke & the pole flew back and hit my 
leg. I don’t know why it didn’t break my leg. I was only 7 to 9 
years old, 

It wasn’t exactly “All work and no play”. Our rural 
community had a two room school house which was a social 
gathering place. Sunday School was held each Sunday and 
church by various ministers passing through, or would come & 
hold revival meetings for a week or so. If it was summer they 
held the meetings under a tent sometimes. The denominations 
varied sometimes Methodist sometimes Baptist. And many time 
“Holy Rollers”, at least for the time. Most forgot it within a few 
weeks however, during the struggle to survive Mama seemed to 
be the mainstay in keeping the Sunday School & religious work 
going in the community. 

Before I started to school and until I was through the 8th 
grade, social activities seemed to be mostly pie-suppers or box-
suppers at the school. The girls would bring a pie or a box-
supper in a decorated box container, and the boys or men would 
bid on them. Whoever bought your box was your dinner partner 
for the evening – these events were held at night. The proceeds 
for the affair were usually to raise money for school supplies or 
Sunday School literature or for Christmas candy for the 
Christmas prizes. Everyone usually attended these events & at 
times the bidding on the boxes would become quite lively when 
a few of the fellows would bid on a special girl’s box to make 
her boy friend pay more for it. Course no one was supposed to 
know whose box it was, but somehow the secret would leak out. 
Sunday evenings we would sometimes gather for “singings” 
usually religious songs.  
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Occasionally different ones would have a play party where 
various games were played, such as “Spin the bottle”, “drop the 
handkerchief”, “hide & seek”, “Post Office”, etc. Some had 
“Taffy Pulls”, and a few card parties of “Rook” or “Pitch” and 
dominoes. Those were the dating times for the older ones in the 
family. Pauline dated more than Elva, though she had a few. 

One of my earliest remembrances was when I was about 3 
years old. I had the mumps and measles (at the same time). Lois 
and Tom had them also, probably all of us one after the other. 
We were kept in a darkened room because of the effect of light 
on the eyes. I heard the sound of a motor and peeked out the 
window to see our neighbor, Joe Brown and a stranger driving a 
car up our road. Mama kept telling me the strange man was 
“Dad”. I didn’t recognize him because he had had his mustache 
shaved off. Mr. Brown drove the car home from Lindsay 
because Dad hadn’t yet learned to drive. It was a Model T Ford 
and Dad was soon able to manipulate it. 

Another early happening in my life was about of the same 
age. I was just learning to hop on one foot & could hop all 
around the outside of the house. One day Mama had given me 
some freshly baked cookies and I was outside hopping & eating 
my cookies. I tried to hop up on the flat stone at the bottom of 
the steps to the porch but stubbed my toe. I fell and hit my chin 
on the step and bit the whole end of my tongue off. Naturally 
Mama was excited with blood pouring out of my mouth – but 
she immediately stuffed a cloth on my tongue to hold it in place 
since all that was holding it was the tiny membrane underneath. 
She called the doctor but since we lived so far from town, we 
couldn’t get there for him to take stitched in it. He told her to 
continue holding my tongue together & that it was remarkable 
how quickly the tongue tissues would heal. Sure enough by the 
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next day I was able to eat soft foods and soon it was healed 
entirely. I still have the scar, though. 

We had many pet animals on the farm – cats, dogs, etc. 
though the dogs were usually for hunting or “watch” dogs. The 
boys hunted in the winter, even trapped opossums & dried the 
skins & sold them. We also (Dad & boys did) hunted squirrels & 
rabbits which made good meat dishes for the table. Summer 
time was not the time to eat wild animals though, many were 
wormy. I had a pet chicken called “Cricket” who followed me 
around a lot. But my best pet was a cat I called “Blue”. She 
became extra special to me when I was going barefoot to the 
barn one day with Elva & Pauline to look for eggs. I stepped on 
a grass burr & being about three years old, started to cry & 
yelled for help. Just then my cat trotted by, reached up and 
yanked out the burr with her teeth & trotted on. Such a cat! Later 
(weeks later in fact) Mama caught her in the house (where I had 
probably coaxed her) and shooed her out with a broom. I 
thought from the way Mama acted & talked to her, she was 
going to have her killed. So I took her to our neighbor Mrs. 
Brown, and asked her to keep my cat for me so I could come & 
visit her & Mama wouldn’t kill her. After a few days, Mama 
missed the cat, & I told her where she was. Mama called Mrs. 
Brown and we got my cat back. She could also “Charm” or 
hypnotize the birds. I didn’t know what was happening to a little 
sparrow that was fluttering around the cat & me one day on the 
porch. Mama said the cat had it “charmed” & could catch it if it 
wanted to eat it. But “Blue” wasn’t hungry for birds, I guess 
because she finally walked up to it & slapped it with her paw & 
knocked it off the porch. Sure enough, the sparrow hopped up & 
flew away. The spell was broken. 
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One dog I remember quite well. It was a mixed breed of 
half bloodhound and half bull dog. She was a wonderful watch 
dog & very good with driving the stock etc. She had several 
litters of puppies, but none were the same as their mother. She 
was unfortunate enough to inherit the bull-dog traits on the front 
of her which gave her the pug-face & bow legs & deep round 
protruding jaw of the bull dog. All except the ears which were 
long & flapping. The back legs & part of her body were 
streamlined and sleek like the bloodhound. It was a toss up to 
see which end of her would come in first when she ran. Usually 
the bloodhound part of her finished along with the tenacious 
bull-dog part & she would come in sideways. No wonder she 
made a good stock dog – they never could tell whether she was 
coming or going until she nipped their heels. 

