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                                 PREFACE                         
                       
Jess, Ben, I want to be clear, this is your book. It wasn’t

designed for a wide audience. If others read it, that’s OK, but it’s
for you. It is not a masterpiece and it wasn’t meant to be. It’s just
that I promised you a long time ago that I would write our life
story. This is it. 

You will wonder where I got the title. It’s different, I know.
Actually, the first title was “Shadow Rock.” You see, from my
earliest memories, I lived under the impression that God had a
special mission for me. Mom and dad reminded me often of the
circumstances surrounding my birth. (I’ll tell you more about that
later.) They truly believed that God would use me in a special
way. So I grew up with the idea that I was living in the Shadow
of the Rock. When I started this book then, it seemed logical to
call it “Shadow Rock.”

Furthermore, I wanted you to know that you could live in
His shadow–the shadow of El Shaddai--the Almighty God. You
can live in His shadow, you know, on the brightest day or the
darkest night. You can live there when storm clouds threaten and
fear grips your heart. If you don’t get anything else out of this
book, I want you to learn that.

As I continued to think and write about our story, one thing
became obvious: Our lives are almost history. We may live a lot
longer and we pray that we will. We want to stay around to see
you guys enjoy life in the Shadow of the Rock. But one never
knows.   

The more I thought about it, the more “Our Lives are
History,” seemed like a better title. As I continued writing, the
title became more refined. It’s clear to me that when we live,
where we live, and the times in which we live, are really
ordained by God. I felt I had to include that idea in the title. For
that reason, “Our Times are His’tory,”came about. Our story is
really His story lived out in our lives. 

My plan is to weave that thread throughout the book–on
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every page. If you make that truth your guiding light, then as
David declared, God’s word will be a light unto your path. Peace,
joy, and fulfillment will follow you all the days of your life. And,
you will “live in the house of the Lord forever.”

“If we have hope in this life only,” Paul wrote, “we are of all
men most miserable.” Jess, Ben, we have a hope that is more
than the product of our imagination. It’s real.

My prayer is that God will become more real as you follow
His thread through “Our Times are His’tory.” 

Papa Jackie
Nixa, Missouri
December 2009                               
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                                 Chapter One 

                     Papa Jackie’s Story

                                   Ancestors
                                  Scott Family

The Psalmist wrote, “All stages of my life were spread out
before Him even before I had lived one day.”There are many
individuals mentioned in Scripture who were, by God’s choice,
born into specific families. It’s not hard for me to believe that He
makes those kind of choices.

God has first-hand knowledge of family trees. He can trace
each one back to Adam and Eve. He knows what each of them is
like and what kind of influence they will have on a child.

I am not prepared to state that He places all children in
homes of His choosing, even though that may be true. I am,
however, going out on a limb and say, He knowingly placed me
in the Scott family. It was not an accident.

That raises the question, “What did He know about the Scott
family that prompted Him to deliver me into their care?” I will
probably never know. But as I discover my roots, I am going to
keep that in mind. After all, Our Times Are His’tory too.

 
Like every family historian, I wanted to locate my family in

the old country and write the story of them coming to America.
I have been unable to do that. I will keep looking, but in the
meantime, I will have to be content with what I have found.
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Our family history begins in North Carolina, one of the
original thirteen colonies. It became the twelfth state in 1789, but
it developed very slowly. By the early 1800s, it was already
known as the “Rip Van Winkle State,” a reference to the story
about a man who went to sleep under a tree and didn’t wake up
for twenty years. 

It was really “backwoodsy” when your Great, Great, Great
Grandfather Robert Scott, was born about 1821.

We know nothing about his life in North Carolina. However,
we know something of the state. He was about ten years old
when the government forced the Cherokee Indians from their
lands. It was a real tragedy. Unfair. I hope we never find out the
Scotts were partners in that event. You can read about it in what
became known as the “Trail of Tears.” 

In the 1840's and 1850's, a lot of people left the state. Robert
and his family were among them. They migrated to Georgia, then
to Alabama. We will take up that story later.

For now, let’s take a side trip down my Dad’s memory lane.
 

                                   Hannah Folk

My Family Tree Maker genealogy software says we have no
direct relationship to Hannah Folk. I was disappointed when I
found that out. She was my only connection to the old country.

Even though there is not a direct link, there is a tie-in and  I
don’t want to lose it.

Hannah was married three times. Her first marriage was to
John Moore on February 10, 1853, in Harris County, Texas. They
had three children: Elizabeth (This is the Scott tie-in), Eleanor,
and John. John Sr. died sometime before 1868.

Their daughter, Elizabeth Moore, married William Robert
Scott, my grandfather, on October 20, 1883, in Falls County,
Texas.

We don’t know a lot about Hannah. Dad said she came from
Germany (Bavaria, a state in southeast Germany) when she was
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a child. I found her on the 1850 census under Hannah Foulke
(also spelled: Folk, Foak). She was eleven years old and living in
the home of Charles and Christian Smith in Harris County,
Texas. She had a brother, James, who was also born in Germany.
He was living in the home of Talcot and Clarissa Patching.  

One researcher suggested their parents may have died of a
yellow fever epidemic, shortly after arriving in Texas. That
would account for them being placed in the Smith and Patching
homes. I searched the Smith and Patching surnames, but could
find no other reference to the Folk children. 

James “Jim” was listed as one of the early pioneers in a
publication entitled, Power’s Chapel - Gleanings, Falls County,
Texas. He served in the Eighth Texas Calvary Company “A”
known as Terry’s Texas Rangers, during the Civil War.

That’s all we know about Hannah. Now, let’s see what we
know about her daughter, Elizabeth. 

                           Elizabeth Anna Moore

The story of  Elizabeth Anna Moore begins at her birth in
Harris County, Texas on July 2, 1854. We don’t know how long
her family lived there, but they were in Texas before the outbreak
of the Civil War.

Six-year-old Elizabeth was counted on the 1860 Falls
County Census with her family and four siblings. 

Her father was a farmer. The interesting thing about that is
the value he placed on his farm--$2,340--and the value of his
personal property--$1,540. By comparing an unskilled worker’s
wage today with the value of the farm it would be worth about
$410, 640. That was no small change.

Elizabeth was married twice, the first time to John Masters,
the second to William Robert Scott. 

She met John Masters in Falls County. They were married
on June 23, 1874 and had four children: Edward Monroe, Irrie
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Robert and Elizabeth Scott 

Ella Elmora, James Daniel, and R.B. 
Edward was born in Denton County (February 5, 1876), Irrie

in Limestone County (December 15, 1877), and James in
Grayson County (January 7, 1880). There is no telling where or
when R.B. was born. 

John Masters died on January 15, 1881, in Falls County. He
was only 36 years old. It would be interesting to know more
about this man who roamed all over Texas and died at a
relatively young age.

                         William Robert Scott 

The first record I have of your Great-Great-Grandpa William
Robert Scott, is from the 1860 Calhoun County, Alabama
Census. 

He was enumerated with his father, Robert Scott, his mother,
Nancy, and their children: Jesse, Elizabeth, William, Margaret,
and Sarah.
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Robert and Nancy were born in North Carolina, Robert
about 1821 and Nancy, E.A. about 1828. They didn’t marry,
however,  until about 1849 in Floyd County, Georgia.

Their children were born in Georgia with the exception of
Sarah. Sarah was born in Alabama in 1858, so the Scott family
moved there before that date.

We don’t know why they moved back to Georgia after about
four years, maybe sooner. Sarah was born there in 1862 and
Francis in 1865.

It is surprising that they moved during the Civil War years
(1861-1865). Georgia was devastated by the war, especially the
city of Rome, where the Scotts lived. Union Armies burned many
of the towns to the ground. Courthouses were a special target.

 The 1870 Census shows Robert, then 53 years old,  working
on a farm near Rome, Georgia, as was his son, William Robert,
your ancestor. Nancy was keeping house. Their children were
living at home and by this time there were two more daughters:
Nancy and Francis “Fannie.” 

Robert and Nancy returned to Cullman County,  Alabama
before the 1880 Census.  Great, Great, Grandpa William was no
longer living in the home.

The next time we hear about him, he is married to Lizzie
Freestone. Oral family history has it that she was an Indian. A
son, Robert Ervin, was born to them on November 25, 1879, in
Huntsville, Alabama.

His marriage to an Indian is interesting when you think about
the following story which my dad told. It is an incredible story--a
scene right out of an old western movie.

It seems Great Grandpa Scott’s redheaded sister and several
other women were captured by Indians while the men were
working in the fields. When the men returned and discovered the
women missing, they immediately formed a posse and began
tracking them. It took several hours, perhaps days, the way dad
told it, before they came upon them in the late evening. The
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Indians, dressed in pants and suspenders, were drinking and
making merry around a campfire. The women were tied securely
to nearby trees. Dad said each man took careful aim at an Indian
and on signal they fired at the same time. The Indian my grandad
shot, leaped forward into the campfire. They just left him there
to burn. The women were released unharmed.

Dad had a few stories that he told over and over again. One
of them was a fascinating story about his father, William Robert
Scott. 

One cold winter evening he was at a party in Alabama. For
some unknown reason, he got into an argument with another
man. One word led to another. Finally, the man pulled out a
derringer (a small revolver) and shot William in the chest. It
didn’t penetrate his heavy clothing, but before he could load and
fire again, Grandpa pulled out a knife and stabbed him.

The story doesn’t say whether he died immediately or not. I
suspect it was right away, because grandpa fled to Texas soon
afterward.

We don’t know what happened to Lizzie Freestone, but we
know she went to Falls County, Texas. Neither do we know what
happened to their son, Robert Ervin, I didn’t run across him again
until I found him on the 1910 Tarrant County, Texas Census.
Uncle Bob, as we know him, was sheriff there for many years.

                                        
                                          _

I have no idea when your Great, Great, Grandpa William
Scott went to Falls County, Texas. I know why he went, but not
what part of the county he lived in.

It was there that he met Elizabeth “Lizzy” Hannah Moore. I
found their marriage license: W.R. Scott and Mrs. Elizabeth
[Moore] Masters dated October 21, 1883, at the Falls County
Courthouse.
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I was in Falls County only a short time, not long enough to
do a thorough search of the records. For that reason, there is very
little to write about.

Census records are a very important source of genealogical
information, especially in identifying family groups and their
residence at specific times. If the census taker missed the family
or the records were destroyed, it is difficult to track them.

A major source of those records was destroyed in a fire at the
National Archives in 1921. It destroyed most of the 1890 Census
records. Only a few scraps were salvaged from a handful of
states. For that reason we must piece together information from
1880 to 1900 from other sources. 

We have no record of William and Elizabeth Scott in 1880
and the 1890 census records were destroyed, so we cannot place
events in their proper sequence or where they occurred. 

I am including the following stories at this point because
they may have occurred during this time period. And too, they
may have originated in Falls County, as it was cattle country and
Indians roamed that part of Texas.

Dad told me that Grandad often herded cattle from Texas to
Oklahoma and Kansas. He reportedly had a large open sore on
his cheek (it was probably cancer). On one of the cattle drives he
was hurting so bad that he made a poultice from raw beef and
placed it on the sore. Within days it was gone.

The Chisholm Trail stretched from southern Texas across the
Red River and on to the railhead of the Kansas Pacific Railway
in Abilene, Kansas. It was used to drive cattle overland from
ranches in Texas to Kansas where the cattle were sold and
shipped eastward.       

The Chisholm Trail and its feeder trails came through the
area where William Robert Scott lived. So the story of him on
cattle-drives is probably accurate.  
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William Robert Scott

At some point in time, Grandad and Grandma Scott, lived in
a log cabin. Like all cabins, it had a wooden door and windows.
The windows were usually left open for fresh air.  One day, while
Grandad was away, a black panther came prowling around the
cabin. As you can imagine, Grandma was scared. She ran to an
old chest where grandad kept his revolver. Grabbing the gun and
backing against the wall, she waited.

Apparently she was too scared to shut the window. The
panther jumped up into the open window. As soon as he did,
Grandma opened fire. Bam! Bam! Six times. The panther fell
against the side of the window. Grandma fled to another room
and hid. When Grandad came home he called for her. As she
cautiously walked into the living room, he pointed to the open
window. There, leaning against the window sill, was the
panther--dead as a doornail--with six shots in the chest. 

                                         
                                           _
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In the summer of 1900, William and Elizabeth were living
in Denton County, Texas. We don’t know when they arrived.

Denton County was on the northeast Texas frontier. Cattle
and horses roamed  the unfenced prairies. John S. Chisholm, who
became the most famous cattleman in the West, operated his first
ranch in Denton County.

Denton, like other communities on the frontier, was rather
simple. Most of the homes were log cabins with dirt floors. But
some were unpainted box houses with the cracks stripped.

But by 1881, when the railroad arrived, that era came to an
end. Building materials, household items, and farm machinery
were shipped in by rail and living conditions changed quickly.

We do not know the Scott family situation at that time. And
yet, the 1900 census record shows that William was a 45-year-old
farmer. He and Elizabeth had been married for 17 years and had
ten children, eight of whom were living in the home: Willis and
Willie, who were twins, Addie E., Jessie N.A., Joseph B.,
General H. (my father), and Carroll H. Also living in the home
was Edward M. Masters, son of Elizabeth by her first marriage.

I found no reason why William and Elizabeth left Texas nor
when. Be that as it may, they were in Hollis, Oklahoma before
April 1910.

Hollis wasn’t far from Denton, perhaps 220 miles. The trip
by train would have taken them a little more than a day. But a trip
by wagon, that’s a different story. On good days a wagon could
travel 15 to 20 miles. At that speed, it would have taken them
about 14 days.

The census tells us they were farmers. I found a Chattle
Mortgage (mortgage on property) showing William bought, “1
B/C; 1 cultivator; 1 harrow,” at the Spooner Hardware on 29
March, 1911, for $53.50.

The 1920 census was taken on January 23. William,
Elizabeth (Lizzy), and Carroll were still in Hollis. William was
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unemployed, possibly unable to work, considering he died on
January 31 at the age of 66. 

Elizabeth, age 75, was living in Hollis with her son, Carroll,
when the 1930 Census was taken.  She died January 26, 1935. 

That brings to a close the William Robert and Elizabeth
Hannah Scott family history as I know it. 

                                    
                                           _

                                Morrow Family

There is no need to include all my research on the Morrow
family. I’ll summarize it. If you want more information,  you can
refer to my Family Tree Maker program.

I was pleasantly surprised in 2004 when I met Melvin
Brewer on the Internet. He had just completed his book,
Descendants of James Madison Morrow. He had it on CD and
offered to sell me a copy. It was a good investment. You see, my
mother is a descendant of James Madison Morrow.

Mr. Brewer traced our ancestry back to William and Rutha
Morrow of North Carolina. William was born about 1789 and
died about 1859 in Polk County, Missouri. Rutha was born about
1794 and died about 1880 in Tarrant County, Texas. They were
the parents of eleven children. 

The reference to Polk County was very interesting because
Polk County joins Greene County on the north, a very short
distance from where we now live. 

Grandma Eva and I could hardly wait to visit Bolivar, the
county seat. We did not find his grave, but we found his probate
records. They were dated February 5, 1859, and confirmed the
year of his death. His wife, Rutha, and his heirs were also
recorded there. 

This was very important information because it gave us the
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name of his son, James Madison Morrow. He was living in
Douglas County, Missouri in 1859.

Furthermore, we  located tax records that prove William and
Rutha were residents of Polk County. Tax Books for 1841, 1844,
1848, and 1854 show  that William Morrow paid taxes for those
years. William then, would have been in Missouri as early as
1841.

In addition, at the Genealogy Society in Bolivar, we found
the 1861 Tax Assessors Book. It shows that Rutha Morrow
(widow) was assessed for “cash and notes $20, personal property
$60."

The Tax Assessor’s Book for 1865, reveals that the Public
Administrator paid taxes for the William Morrow Estate. He
owned 40 acres in one plot and 112 in another.

I was curious as to why the Morrows migrated to Missouri.
So I looked for significant dates on the Missouri and North
Carolina historical time lines to see if I could find a reason.
Nothing really jumped off the page.

The Louisiana Purchase (1803) and the Lewis and Clark
Expedition (1803-1806) opened up lands west of the Mississippi
River and thousands of people left their homes in the east to take
advantage of the cheap land. A lot of land remained to be settled
in the 1840's when our Morrow family came. Perhaps that is why
they made the long trip. 

The Morrow family began to disperse in the late ‘40s and
‘50s. Some of them remained in Polk County, while others
moved further south. 

James Madison Morrow and his family were found living in
Ozark County, Missouri on September 28, 1850.

Probate records of William Morrow indicated that James
was from Douglas County, but we found him in nearby Ozark
County. What appears to be an inconsistency may not be at all.
Between 1841and1857 most of present-day Douglas County was
attached to Ozark County. County boundaries changed again and
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Sarah Jane Johnson Morrow

again in early years.
James Madison Morrow married twice. His first marriage

was to Frances “Frankie” Hester on August 18, 1833 in Macon
County, North Carolina. She was born in 1814 in North Carolina,
but the date of her death is uncertain--1851-1856. Seven children
were born to this union.

His second marriage was to Sarah Jane Stepp about 1856 in
Missouri. She was born about 1835 in Indiana and died after
1900 in Clayton, Union County, New Mexico.
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My mother’s family line goes through James Madison
Morrow and Sarah Jane Stepp. They had nine children. The
oldest, Alexander L., was my mother’s father. He was born
January 10, 1857, in Douglas or Ozark County, Missouri.

James and Frances Morrow were on the move shortly after
the birth of Alexander. Brewer, in his book, states that they
moved to Jack County, Texas and lived there from 1857 to 1864.
They moved to Grayson County in late 1864 or early 1865.
Between 1867-1879 they were voting and paying taxes in DeWitt
County. 

We couldn’t find James Madison Morrow on the 1860 or
1870 Census. It could be he moved so much, the census taker
missed him. That is unfortunate because we do not have a record
of Alexander (our ancestor) in his home. We found the Morrow
family on the 1880 DeWitt County Census, but by that time
Alexander was married and had left home.

Brewer states that "family tradition says he is buried in
Luling, Caldwell County, Texas, but records have been searched
there for his burial, and no evidence has been found that he ever
lived in Caldwell County. However, at the time of his last
recorded land transaction in 1885, he was living in Guadalupe
County, and may have died there." 

                              Alexander Morrow        
 
Alexander was born in Douglas County, Missouri on January

10, 1857. He died April 19, 1908. He probably died in Hollis,
Oklahoma because that is where we find his widowed wife and
daughters in 1910. 

His first marriage was to Mary Nickelson on August 8, 1877,
in Travis County, Texas. Mary was born about 1858 in
Tennessee. They had one daughter, Sally, who was born about
1879. The family appeared on the 1880 DeWitt County Census.

Alexander’s second marriage was to S.J. Guttery (Sarah Jane
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Johnson) on March 4, 1884. It is recorded in Guadalupe County,
Texas Marriage Records 1884-1885.

Sarah Jane Johnson married twice. Her first marriage was to
Newton Guttery, about 1871, in Walker County, Alabama. My
mother descended from this marriage.

I don’t know where Alexander and Sarah Jane lived from the
time of their marriage in1884 until 1910.

Sarah Jane, however, was on the 1910 Harmon County,
Oklahoma Census, enumerated April 26. She was a widow, age
53,  head of household,  the mother of eleven children, seven of
them  living. She was farming with her three daughters on a
rented farm. The daughters were: Myrtle M., age 18, single;
Zelma, age 15, single, and Alma (my mother), age 13, single.

My mother, Alma, and her sister, Zelma, married brothers.
Both families migrated to New Mexico shortly after they were
married. My dad and mother went back to Texas, but  Zelma and
her husband, Joseph, remained in Clayton, New Mexico. They
raised their family there.

                                    My Family:
                                  The Dug Out
                                    1914-1918
     
 My dad was an oil well driller in his younger years. And as

might be expected, oil field workers move often. Like his father
before him, he was a wanderer. It might be better to call him an
adventurer. He was always looking for a challenge.

Dad was born April 13, 1895 in Handley, Tarrant County,
Texas. When he was about five years old, his family moved to
Denton County, a farming community no more than 50 miles
north of Handley. The 1900 Census shows that his dad rented a
farm near the town of Denton, a  city of 4,187 people.
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General Henry Scott, My Dad

This is probably my dad’s wedding picture, taken when he
was 18 years old. Notice the similarity in background of my
mom’s picture on page 25.
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C.A. Bridges, in his book, History of Denton, Texas, says
“the early 1900's were the heyday, the very peak of the horse and
buggy days,” even though two railroads came through town.

The next thing we hear about the Scotts (April 1910) is  that
they were living in Hollis, Harmon County, Oklahoma. That is
where he met my mother.

You can readily see they didn’t leave a clear trail. The same
is true about them in Hollis. Dad and Mom moved away shortly
after they married leaving very little information about the
families who remained. 

Mom was born in Lone Oak, Hunt County, Texas on January
11, 1897. She never talked much about her family and
unfortunately, I never asked her about them. Now that I am trying
to put our family history together, I can understand how
important it is to leave a family history.

Mom and Dad married August 6, 1913, in Hollis, Oklahoma.
Mom was just 16 years old, Dad was 18. Mom’s father had
already passed away. Her mother was trying to keep their farm
going with three daughters: Myrtle, Zelma, and Alma.

 But that is not the complete picture. Keep in mind that
Mom’s father, Alexander, died in 1908, leaving his wife and
three daughters. Myrtle, the oldest sister, married in 1910 and
Zelma married in 1911. Alma, my mother, didn’t marry until
1913. So Mom and her mother kept the farm going for at least
two years by themselves.   

It’s true we do not know how much “farming” they actually
did. It is clear, however, they lived on a farm. If they kept it up at
all, it was difficult. Farming was a severe test of their strength
and courage. I can’t imagine how hard it was for Sarah Jane and
her daughters.  
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Alma Morrow, My Mother

This picture was taken when she was 16 years old.. Notice
the ring on her finger. This picture was probably taken on her
wedding day. I have the simple wedding band she wore. 
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Shortly after they married, Mom and Dad went to Union
County, New Mexico. At that time, the government had a lot of
land open for homesteaders--people who would live on the land
and make improvements. It seemed like a great opportunity so
Dad applied for 320 acres. Under the Homestead Act, they had
to live on the land for three years and make improvements to get
title to it. 

He chose a site near Dead Man, a few miles east of Sierra
Grande Mountain where the Seneca Creek begins. The old
Cimarron Route of the Santa Fe Trail was nearby. 

There was nothing at Dead Man except a small store. The
post office, which was established in 1909, was moved to
Capulin in 1912. Capulin was a small village about nine miles
away. Major purchases (there weren’t many) had to be made in
Clayton, about 50 miles east of Dead Man. 

I don’t know where they lived for the first few weeks or
months. I believe they lived in a tent. But it wasn’t long until Dad
built a one room dugout. He dug back into a low-lying hill,
shored it up with logs, and covered it with branches, grass, and
mud. It was similar to the homes he saw on the plains of
Oklahoma. He may have even lived in one like it.

He went to work at the Taylor Coal Mine (an educated
guess) near Khoeler, in the mountains southwest of his home site.
Every morning before daybreak he mounted one of his horses and
rode to the mine. He worked ten hours, then went into the nearby
forest to cut timber for firewood, fence, and for building the
dugout. He arrived home after dark.

Somehow he borrowed enough money to buy two horses, a
wagon, a plow, a harrow, and some seed. Then he went to work
clearing the land. I don’t know how he found time to clear the
land and prepare it for seed, but he did. He even had time to help
local Mexican men break horses and train them for farm work.

For cash crops, Dad planted beans and peanuts because the
federal government was buying them for the war effort (WW1).
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Unfortunately his crops failed two years in a row. Hail wiped him
out the first year and the lack of rain ruined him the next. He was
unable to pay his mortgage at the bank so he had to forfeit his
horses and farm equipment. Without financial assistance it was
impossible to complete the three-year homestead requirement. He
abandoned the homestead in 1918 or early 1919 and went to
Texas.

Mom gave birth to two children in New Mexico, Bernice
Beneva on November 14, 1915 and Orville Efton “Sonny”on
August 18, 1917. Both of them were born in the dugout.

I talked with both of them about Dead Man. But they have
no memory of it.  Sonny says he vaguely remembers riding on the
wagon with a load of peanuts. But that is in question. He  would
have only been a year old. Dad left there in 1918 or 1919.   

 
                               The Wildcatter
                                       1919

When Dad arrived in Wichita County, Texas about 1919,
new oil fields were being developed around Electra and
Burkburnet. Among the companies doing the exploration was
one owned by Victor Wilson, dad’s brother-in-law.

Victor operated his independent oil company with a small
crew, but when dad arrived, he offered him a job. Even though
he did not have any experience, he accepted the offer. I have
heard him say many times that there was nothing he couldn’t do,
or wouldn’t try to do.

He was hired as a roustabout. The roustabout, is a laborer
who does everything that nobody else wants to do. He learned
quickly and was soon moved up to the roughneck position.  

A roughneck works the drilling floor and makes up or breaks
up the pipe. I remember Dad saying this was the most dangerous
job on the rig. As proof, he would hold up his right hand to show
only four fingers. Then he would tell about lowering a 40-foot
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length of pipe when the brake failed. A fast-moving rope,
attached to the pipe, came off the spool and wrapped around his
finger. It actually burned his finger off. 

Dad also worked as a mud man, a worker who mixes mud to
equalize pressure around the drilling pipe so that it doesn’t
collapse. Then he advanced to derrick man, a man who works at
the top of the derrick on a small platform. He helps raise and
lower pipe.

The job he most often talked about was driller. In addition
to being shift boss, the driller operated various pieces of
equipment and monitored everything that went on. Dad liked
that. He enjoyed being the man in charge.

The 1920's were good for the oil business. New fields were
being discovered all the time. However, drilling sites were
usually in rural areas, far from the conveniences of town. Living
conditions were not good. Housing consisted of portable shacks
or tents with rough timber walls. Access to schools, churches,
and stores was difficult. Education for their children was a major
concern.

Crime, especially robbery, was common. The oil companies
delivered payrolls to the rig every week. It was relatively easy to
rob a payroll car on its way to the rig or rob the men after it was
delivered. All the workers carried guns. Dad said he carried his
gun on and off the job. In the evening when he got off the train,
he carried his lunch pail in one hand and his gun in the other. 

Once two men came to dad’s rig looking for work. He
needed men so he hired them. Months later one of the men told
him the real story. They were robbers. They planned to wait until
payday and take the entire payroll. They changed their minds
when they saw the oil men target practicing. 

Many of the men who arrived in the oil fields were single.
Others left their families at home. Consequently, they were more
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likely to spend their leisure time in saloons, dance halls, and
houses of ill repute. I think this is one reason why Dad always
traveled with his family. He was basically a good family man and
did not want to get caught up in that life style.

At the same time, he enjoyed showing off his strength and
agility. He was six feet tall and weighed 215 pounds most of his
life. Scuffling was a normal activity in his off hours. 

Sometimes he drank too much. Yes, during Prohibition  Dad
drank liquor of his own making. I don’t remember hearing him
say he sold any, but he made it.

One time he came home drunk from a fishing trip. He
stumbled onto the porch and banged on the door. Mom looked
out and saw him. She immediately closed the door. “Stay out
there with your filth,” she said, “I don’t want it in here.” She kept
him locked out all night. Unfortunately, that did not change
Dad’s drinking habit. It was something that happened to Bernice
at Electra in 1923 that changed his life. 

Bernice was allowed to attend a vacation Bible school with
her friend. She heard stories that really excited her and in the
evening she shared them with Mom and Dad. On the last day of
school she accepted the invitation to become a Christian. After
she made that decision, church activities became her life. Her
excitement was contagious. She persuaded Mom and Dad to go
to church with her. In a few weeks they too began to live in the
shadow of the Rock.

Dad’s drinking and Mom’s chewing tobacco became relics
of the past. They became committed Christians and began to
nurture their children in the Christian faith. By this time they had
six children: four boys and two girls.

We have already talked about the birth of Bernice and Sonny
in New Mexico. Glenn was born in historic Burkburnet on May
24, 1919, soon after Mom and Dad arrived in Texas. Arthur Dale
“Burb” was born on December 9, 1921, while Dad was drilling
a wildcat well in El Dorado, Union County, Arkansas. Ming Toy
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was born in Madisonville, Madison County, Texas on April 18,
1923. Billy Joe was born four years later, May 7, 1927, at Oliney,
Young County, Texas.

I found it very difficult to develop a timeline for my family.
For instance, about 1923 or 1924 they moved to Fort Worth.
Then they moved to Electra, near the Red River. After that in
1927 they lived in Oliney. Finally, they moved four times in
1928: back to Electra, across the Texas line to Nacona,
Oklahoma, north to Lawton, Oklahoma, and over to Duncan,
Oklahoma, then possibly back to Electra, Texas in 1929.

                           The Great Depression
                                    1929-1939

The Great Depression began in 1929 and extended into the
1940's. It was a major event in molding American lives. Some
historians say it is second only to the Civil War. Those born in
that period of time were greatly affected by it.

Dad was in Electra, Texas when the stock market crashed on
Thursday, October 24, 1929. On Black Thursday, prices started
to drop. By the end of the day $15 billion in market value
vanished. Before the end of the year, $30 billion had been lost
and three million people were out of work.

The oil industry did not suffer immediately. Dad continued
to work, but within a few weeks the well at Electra was
completed and his company did not have plans to drill any more
in the United States.

He was offered a job in Saudi Arabia and told that he could
choose his own crew. It meant that he would have to leave his
family for many months. Without hesitation he turned the job
down. 

In January 1930, when it looked like Dad would join the
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ranks of the unemployed, a representative of Roy I. Carter
Drilling Company, contacted him. He asked if he would be
interested in going to Celina, Texas to drill a wildcat well. A
wildcat well is one drilled at a new, untried location–it may or
may not produce oil. The offer sounded good and Dad accepted.

Two months after the stock market crash my family moved
to Celina, in Collin County. It is considered to be the richest
agricultural region in the state. It was noted for the production of
cotton, wheat and corn--not oil. When my family moved there in
1930, the population was only 948.

In those days, rental homes were difficult to find. So Dad
moved his family into a farm laborer’s house on the Jenkins’
farm (One family member thought it was on the Bennett farm).
At any rate, it was on Pilot Point road, five miles west of Celina
about one quarter mile from the John Willick (possibly spelled
Willock) farm drilling site. 

Over the next eight years they moved six times. I have no
idea why they moved so much. I would like to think it improved
their living conditions, but that was not always true.

The next house they lived in was near the Sellers’ farm,
about four or five miles northwest of town. The local folks called
it the “rawhide” because of the tough clay-like soil.

My family didn’t say much about this house. But in July
1994, I spoke with Sarah Lee Biggers (Sellers) about it. She
recalled the house–unpainted, broken windows, loose doors, and
cracks in the floor wide enough to see the ground. No one had
lived in it for a long time.

The Scott and Sellers families became close friends. In those
days families depended on each other more than they do today.
The Sellers had cows and chickens and had more milk and eggs
than they could use. They graciously shared with my family.    
        Bernice, about fourteen at the time, “took a liking” to Eldred
Sellers. They married on February 12, 1932. She was the first one
to leave the family.
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 Our family then moved to a “long shack”on the road to
town. It was an old, unpainted, farmhouse, abandoned many
years before. Some of the wood siding was missing. You could
count the stars through the roof and see chickens through the
floor. Fortunately, they only lived there a short time.  

The last house they lived in on the “rawhide” was on the
Nilan Bradford farm. I know nothing about the house or how
long they stayed there. My brothers and sisters have only a vague
memory of it.

Finally, my family moved into town, on Kidd Street, three
blocks east and four blocks north of the town square. It was an
old house, but in good repair and in a good neighborhood.
Obviously, Dad’s financial status had changed.

He did not finish the well on the Willick farm for lack of
funds. Sonny said that after drilling about 3600 feet they ran into
what he called “elemburgh lime,” a rock so hard it ate up drill
bits. That was costly. When replacement and sharpening costs
became prohibitive, the drilling was stopped. 

Dad capped the well and moved the rig to Pilot Point. He
drilled a well there before moving to Bolivar about 1937. He
worked for the same company, but the Bolivar site was producing
oil. He was assured of more money as well as shares in a new
well. Perhaps the benefits enabled them to move “up town.”

I don’t know how long they stayed at the house on Kidd
Street. Nor, do I know why they left and returned to an old house
on the Tatum farm south of Celina. The deepening depression
may have had something to do with it, but I rather think it was
the crooked owners of Bolivar Drilling Company.

Owners of the company, Presley Carlisle, W.F. Isham, and
Ivory B. Tiner, made a contract with Dad and his crew to pay half
their salary in shares and half in wages. Their wages were paid as
promised, but the shares, the real incentive, were never
transferred.
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Bolivar Oil Well

The well was a real producer. Dad and his crew should have
made a lot of money from their shares. The picture below was on
the front page of the Fort Worth Star Telegram.   

Bolivar Drilling Co., Lease No. 98056. Recorded in Vol.
253, page 169, Deed of Records of Denton County, Texas. The
Bolivar Drilling Company was formed by Dr. W.F. Isham,
Presely Carlisle, and Ivory B. Tiner, to drill the first wildcat well
in Bolivar. G.H. Scott supervised the drilling. Among those
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working with him were his sons, Orville and Glenn Scott, and his
son-in-law, Eldred Sellers.

The courts determined that the company claimed oil rights
they did not have. Consequently the shares could not be divided.
The company filed for bankruptcy and its owners went to jail.

It was a sad day for Dad. He was counting on a financial
bonanza that did not materialize. Furthermore, he was out of
work and the oil industry was beginning to slow down. Oil field
work could not be found. So the move back to the farm may have
been precipitated by the need for lower cost housing.

Eldred was working with Dad on the well at Bolivar when
the company went broke. They both faced the same dilemma.
They knew changes had to be made. One alternative was to share
a house. Neither of them liked the idea, but they agreed on it as
a temporary solution.

The question was where could they find a rental at a
reasonable price. They finally found one. It was out near the feed
mill on “Rat Road.” Yes, that’s what the local folks called it,
“Rat Road.” It must have been a very depressing move.