Christmases were always a time of family gathering. If one 
were away at school or teaching, they all seem to manage to 
come home for Christmas. We never had much money to spend 
on presents, & I made most of my gifts to family. Even when I 
was little, usually a little hand decorated something, until I 
learned to sew. Being the baby I guess I was kept believing in 
Santa Claus longer than most. I remember one Christmas Dad 
had gone to town Christmas Eve & didn’t get home until after 
dark. When I woke up Christmas morning, I found a big boy 
doll sitting in a chair by my bed. I was really surprised. 

I think it was the year the school house burned that the 
folks had the community Christmas at our house. Dad dressed as 
Santa & handed out the presents & sacks of goodies to the 
children. The tree was an old “black-jack” oak, but we all 
wrapped it in green crepe paper and decorated it with paper 
chains & tinsel. 
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My most cherished doll was one Elva got for me – a 
beautiful brown-eyed sleeping doll. I made her clothes and put 
her bed on some quilts stacked on a trunk behind a door. One 
night (John, I think) someone had to get an extra quilt & not 
knowing my doll was there (it being dark) it fell & broke. I 
saved the eyes for a long time, I was so broken hearted. 

It was a lot of hard work and our living conditions were 
much below what the poverty level is now in 1985, but we did 
have a closeness of family ties & many enjoyable episodes 
together as well as the usual fusses & fights that are bound to 
happen among a large family. 

One of our favorite past times on a summer evening after 
the field & house chores were done was to set on the front porch 
& harmonize in singing. Dad knew many of the old folk songs, 
and learned the more current ones (at that time). After we got a 
radio his favorite was “My Blue Heaven”, though he called it 
“Molly and Me”. As we grew older, Mama would join us & lead 
the melody. John had a nice baritone voice and Elva & Pauline 
sang the melody with Mama. Henry and Dad tried the bass and 
Lois & Tom had tenor voices. I usually carried the alto. We 
were a hit before our time, and not enough training, but we 
might have been pretty good on records or TV as the music is 
nowadays. Certainly better than this dirty Rock Music sung now. 
We had an old bellow type organ with “stops” controlling 
certain notes, etc. Mama use to pick out chords & played “The 
Mosquito Waltz” which she taught to me. I began picking out 
tunes by ear when I was in the 4th or 5th grade. When I was in the 
7th & 8th grades, Mama had me take lessons from the wife of our 
husband & wife teachers at See Chapel. I think they cost 50¢ a 
lesson. I learned pretty well – and even played some for Church 
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and Sunday School. By the time I learned the notes from the 
music, I could play it without the music.  

About my 2nd year of taking lessons, Mama & Dad thought 
I should have a piano, since it was harder to practice on the old 
organ. This was about the time Atwater Kent put out a radio 
with three tuning dials and a “Morning Glory” speaker. We 
couldn’t afford a radio, and piano both, and Mama & Dad left is 
to me to decide which to buy. I remember saying we could all 
enjoy listening to the radio while if we got the piano, I would 
probably be the only one to play it. So I chose the radio. We 
were about the first in our community to get one, and neighbors 
would come to listen to it. Since our house was built on a hill & 
with a tall antenna, we had a very good reception for those days. 
We got Chicago & several stations that feature the Big Band 
Orchestras. Guy Lombardo, Tommy Dorsey, Wayne King and 
other. We had a cabinet type phonograph also. It had a spring 
that had to be wound to turn the records. Our first records were 
“O-Key” records. Mom and Dad always enjoyed music, I think, 
and encouraged it in us as much as possible. They had an old 
Edison phonograph with disc records when I was a baby. A 
neighbor who had a little girl about my age came to visit one 
day and we crawled behind the door or bed or whatever it was at 
that time (so I was told) and smashed all the record before 
anyone knew what we were doing. Such a shame! 

We had many severe storms in Oklahoma, especially in the 
spring. Everyone had a storm cellar or “Dug-out” as ours was, 
unlined and quite dark. Dad used to sit on the back porch 
(usually evenings after dark) watching the clouds build up. We 
kids were usually doing our homework or had gone to bed. If the 
storm became close & threatening Mom & Dad would get us all 
up & we wrapped in quilts or dressed & hurried and ran to the 
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cellar. Mama usually took the family Bible & Dad would grab 
the kerosene lantern. We sometimes had to stay there an hour or 
so until the storm blew over. We huddled together, wondering if 
snakes were in there with us, sleepy, and trying not to be afraid. 
When the wind would die down, Dad would peek out & if it 
were safe, we would dash madly back into the house and back to 
bed. Mama & Dad would usually check things as much as 
possible to see if barns or our buildings were still standing. One 
time in the afternoon, we felt a complete stillness in the air, Dad 
and the boys came in from the fields when it started getting 
darker & darker as the storm clouds got heavier. They had 
barely time to unharness the horses and secure them & get to the 
house – we didn’t have time to get to the cellar when the storm 
hit. Dad & Henry held the kitchen door closed and John & Tom 
were holding the dining room door – all south exposure doors. 
Mama was going from room to room saying “Where’s Baby? 
Where’s Baby?” I was holding her hand saying “Here I am 
Mama, here I am.” The tornado ripped off about half the roof of 
the house and picked off the roof of the boy’s sleeping house & 
left it upside down in the orchard. It flattened the sides of the 
garage built onto the sleeping house – but not a scratch on the 
car. Fortunately, no one was hurt. Tornados can really do weird 
things. 