There wasn’t a “Rat Road” prior to the Depression. Celina
was a prosperous farm community. Established in 1879, it
boasted a Methodist Church, a school, a gristmill, a cotton gin,
several general stores and a drug store. When the St. Louis and
San Francisco Railroad came through in 1902, it bypassed the
town by about two miles. So the townspeople moved the town
over to the railroad. New residents began to arrive and businesses
grew. In a short time they replaced the old wooden structures
with red brick buildings around a central square. And many
elegant Victorian style homes were built. It was one of the finest
communities in the county. But when the Depression came, it
died away like an echo.

Farmers couldn’t sell their crops. The bank closed. Many of
the stores and shops went out of business. Jobs were almost
nonexistent and those who had jobs worked for pennies a day.
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Some people had to stand in food lines. Some moved to “Rat
Road.” My family moved to “Rat Road.”

Everybody in the family worked to keep food on the table.
They chopped cotton, picked bolls (a sharp capsule that held the
cotton seed), picked cotton, worked at the cotton gin, harvested
watermelons and slaughtered cattle.

Dad drilled some, but his jobs were few. It was a difficult
time for him, because he was a proud man. He boasted of his
ability and success as a driller, but he detested picking cotton. He
worked at a lot of things just to stay out of the cotton field.

Even though we lived in old run-down farm houses, he
managed to keep his car. He justified himself by transporting
prisoners to the county jail for the sheriff. On return he brought
a load of cantaloupes and watermelons to sell on the square.

Mom was the heroine during this time. She radiated hope
like a rainbow on a rainy day. You could depend on her. There
was always food and she kept our well-worn clothes repaired. In
her “spare” time she helped people who were less fortunate than
we were.

Mom was small in stature–weighing less than 110 pounds.
Yet, she worked in the cotton field all day long. Co-workers were
amazed at how fast she could pick and pull a heavy cotton sack.
She was always busy, but her long, hard hours eventually
affected her health. She fought the effects of asthma and arthritis
as fiercely as she picked cotton. But she finally surrendered the
field work and turned her attention to the church. Prayer, Bible
reading, and teaching her children to respect God became her
priorities.

My mom lived in the shadow of the Almighty, but she would
have never gone along with such a statement. She was a very
humble woman–unpretentious, generous, and self-denying. She
never complained or spoke ill of anyone. She was as near the
woman of Proverbs 31–Biblical description of the perfect
woman–as any woman I ever knew. 
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Everybody in the Scott family was expected to work. Mom
and the two girls did the washing, cooking, mending, household
chores, taking care of the garden, and canning.

Most of what we ate came from the garden–potatoes, beans,
tomatoes, squash, onions, and corn. Melons were available in
season. If it was not in season, it came from a jar that was canned
the year before. Flour, sugar, spices, and the like had to be
bought.

Paul Petit owned the store in Celina. The staple goods were
provided by the National Recovery Administration (NRA)
through Petit’s store. Other things were not. Most of the families
had accounts at the store. Petit would provide the groceries until
the next family paycheck came in.

Mom was a good provider and moral booster. Not only did
she preserve everything she could from the garden, she kept back
enough to make fruit pies once in awhile. All her children
remember her pies, particularly the fried ones.

Mom made soap from hog tallow and lie. It was very hard on
the skin, because it was rough and harsh. Washing clothes on a
“rub board” with that soap was exceptionally difficult. A “rub
board”  was that old back breaking piece of wood and corrugated
metal that served as a washing machine. 

You can’t imagine how difficult it was to get clothes during
the Depression. One had to be very creative. In those days, flour,
sugar and chicken feed came in large colorful print sacks. Mom
used the sacks to make dresses and blouses for the girls and shirts
for the boys. There were no such resources for the boys’ pants, so
they had to go for a long time with a pair of overalls. Shoes were
a luxury. I am told they went barefoot most of the time. When
they went to town or to school, they carried their shoes until they
got almost there and then put them on. When the soles wore out,
Dad used a “shoe last” to repair them. They put cardboard inside
their shoes until they could afford new soles.
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During the Depression entertainment was important for
one’s well-being. Most Americans looked to the theater to help
them, but because of our religious conviction, we didn’t go to the
movies. An individual could go to the “show” and see a double
feature for a dime. They were generally light-hearted films, ones
that avoided discontent and disturbing conflicts. Love stories,
glamour, comedy, and adventure were the themes. “Gone With
the Wind,” still a classic today, was filmed in the early thirties.

Many people listened to the radio. News was very popular,
but comedy programs like Amos and Andy were more so. It was
estimated that 74% of the listening audience tuned in to Amos
and Andy. Today of course, that program could not be aired due
to its racial content. 

I don’t remember having a radio until we moved to
California. Afterward, I became a cartoon, western, and war story
aficionado. My favorite program came on the air with, “Out of
the West comes a fiery horse with the speed of light, a cloud of
dust, and a hearty ‘Hi-yo Silver–the Lone Ranger rides again.”

Whoops! I got sidetracked. I had better get back to the Scott
working clan.

Sonny worked in Celina with a man, who among other
things, owned a theater. He posted handbills around town
advertising the movies, operated the movie projector, and cleaned
up after the shows. Between the matinee and the evening show,
he set pins for the bowling alley. At sixteen, he dropped out of
school and went to work for the Texas Highway Department. For
the next two years, except during the winter months, he worked
on highways all over the state. 

Glenn was a “workaholic.” He was busy from morning until
night. He and a boy named Haley, worked for Haley’s brother,
Clint Terry, who owned a meat market downtown. Clint bought
cattle, hogs, and goats from local farmers and sent Glenn and
Haley out to the farms to butcher them. He remembers plowing
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and shearing sheep as well. 
As soon as he was old enough to carry a gun, Glenn became

a hunter. It was his “job” to bring home rabbits and squirrels so
the family could have meat. Ammunition was scarce. Dad
counted out each shell and expected a rabbit or a squirrel for each
one. Glenn told me that if he missed, he tried to get two with the
next shot. He told that story casually as if it was part of his daily
life. I questioned it until I read a similar story by Charles
Lindbergh about his father. 

If they didn’t have ammunition, or they wanted to save it,
they used sling shots or traps. They also developed a unique way
of snaring rabbits. If a rabbit ran into a hole, they would take a
barb wire crank, run it into the hole and twist it around until it
became entangled in the barbs, then they would pull it out. 

Burb was only eight years old when the family moved to
Celina. Billy was two. They were too young to work, but Burb
did go to work in the grain mill at an early age. He learned how
to mill and maintain the equipment before he was fifteen.

Now that leaves only me, the “Johnny-Come-Lately” who
arrived in 1934, well into the Depression.  

                   Grandpa Jackie’s Gallery of Memories 
                                For What is Your Life?
 

Mom was really surprised in mid-1933 when she learned that
she was pregnant. She was 36 years old and it had been seven
years since she had given birth to a child. Her child rearing days
were over, she thought. Unfortunately, they were not. I say
unfortunately because of her age, her health, and the hard times.
Mom didn’t need any more work. Neither did they need another
mouth to feed. 

Carrying the baby aggravated her rheumatoid arthritis. Her
hands, fingers, and joints became extremely painful, stiff, and
deformed. In a short time she was unable to button her clothes or
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tie her shoes.
You would think that her faith would have been severely

tested at this point. No doubt she was hurt and depressed, but
give up? Not on your life. She was 110 lbs. of solid faith. Clearly
God had planned for this situation years before. He providentially
blessed her with two daughters who could help.

That was not all of her problems. To make matters worse,
she developed yellow jaundice. And there was concern that the
jaundice would affect the baby’s health. The doctor kept a close
watch as the pregnancy progressed.

I have always been interested in this segment of Mom’s life.
You see, I was that baby. I had heard her tell the story many
times, but a few days before I left for college, I asked her to tell
it one more time. I wanted to be sure that what I remembered was
true. This is the story she told me:

Baby, [that is what she always called me] I don’t
want you to feel bad. I wouldn’t hurt you for the world.
But since you are going away, I’ll tell you.

You were not planned. I didn’t think I could have
another baby because of my age. You just happened.
That doesn’t mean that I didn’t want you when I found
out that I was pregnant. I did. And I loved you as much
as any of the other children.

I was very sick while I carried you. I couldn’t do very
much for myself or for anybody else. And I was down
in the dumps [depressed] a lot of the time. It became
worse when Dr. Collins told me that he could not hear
your heartbeat. 

You continued to grow and I thought how could my
baby not have a heartbeat and yet be growing? I could
never understand the doctor’s explanation. A few weeks
before you were born, Dr. Collins told me very clearly,
“Mrs. Scott, don’t expect your baby to be born alive.” I
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was very confused and unhappy. I didn’t know how to
pray, but I prayed.

When it came time for you to be born, I sent one of
the children for Doctor Collins. He only lived a short
distance away and arrived very quickly. He tried to
comfort me, but he gave me no hope that you would be
alive. He was convinced that you were already dead.  

You arrived at 10:10 p.m. I saw you briefly. You
were a bluish purple, not at all like my other babies.
Then the doctor turned and placed you on the table. A
midwife covered you with a towel. 

The pains of childbirth were already going away, but
my heart really hurt. I began to cry. My sobs turned to
deep moans and then I began to speak in another
language–a language that I didn’t understand.

Gertie Alexander, my pastor, was waiting in the
other room. I heard her praying softly. But then she
raised her voice. I heard her speaking in another
language. It was a heavenly experience. Then it became
evident at what was happening. My baby, who was
covered with a towel, began to cough, sputter, and cry.
Dr. Collins picked you up immediately. There was no
need to spank your “behind.” You were already
breathing and crying. Your color returned quickly. After
giving you a few strokes with a wash cloth and covering
you with a blanket, Dr. Collins placed you in my arms.
Baby, God gave you to me a second time.   

    
Mom and dad felt like I was a gift from God. They were

convinced that He had a special work for me. I remember
them talking about it. They wanted me to become a minister.
Yet, they didn’t pressure me or insist that I follow that calling.

I have often wondered if God did have a special work for
me. If so, what was it? Why didn’t I know? Will He hold me
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accountable? Those questions weighed heavily on me. 
                       
               A Stroll Through My Garden of Memories

A few years ago I decided to get serious about writing my
life story, so I took a leisurely stroll through my gallery of
memories. I expected to find a great number of memories, both
good and bad. But I was surprised. Most of them were good,
but some were not so good. Some of them appeared to be
unimportant--trivial reminders of childhood. I would not have
expected them to have a prominent place in my gallery, maybe
no place at all. Nevertheless, they were there. 

Many things happen in our lives that we do not remember
while others stand out in living color. Have you ever thought
about that? Do you suppose God created man with a memory
so he could revisit experiences–a second chance to learn a
lesson or a truth?

I entered my gallery of memories with this prayer; “Lord,
if I missed anything–any truth or lesson you wanted me to
learn--make me aware of them now. Help me to make them a
part of my remaining years.” I prayed that prayer with the
thought that God may have hung these portraits in my memory
gallery on purpose. 

I would like for you to walk with me through my Gallery
of Memories. That’s something I have wanted to do for a long
time. In anticipation, I prepared some special exhibits just for
you.

Pretend that you are walking down the halls of the
Huntington Library in San Marino, California. We visited the
art gallery there once with your dad. On its beautifully textured
walls hang some of the world’s greatest masterpieces–Blue Boy
is just one of them. Look at my memories like you would look
at those works of art. For my memories are works of art,
painted by the greatest Artist of all. They are one of a kind.
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God made each of us. He had thoughts and plans for us like
no one else. So our experiences are different. My experiences,
thus my memories, are quite different from yours or any other
individual. God made us that way. We can study the lives of
others through their memories. When we study their lives, we
are offered a great opportunity, an opportunity to benefit from
their mistakes and their good fortune.

As we walk the halls of my Gallery of Memories, look at
each memory as a work of art. Imagine that you are standing in
front of a painting of one of the masters. Examine it carefully.
Study it like a critic. Is there a masterpiece in the bunch? If so,
why is it? What makes it different from the others? Can you
learn anything from it? Let’s begin our journey of a lifetime.

                                     Like a Little Dog

I call this memory “Like a Little Dog.” I put it on display
because it’s one of my favorites. I am not sure why, because I
don’t remember the incident at all. Mom told me about it.

It happened during the Great Depression. Many people
were out of work and the times were really hard. Mom had to
work in the cotton fields for as little as twenty-five cents a day.
Can you imagine that? Ben, you couldn’t even play one of the
games at Godfather’s for that. Mom had to work all day picking
cotton and pulling a 50 lb. cotton sack for it. That is what she
was doing when this incident happened.

Sometime after I was born, Mom went back to the cotton
field. Since all the children were picking cotton, she had to take
me to the field with her. She took along an old shirt or piece of
cloth and draped it over the cotton stalks at the end of the row.
Then she placed me on a pallet in the shadow of the stalks. 

We had a collie at that time. His name was Shep. He was
a great pet, a good hunting dog, and an excellent “baby-sitter.”
When Mom left to pick cotton, she would tell Shep to watch
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me while she was gone. Old Shep never abandoned his charge.
He wouldn’t allow anyone to come near me. If I ventured  near
the edge of the pallet, he would nudge me back on.

One day, a friend of the family, Sarah Lee Sellers Biggers,
came by to empty her cotton sack. She heard me crying. In
between sobs, she made out what I was saying. “They treat me
like a little dog,” I wailed. Over and over again, “They treat me
like a little dog.”

Who knows where I got that idea? I guess I thought since
they left a dog to watch me that I was being treated like one. Of
course that wasn’t true. I was never neglected. I was always
special–Mom’s baby. 

Until the day she died, I was her “baby.” Unlike the
biblical Hannah, she did not ask for another child. But from the
day she found out that she was pregnant, I was her “baby.”
When Doctor Collins told her that I would be born dead, she
didn’t believe it. She believed with all of her heart that I was
conceived by design. Like Hannah, she was determined to give
her “baby,” the “baby” that was not supposed to be, to the Lord.

                        Light Crust Dough Boy

“Light Crust Dough Boy,” the next  picture in my Gallery
of Memories shows my modeling debut. You are smiling. You
don’t believe me. It’s true. I entered a beauty contest and won.

OK. I was only four months old. I didn’t choose to enter,
it was my sister who made the arrangements. Want to know
more? Here’s the story.

When I was born, I weighed 10 lbs. and some ounces. I
was obviously healthy and beautiful–now don’t laugh. You
can’t believe I was once beautiful, can you?

A few months after I was born, a representative of the
Light Crust Dough Boy Flour Company came to Celina looking
for the perfect baby to use in advertising. They conducted a
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Alma Scott and Jackie

contest on the town square and invited families to bring their
babies. 

A Model T delivery truck with a long flat bed decorated
with streamers, banners, and posters was sitting right in the
middle of the square in the center of town. That’s where most
of the important events took place. And it was there that I made
my modeling debut.

My sister, Toy, thought I was about the prettiest baby alive.
With much haggling, she persuaded Mom to let her enter me in
the baby contest.

You have to know a little about my mother to understand
why she was reluctant to let me enter the contest. It was not
because she didn’t think I was cute enough. On the contrary,
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she thought no one could compare to her “baby.”
My mother was, to say the least, low-profile. She was most

comfortable blending in with the crowd or taking the back seat.
Nothing she ever did was for her glory or to bring attention to
herself. She was what the Bible calls, “meek and lowly in
heart.”

 Toy finally secured my mother’s approval. So, she pinned
a diaper on me and took me down to the square. Just a diaper,
mind you–nothing else. All my ripples and rolls were showing,
just like they do today. But unlike today, I won the contest.

Light Crust Dough Boy Flour Company had found their
new poster child. Apparently the offocials didn’t know it,
because they went on to conduct other contests around the
country. My family never heard from them again. Who knows,
my picture may have appeared on one of those two-pound sacks
of flour. 

             
                                      Brute! 

This memory picture, if it were a TV program, would get
a “G” rating. I can’t imagine the rating if the “Brute” had
continued his attack. 

To be sure, this kid didn’t like me very much. Mom told
me that one day she heard me screaming like a hyena. Running
to the door, she found this brute on top of me. His thumbs in
each side of my mouth and his fingers digging into my cheeks.
He was trying to split my mouth apart and the blood was
flowing. She said he seemed determined to do me in. He was
not easily pulled off.

Later, he went after me again. Mom heard me running
around the outside of the house screaming to high heaven. This
same brute with a knife in hand was trying to stab me with a
butcher knife--a long one like that used to cut bread or meat.
Can you believe that?
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Mom said that he had almost caught up with me when she
grabbed him. A moment longer and I would have been . . . . 

                              Bonnie and Clyde

Another exhibit in my Gallery of Memories links notorious
“Bonnie and Clyde” with Celina, my hometown. 

Grandma Eva and I visited there in October 2000. I hadn’t
been there since childhood. WOW! What an experience. 

As we entered the little town of less than 1500 people, we
came upon a service station. It sat at an angle across a corner
lot. Cars could enter from one street and exit on the other. It
didn’t mean much to us then, except we knew that it was old.

When we returned to California, I asked Sonny about it
because he was old enough to remember such a landmark. And
remember, he did. It was O’Brien’s Service Station.

He recalled being there one day when a 1932 Ford sedan
drove in. It was occupied by the notorious bank robbers,
Bonnie and Clyde. Mr. O’Brien, who knew the couple,  told the
boys hanging around the station to stay away. But Sonny just
had to take a look inside. He casually strode past and there on
the back seat–out in clear sight--were two guns. One, he said,
looked liked a shot gun, the other a pistol. 

Humm. . . . Makes you wonder about that story, doesn’t it?
I sure did. That is until I visited Celina. I spoke with a woman
at the Celina Historical Society museum. She said several
people had reported seeing them in town. After that I didn’t
question the story anymore.

A lot of rural people in those days looked up to Bonnie and
Clyde, because they were taking money from the rich. They
were known to have helped poor families, but that in no way
justified their robberies and killing. It does give you an idea
that  during the Depression, wealthy people  were not regarded
very highly. 
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                  My First Memories: Littlefield
                          
Join me as I unveil my first memories, word pictures of

“Littlefield, Texas.” 
During the Depression, jobs were hard to find. Families

often had to pack their few belongings and move. We fell into
that group. But rather than all of us take to the road, Glenn
became the scout.

He hitchhiked from town to town, looking for work.
Finally, 350 miles away in the little west Texas town of
Littlefield, he found a job with Charlie Toushay. Mr. Toushay
owned a farm implement business as well as a large farm. Part
of his wages was the use of an old house. 

Tessie, Glenn’s wife, said we moved to the Roy Gattis
farm on the outskirts of town when we first arrived in
Littlefield. But we didn’t live there long. Glenn had plenty of
room in the old, unpainted, two-story farm house on the
Toushay farm, so we  moved in with him. 

 I don’t know when that house was built, it must have been
in the mid-1800's. We moved there in 1938 and it was old at
that time.

Life in Littlefield was much the same as it was in Celina.
Good jobs were not to be found. Mom and the older children
picked cotton. Dad, who did not like the cotton field, found
work with the McNess Company selling coffee, spices, etc.,
door to door. I can’t imagine my dad being a door-to-door
salesman. Apparently he wasn’t pleased with it either.  

He and Glenn began discussing going into business. I  am
amazed that they even considered such a thing. There was
hardly enough money to live on. But, if you remember, I told
you Dad was an adventurer–always looking for a challenge. 

By this time, Bernice (my sister) and Eldred had moved to
Lamesa, Texas, about 360 miles south of Celina. They may
have left Celina about the same time as we did, we don’t know.
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But Eldred was more successful in finding a job. He had a good
job on a farm outside town. 

Dad decided to go to Lamesa to see what he could find. It
appears that he first opened a radiator shop near the center of
town. How he managed to acquire the business or how long he
stayed, we will never know.

Be that as it may, by 1939 he had acquired a combination
service station and radiator shop on the Lubbock Highway, just
west of where it becomes Dallas Avenue on the east side of
town.

The plan was for Glenn to operate the service station while
Dad repaired radiators. Like any new business, however, there
wasn’t enough income to support both of them, so Glenn stayed
on the farm in Littlefield.

Dad stayed in Lamesa. When he could get away, he came
home on Friday night and went back on Monday. My first
memory is Dad coming home.

This is one of the most beautiful pictures in my Gallery of
Memories. It portrays a truth you will want to add to your own
gallery of memories.

I remember watching Dad get off the bus down at the
highway and walking up through the field to our house. He
waved from the highway, but once he entered the field we did
not see him again until he came out just a little way from the
house. 

I remember running across the yard to meet him. He
always flung his arms wide open and braced himself for my
running jump. He held me really tight as he walked toward the
house. Sometimes he threw me upon his shoulders and I would
encircle his neck with my chubby legs. Then he would reach
into his overall pocket and take out a piece of candy. 

That’s a great memory--a father with big open arms. It
can’t get much better than that. I am told that a child’s concept
of his Heavenly Father is deeply rooted in his relationship with
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his earthly father. For example: If his earthly father is fun to be
around, is loving, kind, and forgiving, his children tend to
believe their Heavenly Father is like that.

Isn’t that great? Your thoughts about God are linked to
your childhood and your dad. In your youthful mind, you
thought: daddy loved me–God loves me; I trusted dad–I trust
God; daddy enjoyed being with me–God enjoys being with me;
I was not afraid of dad–I am not afraid of God. I was blessed
with a great dad.

                      The Old Wooden Bridge

The “Old Wooden Bridge” is a picture buried deep in the
very fabric of my memory. An incident from my earliest years
that is as real today as the day it happened.

The old bridge was unimpressive, just a narrow, one lane
span of oak timbers above a creek. Like many country bridges,
it didn’t have a guard rail. Drivers had to be very careful.  The
dirt road that ran over it disappeared into a corn field, but a
well-worn path led down to a deep pond. 

The creek was dry most of the time, yet the pond seemed
to have a life of its own.

I don’t remember how far the bridge was from our house.
It couldn’t have been far. Billy (the brother next to me) and I
used to go down there to fish for crawdads.

One day we went down to fish and caught nothing. We got
bored and thought there were better things to do. As we
prepared to leave, Billy pushed his pole into the soft mud and
stood up. I must have been taking my time, because  he yelled
at me. Hurriedly I pushed my pole into the mud and turned to
follow him. At that moment I noticed  my pole floating out into
the pond. I knelt down quickly and reached out to grab it. That
was a mistake. I reached out too far and tumbled into the murky
dark water. 
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Billy was already up on the road when he heard me
thrashing around like a caged crocodile. As he ran down the
path I slipped beneath the surface. In panic I clawed at the
muddy pond wall, but I couldn’t get a handhold. The pond was
not that deep. I could have stood up, but fear came upon me in
such a way that I lost all reason. I couldn’t think.

I was struggling violently when Billy reached down,
grabbed my shirt, and pulled me to safety. In moments he had
me on the bank–soaked, crying, and terribly afraid. 

After all these years,  I still feel a bit anxious at the thought
of that experience. Yet, it is comforting to know that in times of
great fear, God watches over us. Think about it! You can fish
for  crawdads or do anything else you want, in the Shadow of
the Rock.

                   Groans of a Roaring Tornado

Like giants gathering for battle, storm clouds twisted and
turned. Great streaks of lightening flashed across the fields.
Trees were torn apart limb by limb. And our old two story,
1800's era farm house shook like it was in the hands of
Godzilla. Pieces of wood flew through the air as we hurriedly
made our way to the storm cellar beneath the house.  

I was only four years old when that tornado came roaring
through west Texas. Luckily we were not directly in its path,
because it left behind great destruction.

I don’t remember the devastation, but the picture that hangs
in my Gallery of Memories--dark, damp cellar and howling
wind–is clear. I saw Mom shield the candle from the wind that
blew through cracks in the ceiling and door.

The cellar was dug into the ground beneath the house. It
was always damp and cooler than the house. But we seldom
went down there. It was only used for storing vegetables and
fruit that Mom had canned. 
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When Glenn saw the storm clouds gathering, he made a
dash for the house in a borrowed Model A Ford. He said he
tried his best to get home before the tornado struck, but the old
Ford just wouldn’t go any faster. 

Fortunately, the major impact of the storm had passed
when he arrived at the old house. He was amazed that it was
still standing. He was almost sure we had gone to the cellar, so
he stopped at the cellar door and tried to raise it. He couldn’t
because the wind was still quite severe. After several attempts,
mom heard him and pushed the door from the inside. Finally,
we were all together and safe. 

                          Howling Dust Storm

Do you remember reading about the big dust storms that
swept the Midwest in the1930's?. They occurred while we lived
in Littlefield. You couldn’t see across the road. Some people
slept with a wet cloth over their mouths so they could breathe.

On November 11, 1933, a dust storm ran from the Texas
Panhandle across Oklahoma, Kansas, and Colorado, all the way
to Canada. The Saturday Evening Post described it like this:
“By midmorning a gale was blowing, cold and black. By noon
it was blacker than night . . . it was a wall of dirt . . . it could
penetrate the lungs until one coughed up black; inside the house
soaked sheets and towels were stuffed around the window
ledges, but these did not help much . . . When the winds died,
it was a different world. There were no fields, only sand drifting
into mounds and eddies . . . In the farmyard, fences, machinery,
and trees were gone, buried. The roofs of sheds stuck out
through drifts deeper than a man is tall.”

Glenn got caught in one of those storms. He was plowing
when he saw the dust coming. But it traveled so fast that he
didn’t have time to unharness the team and find shelter. He
made the horses lay down with their backs facing the oncoming
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sand. Then he laid down between them. Dirt from the field
came rolling over him like ocean waves. After the storm passed,
he dusted himself off, got the horses on their feet, and started
toward home. 

At this point you have toured all my Littlefield exhibits,
except for the road trip to Lamesa. I am sure you will want to
take a look at this memory picture before you leave.

 I  was about five years old when we made the trip in Dad’s
1931 Model A Ford pickup with sideboards. It wasn’t a big
pickup like my Ford 150, but it was large enough to carry
everything we owned. You see, we didn’t own very much.

The pickup was packed–front and back. Billy and Toy rode
in back with all our worldly possessions, while I rode in front
with mom and dad. 

Along the route, we saw smoke coming from the engine
compartment. Dad stopped quickly and jumped out. He raised
the hood and saw that the wiring was smoldering, just about
ready to ignite into flames. He yelled for all of us to get out of
the truck. Needless to say, we obeyed very quickly. While we
were getting out, he doused the wiring with dirt from the
roadside. 

I don’t remember what happened after that. Dad may have
been able to repair the wiring on the spot, because he was good
at things like that. But we may have had to go for help. I just
don’t remember.

Now on to Lamesa, a distance of about 100 miles. By
todays standard, that’s not far, but in 1939 it was a long ride.
There were no freeways, nothing that resembled Highway 65 or
I44. The narrow, two-lane roads, we have in rural Missouri, are
far better than the road to Lamesa.

 How long would it take to make the trip at 20-25 miles per
hour? My guess is, that without any problems, it would take
about five hours. 
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                             Portrait of Lamesa

In my Gallery of Memories I call this exhibit,  “Portrait of
Lamesa.” The events that took place there have sketched long-
lasting memories on the canvas of my mind.                          

As I noted earlier, Dad first opened a radiator shop near the
center of town. But by 1939 he had relocated his business to a
service station on Lubbock Highway, on the east side of town.
The 1939-1940 Lamesa City Directory shows him as the owner
of the station and radiator shop.

Dad opened the radiator shop before  we moved to Lamesa.
So we may not have arrived until 1940. I have a Lamesa school
picture dated 1940-1941. 

Upon our arrival, we lived in an old motel on the east side
of town, not far away. I don’t know how long we stayed there,
before a larger Gulf station became available across the
highway. It wasn’t long. Behind the Gulf station were the
Walton Apartments. We moved from the old motel to the
apartments. 

We were living at the motel when I recall the story of my
Boston Bull Terrier. He became ill and we watched as he grew
worse. Dad didn’t think we could afford a veterinarian. He
probably never even considered it. That was not really unusual.
People in those days didn’t pamper their pets like we do today.

One day, Dad couldn’t stand to see him suffer any longer.
So he took him out behind a haystack and hit him in the head
with a ball-peen hammer. Dad was not a cruel man so that must
have been heartbreaking. He left him there thinking he was
dead. However, a few days later, he showed up at the house. He
was weak and stumbling around, but Dad decided we would
nurse him back to health. He recuperated and lived  a long time
after that. I have a picture taken with him after we moved to the
Gulf station.
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                                  Bad Boy # 1

This is a memory picture that uncovers my childhood
mischief. Sin would be a better term than mischief, because I
was old enough to know what I was doing. I am ashamed to put
it on display. I only do so to help you make the right choices–to
benefit from my mistakes. Remember that many things you do
last a lifetime in your memories.

In my mind’s eye, I can still see Dad standing beside a little
shabby dog he had just killed. That innocent little dog lost his
life because I lied.

That’s right! One day I was aggravating a cute little
neighborhood dog. I guess I must have hurt him because he bit
me. I ran into the house crying. Mom called Dad at the service
station and he came home. On his way home he stopped by the
Sheriff’s office to pick up a shotgun. Rabid dogs had been
killed in the area and Dad thought the dog that bit me may have
contracted that dreaded disease.

We got in his car and drove around looking for the dog. It
wasn’t long until I saw a shabby looking stray and pointed him
out as the one that bit me. Dad chased him into a nearby field
and shot him. Unfortunately, that was not the dog. The one that
bit me belonged to a neighbor. I liked him. It was my fault that
he bit me and I did not want Dad to shoot him. So to protect
him, I told Dad it was that shabby stray. Now you know why I
called this memory Bad Boy.   

 
                                 Bad Boy # 2

Take a good look at this memory. I am not proud of this
either, but you need to know: Papa Jackie makes mistakes. This
probably wasn’t the first one and it won’t be the last. We all
make mistakes. What is really important is how we handle
them.
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In your mind’s eye, I want you to see me walking down a
narrow alley. It is about a block long. Our house is on the north
end of the block and Toy’s house is on the south end. There are
no houses between us, just fenced back yards. About half way
down the alley is a small haystack. I don’t think it was more
than  six or eight feet tall and maybe a little longer. There was
not much for a young boy to do down that alley. 

Imagine that you can see me strolling down to my sister’s
house. I am on an errand for my mother. I kick a can, throw a
stone, and bark at dogs behind a fence. Finally I arrive. I open
the door and walk right in. 

Toy welcomes me with a big smile and a hug. She always
took time for me when I visited. She thought a lot of me.
Remember, when she took me to the baby contest?

Oh, I forgot. Mom sent me down to Toy’s house to borrow
some matches. After visiting with her a few minutes, I put the
matches in my pocket and started home. As I said before, there
wasn’t much to do down that alley and I got bored. You know
what it’s like to be bored, don’t you? Doing nothing makes one
miserable. Well, that’s the way I felt. There was no one  in
sight. I was alone.

Then, I remembered the matches. I reached down into my
pocket. Wow! I thought. She gave me a lot of them. I took one
out and turned it over in my hand. I looked at it. I knew very
well that I shouldn’t mess with it. Mom had warned me many
times about playing with fire. And besides, she trusted me to go
get the matches and bring them to her.

I don’t remember it, but I must have started arguing with
my conscious. “It’s just a little match,” I thought. “There are a
lot of them. What could be wrong with striking just one?”

I lost the argument. I picked up a little rock and struck the
match. It burned a little, then a little bit more. Soon it burned
down close to my finger and I threw it down. 

Boy, that was fun! ”I’ll just strike one more,” I said to
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myself. So I struck another and let it burn. It seemed to burn
faster than the first one and before I knew it my finger felt like
it was on fire. I threw the match as far as I could. You know
where it landed? You guessed it, right in that little hay stack. I
didn’t know it was starting to burn so I just strolled on home.

Within minutes a fire truck came tearing down the street
and into the alley. Firemen put the fire out quickly and there
was very little damage done to the hay stack.

But that was not the real problem. Mom began to ask
questions. Did your mom ever put you through such a session?
No fun, is it? How did you handle it? I’ll tell you what I did. I
denied everything. I lied. Of course, that just added to my first
mistake. 

That’s the way it always seemed to happen with me. Every
time I did something wrong or told a lie, I had to make even
more mistakes to cover it up. I have found that it is better to do
what’s right in the first place.

                              Clothing Exchange

You would think after all these years, this scene would be
a blur in my Gallery of Memories–not so. I can see it clearly.
The  two barefooted boys fleeing from the swimming hole, are
Bryant and I. We couldn’t have been more than six or seven
years old. 

We may have been just kids, but look at those coverall
straps flying in the wind. We are running for our lives. Now
why would we be doing that? Because we were someplace we
weren’t supposed to be–a swimming hole.  It wasn’t deep, just
a low place in the field after a rain. It would be a dry sinkhole
in a few days. But that wasn’t important; the problem was we
were told not to go down there. 

You might have thought that I would have avoided all
water holes after the incident under the old wooden bridge, but
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I didn’t. Young people are like that. At times they push the
limits, just to see how far they can go.

We had pushed the limit, now we are making a run for it.
Dad’s car just went by. We were almost certain he saw us. He
is going home and I was always there to meet him. 

Sure enough, Dad beat us home and was asking for us. We
were stumbling over some kind of story when he noticed that
we had exchanged clothes. “What’s this?” he said. “You guys
have traded clothes.” Then he wanted to know why. In our
haste, Bryant put on my overalls and I put on his. We were
stuttering and stammering for an answer when Bernice spoke
up. “You boys were at the swimming hole, weren’t you?”

Dad was a no nonsense kind of guy. You know what I
mean? Things were either black or white with him–no gray
areas, no excuses. He took discipline very seriously. He didn’t
say much, but he was taking his belt off when Bernice
intervened–she pled for leniency. Reluctantly Dad gave in, but
he made us promise not to do it again.

Isn’t that a cool memory? We did wrong, but we had
Bernice on our side. We deserved a spanking because we
disobeyed, but Bernice became our lawyer. She plead our case
and Dad forgave us. But not before he made us promise not to
do it again. 

That’s just like our relationship with God. When we
deserve to be punished, mercy pleads our case and the
Heavenly Father forgives us. 