I think Dad would have had the house remodeled & made 
more modern & at least more desirable when they reroofed it. 
They did get some insurance money to rebuild. But I think 
Mama held back for only the bare necessities. The boys bunk 
house was improved though, and a better garage and barn were 
built. Mama favored the boys in the family and as long as they 
had their clothes cared for and food on the table, that was most 
important. Whether the girls had a nice place to entertain friends 
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or have dates etc. was of little concern to her. Yet she was 
anxious for us to marry & get away from home – although she 
never discussed dating or sex (that was a no – no). If she 
referred to sex at all, it was usually in a disgraceful tone. It was 
never considered as a natural feeling to adolescents. 

All of us graduated from the eighth grade at See Chapel. I 
think Elva was “boarded with someone in Bradley her first year 
in High School. When Henry was in the eighth grade – the 
teacher thought Pauline was capable of passing the 8th grade 
exams, which she did, so she graduated with Henry. Then Elva, 
Henry & Pauline went in a buggy to High School at Bradley for 
two years. The next year they transferred to Lindsay where Elva 
graduated; then Pauline & Henry continued until they graduated. 
Elva went to Edmond State Teacher College & got a certificate 
to teach the first year after she graduated from High School. She 
was hired at See Chapel, I imagine through the influence of 
Mama who was on the school board at that time, though she 
resigned when they hired Elva. That was my first year in school, 
so Elva was my first teacher. A young man from Lindsay was 
teacher of the “upper grades” – 5th, 6th, 7th & 8th, while Elva had 
the 1st, 2nd, 3rd & 4th. They became quite close friends & I think 
Elva really fell in love with him [and was really her only love]. 
Mama was very strict with Elva though, and seemed to 
discourage any dating or even friendliness with any boys she 
liked, especially Clyde Ross (that was the other teacher). Maybe 
they were afraid of gossip in the school & community if they 
showed any feeling for each other. Whatever the reason, Elva 
was disappointed in love. I’m sure she continued to go to school 
every summer at Edmond & teaching in the winter until Pauline 
graduated from High School & went to Edmond also where she 
& Elva roomed together (Elva paying for most of the expense 
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out of her meager salary) until Pauline receive her certificate to 
teach. They usually taught in the same schools until Pauline was 
married. Then Elva went alone again for years until she finally 
began teaching at Hayden, Arizona where salaries were much 
better than Oklahoma or Texas where she had taught. She was 
quite a pioneer in her field, going every summer to summer 
school and teaching each winter. She finally met & married 
Herbert Orr while she was teaching at Hayden after she got me 
off her hands. 

Pauline always seemed to date more boys and Mama & 
Dad never seemed to complain much about her choice of boy 
friend except Herbert Flow. Mama especially never cared for 
him and I think she thought Pauline was worthy of someone 
much more sensible & intelligent. Elva never liked Herbert 
either, and I’m sure for the same reason Mama felt. I was too 
young at the time to know what was happening to the older ones. 
At any rate I guess “love” has a way of hitting certain people 
and Pauline undoubtedly wanted to marry and have her own 
home. Poor dear, such homes she endured during her marriage 
& three children, Pat, Mary & Judy – and some miscarriages, 
which were well she had, I’m sure. Her living conditions were 
not improved by her marriage until she finally decided to go 
back to teaching after Judy was born. Herbert was a rough & 
domineering oil field worker, and though he talked “Big”, he 
was mostly “Blow”, and very uneducated. When Pauline 
decided to raise Judy as she wished her to be raised, she went 
back to school and got her degree & a job in Oklahoma City – 
bought a lovely home in Oklahoma City and taught until she 
was so racked with cancer she had to give it up. Judy was given 
every advantage the other two girls missed. She married well 
though; she worked to help her husband Dale Duncan finish law 
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school. They are well established in Colorado Springs now 
however & have two lovely daughters whom they are giving 
advantage a girl could wish for. 

Pauline & Herbert’s oldest daughter Pat had an 
unsuccessful first marriage but after she divorced & started 
teaching Home Economics she regained her confidence. She 
married a Chief of Police in Alamosa, Colorado, continued 
teaching, after she had Cindy, their daughter, and has a full 
enjoyable life with her now retired husband & family. She will 
retire from teaching soon. 

Poor Mary Lee, Pauline’s 2nd daughter, has had a traumatic 
life in a way. Married & had 4 children one after the other – 
divorced after the fourth, a girl. Pauline & Herbert raised the 
two oldest boys and Mary gave the third boy to a couple in 
Texas who could give him a better way of life than she could. 
He was sickly, asthmatic, I believe, and the couple could have 
no children & wanted him. I hope all has turned out well for 
both. Mary kept the little girl, though she married several times 
in the meantime. The girl, Polly is now married & Pauline got to 
see her great-granddaughter before she died. 

Henry never cared for school very much & though Mama 
and Dad enrolled him at Stillwater, Oklahoma, an agricultural 
college, Henry lasted about 6 weeks then came home to the 
welcome arms of Mama & Dad. He “share cropped” with them 
as long as they were on the farm and until he married rather late 
in life after sowing his “wild oats.” Looking back, I guess he 
gave Mama & Dad more pleasure, as well as grief, than any of 
us children. He loved to drink & gamble & nearly every 
weekend he spent in Lindsay or Chickasha or some place doing 
both. But like the “Prodigal son” he was always welcomed back 
home when he turned up bleary eyed and hung over. He married 
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Wanda Dew and had three children, Bill, Judy and Don Allen. 
Wanda had a terrible time when Don was born, developed 
uremic poisoning & died shortly afterward. Don had a difficult 
time also, the soft spot in his head did not close & had to have 
some kind of operation, I think. (I was away from home & 
married, so didn’t keep close contact at that time.) Henry never 
remarried & when he died, he was buried beside Wanda in the 
family plot at Wynnewood. Judy married Charles Monroe & had 
a lovely home in Edmond. Neither of the boys has married so far 
as I know. Don was very talented in music & drawing.  I don’t 
know anything about Bill. 

Lois & John rode ponies to High School in Lindsay. I don’t 
know how poor Lois survived some of the hardships she 
endured. Mama never seemed to get along with her – why I 
don’t know. She used to tell her she was just like Melvina, 
Mama’s youngest sister whom she never approved of. Lois had 
to catch & saddle her pony, ride 5 ½ miles early in the morning 
– go to classes, resaddle her pony in the evening & come home 
to do chores & study by lamp light (which we all did) for school 
the next day.  She was really not very strong, weak back and 
tonsillitis nearly every winter. She was a beautiful young girl, 
with curls that hung to her shoulders - the only one of us girls to 
have naturally curly hair. She managed to get through High 
School & with Elva’s help on to college to get a teaching 
certificate & taught for several years. During the recovery of the 
depression she answered an application I had made for a job as a 
training home demonstrating agent. (I was in Arizona at the time 
with Elva.) She worked at that job until she met Phil Rodgers 
who was also doing government work in Rehabilitation work 
until he went in the Army. Both their jobs were more or less 
created by government to relieve the depression of so many out 
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of work. They were married & had one daughter, Martha. They 
moved around a great deal during the War & Lois and Marty 
lived with Mama & Dad after they sold the farm & moved to 
Lindsay. 

John graduated from Lindsay High School and went to 
Edmond State Teachers College. He taught at Pikes Peak, a 
county school in the next district to See Chapel. He stayed with 
the folks & rode a horse his year of teaching there. He & Lois 
Maurine Griffin were married when John was 22 & he taught 
near Edmond until he joined Lois’ father in the insurance & real 
estate business. They had Bob and Jan & a twin sister. Jan and 
her twin were premature & the little twin did not survive. 

Tom was in the 8th grade when I entered the upper grades 
5th. We went through the grades together. Tom loved to play 
basketball even in the grades. We had some contests with the 
other country schools & Tom was always good & on the team. 
He stayed with the Hazels during his Freshman, Sophomore, & 
Junior years in High School & was on the basketball team for 
Lindsay High. During his Senior year, he & I drove to school in 
the old Chevy we had by then. We had a special closeness that I 
guess most of the brothers & sisters felt for Tom. He was such a 
sweet tempered dependable person. Many times he would go to 
town with Henry for an afternoon outing on Saturday & Henry 
would promise to bring him home. About sundown Mama & 
Dad would begin to worry whether they were coming home to 
help with the chores, etc. Sure enough, Tom would come 
through the pasture driving the milk cows after walking all the 
distance from town, and help with all the chores. Henry had 
gotten into a poker game or some such activity & could care less 
if Tom got home or not. Tom was really rather frail too. I guess 
by the time Mama had so many children she couldn’t provide 
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much of the nutrients we needed to build bones & good health. I 
don’t see how she survived either. Tom had pneumonia one year 
& was extremely ill, delirious before they even realized he was 
sick. He was the Brain in the family and made straight “A”s all 
through High School. He excelled in all subjects but especially 
in science and chemistry & math. We used to talk of his 
studying to be a doctor and I was going to nursing school to 
work with him. When he entered college his one year, he was so 
outstanding in science that his professors took him on a field trip 
with them. It must have been on that trip that he drank some 
contaminated water. When he came home that summer, he 
developed typhoid fever. Mama tried to nurse him with the help 
of all of us and a doctor from Lindsay prescribed medicine for 
him. Tom kept getting weaker and would say “This is not the 
right medicine” but who could dispute what the doctor ordered. 
The doctor also said he could eat anything too, and even Mama 
almost knew that he shouldn’t. He loved cooked tomatoes but I 
feel sure he should not have had them unless they were strained. 
He died on August 5 after his intestines burst & he bled to death. 
Mama said “God’s will be done”, and my world caved in. He 
was 19 years old. He was John’s best man at John & Lois’ 
wedding (the only member of our family to present at another 
one’s wedding (P.S. Lois was at Elva’s I think). 

The old school house at See Chapel burned during the 
summer of my 5th grade year. A new more modern school was 
built – no inside plumbing however. We had a man and wife 
teachers – she was my music teacher I spoke of earlier. They 
promoted 4-H Club work in the school also, and we entered 
several exhibits in the county fair held in Chickasha. 