                                         
                          “G.H. and Elma Scott 
             Owners” of Lamesa Service Station

A tour of my Gallery of Memories inevitably leads to a
picture of the  “Lamesa Sevice Station. Scott, G.H. and (Elma)
owners, residents of Walton Apts.” That’s a direct listing from
the 1939-1940 Lamesa City Directory. 
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Lamesa Service Station

“Lamesa Service Station, G.H. Scott owner. Resident of
Walton Apts.” This caption was taken from the Lamesa City
Directory 1939-1940. Pictured are Dad, Mom, Billie, and I.
Even though it says Lamesa Service Station, it was actually a
Gulf station. You can see Gulf oil products on the stand behind
me.

Notice the old gravity gas pump with the glass container.
Gas had to be pumped into the container by hand. They tell me
the glass container was designed so people could see how much
fuel was being put in the tank.

When we visited Lamesa in 1999, we found a new Gulf
station at this location. It was old, but not like the one in this
picture.

I have good memories of the old Gulf service station. It
was housed in an old, faded, stucco building. Dirty water marks
and oil stains covered the outside walls. Inside the building was
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what today would be called, a convenience store. It wasn’t
large, just a few groceries, some candy, and cold drinks.
Actually, the cold drinks and candy were kept outside in a
wooden icebox.

A garage, attached to the east side, was Dad’s shop. Dad
had a lot of experience on oil field equipment, so it was easy for
him to make the transition to an auto mechanic. He repaired
radiators and overhauled automobiles. Occasionally, he bought
an old car and fixed it up for resale. There always seemed to be
three or four of them setting out front.

We had four gravity-flow, visible gasoline pumps, very
common in the early 1930's. They had a dignity all their own.
They were invented for the suspicious motorist who wanted to
know how much gas he was getting. 

These pumps were about 10 feet tall and constructed with
a graduated 10 gallon glass cylinder at the top. Gas was
pumped by hand from the storage tank into the glass cylinder.
Then gravity forced the gas through a hose into the car’s tank.
I really enjoyed filling those glass cylinders.

Oil can racks were between the pumps as was a large water
barrel with a ringer attached. Motorists used the water to clean
their windshields. 

We lived at the Walton Apartments behind the station for
awhile, then we moved to a larger house on the highway closer
to town..

East of the station was a vacant lot. Running through the
tall grass one day, I stepped on a broken pop bottle and cut my
foot. The half-moon scar is still visible on my ankle.

On the east side of the station was a small grove of trees.
I liked to climb on their lower limbs. One day I got brave and
decide to play Tarzan. I climbed up on one of Dad’s used cars
and tried to jump from the fender to a small branch. I planned
to grab hold and swing. I didn’t jump far enough and my
fingers just barely caught the branch. I held on long enough to
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swing out, but then lost my grip and came down on my back. It
knocked the breath out of me. A playmate ran to tell Mom and
she came running. I couldn’t breathe until she slapped me on
the back. 

I have another memory that took place near those trees and
Dad’s used cars. It involved a Black girl, about my age. She
was  lingering around the cars and Dad sent me out to tell her
to move on. I talked to her a little while before asking her to
leave. When I got back to the station, several adults were there
watching me. Jokingly, they ask if that Wright girl (meaning
right black) was my girlfriend. Then they wanted to know what
we were talking about. Everything they said was designed to
make me feel bad about talking to Black kids. I couldn’t
understand why they made such a big deal out of it. The Black
girl seemed like any other kid to me. Their prejudice was
evident even though I didn’t know what to call it at the time.

There were no Black children in our schools or churches in
Lamesa. Neither were there any Mexicans. They were not
accepted in the White community. Growing up in an intolerant
family and community, I learned to become intolerant and
prejudiced. 

It was not until we arrived in California that I went to
school and church with people of other racial backgrounds. It
was an eye opener. I will tell you more about that in a later
chapter.

The railroad ran behind a row of businesses on the opposite
side of the street from our service station. Not far was the water
tank where steam engines took on water. You don’t see steam
engines anymore, but they were great powerhouses in that day.
I liked to watch the trainmen pull the big spout down to fill the
engine’s boilers. 

One winter it was extremely cold and water froze in that
big spout. Trainmen thawed it out with a  torch, but could not
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turn off the valve completely. A trickle of water continued
flowing, but before it could hit the ground, it froze. When we
looked over there, a big icicle hang from the spout. We ran over
to the tower to investigate. Finally we decided to break it loose.
We threw rocks at it until it fell. I don’t remember how long it
took, but it seemed like a long time. It took two of us to carry
it back to the station to show it off.

About the time Sonny was drafted into the Army, Dad
opened Scotty’s Café in downtown Lamesa. It was on the north
side of the square, across from the fire station. We still lived in
the same house on the highway. I think all he served was chili,
hamburgers, and pie. Mexican sheep shearers came to town just
to get his hot chili. He was known for that. 

It seems to me that we still had the Gulf station when we
left for California. It was there that I remember going after
Sonny’s car in El Paso. That was a long time ago and I was very
young. My business chronology might be mixed up.      

Dad was instrumental in starting the Church of God in
Lamesa. It was located about a block south of our Gulf station,
across from the south end of the CCC camp. 

                       Life in the Sunshine State:
                       World War II 1939-1945       

About 1938 Adolf Hitler decided to expand his German
empire throughout Europe. He began by taking over Austria
and before long he had captured England and France. The
United States did not want to enter the war, but by 1939 it was
evident  we could no longer resist. We allied with the English
and French underground to defeat the madman.

Every American rallied to the cause. It was a time of great
national unity. Every family was affected in one way or another.
Some gave up their sons to become soldiers. Others became
involved in making guns, ships, tanks, airplanes, and other war
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materials.
The war took a lot of our country’s natural resources.

Factories that used to produce things for us at home were
suddenly converted to wartime production. Iron, rubber, copper
and other materials became very hard to get. As a result people
began to collect these things for the war effort. 

One day Billy and I were walking down the railroad tracks
looking for scrap metal and copper wire. We found a lot of it
stacked in small piles along the tracks. We put it in our “tater
sacks” and lugged it down to Elmo’s Salvage Yard. That’s
where everybody took their stuff to sell. We had great plans for
the money, but our hopes were dashed when Elmo asked where
we got it. We told him the story. He said, “Why boys, that was
my metal. I gathered it up and put it in piles. I was going to pick
it up later.” He gave us a few pennies for our effort, but we
were surely disappointed.   

World War II lasted from 1939-1945, from the time I was
five years old until I was eleven. Those are very impressionable
years in the life of a youngster--years of hero worship. At that
age children seem to latch onto a particular person and try to
copy him or her. 

Sonny was my hero. I tried desperately to be like him. I am
told that I tried to walk like he did, twirl a key chain like he did,
and stand on the sidewalk like he did. He used to stand in front
our café with one foot against the wall. I would walk up beside
him and do the same thing. 

I remember the day he called Dad to come to El Paso and
pick up his little Crosley car. He wouldn’t  need it anymore. He
had finished basic training and was going to Wyoming for
advanced training. Dad allowed me to go with him. 

A few days later, a mail truck pulled up in front of our
house to deliver Sonny’s trunk. It contained all of his civilian
clothes and possessions (I still have the old trunk). That was
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quite the day. Dad lugged the trunk into the front room and
knelt beside it. Then we all had a  big cry. My Big Brother, My
Hero, was going to war. We didn’t know if we would ever see
him again. From that day on he was the focus of our thoughts
and prayers.

Before he went into the Army, Sonny bought Mom and
Dad a small Persian kitten. Each night as we knelt to pray, the
little kitten would crawl upon Dad’s back and lie down between
his shoulders. He lay right there until we finished our prayers.

                              The Big Move

Sonny went to Cheyenne, Wyoming for thirteen weeks of
advanced training. Then he returned to El Paso for a short time
before being sent to California to join up with General Patton’s
army at Desert Center, near Needles.

When Dad found out that he would be in California for a
while, he decided that we should move out there to be as near
him as possible. So in August 1941, we packed all our “stuff”
in and on a 1937 Pontiac and left for California. 

Dad was well aware of the mountains, hot desert, and lack
of service stations along the way. So he brought an extra tire,
fan belt, and all of his tools. He even had two canvas water
bags tied to the headlights in case the car overheated.  

Mom, Dad, Toy, Billie and I made the trip. To say we were
overcrowded would be an understatement. With the family and
all of our “stuff,” we must have looked like the characters from
the Grapes of Wrath.

We picked up Route 66 in Tucumcari, New Mexico and
followed it into California. Route 66 was the only way to go in
those days and it was only a two-lane highway. The Interstate
system was years away. I remember the narrow, switchback
curves in the mountains near Flagstaff, Arizona. From high on
the mountain you could see the winding road for miles. I
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remember Dad saying, “Look at that! I’ll bet you can see for ten
miles.” It was really a sight for people who had never seen
mountains. We were accustomed to the flat lands of north
central Texas and the Rockies were something to behold.

In my mind’s eye, I can still see the California desert. It
was so flat and barren, nothing but brush and Joshua Trees here
and there. It was not difficult to understand why Patton chose
to train his tank corps out there. He was preparing for battle in
the  deserts of north Africa. So the California  desert was an
ideal place to train.

We arrived in California at night during tank maneuvers.
All the military vehicles were running without lights. Neither
were civilian cars allowed  on the highway with their lights on.

 I don’t remember, but we must have stopped along the
way, because we did not arrive in Desert Center until the next
morning. 

When we arrived, Sonny’s outfit was on the parade
grounds. He immediately recognized our yellow and rust-
colored Pontiac. With permission from the Sargent, he ran to
meet us. We had a great reunion.

 It was very exciting for a seven-year-old boy to experience
all that war stuff–trucks, tanks, soldiers, and night time
maneuvers. And best of all, my hero, right in the middle of it
all.

Sonny secured a three-day pass to help us get located. We
were going to Ontario, a town about 200 miles west of Desert
Center.

Our first stop was at the Coffee Cup, a small diner on “A”
Street (now Holt Avenue) in Ontario. We were only four or five
miles from our destination and I am surprised that Dad stopped.
We must have looked terrible, but we marched right in there
anyway. I can’t imagine what people in the diner must have
thought.
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                           Nothing But Narod   

In the early 1900's this area was called  “Monte Vista.” It
was laid out in 10, 20, and 40 acre lots for orchards. The first
settlers moved in shortly after the tract opened in 1907 and the
first settlement was called Narod. Among the buildings which
made up the settlement was a large orange-packing house and
the Little White Church of Narod. 

Bernice and Eldred arrived there in 1941. They lived in
what was appropriately called the Narod Apartments on Central
Avenue, across the street from the  railroad tracks. An internet
blog said, “Narod was for very poor people, illegal immigrants,
and folks drawing minimum social security.”That was our
destination.

The apartments were in an antiquated, box style, two-story
frame building. It hadn’t been painted in years, maybe never.
When we first arrived, we lived in a three-room apartment on
the second floor–two bedrooms and a combination living
room/kitchen.

Dad planned to stay in the apartments until he could find
employment, but we stayed longer than expected.

Six or eight months later, Glenn, his wife Tessie, Burb and
his wife Demia, joined us. Our family was together again, even
though it was under different circumstances and in a very
different location.

Dad found work at the Kaiser Steel Mill in Fontana a few
miles away. He and Burb helped build the blast furnaces that
produced steel for the construction of the historic Liberty Ships
during the war.

They were working at Kaiser on Sunday, December 7,
1941–the Day of Infamy–the day Japan attacked Pearl Harbor
and almost destroyed the U.S. Pacific fleet. The next day,
December 8, President Roosevelt declared war on Japan. 
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By this time, I was seven years old and I can remember
much more and in greater detail.

About a block down the street was the Little White
Church, built in the early 1900's. It was a simple, one room
building with clapboard siding, and a bell tower. We didn’t go
to church there, but attended Vacation Bible School.

We found a small independent church on the corner of
Sixth and Linden in Pomona. It was called the Fire Brand
Church. I don’t have the slightest idea where the name came
from. The Biggers, Whites, Adams, Sellers, and Scotts (all
immigrants from Texas) began to attend. Before long, it
became a Church of God. These families became charter
members, with Rev. Meshagan as our first pastor. When we left
California in 1996, the old building was still there. 

It was that old church where I became a Christian on July
17, 1947. I have the date written in a New Testament given to
me by a member of the church, Sister Kaiser. 

                             Troubled Waters

Moving from one place to another can be emotionally and
socially difficult, especially for young people who have to leave
their schools and friends. Some are not able to make the
transition at all. Such was the case with my brother, Billy. 

Billy was not a good student, even in Texas. Socially, he
was all right, but academically he was average or below in most
subjects. But when he enrolled in the Ontario school system, he
immediately started having problems.

I don’t remember hearing him complain about anything,
but I am told he blamed his disinterest in school on Mexican
students. If you remember, I told you that minority groups were
not accepted in our Texas communities, especially Mexican-
Americans. Because of that, we had not learned how to relate
with them and their cultural ways. Billy thought they were
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bullies–wanting to fight all the time. So he made up his mind
to stay away from them, even in school. 

He began to skip school. He played “hooky” often.  He
would leave home for school, but never arrive. He met other
boys who were doing the same thing and they hung out
together. When the school day was over, they drifted back
home. At other times, he convinced Mom that he was sick. She
wrote a note to the school and he was excused.  

After awhile, he met up with boys from a family we knew
in Texas. They had dropped out of school and gone to work.
That is what Billy wanted to do. Dad, however, would not listen
to it. He wanted him to get an education so he could find a good
job.

One night, Billy and his friends were out looking for
excitement. Don White suggested they go over to the chicken
farm where he worked and “take” some chickens. They
assumed that a few chickens would not be missed and they
could get a little extra spending money. What they hadn’t
planned on was the noise the chickens would make. The ruckus
awakened the owner who came out to investigate. In their haste
to escape, Don lost his hat. 

The next morning, the owner took the hat to the police
department and filed a complaint. The police picked up Don for
questioning. He incriminated the other guys, Billy included.
Within hours, they were all in Juvenile Hall. 

The juvenile court judge was lenient with Billy, because he
had never been in trouble before. Nevertheless, he gave him a
stern warning, “get back in school.”

Billy’s act was an embarrassment to the family. And Dad
was determined to put an end to his delinquency. He forbid him
to run around with Don White or any of the other boys involved
in the theft. He told him, in no uncertain words, to get back in
school.

I remember the evening Billy came home late again. He
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had broken curfew and Dad was really angry. I was asleep when
he got home, but Dad was waiting up for him. 

Dad had a razor strap for sharpening his straight razor.
Actually, it was two straps fastened at the top. One was a
coarse-grained leather, the other fine.  It was about three inches
wide and sixteen or eighteen inches long. It was a feared
disciplinary tool.

That night, Billy got Dad’s full fury. I had never thought of
Dad being a violent man. But that night he demonstrated his
anger in a violent way. Today, the whipping he gave Bill would
be called a beating–child abuse. The noise woke me up and I
began to scream. Dad told me to shut up and get back to bed.

I was only seven, maybe eight at that time, and I didn’t
know what to make of Dad’s anger. I just knew that I never
wanted to do anything that would stir up his wrath. 

I have always wanted to please my parents. I tried really
hard. I must have been somewhat successful, because Dad said
he never remembered spanking me. Mom said she remembers
spanking me when I was very young, but not when I was old
enough to obey. When I recall this memory, I wonder if that
experience didn’t have a great influence on my desire to please.

A strong desire to please, carried over into my work world.
From my earliest memories I can see that I wanted to please my
boss, the people I supervised, and my co-workers. I went out of
my way to gain their approval. Fortunately, I refused to take it
too far. I never did wrong to obtain approval.

I remember one time when my supervisor was being
critical of my unit’s work. We were doing the best we could
under the circumstances and I was hurt. He saw that I was
taking the criticism personally and he backed off. But before he
did, I let him know that I didn’t take criticism very well, that
after I had done the best I could, it hurt to be criticized.

An unhealthy desire to please often leads to perfectionism.
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Perfectionism means  the effort to be perfect. I still wrestle with
that problem. Every project I try to do, whether its woodwork,
genealogy, or whatever, I try to do it perfectly, the age-old
desire to please. Believe me, when you finish a project and look
at its imperfections, it is not fun. 

Stay away from perfectionism. However, always do your
best and don’t do sloppy work because God deserves your best.
And whatever you do, do it as unto the Lord. If you don’t do it
perfectly, your Heavenly Father won’t beat you with a razor
strap. 

I told you a child’s idea of his Heavenly Father is rooted in
his feeling about his earthly father. My concept of God was
being sculpted the night Dad disciplined Billy.

I now know Dad loved him. He loved him so much that he
was not willing to let him have his own way and get into further
trouble. His strict discipline was designed to bring his wayward
son back home. 

Dad regretted the way he treated Billy. He often wondered
if he had been too strict. He wondered if it may have caused
him to get into more trouble. Dad asked Billy many times to
forgive him. Billy told me he did not hold it against Dad. He
said he deserved the beating and should have had many more.
      I have often thought about that experience. I have equated
Dad’s love with God’s love. It hurts our Heavenly Father to see
his children doing things they shouldn’t. Things that if not
stopped, will cause them to be eternally lost. That kind of love
and that kind of loss, requires drastic measures. God has to get
our attention or we will go our own way. Heaven then will be
only a dream that we may never experience. 

                           Wine for the Stomach                             
                                            

Dad was robust, muscular and tough. He seldom
complained about anything. But shortly after we arrived in
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California, he started having stomach problems. The doctor
could find nothing wrong. He told him that it was probably due
to stress. So he prescribed a “shot” of wine before bedtime. A
“shot” is one eighth of a fluid ounce, hardly a swallow. At any
rate, Dad refused to take it. I remember very clearly his talk
with Mom. “I can’t live with even a sip of wine,” he said. “The
thought of it tears me apart.”

His stomach problems continued. Then one day he told
Mom. “Paul told Timothy to take a little wine for his stomach’s
sake. Maybe it would be all right if I did.” I don’t know how
Mom answered him. I doubt seriously if she encouraged him.
She was steadfastly against the use of alcohol. She also
remembered Dad’s abuse of alcohol before he became a
Christian. 

Whatever transpired during the conversation, Dad bought
a bottle of wine. I remember the next scene very well. He
poured a small amount in a glass and drank it. He stared at the
floor like a fighter who had been defeated. Without a word, he
walked over to the sink and emptied the bottle into the sink.
Then he washed the sink as if to cleanse it of a dreaded disease.
That was his last drink.

                           Christmas Eve 1942

Christmas is a time of anticipation, joy and excitement.
And rightly so–it’s the celebration of Jesus’ birthday. Yet, there
are times when things happen on the Lord’s birthday that can’t
be explained. “Christmas Eve 1942" was one of those times. I
will not attempt to explain it. 

Bryant, Daphne, and Carl were already in bed, sound
asleep. Bernice and Eldred were taking down presents from
their hiding place in an alcove above the front door. The alcove
extended outward over the sidewalk about six feet. It was an
excellent place to hide things–high, unseen, and out of the way.
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Eldred pulled a table up to the door and climbed into the
darkened alcove. Bernice cautioned him as he stepped onto the
ceiling joists. A misstep and he could plunge through the
sheetrock to the sidewalk below. 

Carefully, he reached for a gift. Somehow, this man who
could climb around a 60-foot tall derrick without mishap, lost
his balance. He tumbled through the ceiling and landed outside
on his back. Unfortunately, he landed on a wooden milk crate
filled with empty bottles. 

We were living in the apartment next door. The noise of
the crash and breaking glass aroused Dad as well as some of the
neighbors. Dad was one of the first on the scene. My memory
of this tragedy begins with the crash and sound of breaking
glass.

In those days people were not aware of the danger in
moving an injured person. They didn’t realize the extent of his
injuries so they carried him inside and laid him on the bed. 

I ran to the apartment and was standing inside when the
ambulance arrived. Eldred did not want to go to the hospital. It
was Christmas Eve and he wanted to be with his family the next
morning. “Please,” he pleaded. “I don’t want to go. I want to be
with my kids on Christmas.”

Dad talked to him–man to man. They had a lot in common.
They had worked together in the oil fields and had seen men
hurt before, some very seriously. Eldred himself received a
severe head injury when a piece of metal fell from the top of a
derrick. Dad’s reasoning prevailed and Eldred agreed to go to
the hospital.

Hospital staff placed him on a solid bed with his back
arched to keep him from injuring his spinal cord. He was there
ten days. The doctors speculated that he tried to move–maybe
to turn over or get up. At any rate, a blood clot broke loose and
lodged in his heart. He died immediately, January 3, 1943. 

Why did this tragedy happen? I don’t know. We make our
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Francis Street Home

judgements on experience, things we can see and touch. God is
not like that. He acts out of the largeness of His infinite love,
wisdom, justice, and power. God is sovereign. Sometimes He
explains what He is doing. Other times, He keeps it to Himself.
He simply asks that we trust Him to do what is right, for us and
for His greater plan. When we get to heaven, all the pieces of
the puzzle will come together.

                   A Safe Haven - Francis Street
                                 1942- 1943

Immediately after Eldred’s death, Dad became a safe haven
for Eldred’s family. Bernice, Bryant, Daphne, and Carl needed
a refuge from the storm; they found one in the home of my
mom and dad.  It meant relocating to a larger home far away
from the scene of tragedy.  So we rented a house at 3812
Francis Street, in the county between Ontario and Chino.

Bryant is a year and twenty days older than I, so we were
close enough in age to spend a lot of time together.  He was the
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kind of guy one respected even at an early age. I looked up to
him.

At  the Francis street home, we had a garage, a cellar, and
a big chicken house. We raised enough chickens to have eggs
and fryers to sell.

Out front, near the street, was a large clump of grass.
Heavy blades of grass stood probably five or six feet. We cut a
hole at the bottom of the clump so we could go in and play.

All of us went to Chino schools. A bus picked us up about
a quarter of a mile from the house. 

Schools in California were integrated when we arrived. I
don’t remember having any racial problems, even though there
were a large number of Mexican-American students.

Dad was still working at Kaiser Steel Mill. Bernice went to
work at the Consolidated Laundry in Pomona. Mom was the
housekeeper. 

Billy lived with us for awhile, then with Toy and H.L. He
never went back to school, but  he found a job. Sad to say, he
continued to frequent bars and dance halls with his friends. 

I remember one night when Billy came home about the
time we arrived home from church. As was our custom, we
were in the kitchen having an after-church snack. Dad was
sitting in the living room facing the front door, when we heard
a loud knock. It sounded urgent, so Dad hurried to the door.
Standing outside was one of Billy’s friends. His face was cut
and bleeding profusely. Dad rushed him inside and Mom
dressed his wounds. He explained that he had been in a fight at
the dance hall and a man attacked him with a broken beer
bottle. He said he came to our house because he knew Billy’s
parents would take care of him.

Dad had returned to the dark living room when he noticed
someone peering through the front window. He dashed out the
door just in time to see a car speed away. Dad said it was
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probably the guy who fought with Billy’s friend.

                      Thoughts About My Dad

Dad was a good man. His love for the family was beyond
question, but he found it hard to express it in words. Someone
outside the family might conclude that he was stern and
unapproachable. But that wasn’t true. 

He was  firm and he didn’t tolerate disobedience. We could
talk to him, yet once he said no, we knew not to ask again.

I don’t remember playing football or baseball with him. I
don’t remember playing hide-and-go-seek, table games, or as a
matter of fact, any games. He just never felt free to do those
kind of things.

Nevertheless, every Saturday morning, he gave us his
undivided attention.  On that day you could see a real father. He
lay in bed longer than usual. He lay there deliberately, waiting
for us to jump in bed with him. 

I don’t remember how early in the morning it was, but I
suspect it was quite early. I remember bursting into his bedroom
and jumping upon the bed. He spread his big arms and took me
in one arm and Bryant in the other. He held us so tight we
couldn’t move. Then, as if on a cue, he would release us and
just look at us. Time and time again I can remember asking
him, “Daddy, teach us a Bible verse.” 

Why would a seven-year-old boy jump on his Dad’s bed
every Saturday morning and ask to be taught a Bible verse? It
seems kind of odd, doesn’t it? I am not sure I have an answer,
but I have an idea. Dad was the spiritual leader of our house.
And at a very early age, we recognized it. 

Dad showed his love in other ways too. He took us fishing
often during season. Lake Henshaw, in San Diego County, was
our favorite spot. Being with him on these occasions was really
enjoyable. 
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One memory stands out. I wish I could paint a word picture
of it, just like it happened, but I can’t. Go back to your days of
make-believe.

Jess, pretend that you are riding on a cloud. Ben, imagine
that you are in a space ship with modern technology and you
can see exactly what is going on. You are following Dad,
Bryant and me as we row across Lake Henshaw to our favorite
fishing spot. It’s between two mountains in a deep cove near the
dam. The spot is protected from the winds by steep cliffs on
each side. There is not a ripple in sight. The water looks like a
polished  mirror. 

The boat is very heavy–made from wood. It is not like the
fiberglass and aluminum boats fisherman use today. You could
put an outboard motor on it, but we didn’t have one at that time.
It was difficult to row, but Dad could do it, he was strong. 

We get excited as we round the mountain and our fishing
spot comes into view. In a few minutes we are deep in the cove,
our fishing lines in the water. We are waiting  for the big one to
bite.  

Unknown to us, clouds were beginning to gather in the
north behind the mountain. Gradually the sky begins to darken.
If you look closely, you will see Dad looking at the sky, then
looking beyond the cove into the open water. He doesn’t say
much, but he keeps looking. Finally, he says, “Boys, I think we
had better head back toward the dock. It looks like a storm is
coming.” Reluctantly, we reel in our lines.

Water in the cove was just fine, but by the time we reached
open water the wind was blowing, not hard, but hard enough for
concern. He said something about small whitecaps beginning to
form. That seemed to bother him. He looked over his shoulder
toward the dock. It wasn’t that far away. So he decided to make
a run for it.

 Within minutes, the whitecaps turned into waves. The boat
was being tossed about. If it turned sideways in the trough of a
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wave, it would fill up with water. So Dad fought hard to keep
it headed into the waves. 

He never said anything about his hands. They were the
hands of a hard-working man–scarred by years in the oil field
and at Kaiser Steel Mill. But they were no match for a row boat
pounded by brutal waves. His hands were now bleeding from
broken blisters.

I never saw Dad give up on anything. Quitting was not
acceptable to him. His rule was to work until the job was done
and done right. He was dealing with this dangerous situation in
the same way. He was sticking with it. He knew we were in
danger, but he stayed on the oars. That was the only way we
were going to get out.  

Near exhaustion, and against his better judgment, he
allowed Bryant and me to take over the rowing. He must have
been near giving up or he would not have done that. He coached
us along for a while, but we couldn’t keep the boat’s bow into
the waves. So he quickly resumed rowing. 

I don’t remember how long it took to get back to the dock.
It seemed like forever. But we made it. Only after we got off the
boat did Dad show us his hands and tell us how serious the
situation was. 

I have thought about that experience many times. And I
have discovered several good lessons. First, you must never
give up. No matter what situation you find yourself in, never
give up. Second, don’t leave the boat in a storm. Stay with the
boat, unless like Peter, the Master of the Sea, bids you come.
And third, if the Master bids you come, Go! You can walk on
the water. 

“You’re blessed when you stay on course, walking steadily
on the road revealed by God. You’re blessed when you follow
his directions doing your best to find him. That’s right–you
don’t go off on your own; you walk straight along the road he
has set.” Ps. 119:1-3 Msg.
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                             Not In This House

Most of the time, Bryant, Daphne, Carl and I got along
well. We had a squabble now and then, but they were not
serious–just normal brother and sister spats. 

 I can remember one time, however, when I stepped out of
line. Bryant made me mad about something. I don’t have the
slightest idea what it was. That’s not important. The way I
responded to it was important. In my anger I called him a
S.O.B. That was totally out of character for me. I didn’t even
know what the words meant. But Dad was going to make sure
I learned what they meant and they were not acceptable. 

A family meeting was called in the kitchen. I don’t know
who all was there, but it included, Dad, Mom, Bernice, Bryant
and I. Dad asked me if I had used that dirty word. I didn’t lie.
Then he wanted to know where I heard it. I didn’t know. And
he wanted to know if I knew what it meant. No, I didn’t.
Finally, he asked why I called Bryant that name. I told him
because those are the words you use when you are mad. He
said, “not in this house.” Then he explained what it meant and
told me to apologize to Bernice.

A whipping would have been easier–too easy. Dad didn’t
want it that way. He wanted to burn it into my mind. We don’t
use such language. If I had known what it meant, I would never
have used it. I loved my sister. Nevertheless, an apology was
the only way out. And I might add, the appropriate way out. I
owed her an apology. 

I remember exactly what I did. I ran to her. It wasn’t one of
those half-hearted, nonchalant walks. It was real. I  buried my
face in her dress and squalled. If you don’t know what “squall”
means, it means to scream–to cry out violently. That’s what I
did. 

Of course, Bernice forgave me. She held me close and
cried with me. There will never be another person like her. 
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                Dream Come True - Phillips Street
                                  1943-1945

Dad was always in pursuit of a better life. Oil field workers
are always on the move–from one oil field to another–across
counties and states. Because of that, we moved often. The
opportunity to settle down in a specific community and own a
home was always out of reach. Yet he longed for that day.

He was now in a position to fulfill his dream. He was a
good mechanic. So when we arrived in California, he found a
good, well-paying job as a  millwright. It wasn’t long until we
were out of the run-down apartment building and into a rented
house on Francis Street. We lived there for about a year until
Dad could save a few dollars and find a suitable property.

He found an acre of land with a small house on it at 1472
E. Phillips, not far from where we were renting. The owner was
willing to sell it and provide financing if Dad would find a
cosigner. That was not a problem. Bernice was now working
full time and Sonny was about ready to be discharged from
military service. Both were willing to cosign the note for $4200.

On August 3, 1943, the paperwork was complete and the
mortgage agreement signed. For the first time, since he left the
homestead in New Mexico, about 1918, Dad was the proud
owner of a piece of property and a small home.  

Our new home was right on the “wash” (a flood control
channel). We spent many hours down there playing cowboys
and Indians. And, since the war was going on, we played like
we were in the army.

There were two large chicken houses on the place. We
raised chickens in one of them and rabbits in the other. At one
time we had more than 400 rabbits. Bryant and I killed rabbits
every evening after school. Most of them, however, were sold
to a man who came around in a truck. It was the same thing
with the chickens. I don’t know how many we had, but there
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were enough to warrant a truck coming out to pick them up.  
In the north end of the rabbit building we had a couple of

hogs. We rode them like horses. Later, Dad butchered them. I
don’t think we bought any more.

For a while, Glenn and his friend, Bud White, kept their
horses there. I don’t remember riding them, but they were sure
pretty to look at.

 
We had a big Cornish Game rooster. He was big and mean.

When you exited the chicken pen, you always wanted to back
out. If you turned your back on him, he would attack you. I still
have a scar where he stuck his spur into the calf of my leg.

One day, Sonny was leaving the pen when he heard the
rooster rushing up behind. He reached down and picked up a
stick, turned around and threw it at him. The twirling stick
caught the rooster under his beak and broke his neck. We didn’t
have any more trouble with him. 

Sonny was still in the Army when we lived on Phillips. He
came home every few weeks. He always brought us candy and
fireworks. He said they used the fireworks when they were in
training. He also brought his army dress clothes home for
Bernice to wash and iron. 

We were living on Phillips when Daphne got her face cut.
If I remember correctly, she tried to jump on the back of a
neighbor’s car. She slipped, hit her head on the bumper and
made a large cut across her cheek bone. A faint scar is still
there.

This is also where Mom spilled hot water on Carl’s head.
She was carrying a large pan of boiling water to the kitchen
cabinet, when Carl came running through the house. He ran into
her and she spilled it. For months he had a big scab over his
entire head.                           
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             The 3 R’s - Alcott Elementary School
                                  1943-1946

Bryant, Daphne, Carl and I went to Alcott School, a mile,
or more, from home. There was no bus service.  We walked. 

Alcott was not a large school. There were only two
buildings. One was the kindergarten, the other much larger
building, was the grade school. A blacktop area stretched the
length of the building. 

At recess and lunch time, we played dodge ball, basketball,
and a variety of group games. Further out we had a softball
diamond and a soccer field. The only free time we had was at
lunch. Our recesses were all supervised by a teacher. 

I can’t tell you how many students attended Alcott, but
there weren’t many.  And there was no segregation. Minorities
and white students studied and played together. There were no
racial problems.

I delivered the Progress Bulletin newspaper for several
years. My route covered most of the minority neighborhoods.
Not once did I have a problem. 

Josephine, a petite Italian girl, sat behind me in Mrs.
Patee’s class. She looked fragile, but she was in the middle of
all our activities. She was very popular.

Josephine came from a devout Catholic family. On one of
the Catholic holy days, she was required to fast and be silent for
a whole day. At the beginning of that day, Mrs. Patee explained
to the class that Josephine would not be eating or talking that
day and that we should respect her religion. I remember turning
around one time to look at her. She smiled and I turned back
around.  

While we were at Alcott School, Daphne and I started
music lessons. I took Hawaiian guitar lessons. I never hear the
name Hawaiian guitar anymore. You probably don’t even know
what it is. It was a regular guitar, tuned the same way. But
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instead of making chords with your fingers, you used a heavy
round steel bar to pass along the frets. Daphne took lessons on
the accordion. 

Mrs. Arckle,  my teacher, used to tell us stories about the
war. One day she was telling a war story. I don’t remember
what it was about, but I made a noise like–tsst,tsst–through my
teeth. I guess I was trying to get attention. Anyway, Mrs. Arckle
became very angry. She made me come to the front of the room
and apologize. That really hurt, but not near so much as what
she did next. She made me take a chair over in front of the
kindergarten room and sit there. 

Another time, I was turned around in my seat, on my knees,
leaning over the desk behind me. I didn’t hear her when she
called the class to order. All of a sudden, I felt the blow of a
wooden ruler against my “back side.” 

Oh yes, I don’t want to fail to mention that I won a
basketball free throw contest at Alcott. As winner, I was invited
to  the all-city contest at the high school. At the city wide
contest, I messed up. I was so far behind. I don’t even
remember how far it was. 

We had four dogs at different times, a black and white
Cocker Spaniel, and a brown and white Cocker Spaniel, a
Boston Bull Terrier, and a St. Bernard. We only had the St.
Bernard for a short time. He broke his chain and escaped. We
had the Cocker Spaniels at the same time. We thought our
neighbor, Mr. Carver, poisoned them because they barked so
much and disturbed his turkeys. They were great pets. I think
we liked the Boston Bull Terrier best. 