I had several little girl friends & we would visit with each 
other sometimes sleeping overnight at each other’s house. One 
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Sunday I went home with one of my little friends after Sunday 
School and I knew I had to get home before dark, however. She 
lived about 3 miles from us. I had on some new shoes and by the 
time I walked those 3 miles, my poor heels & toes too were a 
mass of blisters. I took off my shoes when I got home & held 
my feet up in the air & told Mama they looked like little 
chickens with the diarrhea. 

There were two old men in the community that I was afraid 
of. I don’t think they ever harmed anyone really, but I just had a 
natural fear of them. One lived near where our mail boxes where 
for rural delivery about ½ mile from our house. I always dreaded 
having to go for the mail that the old man might be setting on his 
porch and try to get me to come talk to him. The other old 
fellow was a bit crazy, I think, and most in the community knew 
he was. However, he kept to himself, or his family kept him 
away from people. We really never had a fear of walking 
through the woods or farm roads alone in those days. I guess 
there was child molestation then, but maybe we were protected 
more than I realized at the time, or maybe I was just lucky. 

One time on Halloween, Mama was with Dad & the boys 
tending the animals at the barn, and Elva & Pauline were fixing 
supper. The only kerosene lamp that was lighted was in the 
kitchen. Elva or Pauline asked me to go in the dining room 
(which was dark) and get a spoon they needed. I was never 
afraid of the dark, so I ran in to do them the favor. Just as I got 
the spoon, a big white apparition jumped out and yelled “Boo” 
at me. Instead of running, I grabbed it around the middle & 
started screaming. Elva & Pauline ran in to rescue me. Lois 
started pulling sheets off herself, saying “It’s Lois, it’s Lois”. 
Mama & Dad heard my screaming & came running from the 
barn. I guess the joke on me backfired so much all were more 
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frightened over me than I was of the “Ghost”; I have never 
really felt secure in the dark since however, so guess childhood 
pranks do affect one for life. For a long time after that I was 
afraid to go to sleep at night unless there was a lamp burning. 

I was too young to know much about the “Roaring 
Twenties” as that era is now called. I do remember the styles of 
the Flapper dresses, beads, claque hats, short hair for girls 
(though mine was always short – straight & buster brown cut). 
The boys (some of them) wore zute suits – baggy pants – narrow 
at the ankles two-tones shoes, panama hats. I don’t remember 
that my brothers dressed in quite that fashion. They were more 
conservative – but John was more up on fashion dress as he 
went to college than Henry. Everyone (except the farmers & that 
was us) seemed to make a lot of money. Stock market soared & 
because I knew nothing about stock market – the only stock we 
had was livestock. World War I was over and men were coming 
home from the Army. It was during prohibition but the wealthy 
paid for & got their whiskey & gin. Some made gin in the 
bathtubs. This was news in the paper (which we got once a week 
from our Lindsay News). It had small effect on us, as we never 
had enough money to spend that way. Then the crash of the 
stock market in 1929 changed the world. People who were 
wealthy were all of a sudden poor people like millions of the rest 
of us. A few jumped out of windows or committed suicide other 
wise when they lost all they had. Jobs were lost overnight by the 
thousands – Men & families stood in bread lines in the big cities 
for handouts from the Salvation Army & Red Cross. It was 
indeed the Big Depression Era of our country. We on our old 
hillside farm didn’t feel it to the extent of starvation. Our life 
went on as it always had – season to season, raising our own 
foodstuff & getting by on as little money as we made. Dad & 
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Mama would sell some of their Royalty rights to the oil to a 
banker or someone who would be interested in such, to plant 
another crop or send another child a year to college. Teachers 
salaries were from $35.00 a month in rural districts like See 
Chapel  to $75.00 or $80.00 in some of the towns. No wonder 
Elva went to Arizona where a salary of $125.00 was considered 
so high. She and Pauline & John & Lois taught for several years 
for such meager salaries, but were really glad to have a job. 
Living costs were low also, though, so that helped. John 
couldn’t support Lois M. according to the way she wanted to 
live on his teacher’s salary so he went into Insurance & Real 
Estate Business with his father-in-law. 

By the time I graduated from High School, 1931, we were 
in the midst of the Depression. In 1932 Franklin D. Roosevelt 
was elected President. He truly tried to work out some forms of 
relief for the needy & poor. Welfare, Social Security, Civil 
Service Conservation Programs & Rehabilitation programs were 
set up. They provided many government jobs for lots of people – 
though, they caused many to believe the government would 
always take care of them & they became content to accept 
welfare. Most of the more industrious who accepted those jobs 
in CCC camps, etc. went to better job when they became 
available. Even the government went broke & had to close the 
banks for a few days. Many people lost money in their accounts. 

I have mentioned elsewhere in these ramblings how we 
were influenced by some of these programs and how our lives 
were changed by being at a certain place at a certain time. 

 
I thought a very brief bit of history (I know it seems ancient 

to you) at this point might make it a bit more understandable  
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how my life was directed in the course it took – be it good or 
bad – or a bit of both – at that time it was survival. 

 
When I entered high school at Lindsay, Tom and I drove in 

the car my first year and his last. Mama wanted me to continue 
my music lessons. I became discouraged though when my 
teacher gave me table exercises more than music trying to 
strengthen and raise my 3rd knuckle. It's inherited from dad and 
no exercise would change it. Finally I told Mama it was a waste 
of money. This same teacher was the Glee Club teacher in high 
school. Tom & I both join the Glee Club and I was chosen to 
sing with the girls quartet my freshman year. The other 3 were 
seniors and lived in Lindsay. I felt quite honored to be one of 
them. We won several trophies for Lindsay at State and County 
intramural contests. I made good grades & studied hard that 
freshman year. Tom was an incentive to me too. 