He would grab hold of a rope and hang on as we swung
him round and round. One day, as we were walking to the
Shady Grove Dairy for milk, he took off through a fence toward
a young bull. We yelled for him, but he did not pay attention.
He grabbed the bull by the neck and held on. The bull swung
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him back and forth for a long time, but failed to dislodge him.
Finally, the bull flipped over on his side. The dog let loose and
ran back to us wagging his tail as if to say, “There, I did it.”

We were living on Phillips when Bernice met Earl Fortner.
He was attending the Foursquare Church as was one of the
women Bernice worked with at the Consolidated Laundry. Her
co-worker introduced them. I don’t know how long they dated
before they got married, but you can rest assured my sister did
not jump into it without a lot of thought. 

The only place they went, I think, was to church. When
they got home, they sat in the car. Dad didn’t think that was a
good idea. He thought it might reflect on their Christian
testimony. My how things have changed. 

On June 30, 1945, Bernice and Earl were married. They
moved into their own home, a very small house on his father’s
property in east Pomona.  

Now it was only Mom, Dad, and I. When school started in
September 1945, Bryant and Daphne went to one school and I
went to another.

The house was kind of lonely after they left. I often wished
they were back home. Life is like that–one transition after
another. Change is inevitable. 

That part of my life then came to an end. I was off on
another journey, in a home without brothers and sister. Brothers
and a sister, that’s what they were when we lived together.

Bernice, Bryant, Daphne, and Carl will always be a part of
my Gallery of Memories.   

                                         _  
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          The Greatest Generation - World War II
                                  1939-1945

World War II was one of the greatest events of my
generation. We were too young to be soldiers, but we were
immersed in patriotism. Every day we were instructed, through
film or stories, on the greatness of America. We stood at
attention every morning on the sidewalk in front of the school
and pledged our allegiance to the United States of America.
Love for our country was expressed with a fervor unknown
since those days. 

Early in the war, we stretched our open hand toward the
flag when we said the pledge. But that was too close to the way
the Germans did it. The symbol of our pledge was changed to
placing our hands over our hearts–the way we do it today.

Everybody bought war bonds and stamps. At school we
bought stamps every week and pasted them in a book. When it
was full, we traded it for a bond. Lapel pins and cards were
distributed at school to all students. They read, “I AM A 100%
AMERICAN.”

Americans had to give up a lot of things to support the war.
Many things were rationed. We were issued stamps each month
to buy items like sugar, butter and meat. Cars, tires, gasoline,
batteries, and many metal and copper items were almost
impossible to get. 

Prior to the war, mens pants all had cuffs, but that changed
when material became hard to get. Women could not buy nylon
stockings, because nylon was used for parachutes. 

Margarine was developed during that time to take the place
of butter. The first margarine was a white, lard-looking
substance. Inside its package was a yellow packet of coloring.
To get yellow “butter,” you had to break the packet and mix it
with the white substance.

People were encouraged to set out “Victory Gardens.” By
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1944, forty percent of the fresh vegetables eaten were produced
by families.

A curious thing happened in late 1942. How it began no
one seems to know, but the words, “Kilroy Was Here,”
appeared everywhere. It was accompanied by a wide-eyed,
baldheaded face appearing over a fence which hid everything
below the nose, except for the fingers and hands, which were
gripping the top of the fence. Some people believed it was
meant to show that everybody, even those you couldn’t see,
were “here” doing something for the war effort. 

I remember truck convoys traveling the highways. They
were carrying soldiers to coastal ports for shipment overseas.
Steam engines pulled long troop trains through town with their
window shades pulled down. Tanks, armored cars, and large
guns were covered with canvas and carried on flat cars.

You may have heard about war time blackouts. At regular
intervals, all lights in town were turned off. Not a glimmer of
light was allowed, because a small light might alert enemy
aircraft. The blackouts were practice runs in case the enemy
attacked the mainland. Japanese submarines were seen off the
coast several times.

In February 1942 one actually fired torpedoes at an oil
refinery in Santa Barbara. Later the same year they fired on a
military base in Fort Stevens, Oregon and started a forest fire
further inland. 

Japanese-Americans and foreign Japanese were considered
very dangerous to national security during the war. So from
1942 until 1944, more than 110, 000 Japanese were taken from
their homes and placed in concentration camps away from
populated areas. Their cars, homes and businesses were
confiscated.

Interestingly, many young Japanese men volunteered for
military duty and did a commendable job. In 1993 the United
States government reimbursed the descendants of these people



-85-

for their losses. It was a very controversial act when they were
confined to the camps as well as when they were reimbursed for
their losses some 50 years later. 

Another interesting phenomenon of that day was the “Zoot
Suiters.” By the beginning of 1943, America was deeply
engaged with World War II. In Los Angeles, young Latinos,
were not content to stay within their barrios, but were spilling
into downtown dance halls, movie houses, pool halls and clubs.
They wore distinctive hairdos ("duck tails") and apparel ("drape
shapes" or "zoot suits,"  wide-brimmed hats, broad-shouldered
long coats, high-waisted peg-legged trousers and long dangling
chains). They called themselves pachucos. They came into
contact with swarms of other young men who wore another type
of uniform  . . . military men. One thing led to another resulting
in the Los Angeles Zoot Suit Riots.

In many homes one could see one or more blue or gold
stars in the window. The blue star meant a son or daughter from
that home was serving in the military. A gold star signified a
son or daughter killed in action. Those stars were displayed
with pride.  

Thousands of people died in the war, but the most tragic
story was that of the holocaust. A holocaust is the term used to
describe Hitler’s attempt to exterminate all Jews. He shot them,
buried them alive, and put them in gas chambers. More than six
million Jews died before he was stopped.

It is a real joy for me to see the Jews living in their own
homeland. Since 1948, they have been living in the land
promised to them by our Heavenly Father. We don’t know
when, but one day they will live in peace. God promised it. You
can believe it will happen.

Early in the war, when I was about seven years old,
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America began development of the atomic bomb. It was so
secret that few people knew about it until the first bombs were
dropped on the Japanese cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, in
1945. I remember seeing pictures of those destroyed cities in
the newspaper.

There was a lot of discussion in those days, and in the years
following, about the use of the bombs. Most people, however,
thought President Truman did the right thing. It was the only
way to win the war without more casualties.   

For six long years we waited for the end of that terrible
war. It came on September 2, 1945. The Japanese surrendered
aboard the USS Missouri. Eva and I had the privilege of going
aboard the ship when it was in Port Long Beach, California.
The exact spot on the deck where the surrender took place was
marked with a bronze plaque. 

When the surrender was announced, I remember cheering
in the streets around our house. Whistles started blowing and
sirens wailed. People were yelling, whistling, beating on pans,
barrels and any other thing they could get their hands on.

For days and weeks the end of the war was the talk of the
town. Military men came home with war stories. Some were
stories of heroism others of tragedy and great loss. 

Many of those who experienced the heat of battle did not
want to talk about it.  Some of them were silent for years after
the war was over. War does terrible things to people.    

             
              Home Builder - 480 East Grand Ave.

Dad was still in pursuit of a better life when he decided to
build his own house. He bought a half acre walnut grove at 480
East Grand Avenue in Pomona and began construction. I was
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              Grand Avenue Home

only about eleven years old at the time, but I remember the
work that went into building it. 

By this time, Dad was a union millwright (a generic term
for one who installs and works on heavy machinery). He moved
from one job to the other, but always within driving distance of
home. There were times when he was between jobs, so he had
a lot of time to devote to working on the house. 

He built it with 12x12x16 inch cement blocks. He had an
older man working with him, but according to Dad, “He wasn’t
much help.”

I don’t know how many square feet were in the house. It
wasn’t large by todays standard, but it had a large living room,
a large kitchen, two large bedrooms, and a bath room. It was
built to last, and it still stands today.

The house was built on the front of the lot. A large,
detached garage was built some fifty feet from the house. Dad
never completed  the garage. The frame work was raised and a
roof put on, but the walls were never finished. Even so, that’s
where Sonny and Dad worked on their cars.
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They did all the work on their cars in those days, from
changing the oil to a complete overhaul. If they had a complete
overhaul scheduled, they would start on Friday after work. They
worked late Friday night, got up early Saturday and had the job
finished by late Saturday evening. 

I owe my knowledge of mechanical things to Dad and
Sonny. When they were working on their cars, I helped by
cleaning all the old parts in gasoline and keeping them supplied
with the right tools. 

The garage was some distance from the street and the
driveway extended beyond the garage. It was on that driveway
that I learned to drive. Dad allowed me to drive back and forth
from the street to the garage. There wasn’t enough room to get
out of first gear, but I learned how to get the car moving
without it jumping and jerking.

For the life of me, I can’t remember the car I learned to
drive. I think it was a big old gray-colored Buick. He also had
a 47-Ford Pickup about that time, but that was not the one I
learned to drive.

I remember only one Christmas gift I received while we
lived on Grand. It was an erector set. I spent hours putting those
metal parts together. I made Ferris wheels, cars, trucks, steam
shovels, and all kinds of things. It had a small electric motor to
operate several different setups. I think I learned a lot about
mechanical things by working with that erector set. 

On the back of the lot Mom had a large garden. She
considered the garden her ministry. She planted about every
vegetable you could find in the store. She canned everything we
didn’t eat. And from her “over productivity” she gave to others.

One of her big projects every year, was canning food for a
Bible school in Pasadena (later became West Coast Bible
College and relocated to Fresno). Year after year her highly
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productive garden contributed to the education of future pastors
and church leaders. 

Dad never gave very much. He was diligent about paying
his tithes, but that was about it. I remember him saying, “You
can never give without it costing you.” He didn’t realize that
God simply made us stewards of His money. The Bible tells us
that “all the gold and silver”are His. He owns it all, but we are
allowed to live on it and help others with it. The more you give
to the poor and to the cause of the Kingdom, the more you will
have to give. It’s God’s way of reaching the unsaved.

Dad kept a tight rein on the money at our house, so Mom
couldn’t give as she wanted to. I am sure that is the reason she
worked so hard and spent so much time in the garden. The
garden was hers.  She could do what she wanted with it.

I don’t want to leave the impression that Dad was not a
good Christian. He was. One time, while he was building the
house, he decided to go on a fast. He thought that would help
him get closer to God. He determined in his mind that he would
drink only water and juices for forty days. Forty days is a long
time, but Dad said Jesus did it, other Christians did it, so he
was going to do it. Day after day he went without food. But he
miscalculated his dates and ate on the 35th day of his fast. That
upset him. He said, “I am not going to let Satan beat me out of
this fast.” The following day, he started again. For six more
days he fasted. 

Dad’s long fast made a great impression on me. I saw how
important a man’s religious experience could be to him. He
earned my highest respect by that deed. 

While we were living on Grand, Dad had a skin cancer
develop on his right jaw. The doctor told him that it was slow
growing but within five years it would cover the side of his
face. Dad began to pray seriously for healing. He had our local
church pray and he sent a request to the church headquarters.
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The cancer continued to spread until it was about the size
of a dime. But Dad never wavered in his belief that God could
and would heal it. One day it begin to itch. Dad put his index
finger on it and at that very moment, the cancer dropped into
his hand. All that was left was a white scar. It never returned.

I saw my first television when we lived on Grand. We used
to go up town and watch it through the store window. We
didn’t own a set for a long time. Then Sonny bought one. A
seven inch, table model Philco.

I watched a lot of cartoons and westerns. My favorite
cartoon was Cecil, the dinosaur. My favorite western was the
Lone Ranger.

One program that showed the future of television was a
newscast about the attempted rescue of Cathy Fiscus, a child
who fell into an old open water well. TV coverage continued
for a couple of days as they tried to dig another hole beside the
well. They managed to keep her from slipping further into the
well, but she was dead from the long exposure. 

We had a cat named Shirley, a long-haired Persian. No
doubt about it, she was Dad’s cat. She got pregnant and
delivered her kittens somewhere in the neighborhood. When
she came home one Sunday morning, Dad saw that she had
delivered her kittens. He asked her, “Shirley, where are your
kittens?” “Go get them,” he said, “and bring them home.” She
took off. In a little while she returned with the first kitten. She
dropped it on the floor and went away again. She brought
another, but by then, it was time for us to go to church. So Dad
propped open the door for her. While we were gone, she
brought all of her kittens home and left them in the front room.

                                        _       
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                            My Hero: Sonny

Sonny was discharged from military service when we lived
on Phillips. Not long after that he met Katie, a woman who
lived just up the street. She lived with her mother and
stepfather, the Jones’.  They had several children who were our
close friends.

Sonny and Katie enjoyed young people. Both of them
worked full-time, but they found time for us. They took us to all
kinds of places--the beach, the fair, fishing, and other places of
amusement. 

At what appeared to be such an inopportune time, Katie
contracted Leukemia and passed away. It was a devastating
blow to Sonny because he enjoyed being with her so much.

When things like that happen, one wonders why. Answers
are not easy to find. Many times they are beyond our reach. In
times like that, we must defer to the sovereignty of God. He
knows what is best. He never makes a mistake and His timing
is never off. It is not our place to question Him, for we can be
sure that the thoughts and plans He has for us are good. 

I desperately needed Sonny during my early teenage years.
Perhaps that is the reason, or at least one of the reasons, God
took her when He did. If Katie had lived, I would have been
without his companionship.

Sonny remembered what it was like growing up in Dad’s
home. He knew he was a tough, no nonsense, kind of guy. I was
having a hard time with that. But Sonny understood him. He
explained that Dad came from a different generation, from a
different way of life. The things he did were designed for my
good. He taught me how to appreciate him and how to work
with him. I didn’t think that was possible.

Sonny was my role model. He didn’t go to church. But he
let me know that it was the right thing to do. Dad was the
spiritual leader. I never doubted that. And to this day, I have a
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deep sense of gratitude for it. 
Sonny spoke to Dad many times on my behalf. I had an old

girl’s bike, but it was Sonny that persuaded Dad to buy my first
boys bicycle, a delivery bike. In front it had a large, heavy duty
wire basket, a good feature for delivering papers. 

Later, he persuaded Dad to buy a small Czechoslovakian
motorcycle for me. It was one of a kind. I never saw another
like it. I rode that thing until it wouldn’t go any more. When the
magneto went out, we junked it. You couldn’t find parts.

By the time we junked it, I was riding Sonny’s Norton. It
was a powerful racing and hill-climbing bike. I didn’t get to
ride it very far. Most of the time I rode it in the field next door,
but I was allowed to take it to school once in awhile. Boy, did
I get attention then. 

Sonny enjoyed fishing, so we went fishing several times a
year. He bought a small “tear drop” trailer. It was so small you
couldn’t stand up in it. There was barely room for a double
mattress. But it kept us out of the cold and rain. The top rose up
in the back to form a canopy over a “kitchen.” We had a
Coleman stove back there as well as an icebox. Our folding
table was set up on the ground. We had a lot of fun with that
little trailer. 

We often went places alone. Boxing was one of our
favorites. After the fights we would go by a café for hot
chocolate and a piece of pie. Sometimes we brought donuts or
cookies home to have with hot chocolate. 

We had great times at the midget auto races in the Los
Angeles coliseum and the motorcycle races in Riverside. Half-
time performances were almost always planned–like the
football games we have today. I remember the Johnny Martin
Daredevils who performed at the Riverside Raceway. It was a
great thrill to see cars crash; motorcycles fly over row after row
of cars, and all kinds of daredevil driving. 

Being with Sonny was really fun. It was his influence that
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kept me close to home. It’s too bad that there are so few men
like him. I can think of nothing greater than to be a person who
influences another person for good, particularly a young person.
If that person comes to know the Lord, it’s life’s greatest
achievement.

I was perfectly happy being around Sonny. And I was
really hurt when he told me about Helen, a secretary where he
worked. I knew I would no longer have his full attention. He
tried to make the transition easy for me. But it wasn’t easy. I
had his attention for years. Now, someone else was stepping
into our relationship. I didn’t like that. 

He took me to his place of employment in Pasadena to
meet her. I stayed there all day. But at the end of the day I
didn’t like her any better. I went over there several times. I went
out to eat with them and spent some time in the park with them.
They were trying very hard to make me feel secure, but it
wasn’t working. 

Helen was a beautiful person. Petite, dark complected, and
attractive. She was just what Sonny needed, a strong, intelligent
woman with both feet on the ground. They married in 1949 and
bought a house in Whittier. 

I was old enough (15 years old) to accept their marriage,
but it was hard. Looking back, I can see that Helen understood
my loss. She didn’t want me to feel that I had lost a brother.
She wanted me to feel that I had gained a friend. She spent time
cultivating our friendship. She  called me “Chick.” I didn’t like
that, but she continued to work on our relationship. She won. 

Now that I look back, I think Burb tried to help me through
that difficult time. He started taking me fishing with him and
Demia. I can’t recall going a lot of times, but I do remember it.
One trip stands out in my mind.

On a trip to Lake Henshaw we had loaded the boat and
were ready to cast off. Burb was operating the motor. Demia
was sitting in the middle and I was at the bow, ready to push
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away from the dock. Suddenly, the boat began to slip away
while I was still holding on to the dock. Before it stopped, I was
stretched out  across the water. My hands were clinging to the
dock and my toes hanging onto the boat. My back felt like it
would break in two. I was about to let go when help arrived. 

We had a lot of fun at Lake Henshaw. I remember Mom
fishing off the bank near the dam. She always wore a bonnet,
the old farm style. I can still see her sitting on a fallen tree with
a pole in her hands. She got into a school of large bass–three or
four pounders. All of us tried to cast our lines into her spot, but
nothing happened. The fish wanted her hook. 

Once we got caught on Monkey Island. The wind was
blowing, waves crashing against the rocks. There was no way
we could have gone back to the dock. So we docked on the
sand and stood on the rocks. Every time we threw our lines we
caught fish, but we soon ran out of bait. Yet Dad was still
fishing. How could that be? We found out. Licuts (a yellow
wood worm) began crawling out of his shirt pockets. He was
hiding our bait. 

                                         
                                          _        

      Growing Pains - Fremont Junior High School
                                 1946-1949

You guys are now in your teen years. You know or will
know what I’m talking about in this scene from My Gallery of
Memories. I am amazed at the changes that took place in my
early teens and the frequency of them. 

Schools in my hometown were divided into elementary
grades (K-6); junior high (grades 7-9); and high school (grades
10-12). I completed the sixth grade at Alcott in June 1946 and
enrolled in Fremont Junior High School in September of that
same year.
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I found out that elementary school and junior high were
different ball games. It seems like I had to grow up overnight.
I was living in a new world: new school, new teachers, new
social activities, new friends, and new sports activities. It was
quite an adjustment for me, a teenager who had just as soon be
by himself.  

I found that getting older also meant becoming more
responsible. Suddenly, from sixth grade to seventh grade,
people expected more from me.

Instead of sitting in one class all day, I now had to move
five times a day–from one classroom to another–English, math,
science, social studies, physical education, and shop. Adjusting
to higher level classes was hard enough, but trying to please
five or more teachers was almost impossible. 

I remember most, if not all of my junior high teachers:
Doyle Montz, Edwin Bamber, Fred Cutler, Anne Juhl, Agatha
Palmer, Adrian Wright and Maxson Weide.

Most of my teachers were absolutely great, but  my favorite
was Doyle Montz. He was by far the best teacher at Fremont
Junior High.

Mr. Montz was a man’s man. He was about six feet tall and
weighed maybe 175 or 185 lbs. He never raised his voice and
was very soft spoken. When he spoke, he looked you straight in
the eye. You could tell that he was giving you his full attention.
He took time to greet each of us as we entered the classroom.
I never had any other teacher who did that. Needless to say, he
had the respect of all of us. There were no discipline problems
in his classroom. 

Mr. Montz didn’t talk about religion. You knew, however,
from his illustrations and examples, that he was a Christian and
attended church regularly. He was a member of the United
Brethren Church.

Mr. Montz was in charge of the audio-visual department at
Fremont. That was one of my most memorable activities. I
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showed educational films to all the classes, including the girls
physical education classes. Some of the sensitive films he
would not let anyone show but me. 

As a member of the audio-visual team, I learned to run the
stage lighting, audio mixer board, and the big arc projector.
Every Monday night, at the adult education forum, I showed
travel films from all over the world. For several months on
Saturday mornings, I ran the audio mixer board at the Fremont
Auditorium for the Young Ideas Radio Show, put on by radio
station KPMO. When I graduated from Fremont, I was awarded
the American Legion School Award for “outstanding service to
the school.”

Everybody in Pomona knew Anne Juhl. She was a spinster
who taught English for years at Fremont. She was very homely,
but sure of herself. She walked erect, fast, and with confidence.
She was an independent thinker and wanted her students to
think. When she gave homework, you had better have it done
and on time. If you didn’t, you stayed after school until it was
done.

Ms. Juhl was an avid horsewoman. Time and time again
she told us how to get a horse to go where you wanted it to go.
“Hold the reins close to the side of its neck,” she would say. “It
will go in circles for a while, but it will soon learn to go where
you want it to.” That was her example of how to get students to
do what she wanted–keep a tight rein.

Fred Cutler was the well-liked physical education teacher.
He lived in Upland, near the foothills and drove a Model T
Ford to school.

He was energetic and fair yet he wouldn’t let you get by
with just sitting through PE Class. First thing, after we dressed,
was to hit the track for a half mile jog. I could never make it.

Physical Education classes were always hard for me. All
during my school years I was heavy--overweight. Classmates
made jokes about it, especially in the shower room. I tried to
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pass it off as a joke, but inside, I was hurting.
One big Mexican guy always grabbed my big “boobs” and

made degrading remarks. What made it worse was the laughter
that followed. I wanted to bop him but couldn’t get up the nerve
to do it. It may have been my size that kept me from having an
interest in sports.

Organized, intramural sports began in the eighth grade. We
had baseball, basketball, football, and track. I didn’t like any of
them. I didn’t participate nor did I attend very many events. To
this date, I have not enjoyed sports.

I was introduced to amateur radio at Fremont. I have
forgotten the teacher’s name who brought in the small, portable
10 meter transmitter we used. It wasn’t very powerful and we
were limited in our contacts. It did, however, arouse my
interest. There was a much larger (150 watt) transmitter at the
high school  with unlimited possibilities. That’s where I really
became involved.  

During seventh grade, students were introduced to dancing.
My parents of course, were against that kind of activity and
didn’t want me to get involved. So, I chose  to operate the
sound system instead. It worked out really well. I fit in and
never felt like I was looked down on. Probably more important,
I was not expected to get too close to anyone.

That wasn’t always true, however. I remember one incident
quite well. It was an off campus activity, Halloween I think. We
were supposed to ask a girl to go with us. That was a problem.
I had never asked a girl for a date and I was scared to death. But
there was a girl I wanted to get better acquainted with–Beverly
Brill. 

Practicing my line was difficult, but not near as much as
building my courage. That took time and effort. Finally, I
approached her and to my surprise she said “yes,” just like it
was no big thing. If she only knew the agony I went through,
she would have applauded my efforts.
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The party was at the Washington Park Club House. It was
beautifully decorated with streamers. When we went in music
was playing and boys and girls were already dancing. My heart
started pounding ninety to nothing. “Now,” I thought, “What
am I going to do?”

I don’t know what I was expecting. It was a party, but
dancing was not on my mind. I was very naive–socially
unskilled.

We sat down on the side lines and watched. Before long,
a boy came up and asked Beverly for a dance. She accepted
immediately, and I was left alone on the side lines. WOW!
What a blow to my ego. I was really hurt.

I watched them a few minutes (probably a few seconds)
then I  left. I went looking for a place to hide. Bleachers on the
far side of the park looked like a good place. No time was lost
in getting there.

A friend came and tried to persuade me to go back inside.
He explained that dancing with other partners was OK. “That’s
what happens at parties,” he said. Nope! That was not my cup
of tea. It was the end of the night for me and my relationship
with Beverly. The only consolation I had was that I had not
betrayed my conviction. I did not dance.

Another unpleasant situation happened at Fremont. It
didn’t have anything to do with social activities either. It had to
do with my integrity. I was accused of stealing.

Someone stole a student’s Wood Shop project. Mr. Weide,
the instructor, wanted to recover the project and determine who
took it. He had all the students in the class scouring the
shop–top to bottom.

I found it in the bottom of a bucket of rags. And because I
found it in such an unlikely place,  he accused me of stealing it.
That really hurt.

When I got home, I told Sonny the story. I don’t remember
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why Sonny was home that day. He said, “Let’s go talk to Mr.
Weide.” We went into the Wood Shop and Sonny asked what
had happened. His account of the incident did not suit Sonny.
He was not happy with the teacher’s reasoning. He told him, in
no uncertain terms, that I would not steal and that he did not
want to hear any more accusations like that. 

Mr. Weide didn’t mention it again and I felt vindicated.

Near the end of the eighth grade, before we registered for
ninth grade classes, we took academic achievement tests. You
may have taken similar tests to discover how well you
performed in specific subjects. The tests I am talking about,
were used to determine what subjects we would most likely
succeed in, specifically in high school.   

I was not surprised that I didn’t do well in math. It was my
most difficult subject. For some reason I am unable to connect
the abstract or conceptual aspects of math with reality. You see,
I can’t visualize things in my mind like an artist. I learn by
seeing and doing. When I write a word, I have to see it on paper
to make sure it is spelled correctly.  

Consequently, I did poorly on the math portion of the
achievement test. My home room teacher said, “Considering
the test scores a general math course would be best for you.” 

I could have insisted that I be given the opportunity to take
algebra. I didn’t. Perhaps it was best. Even though I was able to
satisfactorily complete a college course in statistics, math is not
one of my strong points.    

I kept my junior high grade cards. It’s not that I am proud
of them, I just thought maybe someday you might like to know
what they were. There are too many to list, but I’ll give you a
sampling: Science = B; English = C/B; Physical Education = B;
Math = C; Social Studies = C; Shop = C/B; History = A/B;
Drafting = B, and the Projection Crew = A.
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Pomona High School

Horseback riding was a major activity during my junior
high years. A group of us from church went riding on Sunday
afternoon at a stable in the Chino Hills. It cost a dollar an hour
to rent a horse so we didn’t go as often as we would have liked.

          Lost in the Crowd: Pomona High School
                                 1949-1952

I graduated from junior high in June 1949. In September,
I enrolled at Pomona High School, a large, three story, brick
building located on Holt Avenue between San Antonio and
Garey Avenues. Students from Fremont and Emerson Junior
High Schools merged into one high school. If I recall, there
were about 350 students.

For some reason I haven’t been able to remember much
about high school. It’s like a mirage–off in the distance--hard
to tell if it is real or imaginary. I know I was there, but few
things stand out. 
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Most people can remember their high school friends,
especially their buddies and girlfriends. As you have probably
noticed, I haven’t talked about close friends. The truth is, I
didn’t have many. 

Ray Benskin, who lived next door on Grand and David
Bunch, the pastor’s son, were my two closest friends. And I
wouldn’t classify them as bosom buddies. I had very few
friends. I was never very sociable. I guess you would say I was
a loner. I was always told that I acted more “grown-up” than
boys my age. Girls and sports were not a big part of my life, so
the relationships that go along with those things were just not
there. 

I often wondered if my life would have been different had
I been closer to people. I don’t know. Perhaps I would have
been easily led astray. I’ll ask Him some day.

              
One thing is conspicuously absent from my story--my

interest in girls. I didn’t chase after girls. They were never a
major consideration. Besides Beverly, my first date, I dated
only one other girl–Wanda Boatman. 

I met Wanda in my junior year. David Bunch and I
followed the church bus she was riding from a fellowship
meeting in Baldwin Park. When they arrived at their home
church in Corona, we exchanged phone numbers. And a week
or so later I called her.

I didn’t have a car, so driving to Corona was a problem.
My dad didn’t like anyone driving his car. He was very
particular about his blue, 1946 Ford sedan. If Glenn had not
intervened, I would not have been able to use his car at all.

You see, Dad was so restrictive, that I asked Glenn if I
could come and stay with him. It was then that he told Dad that
if I didn’t get to use the car, he may lose me. So, to keep me at
home, Dad allowed me to use his car on Friday nights. Even so,
he set, what I then considered, strict limits. I could only go to



-102-

church, out for a snack, take her home, and return by midnight.
Now, after having a son of my own, I realize that midnight is an
appropriate hour.

I didn’t get to use Dad’s car every Friday night. Something
came up quite often. On those nights, I would ask Glenn to
come by from work and pick me up. I knew he would let me
use his Model A or an old pickup truck he had.  

Wanda and I didn’t go together long. In the summer of my
junior year, at a camp meeting of all places, she told me she had
found someone else. That was the end of our relationship.  

Vocational Machine Shop was the highlight of my high
school experience. It was designed for students who did not
plan on going to college. 

Mr. Glenn, my old, gray-haired shop instructor, played an
important role in my high school story. Without him, my high
school experience would have been entirely different. He
recognized my potential and offered the encouragement I
needed. He took me under his wing, and I became his assistant.
He taught me how to use the drill press, lathe, screw machine,
and milling machine. He gave me projects which I completed
in record time. Then I was able to work on projects of my own.

The second year was even better. Since I was learning the
machinist trade, I was in shop four hours a day. 

Mr. Glenn knew how to motivate students. He looked for
their strengths, assigned projects commensurate with their
skills, and allowed them a lot of freedom to do their thing. He
recognized my interest in the machinist trade very early. And he
pushed me through the projects quickly. Then he used me to
help other students–a real self-confidence builder.   

During the second semester, he referred me to CaCo
Molds, a tool and die shop on West Second Street in Pomona.
I worked there eight hours a day and received three units of
high school credit for it. I only went to school in the morning
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during the second semester of my junior year and all through
my senior year. I started work as an apprentice for ninety-five
cents an hour.

I only have two semesters of my high school grades. I don’t
know what happened to the others. I will give you a few of
them: Science = A; Senior Problems = B; Vocational Machine
Shop = A; Physical Education = B; American History = A; and
English = C. As I said before, most of my high school hours
were in Vocational Machine Shop and Work Experience. 

                                                                         
One late evening, during my senior year, Dad brought

dinner to me at Caco Molds. I knew he was coming, but I didn’t
know he would drive up in a beautiful, shining black, 1948
Ford. When we sat down to eat, he said, “The car is yours. I
paid the down payment, all you have to do is keep up the
payments.”

You could have knocked me down with a twig. Dad just
didn’t do things like that. 

My high school years were relatively uneventful. I spent a
lot of time in the machine shop (8-10 hrs a day) and going to
school. Church, of course, was very important to me and my
family. We went to church twice on Sunday, Wednesday night,
and every night during revivals.

I didn’t faithfully follow the Lord through my high school
years. Even so, I always attended church services. I knew that
one day I would be a committed follower of the Lord.

Once I was tempted to smoke, but I thought, no, I won’t do
that. I don’t want a bad habit to keep me from following the
Lord. I don’t remember taking one puff on a cigarette. I may
have, but I don’t remember it.

I do remember taking one sip of a beer at Billy’s house. It
tasted so bad I never wanted to try it again. At Caco Molds, one
of the guys persuaded me to try a sip of whiskey in a coke. I
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spit and sputtered until I thought I would die. Sonny had a
bottle of wine in his garage that he won at a golf tournament. I
tried a sip of that. It was horrible. That is the extent of my
smoking and drinking.  

In elementary and junior high, the neighborhood kids liked
to go to the movies. A few times, I asked Dad if I could go. His
answer was always the same, “Son, that is a choice you will
have to make. If you feel that it is all right with the Lord, then
go.”

I  chose to go a few times. I saw Flicka, Son of Flicka,
Thunder Head (all horse stories), Rin-Tin-Tin and Lassie (dog
stories). You could probably count the movies I saw on your
fingers.

I was raised with the idea that God had a specific purpose
for my life. I couldn’t get away from it. It is surprising how my
miraculous birth influenced my thinking about school, work,
and church. Questions about my decisions in all these areas,
continue to come up. I have a lot to talk with the Lord about on
that great day. In fact I think I’ll ask Him a lot of questions
before we sit down to eat.   

Toward the end of my senior year in high school, Danny
Drake became our pastor. He was a dynamic young minister
with a gift for memorizing Scripture. We had many good
services and the Holy Spirit was active in our church.

One Sunday night I was sitting in the center section on the
back row. I was in a deep sense of worship when a message
was given in tongues. Another individual interpreted it. I don’t
remember the interpretation, but it had to do with God calling
someone into the ministry. It went on to say that person should
prepare for that calling. Because of the story of my miraculous
birth and my parent’s feeling that I had a special ministry, I
thought maybe this message was for me. 

Nothing more was said in that service. I thought about the
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message often over the next few weeks. Mom, Dad, and Pastor
Drake wanted to know how I felt about it. I didn’t say for sure,
but that I would continue to pray about it. If things worked out,
I would go to Lee College to explore the calling further.

             God, Are You Listening?  Lee College
                                 1952-1953

During the summer, I made application to Lee College in
Cleveland, Tennessee. My application was accepted and classes
were to begin in September 1952.

I did not have money for tuition, nor room and board.
Neither were my parents in a position to help me. And there
was no commitment from the church. All I had was my 1948
Ford–my pride and joy. It was paid for. I could sell it for
enough to pay for the first year. I wanted to know the will of
God for my life and I felt Lee College was the place to find it.
So I sold my car.

I remember Mom and Dad driving me to the railroad
station in north Pomona. There were others there, but I don’t
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recall who they were. 
I boarded the Sunset Limited, nonstop to New Orleans.

Everybody on the station platform waived goodbye and the
train slowly pulled out of the station. As it picked up speed,  I
eased back in my seat. I was homesick already.

The train had not left the county before I realized I didn’t
know what I was doing. It was glamorous to that point, but now
it was for real. I was leaving the comfort, safety and acceptance
of home. I was on my own. Mom and Dad would not be there
when I needed guidance. I slept some, ate a little, and cried a
lot.

Forty-two hours to New Orleans. I remember asking the
Lord, “Is this really what You want me to do?” You can ask
that a lot in 42 hours. 

In New Orleans I changed trains. There were no fast trains
from there to Cleveland, Tennessee. They were all milk runs.
Old steam driven engines chugging along at a snail’s pace.
They wouldn’t even get up to speed before they slowed down
again. The train stopped at every town, village, and hamlet
along the way. Sometimes they picked up passengers, but most
of the time it was just mail. 

Finally, we arrived. A student welcoming committee was
on hand to greet new students. I didn’t know there were other
students on the train. The greeters drove us to the college and
unloaded us at the dormitory–Walker Hall.

All I had was a large foot locker that Sonny used when he
was in the service. (I still have it. I wouldn’t take anything for
it. Eva and I took it through Central America and back. There
is a lot of history in that old trunk. I hope it remains in the
family for years to come). 

Walker Hall was a large three-story, red brick, structure.
Old furniture and odds and ends were stored in the basement.
A large living area in the basement was converted into a chapel.
We had service there every evening.

I cleared another room for my private devotions. I left only
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an old mattress to kneel on. That was my place of refuge. Many
times I would just kneel and cry. I had nothing to say. Other
times I pleaded with the Lord to let me know if I was doing the
right thing. 

My room was on the second floor, Room 215, the second
room from the north on the east side of the building. It had one
window, a small desk attached to the wall, and a sink. The
bathroom and shower were down the hall.

Curfew was at 10:00 p.m. The outside doors were locked
at that time and a night watchman was stationed at the front
entrance. If you came in after curfew, you had to sign in with
the night watchman. Next morning he gave the list to Franklin
Smith who was the Dean of Men. Those on the list had to give
an account of their whereabouts. If you were ministering at
church, you were excused. If not, you could expect to be
disciplined.  

The problem with curfew was that some students wanted
to go out late to get a snack. Nothing more, mind you, just a
snack. 

As luck would have it, my room was on the backside of the
building. Even though it was on the second floor, the window
was only a short distance from the ground. And of course, no
one would ever suspect that I would be involved in breaking
dormitory rules. 

One night some friends decided to go out after curfew.
Butler was one of them. They slipped down to my room and I
slowly opened the window. I looked around to make sure the
coast was clear. It was. So, I took Butler by the arm and helped
him slip down the wall to the ground. As his feet touched the
ground, Mr. Smith appeared. “Where are you going, Butler?”
“No place,” he said, “I was just going back to my room.” He
climbed back into my room and ran down the hall.

In a few minutes, Mr. Smith opened my door. He looked
in, smiled and never said a word. That incident could have cost
me a lot of demerits, but I never heard another word about it.
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Neither did anyone ever leave the dormitory via my window
anymore. 

We were required to attend church services twice on
Sunday and chapel every day. In addition, we were expected to
belong to a ministry or club. 

I belonged to the mission’s club. Sorry to say, Avis Swiger,
the club sponsor, did not make a good impression on me. She
seemed very insensitive one time when I tried to talk with her.
I never tried again.

I attended the North Cleveland Church of God most of the
time. It was considered the Headquarters church because most
of the church officials attended there. Other times we visited
rural churches. A few miles from Cleveland there were some
really disadvantaged communities, reminding me of stories
about the Appalachia region. 

We visited local jails on Sunday afternoon. The Cleveland
jail was no more than an animal cage in the middle of a big
room. All prisoners were kept in the one cage. I think that is the
reason there were so few prisoners there.

Leonard Caroll was president of Lee College, both years
that I attended. He spoke at almost all of the chapel services. He
was a great, inspirational speaker.

We had a fall and spring revival every year. A well-known
speaker was invited to minister to the student body during that
time. Some students took advantage of the opportunity. Others
were just there because their parents wanted them to have a
Christian education.   

I went to Lee College to find the Lord’s will. I thought if
He was ever going to speak to me, it would be at a Christian
College. He never did.  If He did, I was not listening. Of course,
I felt a concern for the lost every time we were challenged.
Even today, when I hear a missionary speak, I feel a challenge.
That is not, however, what I would consider a specific call.
Every Christian should have that feeling about the lost.
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I have never been an intellectual student. In junior and
senior high school my grades were just average. And college
was much harder than I expected. 

In my first year at Lee, my grades were “C’s.” My English
classes were worse yet and homiletics (preaching) was a
disaster. I literally got sick during the nine- week and semester
exams. I was allowed to take the tests at a later time–alone. The
teachers were sympathetic. I suspect they thought I would drop
out at any time. My self esteem was dragging bottom. 

I was able to go home for Christmas 1952. A student from
Arizona offered to take four of us to Arizona for $20 each. We
jumped at the bargain. Mom and Dad picked me up in Phoenix.

I don’t remember one thing that happened that Christmas.
I just know I was glad to be home. I was even happier to be
home when classes ended in June 1953. 

One of the great surprises was another car. Dad located a
beautiful 1939 Chevrolet Coupe which a car salesman had put
away for his his son who was not returning home so he sold it
to Dad.  

                                        
                                          _

                            God, It’s Me Again:
                Instituto Preparatorio Internacional
                                   1953-1954

During the summer 1953, Vessie Hargrave, Superintendent
of the Church of God Latin American Division, visited our
church. He invited me to attend the Instituto Preparatorio
Internacional (IPI) in San Antonio, Texas. He said it would be
a good place to get the feel of missionary work. It sounded like
a good idea, so I enrolled at IPI instead of going back to Lee
College.

I drove my 1939 Chevrolet Coupe to San Antonio. That
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was the first time I had ever driven such a distance by myself.
I really enjoyed the trip. It was not at all like my trip to
Tennessee the year before. I stopped often and took some very
pretty scenic pictures, arriving in San Antonio about the middle
of September 1953.

IPI was a unique institution. It was founded by Vessie
Hargrave as a training center for Latin American young people
who wanted to become ministers to their own people. Wayne
McAfee was the school president. All the grounds work,
maintenance, food service, etc., was done by the students. Each
one was assigned a specific job. I worked in the kitchen. 

The classes were taught in Spanish. For the first several
months, I was really at a disadvantage; I didn’t know the
language. It took me almost a year to learn enough to get by. 

Social activities at the school were very limited because of
the Latin culture. Girls and boys were not allowed together
without a chaperon. School officials took precautions to avoid
violating those customs. Even in church services boys sat on
one side and girls on the other. 

There were a few serious relationships and marriage was
expected to follow. I didn’t understand that custom when Febe,
a diminutive little girl from Nicaragua, got my attention. 

We never went on a date, but managed to talk through our
dayroom windows. Our relationship was not considered serious
by school officials. They allowed Febe to ride the bus I drove
to take students to churches around the city.

On Sunday mornings, after delivering the last student, I
drove to a poor section of town and picked up children for
Sunday School in the bus. I parked  in a vacant lot and  students
taught. Febe happened to be one of the teachers.

My roommate, Abel Sanchez, was from Guadalajara,
Mexico. He was a very bright son of a shoe cobbler. I learned
a lot about Mexican culture from him. And he helped me with
Spanish and Bible classes.

A young Cuban student had a volatile temper. One day he
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got into an argument with another student and took after him
with a pair of barber scissors. The boy ran into my room to get
away from him. Before he could close the door, the Cuban was
inside. Without thinking, I jumped between them. He took
several jabs at me before he calmed down. 

A few days later, I received a letter from Mom. She had a
dream about a black man (Cubans are very dark) attacking me
with a pair of scissors. She often had dreams that related to her
children. She never failed to pray about them. 

I recall a dream she had about Billy when we lived on
Grand Avenus in Pomona. She dreamed that he was on his way
to work when his car was forced off the road and hit a
telephone pole. He lived a short distance away, so before he left
for work, she went to his house and told him about the dream.
She asked him to be careful.

On his way to work a car came barreling down the wrong
side of the road. He swerved and went off the road into a
telephone pole. Somehow he managed to get out unhurt. Later,
when Sonny and Billy went to look at the car, they found that
he struck the pole on the driver’s side. There was no room for
a man to sit in the front seat. It was smashed all the way against
the passengers’s side. Praying mothers are a gift from God.

                 God, Am I on Track? Nicaragua
                                Summer 1954

Spending nine months at IPI was an important experience.
Before that time, I had not associated with people of another
culture. True, I went to school with Mexican-Americans and
delivered papers in their neighborhood, but they were
Americanized. They had acquired our culture. At IPI,  I saw the
real Latin American. I learned to appreciate them in a very
different way.  

In a letter to Mom and Dad dated October 23, 1953, it
seems as though I was convinced that God had called me to go
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into the ministry. I may have thought that, but I can’t, at
anytime, remember having a definite, unquestionable call.

At IPI, I began to wonder if becoming a missionary was
really “my call.” I didn’t hear a voice from heaven, no
lightening, or anything I could identify as God speaking to me.
But I had a desire to explore the possibility.  

Interestingly, the 1953-54 school year was the last year of
IPI’s  existence. The mission board closed the school because
the students were not returning to their homelands as expected.
They had a taste of life in America and didn’t want to go back
to their own countries. The board decided to sponsor training
schools and short term Bible training schools in Latin America
instead. However, a few selected students were allowed to
attend Lee College on scholarships. 

Closing IPI, of course, prevented any further training in
that environment. I think I would have returned for another year
if it had remained open. 

When school closed in June of 1954, I thought it would be
a good idea to visit Central America. If God was calling me to
be a missionary, He might reveal it more clearly.

A Nicaraguan couple and their two children were going
back to Nicaragua as soon as school was out. After discussing
it with Rev. Hargrave,  I decided to sell my Chevrolet Coupe
and buy a Kaiser sedan. (We bought it in the couple’s name to
save paying a heavy duty on it and to make it easier to sell.)
With that arrangement, the couple, their children, Febe and I
could travel by car. They agreed to buy the gasoline. 

It was really a bad idea. Overland was not the way to get to
Nicaragua. They called it the Pan American Highway, but in
places it was little more than a trail. The road in Mexico didn’t
even connect with the one in Guatemala. From southern
Mexico, you had to ship the car by rail to the border to connect
with the road again. A new, four-wheel drive vehicle would
have had a difficult time.
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Besides, I could have made the trip by plane and had
money left over. I guess I felt sorry for the family. They did not
have the money to get back to Nicaragua. 

The car we bought was ready for the junk yard, but that
was all we could afford. Furthermore, I was the only driver. I
was expected to drive from Texas, through Mexico, Guatemala,
El Salvador and half of Nicaragua without a relief driver. I
don’t know where I left my brain.

Mom and Dad came to San Antonio to see me before we
left. They stayed two or three days. I found out later their
motive was to meet Febe.

We had a terrible time getting through customs at Nuevo
Laredo. A missionary told me that we would have trouble if we
didn’t pay bribes along the way. Ten or twenty dollars would go
a long way he said to be on your way. We didn’t have money to
spare, so we were in a pickle. After the first full day at customs,
we decided we would have to pay to get on our way. I gave the
customs agent $20 and they immediately cleared us.

For the next three or four days we traveled. Several times
we were stopped by the Guardia Civil–ten or twelve soldiers in
an army truck. They patrolled the highways to protect tourists
and check passports, visas, etc. We were told they expected to
be paid, but we didn’t want to spend the money we had that
way. Somehow we managed to get by. 

One night, I became so tired I couldn’t go on. I pulled over
for a few minutes to rest. In minutes an army truck pulled in
behind us. The officer said, “You can’t stop here. It is too
dangerous. You may get robbed.” I explained how tired I was.
He said, “OK. Get some rest. The men and I will stay here with
you.” I think I slept for about an hour. The soldiers were still
there when I awoke. And we didn’t offer them any money.

Down the road we stopped at a little thatched roof hut. The
sides were made of a bamboo type reed. The dirt floor was
clean. Obviously, they were poor farmers. Their clothing was
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worn and they didn’t have any shoes. Yet, they were very nice.
They seemed so happy that we would stop. Plantains, mangoes,
and other vegetables were piled on the table. They insisted we
take some. 

We drove on to Mexico City where we met Alexandro
Portugal who was in charge of the Church of God mission work
in Central Mexico. We stayed in his home while we obtained
visas for Guatemala, El Salvador and Nicaragua. 

By this time the old Kaiser had gone its last mile. It was
burning as much oil as it was gas. It was overheating and the
generator went out. We could not find any parts. About all the
automotive parts you could find were for Fords and Chevys.
We had to abandon the old car and make new plans.   

The family, with whom I was traveling, and Febe, decided
to stay and help with the mission work in Mexico. That was
only part of the problem. A revolution broke out in Guatemala
during the summer of 1954. We could not have traveled
through the country even if we had a car.

I called Brother Hargrave to see what I should do. “Go on
to Nicaragua,” he said, “you can’t stop missions’ work for
revolutions. They are common place in Latin America.” His
words proved to be true.

I had enough money for air fare. I bought a ticket and
boarded an old DC-3. The two-engine work horse of most
Central American countries at that time. We had to fly around
Guatemalan airspace because of the revolution.

Over the ocean we hit a storm–wind, rain, and lightening
like I had never seen. In fact, this was my first flight. I was
scared as the plane plummeted several feet in air pockets. 

It was a relief to land in Managua. Pablo Abreu and his
wife, missionaries to Nicaragua, met me at the airport. Brother
Hargraves had made arrangements for me to stay with them
most of the summer. While I was there, we visited several
nearby churches and they planned a week long trip for me into
the bush.
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I visited Febe’s family in the little village of Masatepe, not
far from Managua. There were no paved roads, electricity, or
indoor plumbing. “Down town” was a string of one-story
buildings on each side of the street. There were no businesses
or official buildings, only a few street vending operations and
a small open market. Homes were made of rough cut lumber,
plastered on the outside with what looked like mud. A few had
Spanish tile roofs, but most had corrugated metal.

Mr. Flores, was the town mayor, though he had very little
official duties to perform. Most of his time was spent at his
small appliance business in Managua.

Febe’s brother worked in the business as well. Her sister,
however, was  a cosmetic salesperson. She traveled the entire
country and took me with her on several trips. An uncle, one of
three generals who ran the country at that time, was in charge
of the airport.

I traveled extensively in the country. The most memorable
trip was into the back country, “bush” they call it. It was
arranged by Brother Abreu.

Early one morning I boarded a narrow gauge train in
Managua. You must understand that we are not talking about an
American train. This was an antique steam engine used
primarily to haul produce and animals to market. Passengers
were secondary. They sat on benches built inside  the car.
Cages of chickens, animals, and produce were stacked in the
center of the car. Fortunately, the windows were always open.

I traveled until early afternoon. At various points along the
way were isolated platforms. The locations were named, but
they were not communities--no homes or businesses there.  The
platforms made loading the railroad cars easier.   

I was met at one of these platforms by a Christian brother
in a cart pulled by two oxen. I got in the cart and traveled the
rest of the day along muddy roads and trails. It was beautiful--
lush green foliage and colorful insects. Butterflies were
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Nicaragua Ox Cart

everywhere, fluttering across the road and into the cart.
Colorful birds, and multicolored parrots darted here and there.
The brother told me there were monkeys there as well, but I
didn’t see any except the one they kept as a pet.

We arrived at his home about dark. His wife and children
were expecting us. They had prepared a dinner of native fruit,
vegetables, and homemade tortillas. 

Their “home” was a thatch-roof affair built on stilts. It was
high enough to walk under without bending over. A ladder
made of tree limbs allowed one to climb into the sleeping area
above. All cooking was done on a mud stove under the thatch
roof and another one on the ground outside. 

There were no toilet facilities. However, I was able to get
a shower behind a bamboo fence. Water came from a fifty-five-
gallon barrel hung from a tree. A few small holes allowed
water to come down at a measured rate. You couldn’t spend a
lot of time in the “shower” or the water would be gone. 



-117-

Nicaragua Hut

Guests were given the best sleeping place--a hammock
hung between two poles underneath the thatched roof. I slept
there for three or four nights, I believe. 

One night I was awakened with something pushing my
hammock back and forth. It was an ox. My host had two oxen
for plowing and pulling his cart.   

Preparing a meal took a long time. The lady of the house,
started from scratch every morning. Tortillas were made fresh
every day. She began with ears of dried corn which had been
soaked overnight. After being shelled, she put them on a large
concave rock and beat them into a pulp. Water was added
periodically to make it easier to work with. She worked the
corn until it became a large patty, about the size of a large
pizza.  They were thick and delicious.

For breakfast we had eggs, tortillas, and coffee. The coffee
was so strong I could hardly drink it.

One night, she prepared a fish soup. A whole fish was
thrown into a pot and boiled. It was probably cleaned first, but
the head and goggling eyes were still there. I think I ate it. I am
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not sure.
We visited a few neighbors while I was there, but we did

not have church services. I don’t think they had a meeting
place. 

That trip gave me an idea of what missionary life would be
like in the bush. Of course, missionaries did not live in that
kind of environment. They lived in the city and made
evangelistic trips into the countryside.

By that time, I had experienced the bush and city life. It
was exciting to visit such places and I enjoyed the people. Still,
I had not received a “call.” The most I can say is that I felt a
love for them and was concerned about their spiritual condition.

Summer finally came to an end and I returned home. I
arrived in Los Angeles in late July, 1954. Mom and Dad picked
me up at the airport. It was a great reunion.

                             An Ozark Hillbilly 

While I was in Nicaragua, my home church built a new
sanctuary at 1567 South Reservoir in Pomona. Families were
coming from everywhere. A church in Chino disbanded and
almost the entire congregation came to Pomona. Sinners were
coming to the Lord. It was a thriving church–a good place to
call home.

I was glad to be home and I reveled in the attention I was
getting. I was proud of myself. I know I wasn’t very humble.
Having completed a year of college, a year at a missionary
preparatory school, and a summer in Nicaragua, was quite an
achievement for me. I was really upbeat.

By the time I arrived home, I knew the girl I met at IPI,
would not be a part of my future. What I had seen in Nicaragua
and in her family convinced me that if a missionary needed a
wife at all, she should be from his own culture. The fact is, I
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wasn’t sure a wife was necessary at all. My desire for a partner
was almost nonexistent; a wife just didn’t seem to fit in. 

God, however, had “thoughts and plans for me,” far
beyond my expectations. He sees the beginning from the end.
He knows what is best and He plans and works accordingly.
Unknown to me, He was guiding my footsteps in a way I never
dreamed. 

Who could have thought that a family from the backwoods
of Stone County, Missouri would come to California at such a
time as this? Who would have thought that their daughter
would arrive a short time later? And who, though, discouraged
and without a job, would remain?  

Who could have planned a meeting of these country folk
with a city boy reveling in his achievements? He didn’t need
anybody! He had already decided that he could go it alone.

No human being could have planned those events. Divine
providence brought them about. He alone set in motion a series
of events that brought Grandma Eva and me together.

                Events That Brought Us Together

Junior Huff, June’s husband, completed a tour of duty in
Korea, aboard the USS New Jersey. He was scheduled to arrive
in Long Beach, California on October 30, 1953. June wanted to
meet him at the pier with their 4-month-old son. Junior was at
sea when Dwayne was born and had never seen him. Freddie,
Cleo, and Ted decided to go with her. 

Blanche and James were already living in Chino. James
was working at Potlatch Forests Inc., a paper manufacturing
company. He thought he could get Freddie a job if he wanted to
stay. Freddie decided that was better than farming the rock
strewn hills of Ponce,  so he took the offer and stayed there
until his retirement.

At this time, Grandma Eva was living in Kansas City,
Missouri with Deet and Orville. Faye was still in Ponce living
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with Earl and Oleta. 
In November, mind you, about a month after Freddie and

Cleo went to California, and just six months before she was to
graduate from high school, Faye got homesick. She wanted to
go to California, but didn’t want to go alone. She persuaded
Grandma Eva to quit her good job at Westinghouse Electric and
go with her.

They arrived in Chino, the day after Thanksgiving. Faye
enrolled in school right away. Grandma Eva began a job search.

Grandma looked everywhere, but could not find work,
except for a three-month temporary job. She filled in for a
woman on medical leave. 

By this time, Faye had completed high school. It was time,
Grandma thought, to go back to Missouri. She was almost sure
her old employer at Westinghouse Electric would take her back.
She called him and he promised her and Faye a job when they
returned.

On Sunday afternoon, they packed their suitcases. They
had purchased their Greyhound bus tickets and were scheduled
to leave Sunday night after church services. Pastor Drake,
however, was not convinced they should do that. He and his
wife were concerned about them being alone in a big city. He
persuaded them to look for work one more time. 

We are not sure how long afterward that grandma applied
for a job at Potlatch Forests. But James Harris, Grandma’s
brother-in-law, spoke to the Personnel Department on her
behalf. As God would have it, she was hired within a few days.

Those were the events that brought us together on that
memorable evening August 1, 1954, in the church parking lot.

                     Rendezvous in the Parking Lot

My mom introduced me to Grandma Eva in the parking lot
on August 1, 1954. It was no big thing. At least that’s what I
thought. You can’t believe the conniving and all the finagling
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Grandma Eva

that went on after church that night. Let me tell you about it. 
The youth group decided to go out for snacks. I was invited

to go along. If I am correct, there were three car loads of us. Of
course, we stopped to get gas and for some reason, somebody,
suggested that we rearrange our seating in the car. Honestly, I
don’t know how it came to be, but I was “assigned” to ride in a
car with Tom Latta, Virginia Cox, Faye Bradford and your
grandmother.  

Tom and Virginia were already going together. Faye had a
boyfriend, but for some reason he was not there that night. Your
grandma was the only “uncommited” girl in the car. 

Then there was some discussion about where I would sit–in
front or back. That seemed odd to me. I didn’t pay much
attention to it, because we were just going for snacks and then
home. Right? Wrong! I ended up in the back seat with Grandma.

I think we went to the A&W Drive In on Holt Avenue. Then
we took a long way home. During our “long way” home, I began
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to think about this farm girl sitting next to me. She was tall; I
liked that. Her long hair flowed flawlessly down to her
shoulders, I liked that. Her long dress didn’t hide her slim, very
slim waist, I liked that. Her eyes were blue and sparkled like
stars on a clear night, I liked that. When she smiled, wrinkles
formed around her eyes–she looked very mischievous, I liked
that. She laughed and talked effortlessly, I liked that. No doubt
about it, she was genuine. There was no put on. I liked that. 

It wasn’t just a snack and then home. We saw each other
every night after that. I couldn’t believe it. Just days before girls
were unimportant to me. Now we were staying out late every
night. We talked and talked.

Grandma bought a 1949 Ford very soon after she went to
work. While I was home, she insisted that I use it when she was
at work. That’s the way your grandma was then and the way she
is today. Her family, and everybody who knows her, talks about
her unselfish generosity. She gives and keeps on giving. 

I had very little money when we met. I felt embarrassed.
Your grandma often paid for our trips to McDonalds. (Yes, we
did have fast food “back then.” One of the first McDonalds was
in Pomona, on Fifth Avenue between Reservoir and San
Antonio). Many times, after I paid for the food, Grandma would
slip money into my lap. I didn’t know she was doing it for
awhile. So when I got out of the car, the money fell to the
ground. No telling how much money we lost, but she didn’t
want me to feel bad by offering to pay for the meal up front. She
“had” to do what she did. It is part of who she is. By nature,
Grandma has to give, she must do something for others. 

We didn’t spend a lot of money. Once we went to the San
Diego Zoo, but most of the time we went to church or to the
park. We liked to walk the trails in Ganesha Park or lounge on
the grass.

One of our favorite spots was on a high hill overlooking the
city of Pomona. It was beautiful up there. The stars sparkled in
the heavens and the lights of the city gave off an assortment of
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color. Time went fast. One time we were shocked into reality
when a policeman knocked on the car window. “Park closed at
10:00 p.m.,” he said. “Better be on your way.” I don’t remember
what time it was, but we were shocked. 

Mom and Dad were happy with the turn of events. Mom
told me later that she had picked Eva for me long before I came
home. She prayed that I would fall in love with her. 

I had to be in Tennessee the first week in September, so we
didn’t have much time together, maybe three or four weeks.

            God, What’s the Plan? Lee College 
                                  1954-1955

In high school, my skill in machine shop was instrumental
in building my self-confidence. College, on the other hand, was
a different story. It was much harder than I expected. After one
year, I was ready to quit.

Thanks to a year at IPI and a summer in Nicaragua, I
acquired a working knowledge of Spanish. I wasn’t proficient
enough to say I had learned a second language, but I was well on
my way. Providentially, I was on the path to a successful year of
college. 

With a newly found esteem builder, I enrolled in a Spanish
class. It was an eye-opener. I was much further advanced than
other students. The teacher often asked me how to pronounce
certain words and classmates asked for help with their
homework. My self-esteem soared again. Consequently, all my
class work improved. I was now making above average grades.

Your grandma and I wrote regularly. We even sent audio
tapes back and forth. A few times I called her collect. Once in a
while she sent me a “care package” with candy, cookies, the
whole bit. She was spent a fortune on me. 

Our relationship developed quickly and deeper than I
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thought possible. I could hardly wait to get home at Christmas
time. Remember that we had only been together for three or four
weeks  during the summer. Letters, phone calls, and audio tapes
were our only means of contact. 

Christmas was going to be the day of all days. I planned to
ask Grandma to marry me. I didn’t. She said I was afraid of her
father. That may have been true. Freddie was very protective of
his family, particularly his girls. I may have been afraid he
would say, “no way.” 

We really enjoyed Christmas. Most of our time was spent
together. She was still working at Potlatch Forests and owned a
1949 Ford sedan. I didn’t have a dime, so she provided the cash
we needed. I didn’t want to go back to college, but there was no
way out of it

A few days after my return, I called her again–collect. This
time I had an audience. My friends were standing by at the
public phone in the hallway. They knew I hadn’t popped the
question at Christmas. It was on the agenda and they were not
going to let me get out of it.

Under pressure I gave in. Not being a romantic and a man
of few words, I spoke directly. “Sweet one,” I squeaked out.
“Will you marry me?” Nothing. Like the still of a summer night,
nothing. Finally, in a wavering voice, she said,  “I can’t give you
an answer right now.” “Why?” I asked repeatedly. “We haven’t
known each other that long  . . . I don’t know, I don’t know,” she
mumbled. I kept pushing until, in exasperation she said, “Yes,
for now, but let’s pray about it.”.   

When I repeated what she said, all the guys yelled. I was
very happy, but I often wondered how she really felt. She said
yes under pressure. Was that really what she wanted? 

Interestingly, I never proposed again. It never occurred to
me. From that point on, we just began making plans for our
wedding.

I know her dad was not pleased. He didn’t want her to marry
a preacher, much less a missionary. Keep the family together
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was his motto. At one point in time, all of them were living in
California.  

I don’t remember much about college after that. I still made
good grades, but my heart was not in it.

I have to smile at one of my attempts to leave. I thought if
I could talk to the head of the mission board and explain that I
was wasting time at college he would give me an appointment.
I could return home, get married, go to one of the Latin
American countries and live happily with the girl I had grown to
love.

Paul Walker, Executive Missions Secretary, graciously gave
me the interview. He let me stumble through my prepared
presentation, then with all the finesse of a Drill Sargent he said,
“Get back to school, get good grades, find a good wife, then we
will talk about the mission field, not before.”

I stayed in school, but I didn’t wait for the graduation
exercises. A friend from Phoenix was going home immediately
after class on the last day of school. I got a ride with him and we
were off. Faye and Grandma Eva picked me up in Phoenix.

I found a warehouse job at Sears in Pomona very quickly.
Warehousemen at Sears unloaded  trucks, uncrated goods, and
prepared them for delivery or pickup by customers. My job was
to get large appliances ready for delivery. I worked hard, but
anticipation of the future occupied much of my thoughts

The excitement of that “day of all days” brought us together
every day and late into the night. We talked and planned until we
were exhausted. 

But before I go further, I must exit my story and pick up on
Grandma’s Story. After that, it will be Our Story, the story of
God’s “thoughts and plans” for us. 

                                            _
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                           Chapter Two

                 Grandma Eva’s Story

                                   Ancestors:
                             Bradford Family

Grandma can trace her father’s family to William B.
Bradford (1770-1849). He was probably born in Virginia and
had two sons there (David and Richard). He migrated first to
North Carolina, but by 1815, he was living in White County,
Tennessee. I don’t know the name of his wife, but he was the
father of eight sons and three daughters: David, John A.,
Richard, Nancy, Mary, Margaret, William King, Thomas,
Bennett, Jacob, and Daniel.

Grandma’s family descended from Jacob Bradford (1813-
1891) who married Margaret Burgess (1809-1889). They had
ten children: William Simpson, Richard Clay, Mary, Elizabeth,
John, Thomas, Nancy Jane, Loucinda, Daniel Boone, and
Margaret. 

William Simpson Bradford was her great-grandfather
(1835-1909). He married Mary Jane Collier (1835-1862) and
they had three children: Jacob [John] A., William Anderson,
and John Collyer. After the death of Mary Jane, William
married Mary Ann Taylor. They had eight children: Margaret
Elizabeth, James Wilson, Nancy, Daniel Boone, George W.,
Richard Nelson, Mary, and Effie Bell.

Grandma Eva’s grandfather was William Anderson
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Bradford (1860-1939). He married Tina Olivia Belk (1866-
1927). They had seven children: Ernest Anthony, Clarence
Leland, Della M., Elcia A., Ethel Viola, Freddie Earl, and
William Anderson, Jr.

Freddie Earl Bradford (1901-1975) was Grandma Eva’s
dad. He married Cleo Council Maples (1905-1997) and they
had eight children: Stella Blanche, Velta Olivia, Juanita Mae,
Walter Earl, Freda June, Eva Novella, Lela Faye, and Freddie
Dale.  

Grandma Eva and I married and then your father, Tim,
came along.  I will tell you more about him later in our story.

                                         _

                              Maples Family

Grandma’s maternal ancestors go back much further.
Some researchers place the earliest known Maples ancestor in
Connecticut in 1727, but we cannot verify that date or locale.

We can however, place William Maples in Pittsylvania
County, Virginia in 1776 and in South Carolina in 1790. He
and his wife, Prudence Comstock, had 10 children (too many
offspring). You’ll have to read Broad River Crossing to follow
the Maples line more fully. 

Grandma’s line is through Josiah Maples (1746-1820) and
Ruthea Sweeney (1749-1830). They had fourteen children.
Grandma descended through their son, Simeon Perry Maples
(1817-1890) and Elizabeth Webb (1820-1897). Simeon was
born in Tennessee and died in Christian County, Missouri.
Elizabeth was also born in Tennessee and died in Missouri.

Simeon Perry Maples and Elizabeth Webb had thirteen
children. Among them was Simeon Perry Maples Jr.(1842-
1920). He married Mary Ann Maples (1848-1924) and they
had twelve children, one of whom was Robert Herschel
Maples (1884-1967), father of Grandma’s mother, Cleo.
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     Robert Herschel Maples 
                     and
 Mary Rebecca Welsh Maples

Robert Herschel married Mary Rebecca Welsh (1883-1964).
There is a good genealogy in the book,  A Maples Leaf by

Mary Southworth and Joann Elkin. So, I will not repeat it.
You will, however, want to look at it sometime when you are
interested in researching your great Grandma Cleo Bradford’s
line.  There are not very many copies of the book, but I have
one in my collection.

More important for our story is the Bradford family. So
we will return to William Anderson Bradford–the would-be
gold miner who didn’t make it in the mines of Colorado and
returned to farm the rocky hills of Stone County, Missouri. 

                                         _ 
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William Anderson Bradford
                    and
  Tina Oliva Belk Bradford

This picture was taken in Cameron, Missouri, but we do
not know the date. It was taken after 1901 and before 1905 or
1906.  They came to Ponce in the winter of 1905-1906, so it
was taken before that date.  
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             Grandma Eva’s Gallery of Memories:
                      Grandpa William Bradford

Grandma remembers very little about her Grandpa
William Bradford. She was only five years old when he died,
but she remembers the day. He was laid out on a bed (probably
a slab of wood) under a tree in their yard.  

  
William Anderson and Tina Olivia Bradford went to

Colorado to make their fortune in gold mining. It didn’t turn
out that way and Tina returned to Cameron, Missouri where
Freddie was born on June 18, 1901. William remained in
Colorado a little longer. As a result, he was not in Cameron
when Freddie was born. 

With the exception of the time they spent in Colorado,
William and Olivia were farmers. They farmed a small plot of
land in Dekalb County until about 1905. 

Then, for some unknown reason, they loaded all their
belongings in a wagon and started the long journey to southern
Missouri. On the trip were William, Olivia, and their four
children: Ernest, Clarence Leland, Ethel, and Freddie. 

Freddie told his son, Earl, that they crossed the James
River at the McClellan Ford, just below the little town of
Ponce de Leon. 

They settled on a piece of land about two miles west of
town. In all probability, William Belk, Olivia’s brother,
(known to the children as Uncle Will), was already settled in
the area.

William’s 16-year-old son, Ernest, helped clear the land.
While he was cutting down a tree it fell unexpectedly and
pinned him to the ground. His father lifted the big tree, put him
in the wagon and drove home. Ernest died before they arrived.

A few days later Grandpa William returned to the scene of
the accident. He tried to lift the tree again, but he couldn’t. It
was too heavy. 
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Ponce de Leon 1989

               Fountain of Youth: Ponce de Leon

Ponce, as the local people called it, was a small village
back in the hills. It was named after the Spanish explorer who
searched for the legendary Fountain of Youth. As far as we
know, he never visited southwest Missouri. But, since he
searched for a fountain of youth and since Ponce had an
abundance of  “healthy” springs, it became known as Ponce de
Leon.

This picture was taken in 1989. The old, unoccupied,
general store is the only business building left standing. The
postoffice, which is a newer cement block building, is still in
use. And a number of older homes nearby are still occupied. 

The spring which gave rise to the idea that this was the
"Fountain of Youth" is a medium sized spring  common in the
Ozarks. It flows out of a hill on the western side of the valley
and has enough water for several homes.

There are three springs that come together at Ponce: the
Cook Spring on the north, Barrel Spring, a mile or so to the
south, and "The Fountain of Youth." 
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At one time Ponce boasted a population of about 1700
permanent residents. In 1880, they had a hotel, bank, gristmill,
sawmill, and a tomato factory. Several health spas came into
existence when word of the “health-giving” springs spread. But
when the Bradford family came along, all the “hoopla” about
health springs was gone. All that remained was Clines General
Merchandise, Ponce General Store, Red Rhea’s Barbershop,
and the post office. 