My sophomore year was still a good year. I still made good 
grades. The folks had to board me with the Vandivers who had 
formerly lived at See Chapel. Their older children were close 
friends with the older ones in our family, Elva & Ruby 
particularly and John and Bill. Lona Ruth was a few months 
younger than I, and was rather short and chubby while I was tall 
and skinny. She was a smart girl & had many advantages by 
living in town and I am sure I was envious of her as I think she 
was somewhat of me. (It was while I was staying with the 
Vandivers that my menstrual periods finally started. I think 
mama worried if I would ever menstruate because of the trouble 
I had at birth.  I was always so thin and not very strong and had 
tonsillitis a lot.)   

She seemed to enjoy downgrading me in referring to my 
living in the “sticks”. (How cruel teenagers can be!) She had 



 29 

some music lessons she played with a “Bang”. I tried to practice 
on their piano, but she was so much better than I, that is another 
reason I insisted giving it up. I was not very happy with them & 
finally moved in with another girl from See Chapel who was 
doing her own light housekeeping. I was too innocent at the time 
to realize she had had an abortion, though I knew she had dated 
one of the local country boys and had been sent away for half 
year out of the school. She dated an older man when we were 
rooming together, a hardware merchant, who lavished beautiful 
gifts on her. She quit school before the year was over and finally 
married the man.  

I was chosen Class Queen (a little popularity contest in 
school) for the sophomore year. I had to borrow long dress to 
wear at the pageant (we couldn't afford one and the folks really 
didn't or weren't too interested in that kind of school activity). 
After the pageant the Glee Club held a “Negro Minstrel”. We 
were blackened with stove black & sang songs “Minstrel” style. 
I sang a solo “Painting the Clouds with Sunshine” though my 
moment of glamour didn't last long as I had to change from my 
borrowed evening dress to patched “Hobo” costume in time for 
the Minstrel show. 

I finished the year staying alone in the little attic room 
doing my light housekeeping. Needless to say I didn't do much 
cooking though the folks gave me permission to charge 
groceries and even write checks if necessary. This was the year 
John and Lois M were married.  

The summer following this is when Tom developed typhoid 
and died. My world was turned upside down. My junior year 
was hectic. I became very flippant and sarcastic. A bit boy crazy 
too, I guess, though I didn't date anyone in particular. I was still 
in the club work and on the quartet during all these years at 
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Lindsay. I boarded with another Vandiver family the brother and 
sister of the former - but I had a room of my own. Regardless of 
the advantage of privacy my grades dropped and I didn't seem to 
care. The Principal called me into his office and reprimanded me 
about my low grades, and what a high school standard Tom set, 
etc. and I couldn't take that so I exploded back at him. “No one 
could equal my brother's grades or halfway come up to 
standards because he was so perfect in everything.”  

That year the methods of teaching change too. They tried a 
Platoon system which put each student on his own to work as 
many lessons as fast as they could or desired. I wasn't very 
ambitious that year so I almost flunked out. It was not a good 
year.  

That summer all decided I should go to summer school at 
Edmond College. Lois M and John were living there, so Elva, 
Lois and I stayed with them, slept on the middle screened in 
porch and did all that housework and laundry and most of the 
cleaning up after meals. Lois M did some of the cooking. I made 
good grades and even help Lois E with her English course & 
music class. I began to settle down again.  

The next fall mom and dad decided it would be best for me 
to stay with Pauline in Chickasha & finish school there. I guess I 
needed the family influence to keep me settled and adjusted. I 
didn't get in with many of the school activities. It was a much 
larger class (about 150) than I had been used to. I didn't take any 
Glee Club or music work at all. I met and dated rather steadily, a 
boy who worked in a hardware store. Lois E was teaching near 
there and she dated a man who worked on in that store. That was 
how I met Ray. He was cute as a bug – tall, skinny, blond, and 
curly hair. I was really rather crazy about him. I went to a few 
football games when they were played at the home field. But 
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that was about the extent of my activity curriculum. In the spring 
I contracted yellow jaundice - I missed 6 weeks of school 
recuperating but managed to make up my lost lessons and 
graduated with my class. I remember I took a class in journalism, 
law and home Ec but I can't remember the other ones. I received 
good grades that year. Pauline moved to Oklahoma City a month 
before school was out, so I was boarded again with a next door 
neighbor. They were contractors (the man and his brother.) One 
time they were building a round lily pond or fish pool and were 
discussing how to know the distance around it for how much 
cement to buy. I told them the formula of 1/2 the diameter times 
pi (3.1416) and they couldn't believe how smart I was. They had 
never heard of Pi. 

My favorite subject in high school was home Ec (especially 
the sewing part.) I took three years of it and was always top in 
class. Mama had taught me to sew when I was in the 6th & 7th 
grades. I learned to cut my own pattern from newspaper and was 
making clothes for Elva & Pauline as well as for myself before I 
entered high school. I had basic paper patterns & made 
variations to it from pictures I found in magazines or catalogues. 
I made my clothes mostly from “hand-me-downs” from Elva 
and Lois who were teaching and bought me clothes. It was a 
treat for me to go get new material especially bought for a dress. 
After graduation, Mom and Dad took me back home - I hated to 
leave Chickasha.  