                           The Old Home Place
                                   About 1906

When Grandma’s Grandfather William, arrived in the
winter of 1905, the area was forest land. It had to be cleared to
make way for a home, barn and other out buildings. 

He probably cleared land for the barn first. A barn was very
important for the storage of hay, milking cows, and care of
animals, so it was built first.

He cut down the  trees and shaped the lumber to build their
barn and home. Can you imagine starting from scratch? 

The picture of the old home place on the next page, is a
postcard photo of the unfinished house. William Bradford and
his family, with the exception of Ernest, are standing in front of
it. Behind the house is a log cabin structure with a roof that
looks like it is made of tree branches. It is very likely the house
they lived in while building their new home.

We don’t know why William chose that particular location.
It may have been because of the spring that flowed all year.

The outside walls of the home were cut and nailed in a v-
shaped pattern. You don’t see that very often. He may have
copied construction methods found in the Colorado gold mine
country. He lived and worked in the gold mines of Teller
County.

It was a tall building and had a wooden, gabled window
that looked much like a hayloft door. When you first saw the
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Original Bradford Home

picture, Jessy, you exclaimed, “Why it’s a barn with windows.”

Behind that gabled window was a small room where
Grandpa William kept his deceased wife’s things. No one was
allowed in there until after he died in 1939. The house burned
in  1943, so whatever was in there at that time was destroyed.

The roof shingles were hand cut with an ax and wedge.
They were laid close together and overlapped. The house was
never painted.

The interior walls were first covered with newspapers, to
keep the wind and rain out. Later on, they put up wall-rite, a
type of felt with flower designs on it.

The front door had a single, fixed glass pane. The other
windows could be raised or lowered.

The living room and bedroom ran across the front of the
house. In back was a large kitchen. The three rooms were T-
shaped with doors that allowed the children to run in circles
through the house.

Over a period of years, William bought 142 acres of land.
He raised sheep, sheared them and sold the wool. He probably
had dairy cattle as well.
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Freddie Bradford

                         Pure Country: My Dad
                                  1901-1975

The first record we have of Freddie is on the 1910 Census.
He was counted with his father, William, age 49, his mother,
Tina, age 45, and his siblings: Clarence, age 17, Ethel, age 10,
Freddie, age eight, and William A. Jr., age four.

He was brought up on the old home place. He milked
cows, helped his father shear sheep, and tilled the land. When
farm duties allowed, he attended school at Ponce under the
teaching of Sybil Russell, the same teacher who taught all his
children.

He was eighteen years old and still living with his family
when the 1920 Census was taken. His brother, Clarence, had
married and passed away by that time. He died during the 1918
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Flu Epidemic, but his wife, Sadie, age 31, her three children:
Virgil, age five, Willie, age four, and Treva, age one, were
living with them.    

We located Freddie and Cleo’s marriage certificate at the
Stone County Courthouse in Galena. They were married on
February 11, 1924, by A.J. Daniel. The Application for
Marriage revealed that Freddie gave Cleo’s age as 21, but she
was only 19, under the legal age for marriage. 

Freddie lived on the family farm until he married. Then
they moved to the old Sidney Moore house, a very small house
on the hill behind the home of Ernest and Lucinda Wilhelm,
just off V Highway near Ponce.

When his mother, Tina, passed away in May 1927, Freddie
and Cleo returned to his childhood home to take care of his
father. 

His father died in August 1939 and the old farm was
divided between the children.

Freddie was never idle. He was always on the move.
During the Depression, he worked on public works programs
like the Table Rock Dam, St. John’s Hospital, Camp Crowder
(Neosho), and on Long Creek Bridge on Highway 86. He
followed the wheat harvest into the Plains States several times.
The trips took him away from home for months. 

He worked in the tomato factory at Abesville and Faddler’s
Produce Company in Springfield. He built and sold rubber tire
wagons, reputedly some of the best in the area. He built a horse
drawn, portable saw mill on a Model T Ford chassis. Local
farmers, who wanted land cleared, paid him to cut trees into
lumber.

He also served as the family doctor. Grandma said, “I don’t
ever remember going to a doctor. Our ailments were taken care
of at home. One time I was trying to get something out of my
tooth with a broom straw and it broke off. Dad pulled the
tooth.”
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           Cleo Maples Bradford 

                      Country Woman: My Mom

Grandma described her mom as a “Mom of All Moms.”
She was very quiet and unassuming, content to stay in the
background.

She was one of the local “granny ladies,” a name given to
women who were called on to deliver babies. She performed
the service without pay–a generous woman.

She sewed clothes for all her children (and others). She
was a great seamstress. She could look at a picture in a
catalogue and make an identical article. 

She picked goose feathers to make pillows and “feather--
tics” for the beds. 

All the Bradford children were born in the old home place
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Bradford Family

except Velta. She was born in the Sadie Scott house up the
hollow from the Bradford home.

There are regretful and wistful memories of it. None of
them would want to live under those conditions again, but they
cherish the memories. You can read about them in Making
Memories. 

Their memory of the old house is remarkable. For example,
they said there were three rooms: kitchen, living room, and
bedroom. There was a bed in the living room, two rocking
chairs, a vanity, and a wood burning stove. In the bedroom was

an iron bedstead (frame), a Victrola, and a trunk for dirty
clothing.

You have probably never heard of a Victrola. It was a trade
name for an old-time record player. They had a floor model,
powered by a hand wound spring. It didn’t have a volume
control. There was only one sound level. Sound was generated
from a three-inch round head with a phonograph needle
attached. Vibrations traveled through the needle into the head
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and were amplified. The resulting sound was transmitted
through horn speakers that amplified them further.

Freddie and Cleo slept in the bedroom. Grandpa Bradford
slept in the living room until he died. Then Freddie and Cleo
moved to the living room. The others slept in the vacated
bedroom, or in a space above the living room. It was entered
from the bedroom by way of a ladder. On warm nights some of
them slept in the smokehouse or under the trees on a pallet. 

One mirror served them all. I think that’s the reason
Grandma Eva loves mirrors to this day. She has them all over
our house. When she sees one at a garage sale, it is hard for her
to leave it there.  

As you would expect, the kitchen was a very important
place. Grandma’s mother spent most of her time cooking, baking
or canning in there. Imagine making meals for ten hungry
people.

Freddie built a large cedar table for the kitchen complete
with benches. It had to seat ten people, Freddie, Cleo, and eight
children. He polished that table until it was slick and shiny. 

Grandma has vivid memories of the family sitting around
that table. It was the one piece of furniture Earl tried to drag out
when their  house burned. They must have all cried over its loss.
It was really something special. 

A WESCO four-burner wood cook stove sat on one side of
the kitchen. Sometime later, they bought a two-burner kerosene
stove. Unfortunately, the big wood stove was destroyed in the
fire. Earl managed to drag the kerosene stove outside, but it was
severely damaged.

They didn’t have a “set” of dishes, flatware, pots or pans.
Their cabinet was filled with odds and ends--very few things
matched. The dishes, bowls, and other glassware would be
considered collectors items today. Some of it, depression glass
and milk glass, are popular today. You see it in antique stores all
over the place. 

There was no indoor plumbing. Water for cooking and
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bathing was carried from the spring. And without plumbing and
water, one had to use the outhouse.  Rather than go out at night,
they used a bed chamber, a covered pot kept beside the bed.   

Grandma was 15 years old before they had electricity. Oil
lamps were their only source of light for years. Then Aladdin
lamps came along. The Aladdin lamp used kerosene to light a
mantel. The mantel gave a much brighter glow, but they were
fragile.

                                 A New Home

In late 1943, Ted was playing with matches. He confessed,
“I know for sure I struck the match that burned the house down.
I remember it just like it was yesterday.” He said he found three
or four matches in the loft near the oil lamp. He struck the
matches and threw them into “gunny” sacks (feed sacks) filled
with fruit jars. The sacks caught fire and flames spread quickly.
Everything was lost, including the big cedar kitchen table and
benches. 

Imagine the loss of everything–clothes, shoes, mattresses
and bedding, dishes, pots and pans, food items, and much, more,
even old photos and personal keepsakes. And to make matters
worse, winter was approaching. 

Grandma and Faye had new stocking caps for the cold
winters. They loved those caps and begged Earl to let them go
into the burning house to get them. Of course that was too
dangerous and he wouldn’t let them. 

Neighbors took the Bradford family into their homes.
Grandma stayed with Lucinda and Ernie Wilhelm. They bought
her a pair of shoes and she was very proud of them. 

Immediately after the fire Freddie began looking for another
home. He located one just over the hill, but it had to be moved
up one hill, across a clearing and down another hill. George
Garoutte, the local house mover, said it could be done.
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Road to the Old Home Place

So a route was planned and trees were cleared. The house
was jacked up and placed on log skids. With a windlass and
stubborn perseverance it was moved to the site of the old home.

A windlass works much like the hand crank that was used
to lower a water bucket into a well. The principle is the same,
but with the windlass a cable is wrapped around a large wooden
spool. Instead of a man turning the crank, a horse pulls the cable.
It is a slow process, but heavy loads can be moved that way.

They moved the new home to the old site and set it down on
flat rocks. But open space remained underneath the house, large
enough for chickens and animals to crawl under it. 

This picture was taken in September 1989. Grandma wrote
on the back of it, “The road from Lucinda’s to our old home
place. We ran down the road many times to catch the school
bus.”

The old mulberry tree they played in is down the road and
just around the curve. It was still standing when we took this
picture.

The old road crosses Goff Creek just before the Ponce road
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(now V Highway). When they got to the creek, they had to cross
it on a fallen log. During high water Freddie took them across in
a wagon or on a horse. 

        
Now it is time to be more specific about Grandma’s life in

this old home place way back in the woods, on a wagon road, in
a clearing at the bottom of the hill.

                In the Beginning: Grandma’s Birth

 Grandma was born at the old home place on May 20, 1934.
There were no hospitals or doctors nearby, so her dad delivered
her. That was common in those days. Sometimes a granny-lady
(midwife) helped, but it was not unusual for the husband to
provide the service. 

Grandma’s mother named her Eva Novell. She may have
been named after a friend, Novell Epps. As she got older, Novell
just didn’t sound right. Later, when she applied for her birth
certificate, she changed it to Novella. That sounds better, doesn’t
it? 

She didn’t know what the name meant until I looked it up
on the Internet. It means something new or intricate, a fictitious
short story.

“Squevie” is her nickname, but no one seems to know
where it came from. I sometimes call her “Dolly,” or “Dolly
Plum,” maybe “Sweetheart,” or “Sweetie.” When I  remember
to get her cards, I usually write, “My Love,” or another
endearing name. When your dad was born, I started calling her,
“Mom.” Then when you guys came along, it was “Grandma.”

The Bradford family life in Ponce was not a folktale. It was
the real thing–hard work, lack of modern conveniences, and at
times they were deprived of the bare essentials. No, it was not a
dream, yet good memories abound. 
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Bradford Smokehouse

                      Not a Dream: Life in Ponce
                              
Freddie and Earl did the plowing and heavy work. The

younger children helped with the everyday work. The soil was
not very productive, but a lot of work made it produce enough
for their immediate needs and they canned food for the winter.

They raised green beans, potatoes, corn, lettuce, carrots, and
a variety of other things. Cleo worked very hard in all of these
activities, plus cooking, washing, making soap, sewing, and
other duties as required.  

Pork was another important part of their diet. They fed
several hogs until fall, then slaughtered them. The meat was
cured with salt and kept in the smokehouse until it was needed.

With few conveniences of modern living, everybody had

chores to do. Most of them were portioned out according to age.
Earl was the oldest male so he did most of the really hard work.
All of them, however, chopped wood, cut sprouts, tended the
garden, held sheep while they were being sheared, and milked.
Grandma and Velta were assigned to the kitchen most of the
time and helped with the cleaning. Grandma cut a tendon in her
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Bradford Cellar

finger when she was about five years old. It didn’t heal very
well. You have to have a good grip to milk so she  was relieved
of that duty. However, she didn’t get out of making butter.
Butter was made by pouring whole milk into a gallon jar and
shaking it until the butter separated.

Grandma also helped with the cooking. She had to get up
early to help her mom fix breakfast. Can you imagine how early
they had to get up? The meal was made from scratch and had to
be ready when the other children came in from feeding and
milking the cows. Wood for the stove and water from the spring
was brought in the night before, but it was still a big job. 

After breakfast it was time to get ready for school. School,
however, was not a  priority. 

One night a pregnant sow broke out of her pen and took off.
Freddie told grandma and her friend, Marcella, who stayed all
night with her, they could not go to school until the old sow was
found. After a long search, they found her up the hill on the
Perkins’ farm. She had given birth and had the little ones with
her. 
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They searched so long they missed the bus. They wanted to
go to school so they took a short cut over the hill and through the
woods to Abesville.

Wednesday was washday, a full day affair and everyone
took part. Wash tubs were set up beside the house. Water was
heated in a large cast iron kettle down by the spring–near the
wood pile. 

Clothes were washed on a rub board. You will never learn
to appreciate a washing machine until you have scrubbed all day
on a rub board. It is a backbreaking job. 

Cleo, with help from the girls, made lye soap (from hog fat)
which was used on the clothes. It was very harsh, good for dirty
clothes, but hard on the hands.   

After the clothes were washed, they were rinsed several
times and wrung out thoroughly before hanging them on a
clothes line to dry.  

Eventually, they obtained a bench wringer. On one side of
the wringer they put a tub of newly washed clothes, on the other
side a tub of clean water. Clothes were fed into the hand-cranked
rollers and most of the water was squeezed out. A couple trips
through the wringer and the clothes were quite dry–a big
improvement over wringing them out by hand. Now you know
what it means when someone says they have been “put through
the wringer.” 

The “good things” had to be ironed. In those days, they were
starched to make them stiff. Of course, they made their own
starch from flour and water.

 The clothes irons were heavy pieces of cast iron, shaped
like a boat with a handle on top. They were heated on the stove.
Two irons were used. One was kept on the stove to get hot while
the other was being used.

They peeled peaches and apples, snapped beans, and hulled
peas. During blackberry season, they gathered wild berries and
made jelly and jam. And, they always went to Pearl and Iva’s
(Cleo’s sister) farm to pick strawberries.
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Freddie really liked his food, but he was especially fond of
jelly and jam. They made a lot of it. 

Grandma said Faye was not a peach peeler. She could not
stand the fuzzy peaches. Very bright girl. 

Sauerkraut was made in the fall when cabbage was young
and tender. It was a simple process, just time consuming.
Cabbage was shredded with a kraut cutter and placed in a large
crock jar. Salt was added and the jar was covered with a cloth.
A round wooden plate and a heavy rock were placed on  it to
keep out the air. Every day the “scum” was removed and the
cloth washed. In about 6-8 weeks, fermentation was complete
and the kraut was ready to be canned.     

They also made cottage cheese. They let fresh milk curdle
naturally by the wood stove in a crock jar. Then they put it in a
cloth bag and hung it on the clothes line to dry. 

Like many other food items, cottage cheese could not be
preserved. It had to be eaten right away. Remember that they
didn’t have refrigeration.

The Bradfords raised a lot of chickens, both for eggs and
meat. Gathering the eggs was no problem, but Grandma had a
problem with killing the chickens.

It’s really a simple process. You  place a board or a broom
stick across its neck and pull on its legs until the head comes off.
The headless chicken will bounce around the yard a little bit, but
then it’s over. 

It wasn’t that easy, however, for grandma. She recalls the
only time she tried to kill one. She carefully placed the stick
across the chicken’s neck, stepped on it, grabbed the chicken by
the legs and pulled. Nothing happened. She closed her eyes and
tried again. Nothing. As she shifted her weight to get more
leverage, the frightened chicken escaped and ran to safety under
the house. “No more killing chickens,” she said.  

Wouldn’t you just love to go back to the “good old
days”–cutting wood, carrying water, milking cows, washing on
a rub-board, and going to potty in an outhouse? 
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The Outhouse

It seems like everybody in the family had to cut wood, from
chopping down the trees to cutting it into stove size pieces. It
was a never-ending chore, because they had to have wood for
heat, cooking, washing, killing hogs, and making fences. 

One day grandma, a friend of hers, and Earl were sawing
logs out in the woods. Grandma accidentally pulled the saw into
her leg. It was a deep cut and Earl had to carry her home. When
they got home, her mother washed it with kerosene and sugar
and wrapped it tightly. Today, the 3/4 inch wide scar looks like
it had been sewn by a doctor. 
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The Spring

                          The Bradford Spring

The spring was very important to the Bradford family. It
was their only source of water and they used it to store milk and
butter. The spring never went dry–almost never. Earl remembers
it going dry once.

It was just an open spring for years, until Freddie built a
shed over it. The shelter kept the spring clean and animals out.

Even though there was plenty of flowing water, it was not
as deep as Freddie wanted. It was not suitable for milk cans,
watermelons, or larger containers. For that reason, he decided to
blast out the surrounding rocks and make it bigger.

First, he used a star drill to make a hole in the rock bottom.
Pounding on a star drill was not an easy task, but finally the hole
was deep enough to hold a stick of dynamite.

He packed the dynamite in the hole and ran the fuse over to
the side. Then he found a very large rock and placed it on top of
the dynamite. He thought this would force the explosion
downward and break up the rock bottom. The shattered rock
could then be easily removed.
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Bradford Barn

So far, so good. Warning everybody to stand back, he struck
a match to the fuse and quickly moved to safety. The sound was
deafening, and the force was totally unexpected. The rock he
placed on top of the dynamite tore through the roof of the shed
and soared another 100 feet through the air, dropping
dangerously close to the house.

No one was hurt, the spring was larger, and Freddie learned
a lot about dynamite.

The old barn was another favorite place to play. You can see
it today (2009) on the west side of the road about one hundred
and fifty yards from the house.

It was built when the boards were still green. They shrank
over time and there were large cracks in the walls. The original
roof was hand-cut shingles, just like the house. Many years later,
it was covered with corrugated metal. 

You could pull a wagon through the barn from one end to
the other. They pulled the wagon into the barn far enough to
pitch hay through a small window in the hayloft then drove on.
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On the ground level were stalls for two horses, Dick and
Ribbon, and stanchions for cows. Cows were locked in the
stanchions for feeding and milking. It became extremely filthy
and had to be cleaned.

One time down at the barn, Grandma made Uncle Earl very
angry. He reached down and picked up a handful of manure and
ran after her. She was about halfway to the house before he
caught her. He turned her around and rubbed that filthy manure
right in her face. To this day she will not let him forget it.

Loose hay was all over the loft and they loved to play in it.
Later, when bailed hay was put in the loft, they made tunnels to
hide and play in.   

I mentioned earlier they had two horses–Dick and Ribbon
The horses were very important. Not only did they pull plows
and a hay wagon, they were the only means of transportation for
a long time. The family went to town and church on horseback
or in a wagon.

 The Bradford family was very poor, but they didn’t think
of themselves that way. They lived in a backwoods, rural farm
community where almost everyone lived the way they did. Their
story is much like that of any other family in the area, except for
their unique family history.

                         We Made Our Own Fun

Grandma says they were not allowed to go to movies,
carnivals, or dances. They could not play with cards, pitch
pennies, or play marbles for keeps. Dice were not allowed  in the
house. 

They still had a lot of fun. Freddie made a lot of toys for
them: a checker board, a Fox and Geese board (similar to a small
checker board), whistles, and other games. They made simple
games themselves. Indoor games were great for winter.

Outdoors, they played marbles, jacks, stick and hoop,
walking cans, stilts, tire ride, sledding, bladder balls, flower
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dolls, and mumble peg. (See Making Memories).
Grandma says, “We had a lot of fun on the old elm tree up

the hollow from the house. We called it the grapevine tree
because of the vines twisting through its branches. We liked to
chase each other up the tree, scamper across a big limb to a
smaller branch and slide down.”

Then there was the old mulberry tree down the road. It is
still there after all these years. They twisted its berries in a piece
of cloth and sucked juice out of it. They climbed its crooked
limbs and told stories.  I wonder what secrets that old tree holds.
I wish it could talk to us.  

One of Grandma’s greatest adventures was at their outdoor
play house; down by the spring just a few feet up the hill where
the rocks jutted out. A big flat rock was the kitchen and hollows
in the rock made for fancy cabinets. The living room was
“upstairs” and had a smooth dirt floor. Towering above the
playhouse was a big tree that kept the playhouse shaded most of
the day. 

It was there where Grandma cut her finger. She said, “When
I was about five years old, I was down at the spring playing
‘house.’ We were making mud pies and I was washing the mud
from a broken piece of glass. I severed the tendon of my right
middle finger. I ran to the house and Mom washed it thoroughly.
She put kerosene and sugar on it, then made a splint and
bandaged it.” 

“Since surgery was not performed, growth was stunted. I
cannot flex my middle finger. One high school guy, often teased
me about having a ‘pregnant’ finger.”

                                Family Affair

Reading was not emphasized and reading material was not
readily available. They did not subscribe to any magazines or
newspapers. They did not have a lot of time for it. However, the
Sears Catalogue was important to them. They lived so far away
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from a large town they had to order the things they needed from
that catalogue. And, it was later used down at the outdoor toilet.

Grandma liked to read. The school did not have a large
selection of books, but she read a lot of the Grace Livingston
Hill, Zane Grey, and Nancy Drew books. She received a
certificate for  reading in the eighth grade.

Her family really loved music. Her dad could play the
guitar, mandolin, banjo, violin, and French harp. He really did
it with gusto. He was left-handed, but could take a right-handed
guitar, turn it upside down and play it very well.

They especially enjoyed listening to the Grand Ole Opry on
Saturday night. Electricity was not yet available, so they used a
battery operated radio. It was not always reliable. Sometimes
they had to go outside and pour water on the ground wire to get
better reception.

They were often called on to sing at Sunday worship and
revival services around the area. I suppose I will always
remember their rendition of “Working the Road.” Even today,
when we get together to play dominoes, they will break into a
long forgotten song.

Grandma Eva remembers her mother singing a song that
had been passed down from her mother. It seems that it has been
passed down by word of mouth by many generations. There are
no known written words to it. The words that follow were
written as they sound: 

Pre hechie, hechie in a prochie notchi long.
     Pre hechie, hechie in a prochie notchi long.

Ne i engo, pre hechie lingo, pre hechie, hechie
in a prochie notchie long.
We have brothers in a prochie notchie long.
We have brothers in prochie notchie long.
Ne i ingo, pre hechie lingo, pre hitchie hitchie in 
a prochie  notchie long.
(Repeated for sisters, mothers, and fathers.)
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The Bradfords are a close knit family. They enjoy being
together. They call each other frequently. And those who live in
Missouri go out to eat and play dominoes every Monday night.
When one of them hurts, they all hurt.  

Their family relationships are no doubt the result of their
working, playing, and worshiping together in a rural, farm
environment. Strict discipline and sharing have a way of uniting
families. 

This is what Grandma said, “We were taught to respect our
parents. We didn’t talk back to them or we would have been
severely disciplined. Because of that we respected authority
when it came to our teachers and our bosses. I understand now
why our parents taught us as they did.”

Grandma had a lot of friends in the community and at
school. Marcella Maples and Joy Burk, were very special. They
went to church and school together. They played sports together.
And they often visited each other at their homes. After Grandma
went to California, they kept in contact. Now that we live in
Nixa, they still get together now and then. 

It seems the old rural friendships were closer and lasted
longer than those of today.   

                         
Holidays were always fun. Christmas was the best of all,

even though they had very little money for gifts. Weeks before
they scoured the hills for just the right tree. Then a few days
before the big day, they cut it down and brought it home.
Trimming the tree was a family affair. Making the decorations
took most of the evening. They were very simple, handmade
ornaments: a long colored paper chain, popcorn sewed on a
string, tufts of cotton, prickly balls, and ivory soap snowflakes.
   

One maybe two gifts were about all they received. One
Christmas, her dad said, “We don’t have much money to spend
so we are going to give you a choice. We can buy you each a
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Abesville Grade School

small gift or we can divide the money equally and let you buy
your own. What would you like to do?” They chose to buy their
own. Her Dad then counted out their allowance–forty cents each.

On the Fourth of July they all went to Goff Creek, near
where it runs into James River. It’s a beautiful place on a quiet,
clear, tree-lined stream. They called it the marble grounds. After
a day at Goff Creek, they went home to meet with friends and
relatives, eat homemade ice cream, watermelons, and have good
old Country Gospel singing.  

                             Tree of Knowledge: 
                Ponce, Abesville, Galena Schools

Grandma did not attend the old one-room school house you
read about, but almost. Ponce and Abesville had two-rooms and
more than one grade in each room. 

In those days children of several different grades were
exposed to similar materials. Some argue that made for better
motivated and educated students. Who knows?

Students of that era were not better behaved. If you read
Making Memories, you remember some of Earl’s pranks. He
wasn’t alone of course. Grandma was disciplined for writing her
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Galena High School

name on the bathroom floor. For that “dirty deed,” she had to
stand in front of the class and repeat, “Fools’ names and fools’
faces always appear in public places.” Oh yes, there was another
time. She wrote a note when she was supposed to be studying.
She had to stand in front of the class and read it.

Grandma began school at Ponce in 1940. But, at the end of
the school year it merged with the school at Abesville. School
mergers were rather common in those days. As a result of “hard

times” many families moved to the city leaving the small rural
schools without students and a lack of financial support. They
had no alternative but to merge. 

Grandma attended Abesville Schools through the eleventh
grade.

In 1951, Abesville High School consolidated with Galena
High School. She graduated from there on her birthday,1952. 

Miss Munholland, Grandma’s favorite teacher,  transferred
to Galena High School also. Grandma was happy about that. She
really enjoyed business classes–shorthand, general business, and
typing.

She excelled at typing, in spite of  her bad finger. Marcella,
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Galena Volleyball Team

Joy and Grandma competed in those classes and took pride in
their achievements. She made ‘A’ in all her business classes.
Perhaps that is why she worked in accounting most of her
working years. 

Grandma’s group was not considered “elitists.” They  were
like all other small town students. Most of them wore their hair
long, parted on the side with bangs. They wore jeans to school
with the legs rolled up to mid-calf, with brown and white oxford
shoes. 

Grandma’s mother made most of their clothes. She would
have never thought about making dresses or blouses that would
have caused community reaction. Her dad would not even let
them wear the normal volleyball suits when they were at
Abesville. Her mom made special, longer suits for her and Faye.
They were, however, allowed to wear regular uniforms at

Galena. 

Grandma’s group was well-liked, probably because they
played volleyball. She said, “I suppose there was nothing I liked
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Stone County Courthouse

better than sports.” She played softball and some pole vaulting,
but volleyball was her real joy. I can understand why she was
involved in volleyball, but pole vaulting–for a girl as tall as
Grandma, that would be highly unusual.

She couldn’t believe it when she was voted Senior Class
Queen. On the first ballot she tied with a classmate, and a run off
election was required. While they waited outside the classroom,
the class voted again and Grandma won. 

She was very excited about it, but there was a problem. She
didn’t have a formal for the Fall Festival. Her mom and dad
could not afford to buy one. Fortunately, a friend at school
offered her a classy pink formal.

                            Away From Home

After graduation, Grandma found a job at the Garment

Factory in Crane. It didn’t last long. It wasn’t her idea of a
fulfilling job. 

She kept in touch with Miss Munholland, back in Galena
and it paid off. She found her a job with the State Conservation
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Department at the Stone County Courthouse. 
Her boss traveled around the area and returned to the office

with copious field notes. Grandma Eva’s job was to transcribe
those notes for the records. That made more sense to her than
making clothes on a sewing machine.

Grandma lived up the hill west of the courthouse in a real
old two-story boarding home with several old people. She
remembers them sitting around with lap blankets. 

We looked for the old house in 1997, but were told it had
burned down many years ago.

In April1953, she moved to Kansas City to live with Juanita
and Orville. Orville helped her get a job in the blueprint
department at Westinghouse Electric. At that time Westinghouse
was building airplanes for the military. Grandma worked in the
blueprint division, checking out and filing huge blueprints. She
worked there seven months before moving to California. 

Grandma said she doesn’t remember actually dating at
school. But after graduation, she dated a classmate, J.E. Wolfe.
When she moved to Kansas City, he followed. He proposed and
gave her an engagement ring, but they broke up. She said he was
a very nice Christian guy, but they just didn’t match.    

I have already told you the story of Faye getting homesick
and persuading Grandma Eva to go to California with her–the
events that brought us together. But I didn’t tell you about our
dating. 

               A Time for Every Purpose: Dating

I know it’s odd, but there is not too much to say about our
dating. We had two problems: time and money. 

Remember, we only had about four weeks together that first
summer, less than two weeks at Christmas, and two months at
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Papa Jackie and Grandma Eva
              Ganesha Park

the most after I came home from College. 
Then there was the matter of money. From the time I met

Grandma in August 1954 until June 1955, I was in college–no
income. It took a little time for me to find a job when I returned.
So again, money was a concern. Grandma was working but her
income was needed in preparation for our wedding. 

So what did we do on our dates? Sunday morning we went

to church, then to one of our folk’s homes for dinner. In the
afternoon, more than likely we went to the park. Sunday
evening, church services, then to a drive-in for hamburgers.
During the week, we got together every night and talked and
talked, and talked, way past bedtime.

We enjoyed going to Ganesha Park, a beautiful park situated
on a high hill in north Pomona. In the afternoon we walked
along tree-lined trails and listened to the birds and watched the
squirrels. At night, from certain vantage points, you could see
twinkling lights from the whole city. 

We also went on  picnics with friends, drove around in the
country, and just visited.
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One time, we visited the San Diego Zoo. It is considered
one of the best in the country. It takes more than a day to stroll
through all the exhibits. That was fun.

  WOOPS! I left out something very important. I don’t know
how I could have forgotten. During the summer we decided to
get tickets to Queen For A Day. It was the same show June
entered and won all kinds of “goodies.” We thought we had a
good story--two young people, getting married, and devoting
their lives to missionary work.

The girls who appeared on the show were very pretty and
scantily dressed for that day and time. In my attempt to be funny,
I made a comment something like, “Now, we will see some
pretty girls.” Boy, that was a mistake.

Your grandma took offense, a personal affront. She became
so angry she would not ride home with me. Grandma said, “You
needed an attitude adjustment so I shunned you.” As fate would
have it, her mother was in the other car. I had to ride home with
her.

Not much was said, but I distinctly remember one comment
she made, “People who are engaged should not be looking at
other women. It can lead to trouble.” “WOW! What  have I got
myself into?” I thought. “My fiancee is so sensitive I can’t make
a joking comment, and now her mother is preaching at me.”

This is a good point to say something about “words.” My
mother used to say that I was too careless with my words; that
I hurt people without knowing it. That’s probably true.

Remember the words of the Lord’s brother: “A bit in the
mouth of a horse controls the whole horse. A small rudder on a
huge ship in the hands of a skilled captain sets a course in the
face of the strongest winds. A word of your mouth may seem of
no account, but it can accomplish nearly anything–or destroy it.”
James 3:3-5

A final word on this dating game. First, it’s not a game. It
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is a serious stage in the cycle of life. And during this time,
follow the cardinal rule laid down in Scripture, “do not be joined
to unbelievers”(2 Cor. 6:14). Don’t date an unbeliever. Don’t
compromise just to have somebody to do something with on a
Saturday night. If it’s clear the person isn’t a Christian, move on.

You must be careful when your heart does flip flops and you
think you are hopelessly in love. Love is an emotion that hits us
like a fast ball in the face. It is often deceiving. Be careful.

Love that endures is a choice one makes, not a fleeting
emotion. Look beyond the emotion. Consciously, deliberately,
back off and examine the relationship. Get away from the
emotion and really look at the other person. 

 Jess, Ben, pray about your life’s partner. If you allow  it,
God will guide you. As He did with Grandma and Papa, and
your mom and dad, He will orchestrate the events that will bring
your life-long mate into your future.  

A partner for life is a great blessing, but God doesn’t stop
there. He thereby raises up more families--generations to come
who will impact the

Kingdom for good and bring honor to Him.
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In the next chapter, Our Story–Papa Jackie’s and Grandma’s
story--begins. We have enjoyed reminiscing and putting together
events that shaped our lives and made us what we are today. 

We trust you will read them thoughtfully and often with the
understanding that God loves you dearly. And wants to walk
life’s road with you.   
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                               Chapter Three

                  Our Story Begins                

                             
       
                  
                 
                   
                    The Favor of God: Marriage
                             August 20, 1955

The Scriptures tell us that if you, “Find a good spouse, you
find a good life–and even more: the favor of God.” We will be
forever grateful for God’s favor. Grandma nor I could never, in
a thousand years, have planned it like this.

It doesn’t take a lot of hoopla, partying, guests, or gifts to
pull off a great wedding. When you receive divine favor, things
fall in place a lot better.   

Our marriage ceremony was simple; held in the same
church where we met a year earlier. I think just about all the
church members were there, 300 more or less.

We stood in front of a flower-covered archway flanked by
candelabra and two large baskets of flowers. Lighted candles
decorated the windows on each side of the sanctuary.  

Grandma Eva wore a baby blue ballerina gown. She
described it as very full, with taffeta and lace covering, with a
short sleeved jacket of the same material. She had white trim,
pumps and white hat. The hat was a band of tiny white flowers
across the top of her head. She carried a white Bible with purple
and orchid streamers.
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                                    Wedding
                              August 20, 1955

                            Pomona, California      
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I was dressed in a gray suit, black handkerchief and black
shoes. (It doesn’t take much to describe a man’s attire.) 

Grandma often wondered what people thought about her
wearing a blue dress instead of the traditional white. We were so
naive we didn’t know that a virgin was suppose to wear white.
She just picked out what she liked and what she could afford. 

Somewhere back in time, there was an old custom brought
down to us in this verse, “Something old, Something new,
Something borrowed, Something blue, and a Silver Sixpence in
my shoe.” Grandma wanted to follow that custom, so this is
what she did.

 “Something old” was a small white Bible. given to Richard
by his Grandma Edith Carter. Something new” was the white
pumps and hat of flowers. “Something borrowed” was a pink
and black garter borrowed from a neighbor (Aunt Faye wore the
same one at her wedding five months earlier). “Something blue”
was her wedding gown and jacket. For the “Silver Sixpence,”
she put in her shoe a silver dollar her dad had carried for 18
years. His father had carried it for 19 years. Grandma still has it.