That following summer (1931) I again stayed with and 
worked for John & Lois M and went to college. I don't 
remember if Lois & Elva stayed with him that summer or not. I 
think that fall, Lois E decided to go to school or maybe she 
wasn't able to renew her teacher’s contract and decided to go on 
with her education. Anyway, with Elva’s help to me and some to 
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Lois, we roomed together with the Rice family and did our own 
cooking & went the whole year to college. That was the only 
full year I ever had in college. It was always 9 week summer 
school and a semester whenever I could get money enough or 
Elva could help me. We always kept a record of how much she 
sent me so I could repay her when I could get a job - that was a 
loan I could not have received an education without.  

Next summer I again tried to work for John & Lois M but 
they had another girl they had gotten during the winter working 
there also, and I felt I was rather an extra, so when Lois M 
complained to John we were not cleaning properly I found a job 
with another family whose daughter was my friend, and I 
finished the summer term working for them. It wasn't easy, 
cleaning and dusting & part of cooking and doing dishes always, 
and keeping up my schoolwork too.  

It was during the winter that Lois & I stayed with the Rices 
that I met and dated Jack Beiland. He worked in a Piggly 
Wiggly grocery store at Edmund. He had his own car and we 
double dated with another boy who worked the same store and 
his girlfriend. I was 19 by then, and thought I was in love. We 
had some very enjoyable times together. I learned that he was 
epileptic, but he was so nice to me, it did not affect my feelings 
for him. I kept on dating him some during the summer not as 
much however. After summer school I went back to the farm. 
He came to see me once and I think our living conditions rather 
discouraged him. We wrote to each other some during the winter. 
I had to stay home - there was no money to go to school and I 
couldn't get a job. Mama and I made 19 quilts that fall and guess 
Mama told me more about her younger days during that time 
than she had talked to any of the kids. That was the year also 
that our house caught fire. Mama told of that in her journal that 
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Marty compiled. Mom and I were so excited trying to save some 
of our clothes and quilts etc.  We carried a big trunk stacked 
with quilts on top of it out of the house and far enough away for 
safety. Henry and dad were working at the cow barn when we 
yelled at them. 

Mama ran to the telephone & just rang & rang & rang no 
particular ring and told whoever answered our house was on fire. 
We dipped quilts & blankets in water from the windmill tank 
and handed them to Henry who was on the roof. He wrapped 
them around the chimney where the fire started & on the 
shingled part and soon it was smothered out with only a small 
amount of damage to the roof. Afterwards Dad and Henry 
carried things back to the house. They had to unload the quilts 
from the trunk that Mama and I so easily had carried out. How 
that adrenaline does react when one is excited.  

I applied for several government jobs that Fall. It was 
during the depression and President Roosevelt (FDR) was 
initiating several ways to help the thousands of people out of 
work. One of the jobs I applied for was a rehabilitating training 
course to teach people to conserve and use their resources to 
help themselves such as canning fruits & food supplies and 
sewing etc. I never received an answer for several months in fact 
until after Christmas. Lois E. was not able to find a teaching job 
that fall either, so she had gone to Hayden, Arizona with Elva to 
keep house for her - but mainly because Elva was just trying to 
help us. After Christmas Lois came home and Elva sent for me.  
I went on the bus - traveled night and day to Phoenix. Elva & 
Mr. Follet (the janitor in her school) drove her to meet me. I 
stayed with her until Easter. I was still writing to Jack Beiland 
and though we hadn't dated much after I left Edmond we still 
were planning to marry. He sent me a diamond ring while I was 
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with Elva. He had been transferred from Edmond to Guthrie to 
manage a Piggly Wiggly store. That was one reason why I 
wanted to go back at Easter. I went to Guthrie on my way home 
got there in the evening and surprised Jack. The surprise 
backfired however, as he had a date with someone - so I went 
back to Edmond and John took me back home in the next day or 
so I believe. I was somewhat dejected, but realized that “absence 
makes the heart grow fonder for someone else”. I think I was 
really looking for an escape to get away from home and couldn't 
find a job, so was willing to marry but didn't have the expertise 
to pin down a certain date. Things drifted - no formal break up 
yet. In fact Jack's folks came out to farm and got me and took 
me to stay with his sister, Jack and his brother in Guthrie for a 
week. Doll (Jacks’ sister) was being married that weekend and I 
was invited to the wedding which was held in their home. No 
guests as was a second marriage for Doll. That summer we 
really broke up and I gave Jack his ring back in fact he asked for 
it and I’m sure he had 2nd thoughts and we were both pretty 
immature.  

Meantime an answer to my application for the government 
job came while I was in Arizona and Lois answered it and got 
the job. They might not have taken me anyway due to my age, 
she being 5 years older and had experienced in teaching was 
probably men for it. It was through that job that she met Phil 
Rogers. Such is fate.  

I tried to work at several different jobs. Lona Ruth 
Vendeville was in school at Ada. (She taught at See Chapel a 
year before and received $35 a month.) She & her boyfriend 
came to the farm and got me to go to Ada with them to try that 
try to find a job. I waited on tables in a restaurant for 3 days, so 
naïve; I was the brunt of several jokes by the other help working 
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there. The owner’s adopted son (of some foreign extraction) 
asked me to go to the movie which I did. But I guess he thought 
I was “easy pickings” for more than a movie - so I decided 
waiting tables at that restaurant was not for me.  