Aunt Faye was the Maid of Honor. Bryant Sellers, my
nephew with whom I grew up, was Best Man. Daphne Sellers,
my niece, played traditional wedding music. Peggy Drake, the
pastor’s wife was the soloist. Ted Bradford, Grandmas’s brother,
and Carl Sellers, my nephew, were ushers. Candles were lighted
by our friends Virginia Latta and Erma Smith. 

No wedding invitations were sent out. It was announced in
church, the newspaper, and in the Sears and Potlatch Forests
newsletters. We didn’t have the money to splurge.

Grandma described the wedding as, “The most wonderful
and busiest day of my life. We didn’t see each other all day. We
were both busy running here and there getting things ready. The
wedding was set for 7:30 p.m. Saturday night. I got there at 8:00
p.m. and had everyone waiting. We had a candlelight wedding
and it was carried out beautifully. I will never forget the moment
we said ‘I do’ and the beautiful prayer by our pastor, Danny
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Drake. Then we rushed out, man and wife. We rushed to the
home of Bernice and Earl Fortner (Bernice and Earl are my
sister and brother-in-law). They had our reception in their yard.
I changed from my gown to a charcoal dress (Jackie said my
funeral dress) then we headed for San Bernardino, about 30
miles away.” 

Did you notice that nothing was said about weddings rings?
Do you know why? There wasn’t any. It goes way back to an old
Church of God law.

No doubt the founders of the church were sincere searchers
of Biblical truth. But when they interpreted I Peter 3:3, “wearing
of gold” as a sin. According to them even wedding rings fell into
that category. I witnessed an old widow woman turned out of the
church for wearing her dead husband’s simple, gold wedding
band.

The Church of God no longer holds to that teaching. But I
didn’t wait for them to drop the restriction. I will tell you that
story later. Now, back to the wedding.

Grandma says I never once looked at her when she walked
down the aisle. I don’t believe it. I can see her now walking
down the aisle. I remember her being the very essence of beauty.
If I looked down, it was because I could not gaze at her beauty
without losing my presence of mind. I understood very clearly
that I was viewing God’s gift to me.  

The family planned a reception at Bernice’s house. Family
and friends packed the front yard. Tables were loaded with gifts.
We couldn’t have possibly wanted anything else. There was only
one problem. It took entirely too long. I wanted to get on with
the honeymoon. 

A bunch of young people were up to “no good” at the
reception. They marked up our car with “just married” signs.
And to make matters worse, they attached a lot of tin cans to the
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Big Bear Lake

bumper. We left the reception in style–painted up car and
clanking tins cans to announce our departure. A number of cars
followed then turned back. 

Saturday night, we stopped at  the landmark Wigwam Motel
on old Route 66 in San Bernardino. Each room was an Indian
Tepee. There were six of them. After we settled in, I went into
town to get some hamburgers. “Just Married” was still on the
car’s back window.

The next morning we started up the mountain to Big Bear
Lake. Our 1951 Pontiac got hot. We stopped several times to let
it cool, but after awhile we gave up and returned to San
Bernardino. When the temperature dropped we tried again and
made it.

Sunday night we stayed at an inexpensive motel-- the Seven
Dwarfs. It was almost downtown. We didn’t have to drive the
car and that saved money. We chose the SLEEPY cottage. 

Monday, we went to the  lake, played miniature golf, and
followed a hiking trail for a little way. We stayed there all night.
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First Home

Tuesday morning we went down the mountain to Knotts
Berry Farm in Buena Park. Knotts Berry Farm is a major
Southern California  attraction. It is much larger now, complete
with many exciting rides, but in 1955, it was mainly an old
western town with a gold  mine. At the entrance to the mine was
a sluiceway, just like those found in the Gold Rush days. A
small amount of real gold was mixed with gravel in the
sluiceway and you could pan for it.  

 Covered wagons were provided for those who wished to
just sit and listen to Western and Country music.

We loved to eat at the restaurant. They served chicken,
biscuits, and blackberry jam.

 We returned home on Tuesday evening. “Home,” now that
will interest you. We rented a room in what was once a motel
at 1269 West Holt Ave. in Pomona. It had a small kitchenette,
a bath, and a combination living room and bedroom. The bed
pulled down from the wall.

We chose that place because it was all we could afford. It
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was  near Potlatch Forests where Grandma worked. She could
walk to work. I worked at Sears on the other side of town, so I
had to drive to work.

          
           God, Is That You? Uncle Sam’s Calling

I don’t remember talking much about the “call to the
ministry,” at that time. I felt like I should be doing something for
the Lord, but I didn’t know what or where. So we settled into a
routine as if that would be our life’s work. From all accounts, I
had decided to just “wait God out.”

I was still waiting on January 10, 1956, when I received a
greeting from Uncle Sam. The Selective Service had determined
that I was subject to the draft because I was not in a full time
ministry. They reclassified me A1 and ordered me to report for
a physical exam on January 17.

Now was the hour of decision. I could be drafted at any
time. I talked with the pastor, my dad, and others. I needed
guidance and I needed it now. Time was of the essence. Young
men were being called every day to serve in Korea.

Even though the “ministry” thing was not clear, I didn’t feel
military service was the place for me. Someone very close to me
suggested that going into the ministry was a good way to avoid
the draft. That hurt. It came from one whom I admired very
much. Soldiers were my heroes. I would have been proud to
wear the uniform. Skipping the draft was not my goal. Finding
God’s will and pursuing it was my motive. 

I called Vessie Hargrave, Superintendent of the Church of
God Latin American Mission. I  explained the situation to him.
He reviewed the ministries under his supervision and discovered
that a missionary in Honduras had to return to the States because
of his son’s medical condition. Within a few days, he arranged
for us to relieve him. If he was unable to return, I could take his
place on a permanent basis. 

I immediately sent a letter to the Draft Board and inclosed
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a verification letter from Rev. Vessie Hargrave. I explained my
appointment and asked for reclassification. On February 17, my
minister’s classification (4-D) was renewed. 

Right or wrong, I was now committed to go to the mission
field. One might say that was God’s way of getting my
attention–of “calling”me. Perhaps. I don’t know, but I always
thought that God could and would make His calling known in a
definite manner. 

Going into the ministry just because one feels like it, is not
the proper thing to do. Working for the Creator of the universe,
should not be taken lightly. I want you to remember: being a
Christian is not a religious addition to our secular life. It is our
life. Secular work, whatever it might be, is or should be, full-
time service for God.  

Grandma resigned from Potlatch on March 6, 1956, and we
left for San Antonio on March 7.  

      Our Missionary Journey:  San Antonio, Texas
                                  March 1956   
                               
The hour of decision came and we made it. But the question

remained: God, are you looking–we are in pursuit of your will?
We left for San Antonio on the seventh day of March. I

wish I could describe our  emotions that day. I won’t be able to,
but let me try. Imagine yourself in our place.

Leaving home! We were young--Grandma 21, Papa 22.
Both of us were from very loving families. We were very close.
Almost every day we talked with them. We attended the same
church twice on Sunday and once during the week. The holidays
were always family times. Weddings, birthdays, anniversaries,
even funerals, were times we spent together. Hunting and fishing
with my Dad and brothers are some of my fondest memories. 

Grandma was even closer to her family. She was extremely
close to her sister, Faye. Her mother and father were like a
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Romero Street Church

mother hen brooding over her chicks. We were aware that our
parents were getting older (in their 50's) and may not be alive
when we returned.

Political unrest in Latin American countries is legendary
and the overthrow of governments by the military was common.
Only a few weeks before planes from Nicaragua bombed and
strafed San Jose, Costa Rica, one of the places we might be sent.
That was frightening. 

In San Antonio our emotions were stretched to the limit.
Grandma became very homesick. Everything we were doing was
in Spanish and she was lost. And being confined to three rooms
in the back of the Romero Street church made things worse.

While our visas were being processed, we served as pastors
of the small Romero Street Spanish Church. The little church
could not pay its own way, much less the salary for a pastor.

I went to work for Rev. Hargrave at one of his rentals. My
first job was to dig a cesspool. It was the hardest work I had ever
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done. I didn’t last long. Someone else had to finish it. Then, I
went to work at the Church of God publishing offices.

Our visas were delayed seven weeks. During the interim, I
studied for and received a Licensed Ministers Certificate.
Licensed Minister status was very important for work in a
mission environment.    

While we were in San Antonio we visited the zoo, sunken
gardens, and viewed the annual Alamo Parade. The Alamo, of
course, is a national historical treasure, so we spent some time
there and in the garden on the grounds.

J.H. Walker and his wife who had spent many years on the
mission field understood what we would face during our first
appointment. We talked to them at length about what it was like.
They explained about living conditions–water, food, disease,
security, and a host of other things. 

When our visas arrived, it was the Walker’s who took us to
Nueva Loredo, Texas to embark on our missionary journey.
They advised us not to drink any local water. It was known to
have amoebas and other microbes that caused illness and more
threatening diseases.  

At the customs office Grandma had to use the restroom.
Before leaving, she washed her partial denture in water from the
sink faucet. Instantly, she remembered that was a no, no. She
came to the door and yelled, “Come here! Come here!” I went
over and, with her hand over her mouth, told me what she had
done. She wouldn’t put her teeth back in until Rev. Walker
assured her it was OK.

                 Our Missionary Journey: Mexico

We left Nueva Loredo by Autobuses - Transportes Del
Norte, the twenty-eighth of April 1956 at 2:00 a.m. The ticket
clearly states Primera  Clase, i.e., First Class. It was a misnomer.

The bus was obviously an American bus that had outlived
its usefulness. It was about ready to fall apart. For instance, the
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windows didn’t seal out the wind and rain; the shocks were gone
which made the ride extremely rough; the road noise was terrible
and potholes were everywhere.

Although it took us 28 hours to reach Mexico City, there
were no stopovers or transfers. The only time we got to eat was
when the bus stopped for gas. We were at the station only a few
minutes before we were off again. We arrived  in Mexico City
on Sunday, April 29 at 6:00 a.m.

There were many first class hotels in Mexico City, but we
chose to stay in a more humble abode–Hotel Calvin. It cost us
41.00 pesos ($3.28) a night. We wanted to save all the money
we could because we did not know what lay ahead.

The day we arrived, we walked around town. We visited the
national cathedral, the oldest church in the western
hemisphere,the Governor’s Palace, and the Palacio de Belles
Artes.

T
he massive National Cathedral in Mexico City, ordered by
Hernando Cortez, was begun in 1573 and completed in 1675. It
is located in the center of the city and was built on the site of the
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Quetzlcoatl

central square of the ancient Aztec city of Tenochtitláán. Some
stones from the ancient city were used in the National Cathedral.

The National Cathedral was in a state of decay. Large beams
kept the walls from tumbling down. Inside was a gold-overlaid
altar–15 feet across and 20 feet tall. The crucifix and candle
holders on the altar were also covered with sheets of gold.

The next day, we visited the Honduran and El Salvadoran
embassies. We wanted to get our entry permits as soon as
possible and be on our way. We had not yet learned that you do
not get in a big hurry in Latin America. The people there feel
that if you don’t get your business done one day, there will
always be another. Saint’s days and holidays take up a lot of the
business week. It took us three days to get the permits. 

During the delays, we splurged. We hired a guide who took
us to the famous pyramids just outside the city. The pyramid of
the Quetzalcoatl is as large as some of the pyramids in Egypt,
but not as tall. The guide told us it was about five thousand years
old.

Some of their gods are carved in the base of the pyramids.
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Feathered Serpent Head

They worshiped the sun, moon, stars, and fish. One stone image
was half lion and half dog, but it was called the Feathered
Serpent. Imagine bowing in worship before a carved image. 

An image created by a man. It cannot see, hear, or speak.
Neither does it have any power to act. It is just a piece of stone

like the one shown in this picture. 
A large stadium was built nearby. On its large, elevated

altar, captured enemies were offered to their gods. 
Along the way we visited the abandoned Convent de

Alcolman--a religious community for Catholic nuns. It was here
that Government authorities found hundreds of new born babies
buried in the dirt floors. We walked through the rooms where
they were uncovered.  

On the way back to the hotel, we had lunch at La Gruta. “La
Gruta” is the Spanish word for cave. As you might expect, the
restaurant is in a cave. It’s still there, but now it is an upscale
tourist restaurant. I looked it up on the internet. The online
picture is nothing like what we saw and experienced. 
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Basilica de la Virgen de Guadalupe

               Basilica de la Vergin de Guadalupe

A long held tradition has it that in the winter of 1531, the
Virgin Mary appeared to Juan Diego, a local farmer who had
been converted to Christianity. She requested that he build a
church where they were standing. For assurance, he was told to
climb the hill behind them and he would find proof of her
appearance. On top of the hill he found some beautiful flowers.

That was very unusual, because it was winter and flowers
were not supposed to be blooming.  He bundled them inside his
cloak and walked to the Bishop’s house. As he unfolded his

cloak to show them to the Bishop, the flowers tumbled to the
floor. To their surprise the image of the Virgin Mary appeared
inside of his cloak, where the flowers had been. 

Thus, the Virgin de Guadalupe became the patron saint of
Mexico. A portrait of this image is displayed in the Basilica.
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Xochimilco

The first cathedral was completed about 1561. The one you
see in this photo was built from 1695-1709. One portion of the
cathedral was sinking. The courtyard around the cathedral is
paved with what looked like very old concrete. 

Penitents--men, women and children--who come as an act
of self-punishment for guilt, crawl from the gate to the entrance
of the cathedral, a distance of about one hundred yards. 

Some worshipers, came to give thanks for healing or other
divine intervention. Inside, a multitude of people were crawling
toward an altar. The guide told us it was inlaid with gold and
that the crown over the angel’s head cost one million dollars,
American money. It was beautiful.

In other rooms, people were praying to “waxed saints”
incased in glass. Some leaned against the cases and cried. Others
rubbed their hands on the glass and touched their bodies.  People
kissed a case containing the statue of Mary.  

Next we visited Xochimilco, The Floating Gardens .We just
had to ride in one of those boats. It is a beautiful trip through the
gardens.

 Flower vendors float up to boats carrying tourists as do
vendors of trinkets. It is really quite colorful.
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The next day, May 2, we obtained our visas for El Salvador.
We immediately bought bus tickets for Oaxaca and plane tickets
from Qaxaca to Tapachula, Mexico, to Guatemala, El Salvador
and Honduras. We boarded Autobuses de Oriente for Oaxaca at
7:00 p.m.

We arrived in Oaxaca the next day, May 3, at 6:00 a.m. I am
not sure how long we were in Oaxaca. But on the day of the
flight, we took a bus to the airport and watched from the
sidelines as the plane came in.

The landing strip slopes gradually downhill and the plane
was coming in uphill. When it touched down, it bounced in the
air ten or fifteen feet. I am not exaggerating. It might have even
bounced higher, then it bounced again and again before coming
to a stop. 

Grandma looked at me. “Do we have to ride that thing?”
She stuttered. That was her first plane ride. She was as white as
a sheet. I really felt sorry for her, but we didn’t have a choice. It
was either “ride that thing”or go back home. In 1956, there were
no roads–none--between Mexico and Guatemala. With a prayer
on our lips we climbed aboard. 

After a forty minute flight on Mexicana de Aviacion, we
landed in Tapachula, a little town on the Guatemalan border.  It
cost $10 dollars to put our luggage on the plane for that short
flight. The airfield at Tapachula was no more than a dirt landing
strip--no buildings or services of any kind. Small planes (DC 3s)
arrived and departed twice a week.

To our dismay, the plane had just left. We had to wait three
days for the next flight. We rented a room at the run-down Hotel
Pan-Americano for two nights at a cost of $60.00. No one in
their right mind would have stayed in a place like that. 

The bedclothes were dingy and smelled; the commode
wouldn’t flush (they fixed it); and there was no hot water. To top
it all, there were no windows. Southern Mexico is hot and
humid. We were not used to that kind of heat. There was so little
air a hand-held fan could not even stir it up. Fortunately, it had
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a bathroom and shower. 
The cab driver introduced us to that place. The owner must

have been his friend or he was getting a kickback. We found out
later there was a better hotel in town.

As soon as we got settled, we looked for a place to eat. We
saw a café down the street. “Great,” we thought, “at last some
good food.” Wrong! I don’t remember what I ordered. I only
know that for the next three days I vomited. When I wasn’t
getting rid of food, I was in the shower trying to get cool. 

Grandma ordered a tostado–tortilla, fried beans, chicken and
lettuce. We still don’t know what she ate. We know that she
chewed on it for quite a while before she spit it out. It looked
like a piece of skin with hair on it. Who knows where it came
from–a dog, a cat, or horse? When she looked at it, she got sick.
From then on we ate pineapple, bananas, coconuts, and bottled
cold drinks. 

We survived Tapachula, but we still had to get out of there.
The only way out was on another old DC 3.  The plane Grandma
called “that thing.” With no little anxiety, we took a cab out to
the dirt airstrip called an “airport.” We prayed, boarded, and
took off without incident. 

Young, in love, adventurous and ready to go. Little did we
know what was ahead. And it’s a good thing we didn’t. We
probably would have taken the next plane back home. I can just
hear my rationale: I  really haven’t had a definite call to mission
work.

                  Missionary Journey: El Savador
                             May 5-10, 1956

We had a few minutes stopover at the airport in Guatemala
City, but time constraints and distance into town, prevented us
from going anywhere. 

We arrived in San Salvador, the capital, on Friday, May 5,
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at 2:00 p.m. O’Neal and Inez McCullough, missionary to El
Salvador, met us at the airport. Our luggage, however, was no
where to be found. Fortunately, they found it a few days later.

Our visas to Honduras were delayed so for the next five
days we visited with the McCulloughs. We had to go to the
embassy several times before the visas were approved. 

We attended Sunday services in Santa Tecla. In the
afternoon, Brother McCullough and I went to a church in the
“bush.” We drove over rough dirt roads, across river beds, and
through fields to get to the little community. All other
evangelical mission churches in this area had been driven out by
the Catholics. Brother McCullough felt it was only a matter of
time until our church would be closed. 

The church was a simple thatched roof, dirt floor, mud hut.
There were framed windows on all sides, but they were not
covered. An opening in the side of the hut was without a door.

That afternoon several very somber, rough-looking
characters stood at the open windows; their machetes leaning
against the window facing. Clearly, they were trying to
intimidate those inside. Brother McCullough, however, did not
flinch. He had the service as planned and preached. After saying
goodbye to all the believers, we departed. We left, none too soon
for me.

While we were away, Grandma and Sister McCullough had
a chilling experience of their own. They heard two men yelling
at each other. Walking quickly to the window, they saw one of
the men swinging a machete in a threatening manner. Both of
them were drunk. In a few minutes, the unarmed man took off
through the “bush.” The man with the machete followed. About
fifteen minutes later, the McCullough’s working girl came
running into the house. She reported that a man had just been
killed outside their fence. Police arrived in about fifteen minutes
to “investigate.” But it was sometime before a pickup truck
arrived to take him away. The man who attacked him ran into
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the “bush.” 
According to Salvadorainan law, if a man can hide out in

the “bush” for three months without being caught, the case is
over. He will not be charged with anything when he returns
home. 

A high rock fence surrounded the mission compound. And
they had an armed guard on duty day and night, along with two
watch dogs. Events like that were common. Grandma and I had
no desire to stay there any longer. On May 10, at 2:50 p.m. we
left El Salvador.

                   Missionary Journey: Honduras
                                May 10, 1956

At 5:00 p.m., after a two hour and ten minute flight, we
landed at Tegucigalpa. Hiram Almirudez, a Mexican I met in
Texas, met us at the airport. Jose Rubio, the resident missionary,
was unable to be there, but we stayed at his home overnight.

Next day, we boarded Aerovias Nacionales de Honduras
for La Ceiba. Grandma Eva has never enjoyed flying and this
trip confirmed her dislike for it. She was sick all the way. She
was already dizzy and weak when she got up to go to the
bathroom to “get rid of the butterflies” in her stomach. The
plane ran into some air pockets and began to bounce around.
She lost her balance and fell smack on the floor. She was so
embarrassed, she could have died. The stewardess and I helped
her to the bathroom “just in time.”

                          La Ceiba, Honduras 
                               May 11, 1956  

We arrived in La Ceiba at 10:30 a.m. We were told to look
up Doña Lalia, an Adventist woman noted for her hospitality.
We immediately went to her home. Her home was very nice for
that town. It made me wonder how she could afford such a
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La Ceiba, Honduras

place. Be that as it may, she was very helpful. After a brief
visit, she escorted us to our mission home.

We were surprised to be greeted by Mable Mullins and

Francis Evans, single missionaries who lived on the island of
Utila. (This picture was down loaded from the internet in 2009.
It was nothing like this in 1955.)

La Ceiba, the third largest city in Honduras, is located on
the Carribean coast. It was named after the giant Ceiba tree that
is now part of the City Park.

The port was established in1872 by Manuel Hernandez
who built a small hut beneath a tree and planted banana trees
Other venturers were attracted by the prospect of wealth and
began to move in. I understand this was the original banana
republic. La Ceiba was not recognized as a town until 1877.

Fifty-three years ago, it was a very small town. I have no
idea how many people lived there. Most of them were English-
speaking black people who migrated from Jamaica, Grand
Cayman and other Caribbean islands.
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The United Fruit Company had large banana plantations in
the area at that t ime and employed most of the working age
men. Ships arrived weekly to pick up bananas and take them to
the States and other countries.  It seemed like there was always
one in port.

The fruit company had its own compound. They had a fully
stocked commissary (bodega) and dairy (Miramar), so they did
not have to leave their community. We very seldom saw them
around town. Maybe that was just as well. Some of them were
not good examples of our countrymen.  

For example, we saw an American worker stumble out of
a bar and get in his car. He rammed the car in front of him three
times before someone came out to take care of him.

We requested permission to use their restaurant, but they
declined our request. They did however, allow us to buy from
their bodega (commissary)and dairy. 

They also issued me a permanent train pass. And, I was
able to obtain free passes for everyone traveling with me.
Without the passes, we would not have been able to visit
villages on the coast or in the “bush.”

I don’t recall how long Main Street was. I think it was only
about five blocks long, but it was paved. A side street led to the
post office and the Guardia. It was paved and had sidewalks.
Small shops lined main street and two or three side streets.

A park was at the end of main street on the way to the
dock. There were a lot of coconut trees in the park as well as
large ceiba trees.

Across the street from the park was the one and only
school. It was a two-story structure with corrugated metal
siding. A wide porch encircled the second level. When students
graduated from the sixth grade, they were finished with their
formal education.  Not many completed all the grades. 

East of Main Street on a crowded dirt road, was an open air
market. It set back from the road on a crude cement foundation.



-183-

La Ceiba Mission House

Permanent shops were built around the open pavilion. I think
these shops were rented to long term vendors.

“Open air” means just that. Farmers brought in vegetables,
fruit, meat, and handcrafted items and set up shop for the day
in an open pavilion. But it was so crowded that they set up shop
between the road and the permanent booths. All of our food
items came from the open air market.

Our house was about a mile and half, maybe two, from the
post office. We walked or rode a bicycle  south on Main Street
about half a mile where it jogged to the east. Another hundred
yards or so we turned south again to Barrio Alvarado. Our
house and church were next to the last one on the left, two
houses from the “bush.”

Homes in our neighborhood were poorly constructed. Most
of them were just thrown together with pieces of scrap lumber.

The house next door was a shanty–a miserable
dwelling–far worse than those in an American city slum. You
could see through big cracks in the walls, just openings for
windows and door. The kitchen was outside under the trees. 

 I’ll bet you are wondering what kind of house we lived in.
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It was a two story wooden frame building covered with
clapboard. The building studs, however, were open on the
inside. The roof was corrugated metal, the kind they put on
barns in Missouri. The downstairs area was enclosed and served
as the church. Our kitchen was on the bottom floor at the rear
of the building. We entered the upstairs living area by an
outside stairway or by one in the kitchen. It was screened on
two sides. There were two bedrooms on the south side, a bath
and large bedroom on the north side. A hallway separated the
north and south portions of the house and opened into a large
screened in porch, which served as the living room. 

We had electricity and indoor plumbing. The water was
pumped by hand into four 55 gallon metal barrels sitting on a
20-foot tall scaffold. They were high enough to allow water to
flow into the house. Every day I went out back and hand
pumped water into those barrels.

We had an old kerosene stove and refrigerator. That was
the first time I had ever seen heat produce ice.

One night, after we had gone to bed, we heard a terrible
commotion outside. I slipped out of bed and quietly tiptoed to
the porch. It was boarded up about four feet from the floor, so
I knelt down and peered outside. I couldn’t see a thing. All was
still–no noise at all. Sensing that all was OK, I stood up and
turned around. At that precise moment your Grandma jumped
out of the dark right into my face with a big BOOO! I froze in
the most awkward position. My leg came up almost chest high
and my hands covered my face. She exploded in laughter. You
wouldn’t believe the kick she got of it. 

A revolution was going on in the country and we were
living under certain restirctions. We didn’t think we were in
immediate danger because the fighting was in the Capitol.  

So Grandma put on this bright red skirt with a red and
white blouse and rode her bicycle down to the Post Office.

On the way, she crossed in front of the Quartel, the
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national guard barracks. Unbeknown to us, red was the color of
the rebels who were trying to overthrow the government. A
guard jumped in front of her, pointed a rifle at her and yelled,
“Alto!”(Stop!) She froze. She didn’t move until an officer
inside said something to the guard. Then the guard told her to
“pase.” She understood “alto” and “pase,” so she left in a hurry.
She was really shook up. Then I laughed. I laughed at her as
much as she laughed at me. 

During that same revolution, we were walking around a
bend in the road near our house. A squad of soldiers came out
of the “bush” and stopped us. The leader said, “I am sorry
Reverendo, but I must search you for weapons. It’s my orders.”
He quickly checked me over and let us go.    

Southeast of town is Pico Bonito reaching a height of 7500
feet. It is the highest mountain in that part of the country and is
now a national park. A few miles to the west is Rio Congrejal,
not a big river but large enough for rafting and canoeing. 

Just beyond Rio Congejal, was the little community of El
Provenir (a few mud huts). They had a rather nice beach, but it
was small and undeveloped. Someone had constructed a few
thatch roof shelters, but that was it. 

We took our Sunday School class out there one time in an
old bus–a truck with wooden sides and top. We had a great
time. Those children had never been on an outing like that. 

                           A Trip Up the Line
 
A native pastor asked us to visit  La Lima, so we arranged

for a group to go, thirteen of us in all. We left on Tuesday, May
22, at 5:00 a.m. by train. (These people were always up before
daylight).   

We are talking about a small train on a narrow gage
railroad. It was not really designed to carry passengers, but they
modified it into first and second class sections. In first class,
you had a padded seat all to yourself. On second class, you had
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Typical Village on the Line

to sit on a bench bolted to the side of the car or on a bench
down the middle. Local people with their chickens, pigs and
other items to sell, rode second class.

We rode first class to Tela, a small town on the coast.
Along the way we stopped at small communities, built by the
fruit company. Their workers were fortunate. Their houses were
much better than those who did not work for the company and
lived in the “bush.” They were also provided with commissaries
where they could buy food and clothing. 

Brother Brown, a pastor in Tela, asked us to hold a service
that night. We made our way to a building constructed on stilts.
Most buildings in the area were built high off the ground for
fear of flooding. 

Beneath the building was our meeting place. As people
arrived, they brought kerosene lanterns with them. That was our
light for the evening. Unfortunately, it began to rain shortly
after services started. I thought surely the meeting would be
called off, but not on your life. They were willing to get wet to
worship and hear the Word of God.
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We stayed all night at an old run-down hotel, Hotel
Lincoln, and left the next morning at 5:00 a.m. This time it was
“second class” all the way to La Lima. It wasn’t far, but stops
along the way prolonged our agony. We stayed two nights in La
Lima.

On May 24, after a  6:00 a.m. prayer meeting, we went up
the river to San Pedro Sula to visit an orphanage. An American
couple were taking care of a lot of orphan children. They were
there on their own, without a sponsor. They and the children
lived on rice, beans, locally grown vegetables, and fruit. I have
no idea how they managed. It was pitiful. We helped them
bathe and take care of the children for one day. Then we had to
leave.  

We returned to Tela and spent the night at the same old
Hotel Lincoln. We boarded the train at 1:30 p.m. and sat until
2:30 before we left for home. We arrived in La Ceiba at 8:00
p.m., tired and ready for our sagging bed. 

Miss Ivy, a black Adventist woman who lived across the
street, had dinner waiting for us.

Miss Ivy sold produce from a table in front of her home,
but never on Saturday. You could buy it and take it home, but
you had to come back after her Sabbath to pay for it.  

        Pirate Morgan’s Hangout: Islas de la Bahia

Thirty miles off the coast are six islands known as the Bay
Islands. Only three of them are large enough to mention--Utila,
Roatan, and Guanaja. We only visited Utila and Roatan. They
are surrounded by the second largest barrier reef in the world.
When we were there, tourists did not visit. But in recent years
scuba diving and snorkeling have become great attractions.
They boast of the clearest blue water you will ever see. 

Utila was one of Pirate Henry Morgan’s hideaways when
he roamed the Carribean Sea. He was a ruthless, brutal
buccaneer. Several of his descendants still live on the island. I
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went to school (IPI) with two Morgan boys.
Residents of Utila are primarily white, English-speaking

people. Most of the men folk worked on banana boats. They
were gone a great deal of the time, but they sent money home
to build and maintain nice wood frame houses. 

The people of Utila raised coconuts, bananas, and broom
straw. The coconuts were dried and sent to La Ceiba. Processed
broom straw and brooms were exported to the mainland and
sold throughout the country.   

In 1956 there was only one populated community on the
island--no roads or cars--everyone had a boat or dory. One
small store, located on the dock, served the town. 

Even though they are Hondurans, they did not like to be
associated with their Spanish-speaking mother country.  They
are very independent people and used the American dollar as
their currency.

Roatan the largest of the Bay Islands, was discovered by
Columbus on his fourth voyage in 1502. It is about 34 miles
long and four miles wide. Gentle, lush hills and turquoise
waters, make it the most desirable.

Captain Ray McNab, owner and operator of the Julia H, a
small cargo boat, made regular trips to the islands. He was also
pastor of our church at French Harbor. We made two trips with
him. 

The sea can be quite rough during the day so he always
sailed at night. Sometimes, however, the trip is pleasant,
especially when the moon is full and bright or just at daybreak.
Dolphins race along side of the boat, jumping and leaping as
they speed past. They are so fast, showoffs, I think. They seem
to have a lot of fun. It reminds you of the trained seals and
porpoises at Sea World.   

We made a trip to the Island of Roatan on  June 2, 1956,
with Captain Ray. He met us on the dock in La Ceiba and we
left at 12.30 a.m. and arrived at Coxen Hole about 5:30 a.m.
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Julia H

Even at that hour, the sea was rough and stormy. We bounced
around so badly that a drunk passenger mumbled, “I think I’ll
just cast myself into the sea.” We stayed there until about ten
o’clock, while the boat was being unloaded, then we left for
French Harbor, about an hour away.

French Harbor is an upscale community compared to the
villages on the mainland and on the north side of the island.
The homes are nice wood frame structures. Many of the men
work on the banana boats and maintain their homes on the
island.

The most inconvenient thing for them was getting fresh
food. Some people had kerosene refrigerators and they had
electricity for three hours a day. But they only had ice, cold
drinks, and fresh fruits and vegetables twice a week when the
boat came in. A cow was killed each week and sold at the
market, but it had to be cooked right away. To keep it from
spoiling they warmed it every day until it was used.

The Church of God at French Harbor was like a picture on
a postcard. It reminded me of an early American church, white,
steeple, bell tower and all. It wasn’t very large, but it was an
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Gospel Messanger

exceptional building for that time and place. 

After a night in French Harbor, we got into our mission
boat–Gospel Messenger– and sailed over to Bodden Bight.

The Gospel Messenger was only about 15 feet long. It had
a canopy, an  inboard engine, and could carry ten people safely.

There was no church in Bodden Bight. We held services on
the front porch of a home. During services the weather changed
rather quickly. Even though French Harbor was not far, the sea
was too rough for our little boat. We had to stay there all night.

On the evening of June 22, 1956, at about four o’clock, we
boarded the Gospel Messenger for a short 30 minute trip to a
lagoon on the south side of the island. 

Sixteen of us were packed into that little ten-passenger
boat. You can’t believe the chances  missionaries take to make
the Gospel known.

We tied the boat up to a  small dock, dusted our clothing
with Clordano, a  tick powder, and took off down the path to
Six Hut.
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The trees and dense foliage were pure jungle. Tree limbs
often blocked the path and had to be pushed aside.  At times the
grass was so tall and thick we couldn’t see each other. There
was not a trace of a road, just a narrow path. An ox cart
couldn’t have made the trip.  

                    A Garifuna Village: Six Hut

The Garifuna people are very interesting. I didn’t know
much about them until I did research for this book. 

Their story begins in the early 1600s when two ships
carrying African slaves capsized near St. Vincent in the
Windward Islands. Many of the slaves swam to safety and
intermarried with the Carib Indians. The Garifuna are
descendants from these marriages.   

When the British attempted to colonize the islands, the
Garifuna rebelled. As a result, they were sent to Jamaica and
Roatan. They were left with some food supplies, seeds, tools,
fishing hooks and lines, but found it very difficult to live under
those circumstances. 

Some of them begged the Spanish to take them to the coast
which they did. From there they scattered all over the Carribean
coast–Honduras, Belize, Guatemala, Nicaragua, and Costa
Rica.

The Garifuna have a culture and language all their own, but
those we visited spoke English. From what I read, their music
attracts a lot of tourists. When we visited their village, we did
not experience anything unusual except their poverty. In spite
of their lack of material goods, they were very hospitable.  

We visited them in their huts and invited them to an
evening service. After service, we left for home. One hour, in
the dark, along a narrow path, with blue crabs shuffling
sideways out of our way, was quite an experience.  

We made a second trip to the Garifuna village but forgot
to take tick powder. We were covered from top to bottom with
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Garifuna Church

ticks. To make matters worse, we left Six Hut late and were
caught in a high tide. Much of the walk across the island was in
ankle deep water. 