I moved in with a couple of other girls to light 
housekeeping in a little apartment, one was a farmer friend from 
Lindsay. I then got a job as a clerk in a Kress store. I worked a 
couple of weeks but they pay with so little I couldn't keep up my 
share of expenses on the apartment. I went back to the farm and 
again to summer school at Edmond. Elva went also and we 
rented a little apartment and she loaned me the money to go that 
summer. We kept account of what she loaned me. I still could 
find no work however. That fall I answered another government 
job for a nursery school teacher at Alex, Oklahoma. I got it & 
taught 9 weeks I believe. Elva thought if I got my certificate to 
teach in Arizona I would have a better chance. So she came to 
my rescue again and offered to send me to school in Tempe, 
Arizona. I got the wrong advice from one of the enrolling 
counselors and instead of taking the course in the constitution of 
Arizona and the US which is a requirement for a teaching 
teachers certificate they convinced me I had to have practice 
teaching course first which I enrolled in. I taught a problem 3rd 
grade the first half of the semester & was so good with them my 
teacher turned me loose with them. The kids loved me. The 2nd 
half though I had to teach kindergarten, and was not as good 
with them. I just got a C grade from my supervisor from that. 
Could be my interest was not as keen also, as I started dating a 
boy who was pretty popular with other girls on campus.  

The lifestyle in Arizona was so different from what I had 
been used to in Oklahoma. Oklahoma still have prohibition, and 
I couldn't get over the openness of women smoking and drinking 
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at bars and cocktail parties etc. which were common 
entertainment at Hayden when I went there the first time Elva 
sent for me. I was not overly impressed with Hayden, or Arizona, 
even on that first trip. Even the mountains seemed to close in on 
me giving me a feeling of claustrophobia. Too, I felt I had left 
my heart in Oklahoma with Jack Bieland. (Little did I know 
then). After our break-up and the struggle I went through trying 
to find a job, anything to get away from that farm. I was 
extremely vulnerable to the change of lifestyle I found when I 
went to Tempe State Teacher’s College (it was called then). I 
was a willing student to be indoctrinated into a new kind of life.  

I didn't take up smoking then, but I did learn something 
about drinking - not in excess - I have my interest in school and 
getting my certificate uppermost in mind. I was sorry later about 
the mix-up in classes, but since I was going to have to be a 
teacher I somewhat against my will and desires I guess it was 
lucky that I got that experience. I did learn that I seem attracted 
to children and that they seem to love me.  

During that semester (it was Spring semester) I had 
halfway hopes of getting into the field of entertainment. I even 
applied for tryouts with a couple of bands as a singer. I guess I 
was attractive enough for them to give me a tryout. One was in 
Phoenix & one at a club in Tempe. I sang blues songs with them, 
but then got chicken hearted and didn't follow-up on an 
interview. I just felt I didn't have the background for it.  

I got a job on Saturday at one of the stores in Phoenix, in 
the dress department. It wasn't for very long - but gave me a 
little spending money.  

At the end of the semester, though, Elva and I went back to 
Oklahoma for the summer. As I've stated before - it was with 
more anticipation when I went back to Hayden the second time. 



 37 

I was ready, at 22, to flex my wings at something new. Even the 
mountains looked good to me. Elva was disgusted with me when 
she learned I hadn't taken the Constitution course. So I enrolled 
in a correspondence course in it during the summer and passed 
the exam and received my certificate to teach in Arizona.  

That fall I again went back to Hayden with Elva and 
applied for substitute teaching. The 4th grade teacher in Elva’s 
building was sick most of the term, so I took her place - but only 
on substitute pay. At least I was able to help with some of the 
expenses on my own. There were no vacancies for a permanent 
job at Hayden for the next year though. However a friend of 
Elva’s was teaching at a little one room country school about 15 
miles from Hayden. She wanted to take a leave of absence for a 
year, and was influential in getting me to take her place. I signed 
the contract for my first real teaching job.  

During that year 1935-36 I dated Jim Morris a few times 
when he was home from the U of A on weekends. We played 
bridge with his sister and her boyfriend a little. I went to a few 
dances with some of the teachers (girls). There was a policy of 
the school board that they not hire married women to teach. 
Guess it was set when Hayden was a young mining town and 
they wanted to attract young women to meet some of the miners 
or smelter workers of the mine. Most of the women teachers 
either married & quit teaching or dated someone for years & 
kept putting off marriage because of the depression that was 
hitting the country. Jobs were really hard to find for both men 
and women. By the time I went to Hayden, the company 
(Kennicott) had had to lay off a lot of workers - so it was not the 
boom town it had been previously. However, it promised more 
hope for someone like me than Oklahoma, so I was glad to even 
have a substitute job.  
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I was still looking for an escape though. I felt I was being 
tied more & more to Elva, and she was not having a life of her 
own.  I felt she thought too much responsibility for me was 
being placed on her - which it was. I know she had dreams of a 
church wedding for me after I had worked a few years & could 
appreciate the experience of freedom and repaying her what I 
had borrowed etc. If I had taken her advice, my life probably 
would have been a different story entirely.  

At least I was so happy to have signed a contract and the 
security of knowing I had a job for a year. She was even going 
to let me borrow her car to drive the 10 miles out of the little 
school at Branaman. Naturally I would pay for the upkeep.  

 
Then fate intervened. 