I am not sure if it was on our first or second trip to Roatan
that I had a very embarrassing moment. Let me explain. Most
of the homes on Roatan have their own docks. Baptismal
services are held right there by the dock. You simply sit down
on the dock and slip into the water. No problem with that.
Then, after the service was over, I clambered back upon the
dock. As I twisted to stand up, I heard the ripping of cloth. My
pants had caught on a nail and tore a big, big, hole in my seater.
I quickly sank back into the water. Grandma found a towel and
came to my rescue.  

The internet provided big surprises about the islands. They
are now big tourists’ attractions with hotels, golf courses,
snorkeling, scuba diving, canoeing, and rafting. They boast of
a nine thousand species Butterfly Museum (La Ceiba), a
language school, air field, and a manatee conservation outreach.
There is even a REMAX  real estate office on Roatan. 
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                    What’s This? Visa Renewal

As soon as we returned from our second trip to the islands,
we had a letter telling us that we had to leave the country to
renew our visas. What’s this? We had only been in the country
four months and now they tell us to leave the country to get our
visas renewed.  

We decided to go back to El Salvador, but Grandma did
not want to ride the plane. On our last trip she got too sick, so
we decided to take the train. Yes, that old, narrow gage banana
train that stopped at every village along the way. 

We left La Ceiba early in the morning, August 2, 1956 and
stayed overnight in Tela. Next morning, we went on to La Lima
where we met Henry Dilbert, one of our pastors. We asked him
to go to La Ceiba to take care of the church while we were
gone. We made a short trip to San Pedro Sula on the fourth and
returned to La Lima for the evening service. We returned to San
Pedro Sula the next day to catch a flight to El Salvador.

Yep! Grandma had to fly again. There was no other way
out of the country. At least it was closer to our destination and
she did not have to fly as far. We arrived in El Salvador at
12:05 p.m. on August 6.

The day after we arrived, we heard of a man that was
murdered two blocks from the mission station. He was hung
from a tree. A couple of days later a policeman ran down the
street in front of the mission shooting at a man who was fleeing
into the “bush.”

We celebrated our first anniversary in Santa Ana, San
Salvador. We went out for dinner and Grandma got a new pair
of shoes. The McCulloughs bought us a cake. 

We had an enjoyable time with the McColloughs, but we
were ready to get back home. We were there from August 6-27,
waiting for our visas to be approved.
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We left San Salvador by plane and landed at San Pedro
Sula, Honduras. Grandma was as sick as a dog. Nevertheless,
we went on by bus to La Lima where we spent the night.
Grandma stayed in bed all the next day with “cramps.” 

Yet the trip was not over. We still had to get to La Ceiba.
After a long discussion, it was decided that flying was best. The
train would take too long and it was a very rough ride. 

We arrived back home on August 29, 1956, at 10:15 a.m.
Apparently Grandma did not get air sick (Our diary doesn’t say
anything about it), but she was sick when she saw our house.

The preacher whom we left  there while we were away, left
things in a mess. Grandma spent a day just cleaning the kitchen.

The biggest surprise, however, was our dog. She had four
puppies while we were gone. And of all places, she had them
on our bed. The bed wasn’t much anyway. A single, worn out
mattress that swayed badly. I often slept on the floor. But, a dog
and puppies laying on it for days, was too much.  

Our clothesline was stolen while we were gone. Grandma
usually hung our clothes on the line to dry. This time she had to
lay them on the ground and bushes.

On our anniversary, I promised Grandma I would buy her
a pressure cooker when we got home. So on August 31, I went
to the bodega and bought her a Mirror Matic for $15.00. 

       God, Show Us Your Way: New Assignment

We had only been home three days when we received a
letter from Norva Skaggs saying he would be returning to La
Ceiba. That was disappointing; we had hoped to stay a full
three year term. 

Vessie Hargrave wrote that he did not know where we
would be going, but that it would be in Central America. We
didn’t hear anymore about it until November 20 when we
received a letter from J.H. Walker, his assistant. He said we
would be appointed to either Costa Rica or Nicaragua. 
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Norva Skaggs and his family arrived on November 23,
1956. They were excited to be back. We spent a few days with
them and briefed them on what had happened in their absence.
Then, while we were awaiting word from headquarters, we
decided to make a final trip. 

We made our last trip on December 1. We went by train to
Tela, where we spent the night in a hotel and left early next
morning for La Lima. I preached that night. Next day we visited
San Pedro Sula to look for Christmas gifts for our parents. The
following day we went to El Progresso to visit a pastor. 

A letter from Vessie  Hargrave was waiting for us when we
returned to La Ceiba on December 6. He told us to go to
Nicaragua. We were very disappointed because we preferred
Costa Rica. 

We said our good-byes and left by plane for Tegucigalpa,
Honduras at 10:45 a.m. on December 14, 1956.

J.H. Walker met us in Tegucigalpa the next day. We were
sure glad to see him. Like us, he wanted us to go to Costa Rica.
He promised he would talk with Brother Hargrave about it
when he returned to San Antonio. 

On December 19, we received a telegram from Brother
Walker. “Limon,” that was all it said. We were thrilled. The
Missions Board, however, did not send any money for travel. It
is a good thing our family and church members sent us $166.40
for Christmas. It was enough to buy tickets to Costa Rica. That
was quite a Christmas gift, wasn’t it? Christmas 1956, was
celebrated in Tegucigalpa, Honduras with our missionaries.  

While we were in Tegucigalpa, I visited several churches
with Jose Rubio. Jose was a seasoned missionary, so when we
went into the “bush,” we took bananas, raw eggs, and bottled
drinks. We didn’t eat anything prepared by the local people. It
is very easy to get dysentery in the back country. 

You have to be careful with your health. Let me tell you
about my first experience with a foreign doctor.

I had an ingrown toenail that became infected and I had to
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have it looked at. I went to the doctor who examined me. He
sent me to another who prescribed the medication. Then I went
to the “farmacia” to get the prescription filled and brought it
back to the first doctor who sent me to the nurse who
administered the shots. I am sure the needles had been used
many times. They were so dull they barely punctured the skin.
When the infection was healed, I went back to the first doctor
who removed the toenail.  

Doctor appointments and getting visas for Costa Rica took
until December 28. On January 1, 1957, at 4:20 p.m., we left
for Managua, Nicaragua where we would change planes. 

We were apprehensive about service at the airport in
Managua. And our fears had a basis in reality. We were flying
in a British Viscount, a turbo prop that burns kerosene. The
week before, on the same scheduled flight, a plane blew apart
on the runway. The maintenance crew had filled the plane with
gasoline. When it accelerated to take off, it blew up.

On another flight to San Jose (June 30, 1959), we boarded
an airplane and took off. Almost immediately we made a sharp
turn and landed. When asked why, the steward said we had
boarded the wrong plane. This one, the one we were then sitting
in, was on the line for mechanical repair.

Fearfully, we disembarked and got on another plane. It
taxied to the end of the runaway, rived its engines, sputtered
and died. “Now what?” Someone asked the steward. “We ran
out of fuel,” he said. A fuel truck drove out to the plane and
loaded fuel while we waited. I don’t want to think of what
would have happened if we had been airborne. 

So much for those frightening moments. Now I need to
bring you back to the story of our pursuit of God’s calling–the
place where God wanted us to be. In that search, we did not
want to leave any stone unturned. Perhaps Limon would be the
land of opportunity.   
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                 No Stone Unturned: Costa Rica 
                              January 1, 1957

We arrived in San Jose, the capital, at 7:00 p.m. after a
short stopover in Managua, Nicaragua. Noel DeSouza met us
at the airport. We spent the next three days with Noel and his
wife, Connie.

Honduras is the most backward of the Central American
Republics, Costa Rica is the most modern. Buildings, schools,
churches, paved roads, and markets in San Jose, reflect their
advanced status.  

The central highlands would have been a comfortable place
to live, “almost” like home. We, however, were assigned to
Limon in the wet, hot, and humid lowlands of the Carribean
Coast.  There is  no pronounced dry season, even though it does
tend to be less rainy in the months of March, April, September,
and October.

It’s the perfect environment for growing bananas. The
United Fruit Company and the Standard Fruit Company had
large plantations throughout the region. Ships came in several
times a week to pick up bananas for the States.  

It takes six hours to make the trip from San Jose to Limon
by train because it stops at villages all along the way and it is
very slow. We chose to fly, an hour and fifteen minute trip. 

                     A Bend in the Road: Limon
                             January 4, 1957

We arrived on January 4, 1957. I wish we could say we
were delighted and excited about what lay ahead. But that
wasn’t the case. That day, Limon was what David Jeremiah
called, A Bend in the Road. 

A sharp bend, I might add. Grandma wrote in her diary,
“Arrived here 11:00 a.m. Very hot! Very little money, no house
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to rent, no furniture, no church. Very discouraged.”
Jeremiah continued, “Sometimes we come to life’s

crossroads and we view what we think is the end.” Ditto! We
agree, we were there. He wrote some more encouraging words
in his poem, but we were not there. We were at the crossroads
in Limon.   

Next day we found a two-room house beside the railroad
track, a short distance from the electric power plant. I never
dreamed of living on the “back side of the tracks,” but here we
were.

Brother Black, a man who attended the little church at
Cienegita, sold us two chairs and a matching couch on credit.
They were designed for a sitting room which  we didn’t have.
His family planned on moving to San Jose and we hoped to rent
his house.

Our diary shows that we went to town on January 7 and
bought dishes and cooking utensils--two plates, two cups, two
glasses, two forks, two spoons, two knives, a skillet and a pan.

I picked up two wooden boxes and put a board across them
for a table. The air mattresses we brought from the States,
served as our bed. The next day we bought an oil stove.

Lena White, a black lady who owned Happy Landing (a
small café and bakery in Limon), invited us to dinner the
second night we were there.

 Lena lived in the States for a while and apparently made
some money. She owned one of the few cars in town and had
a very nice home she shared with her father and mother. She
was very sympathetic to the church, but was not a believer at
that time. She became a Christian when an evangelist, came to
Limon. 

We didn’t care much for him. He pressured us to become
independent. “Take down that shingle,” he said, “Let God bless
you.”  

We moved into the home on the “other side of the tracks,”
on January 9, 1957. We moved every thing we had: a  couch,
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two chairs, an oil stove, our “make shift” table, silverware (two
of each), our two air mattress (Grandma made a bag to hold
them together), and clothes.  

The next day, Brother Black sent more chairs and a side
table. Lena White sent a bag of groceries. Things were looking
better.

On January 12, we received a letter from J.H. Walker. He
said the Missions Board would not help us with the house or
furniture. The letter was really discouraging. It was as if we
were all alone. The Board promised us $140 a month, but that
was it.

Grandma went to the United Fruit Company to see if she
could find a job, but they were not hiring “local” people. 

At that point in time, we seriously wondered if we would
stay on the mission field. The money from headquarters was
insufficient to live on and the people were so poor they could
not support us nor a church. 

Native food, however, was cheap. We had lots of meat,
produce, and fruits, but it all took money. American food was
prohibitive. For example: a small can of peaches cost .80 cents
(this is American money), jar of ketchup $1.50, peanut butter
$2.00, three pounds of canned ham $3.25, small can of pork
and beans .50 cents, and a can of cranberry sauce .37 cents.
Doesn’t sound like much, does it? Remember, we are talking
about 1957 dollars. 

On January 18, we “just happened” to find a larger house,
big enough to live in and hold services. There was only one
problem.  We didn’t have the money to remodel it. Guess what!
God was not asleep or away on a trip. As always, He was
looking out for us. One hundred and twenty-four dollars arrived
from Grandma’s folks just in time to prepare the house for
worship. We moved in on February 1.

Brother Black and his family had planned for some time to
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First Mission Home

relocate in San Jose. Finally, on February 11 they moved. They
were very generous when they left. They gave us, an ice box,
table and chairs. Our house was now beginning to look more
like a home.  

They also left their bikes with us, noting that they may call
for them later. We were very grateful, because until that time,
we walked everywhere we went.  

Finally, we were ready to open our home for church
services. We had “tons” of advertising fliers printed and we
passed them out all over the city. 

We mimeographed pages for our first song book and
stapled them together. (I kept a copy for a souvenir.) 

We built four benches and borrowed four from the
Methodist Church. That is all the space we had.

At the first service on February 24, the house was packed,
people stood on the outside. The turnout was very encouraging.
We were on our way at last.

Then, of all things, just four days after our first service, the
Mission Board sent word--no help for rent, furniture, pulpits,
benches–nothing. 
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Black Star Line Hall

Grandmas’ parents came to the rescue again. On April 2,
they sent $65.00.We were tired of sleeping on the floor so we
ordered a bed from San Jose. It arrived on April 10, exactly,
three months and six days from the time we arrived. That was
long enough to sleep on air mattresses on the floor, don’t you
think? More irritating, however, was the fact that air went out
of one of them at least once every night. I had to get up and
blow it up, by mouth.

About April 1, we began services in the Black Star Line
Hall, right downtown. It was an old two-story building with a
large meeting hall on the second floor. Upstairs, where we held
services, was a dance hall. 

A platform, about 3-4 feet tall, stretched the width of the
upstairs. It’s location and size separated the speaker from the
people, so I always preached on the floor in front of it.

One night after preaching my heart out, I turned, leaned
over the platform and cried like a baby. No one responded to
the message and I was heartbroken. I remember the incident as
if it were yesterday.  

 A liquor store and bar were situated on a prominent corner
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location on the ground floor. It seems as though someone was
always there. Several small businesses occupied the remainder
of the building.

Every Sunday morning before service, we had to clean up
the bottles and garbage left from the night before. It always
smelled like liquor. Not very conducive to church services, but
it was the only place in town that would hold the people who
were coming.

An independent evangelist from Glendale, California came
to Limon for an open air campaign. I have forgotten how long
he was there, maybe four or five days. Many people went
forward to make decisions and we had great hopes that they
would come to church, but it didn’t happen; they just faded
away into oblivion. We gained nothing in church attendance,
except for Lena White. She was a real blessing to the church.

I wish you could have seen Lena when she sang: “Nothing
between my soul and the Savior, so that his His blessed face
may be seen; nothing preventing the least of His favor: Keep
the way clear! Let nothing between.” Lena was a very dark
black woman. When she sang her face radiated such a heavenly
glow that you knew “there was nothing between her soul and
her Savior.”  

Shortly after those meetings, however, three young men
were saved: Barney, Delroy and Leroy. They were excited
about spreading the Word, so I spent a lot of time with them. I
gave them crash courses on Bible doctrine and sermon
preparation. It wasn’t long until they made ministry trips. 

About the same time, three teenage girls, Flora, Margie,
and Olga, became very close friends to Grandma. She enlisted
their help with the children in Sunday School. 

Witchcraft was common in Limon. When evil people got
angry with someone, they would often go to a witch and have
a curse placed on them. 

A woman in our church went home one day to find chicken
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feathers lying at her front door, a sure sign that a curse had been
put on her. Feathers were placed either in the doorway or over
the door so that the cursed person had to step over or walk
under the cursed thing. The same was true of limes. The woman
I am talking about, asked us to go to her house for prayer. We
did and nothing happened to her.

 One time Margie told us about a “spirit” following her
home. They believed you had to back into the house. By doing
so, the spirit would not follow you inside. One night, Margie
was tired and forgot. The spirit came in and began to pinch her.
She screamed, but the pinching continued for a long time. She
showed us what appeared to be pinch marks.

Flora Belle lived on the outskirts of town. A path led up
the hill to her home. Walking home after dark one night, a spirit
grabbed her by the arms. He pressed her arms so tight against
her body that she couldn’t walk. She said it scared her to death.

                                  Our Town 

This is an appropriate place to tell you about our town.
Limon was a relatively small seaport town. All the people were
in one way or the other connected to the fruit companies. 

Small businesses lined the only paved street. There were
no clothing stores, but there were places where you could buy
material. Grandma and I had dresses, pants, even shoes made
especially for us. 

There were a number of small businesses in town. Among
them were several bars and liquor stores, far too many for a
small town. Two or three “farmacias” were on the main street.
One of them carried a line of small appliances, dishes, etc. Then
there were a number of sidewalk cafes. 

One, the American Bar, was open on three sides. We went
there several times to eat, but it was not what you would expect
of a lower class café in the States.

Just off Main Street, about two blocks, was an open air
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Open Air Market - Limon

market. Farmers brought in their products every day. 

Cattle were slaughtered and brought to market daily. One
butcher saved me the choice cuts of beef for a very reasonable
price. It hung out in the open until he wrapped it in a banana
leaf for me to take home. I picked it up early in the morning so
it would not hang out there too long. 

It’s interesting to see them kill and dress cattle. Out where
the river flows into the sea there is an old dock post sticking up
about three feet high. The animal is lead out to the post and its
head tied securely. Then a man smacks him in the head with an
ax. The animal collapses and floats at which time the man cuts
its throat and begins to dress it.

The meat is brought to the market the same morning. And
everybody scurries to the market to get it while it is fresh. Very
few people have ice boxes or refrigerators so the meat has to be
cooked pretty quickly. Fortunately, we had an ice box that held
50 pounds of ice. 
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We could buy other meat in the market-chicken, pork, and
even wild meat at times. We really liked tipesquente, an animal
that looks a lot like a rabbit with short ears. And of course,
there was the iguana, white meat like a chicken. Very good.
They also sold tortuga, huge sea turtles, but we didn’t try that.

I hesitate to change the subject so abruptly, but there were
some more morbid scenes that you need to know about.

For example, there was a primitive hospital on the west
side of town. It  was a wooden structure with a corrugated metal
roof. The paint was old weathered gray. It probably hadn’t been
painted since it was constructed many years before. I was never
inside the hospital so I can’t describe what it was like. 

Local people who could afford it went to the Capitol for
medical treatment. We flew to San Jose to have Grandma’s ear
infection treated. The pressure from the high altitude caused it
to burst just after we arrived. We don’t remember if she
continued to the doctor or not.

Outside the Limon hospital was a small, rusty corrugated
metal building, the town morgue. Now I know something about
the interior of the morgue. There were no furnishings except for
a cement table. The floor was cement and if I remember
correctly,  there was a drain under the table and a rubber hose
in the corner. 

I went there one day with a group from the church on a hot
humid day to pick up a body for burial. Individuals are buried
the same day if possible because of the heat. 

The body had been placed in a casket, but it had already
begun to decompose. The smell was very pleasant. A man was
hurrying about calling,“Perfume! Perfume!” It seemed out of
place to be asking for it, but it really was needed. I don’t
remember if he found any or not, but we didn’t linger at the
morgue. We began the two-mile walk to the cemetery right
away.  
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The grave had been dug a few days before and had enough
water in it to make the casket float. 

In America, flowers adorn the chapel and casket. Family
and friends gather to mourn the loss of the departed one.
Beautiful songs and music are played, sometime accompanied
by a slide presentation of the individual’s life. 

How different are the funeral services in Honduras and
Costa Rica.  The finery is dispensed with–no beautiful chapel,
no flowers, no songs, no music, and no fancy hearse.

There was a landing strip about five miles out of town–not
an airport–no buildings, just a paved strip. The road out that
way looked like two cow paths side by side.   

La Bomba, one of the villages where I preached, was about
five miles further. I rode all the way out there on my bike, had
service and returned the next day.

At night, I slept on a table in the hut where we had
services. It goes without saying, that the villagers did not have
the means to “entertain” visitors. 

The hut was open–no door or window coverings–so that
mosquitos had free access to my exposed body. I didn’t even
have a net to keep them out. There was, however, one partial
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deterrent--mosquito coils. They were made of coiled fiber
strands soaked in some kind of chemical. When lit, they sent
out a smoke screen that lasted two hours or less. I used several
of them each night to keep those pesky insects at bay. Actually,
they were not very effective. One morning I returned home with
43 mosquito bites, just on my arms.  

On another trip to La Bomba I had a flat tire on my bike.
I walked home after the church service--two hours and forty
minutes. I was really tired. 

The Missions Board sent an extra $30.00 dollars for the
month of May. After we paid the house rent and rent for Black
Star Line Hall, we had $45.00 left to live on.

On May 9, just a few days later, Paul H. Walker, head of
the Missions Department, wrote that the work here may be
closed due to lack of finances. The lack of concern at
headquarters began to weigh heavily on us.

                                       _

On May 20, 1957, Grandma celebrated her twenty-third
birthday in Limon. I bought brown and yellow material and had
a seamstress make her a yellow blouse and brown skirt. She
really liked it.

Our clothing and shoes were tailor made. Grandma had
dresses made for $2 or $3 each. Her 1958 Easter dress cost
$6.15. I had a nice pair of shoes made for $7.

In early January 1958, we thought the Missions Board was
beginning to soften a little, because they sent us $200 for
furniture. Later we found out that  members of our home
church, had been sending money to the Missions Board that we
did not receive. Apparently they applied it to our monthly
allotment. The $200 dollars were probably money from the
Pomona church.



-208-

Be that as it may, we used the money for a good cause. We
ordered a table, dresser, and desk. Stanley, a local cabinet
maker made them for us out of mahogany. We gave him
pictures from a catalogue and he did the rest. Beautiful work,
but slow. I don’t remember when we got the desk. It must have
been before February 21, because Grandma bought me a desk
lamp for my birthday. Her diary showed that we got the dresser
on February 28, but did not receive the table until May 14. Kind
of slow furnishing a house, don’t you think?

Limon was our home base, but we traveled extensively to
villages along the railroad line–La Bomba, Portete, Cauwhita,
New Castle, and Siquirres. 

Our home church in Pomona bought a 16-millimeter movie
projector for us. It was a real asset to the ministry because the
local people had never seen a movie. We could get a crowd. 

The Oral Roberts Ministries sent excellent crusade films.
Didn’t cost us a dime, except for custom fees. We showed them
in Limon, La Bomba and Siquirres. We couldn’t show them in
other places along the line and in the “bush”because they didn’t
have electricity.

On January 10, 1958, I made a trip to Rio Blanco with
Noel de Souza, missionary in charge of the Spanish-speaking
missions, and Brother Rodrigo, pastor of a Spanish church. 

There was a small Spanish speaking congregation in that
remote region. After we got off the train, we walked for a
couple of hours down a narrow dirt road to reach the village. It
is not really a village, just small farms spread out over a valley
near the Rio Blanco River. Bamboo huts with thatch roofs are
it--no stores or other facilities.

All of the huts in the village were built like the one shown
in this picture. They are primarily for sleeping and keeping out
of the rain. Their cooking, washing, and other activities, took
place outdoors.
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Rio Blanco Church

A few hogs and chickens roamed around the yard as well
as an old turkey. The turkey chased one of the young ladies in
our party. I guess he didn’t like strangers. 

The hut doesn’t look like much, but the people who built
it, are a gracious, kind, and loving people.

 We found that true in many of the villages we visited.

They were so appreciative of  visitors, especially those bringing
the Good News. No doubt you will meet them some day. I plan
on looking them up. Who knows? Their mansion may be next
door to yours, or mine. I look forward to such a reunion.  

Brother Rodrigo went to Rio Blanco occasionally as they
had no permanent pastor. They built a little sleeping hut for him
and visiting missionaries. It was about seven or eight feet long,
maybe six feet wide, and about five feet tall, just big enough for
one person. A mat covered the dirt floor. Actually, it was built
very well and sat off in a clearing by itself.

We made a return trip to Rio Blanco on March 13, 1959,
but before I write about that, let me tell you about our second
home in Limon.
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Second Mission Home - Limon

                         Second Home in Limon

 On July 2, 1958, we found another house. It was separated
from the ocean by the road and a seawall.

We occupied the bottom floor. Two American men from
an oil exploration company lived on the top floor.

 
We had cabinets and a closet built and electrical outlets

installed. We moved in on July 7. A few days later we bought
an eight cubic foot refrigerator. It was very small, but it was a
refrigerator; our first since we left Honduras.

El Baño, a public washing facility, was just across the
street.  On the same property was a covered, cement slab used
on various occasions. All night dances were common.

One particular evening they sang, danced, and swayed
themselves into a trance-like state. It looked like one mass of
humanity moving together. I don’t know how they could do
it–hours and hours of expended energy.

Now for the story about our return trip to Rio Blanco.
Grandma was with us this time, but Noel de Souza was the
VIP, so he had the honor of sleeping in the missionary’s hut.
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Missionary Hut

Grandma and I slept in a hut with a “shelf” attached to the
bamboo wall. Our bed was a thin straw mattress. Mosquitos are
thick everywhere in the “bush.” So we were lucky to have a

mosquito net over our bed. It also protected us from debris that
fell from the thatch roof.

We slept very little. In fact, Grandma said she didn’t sleep
until daylight. You could easily see through the bamboo and
she lay there looking for snakes to come in. And her fear was
founded. We were actually in a jungle environment where
snakes slithered around looking for something to eat.   

In the morning we were treated to a big breakfast of rice,
Chinese beans, plantain, breadfruit, and scrambled eggs. It’s too
bad we can’t afford to feed bananas to our chickens. The eggs
from them are delicious. Chinese beans, scrambled with those
eggs, are out of this world.

After breakfast, it was time to go home. Time to return to
our home base in Limon. 

Catholic holy days and holidays occur often in Latin
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American countries. Although they may not be as elaborate,
Ticos (nickname of residents) go all out for celebrations.
Particularly Corpus Christi Day and All Souls Day.

 June 5 Corpus Christi Day, is one of the most important
religious holidays. It is a time of celebration complete with a
big parade. Statues of Catholic saints are carried down the main
street, followed by hundreds of chanting people. Six men carry
a glass casket with a figure of Jesus inside. It is a fund raiser for
the Catholic Church in that the men pay a large sum of money
for the privilege of carrying it. They trade off with other  men
along the route and each “crew” must pay.

All Souls Day is also a source of revenue. On this day, the
priest goes from one grave to another praying for the souls in
purgatory. Catholics believe that departed souls, who are not
perfectly cleansed of sins, are barred from heaven. But the
living can assist these souls on their journey through prayer and
sacrifice, as well as with special Masses. In Limon, the priest
went through the cemetery praying for those interned. An
assistant collected money as the priest prayed.

                      Home for Christmas -1958 

The Mission Board frowned on our leaving for a Christmas
visit to the States. But we explained our position to Vessie
Hargrave and he approved it. 

The normal missionary term was six years. They allowed
a trip home after three years if you paid half the cost. Believe
me.  We couldn’t save that kind of money on our missionary
salary. 

Grandma’s folks came through again. They sent us $345 to
make the trip. Not enough for a plane fare all the way, but we
could make it by taking a bus part of the way. 

At 6:00 a.m. on November 24, 1958, we left Limon by air
for San Jose, Costa Rica. The next morning at 10:30 a.m. we
boarded a flight for Mexico City and arrived there at 3:30 p.m.
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We left Mexico City by bus at 9:30 p.m. and had dinner the
next day in Durango, Mexico at 3:40 p.m. We arrived in Juarez,
Mexico, on the Texas border, at 10:50 a.m., November 27. We
left  Juarez at 4:00 p.m. and arrived in Pomona at 10:00 a.m. on
November 28. Four days of travel, especially the bus ride, was
tiring. We were tired, but very happy.

We had a great time during the Christmas holidays. Earl
came from Missouri to be with us for a few days. We visited
my sister in Bakersfield and on the way back to Costa Rica,
stopped to see my brother in Buckeye, Arizona. 

While in California, I visited Bob Fisher, President of West
Coast Bible School in Fresno. Bob was a long time friend of
mine. I talked with him about teaching at the school while
finishing my degree at Fresno State College. He agreed to
discuss it with the school board. As you can see, we were still
questioning our call to the mission field. 

Christmas vacation ended for us on January 5, 1959.  Dad
and Mom took us to Buckeye where we visited with Glen and
Tessie before we left for Mexico on January 8. 

We left Phoenix by bus at 1:15 p.m. and arrived in
Nogales, Arizona at 5:00 p.m. I don’t have a record of the hour
we left Nogales, but we had breakfast in Guadalajara, Mexico,
lunched in Leon, and arrived in Mexico City at 9:45 a.m. on
January 10.

January 11 was Sunday so we could not get any official
business done until Monday. We decided to go sightseeing. 

For $12 a guide took us to Chapultepec Park, and the
Floating Gardens where we rode on gondolas and enjoyed the
beautiful flowers. 

Then we went to the Castile, a fortress where the Mexicans
held the Americans at bay for a period of time during the
Mexican-American War. My dad, General Henry Scott,  was
named after the general who led the American charge on the
Castile. 
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Then we toured the University of Mexico. It was a highly
regarded institution in 1959. Many of the buildings were
covered with mosaics commemorating the history of Mexico.
The mosaics were created from one inch pieces of colored
glass. I suppose they are still there.

We left on TACA Airlines for San Jose, Costa Rica at 8:55
a.m. on January 13. We stayed that night with Noel and Connie,
and left the next morning at 10:25 a.m. for Limon. 

The next four months (January-May) was pretty much
routine. I tried without success to get the church registered in
the country and looked longingly at possible church property.

Grandma Eva began piano and Spanish lessons. She also
began painting a “paint-by-number” picture given to her at
Christmas by June and Junior. It took her two and half months
to finish it.  

Vessie Hargrave, R.C. Spain, and Bill Watson, missions
department representatives, visited for three days. We had
hoped their visit would show them the need for a church
building. It didn’t. 

Somehow, we managed to plant a church up the line, in
Siquirres. We rented the bottom floor of an old building. It
didn’t have water or electricity, but it was a place to meet. With
help from Barney and our new converts, Delroy and Orlando,
we were able to provide pretty consistent services. It didn’t
grow very much but it was still in existence when we left Costa
Rica.  

We spent a lot of time with three young men who wanted
to become involved in ministry–Barney, Delroy, and Orlando.
Barney had been preaching for some time, but the other two
were converted after we arrived. It was exciting to see them
make preaching trips up the line and into the bush. 

We wanted to make a trip to Panama and see the canal. For
one reason or the other we couldn’t fit into our schedule or our
budget. Then in early May 1959, A.J. Angvick, our missionary
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overseer, invited us to visit. Grandma’s 25th birthday was
coming up, so we accepted.

 
                             Our  Panama Visit

We obtained official permission to visit the canal and left
for Boca del Toro (an island in north Panama) on May 18,
1959.  We stayed all night and left for Puerto Armuelles on the
west coast of Panama, at 7:30 a.m. We changed planes and flew
to David, a few miles away. Then we went on to the Tecumen
Airport where we called Brother Angvick. He referred us to a
hotel in the Canal Zone but we did not have reservations and no
rooms were available. So Brother Angvick picked us up at the
hotel and took us to the home of Lloyd Akins, an American air
force family who attended the church in Balboa.

Lloyd and his wife, Maylene, took us sightseeing. On
Grandma’s birthday we visited Old Panama, the town Pirate
Morgan looted and almost burned to the ground.

We visited San Francisco, the high class section of the
Canal Zone–beautiful homes. From there we took a drive
through Hollywood, the worst part of the zone–shacks made of
cardboard and discarded lumber. Next, we went down to see the
fishing fleet. Balboa is home port for fishing boats all over the
world. On the way to the port, we saw a large statue of Balboa,
the Spanish explorer who first navigated the waters off Panama.

One of the most interesting side trips was to the alligator
factory. They produce very expensive alligator leather for the
manufacturing of shoes, billfolds, handbags, and the like. 

The place smelled terrible. You can’t imagine the smell. It
comes from dead and dying alligators. The best leather comes
from alligators that are starved to death. They capture them,
bring them to the factory, starve them to death, let them cure for
a period of time, then cut them up. We went to the door and
quickly turned around and left. There was no way we could have
gone inside.
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Panama Canal

The highlight of the trip of course, was the trip to the canal.
You should take the time to read about the Panama Canal. 

It’s interesting. We watched big ships enter the Miraflores
Locks on the Pacific side. They were raised several feet in one
flight, towed by a “donkey”(small train) to the next flight and
raised another few feet. From that lock they went across the lake

to Gatun Locks on the Atlantic side, where they were lowered to
the level of the ocean on that side.

Where the road crosses the canal, a big bridge turns to allow
ships to pass beneath it. I can’t remember much about it now,
but we were told small motors, with very little horsepower,
moved it. I don’t know how they did it.

I preached at the church in Paraiso. Grandma wrote in her
diary, “Jackie preached one of the best sermons I’ve heard him
preach.” Grandma was really good at keeping my spirits up.

 We left the Canal Zone at 6:30 a.m. on May 22, 1959 and
landed in Boca del Toro. While there, I bought Grandma a small
vase, a whatnot shelf, and a tea set from Japan. We arrived back
in Limon at 12:40 p.m.
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                      A Difficult Bend in the Road
                                May 22, 1959 

We had a letter from O’Neil McCullough, missionary to El
Salvador, waiting for us when we got home. He encouraged us
to contact Vessie Hargrave about taking his teaching position at
the school in Santa Tecla. We liked the idea and immediately
sent him a telegram. Apparently the answer was “no.” On June
19 he wrote that we should accept the offer at West Coast Bible
College.

“Go home.”That was the message. So in early July 1959 we
began selling our furniture. Jack and Rosemary, an oilman from
Oji, California, who was doing exploratory drilling off the coast,
bought the living room set, kitchen table, four chairs, radio,
cabinet, stove, and bed for $309. They let us keep the stove, but
we had to resort to the air mattresses again. 

This was a most interesting experience. After they bought
our furniture, they found out they would be going back to the
States. They searched but could find no one who wanted to buy
the furniture. We thought it only fair to take the furniture back
and refund their money, but they wouldn’t do it.

Amazingly, they left Limon on the same plane we did. If
they had not bought our furniture and refused a refund, we
would not have been able to purchase our airline tickets. (Does
God look out for His children or not?)   

We left Limon on July 17, 1959, and arrived in San Jose.
We stayed with the DeSouza family and left the next day on
LACSA, at 2:00 p.m. We arrived in Mexico City at 6:45 p.m.
The Western Airlines plane had just left so we had to stay all
night. 

Jack and Rosemary liked the idea of staying over. We
stayed at the San Diego Hotel–very nice--for only $4.80. We had
tacos and enchiladas with Jack and his wife at Sanborns, a classy
restaurant. Jack woke us at 6:00 a.m. and we ate breakfast with
them at the same place. 
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The plane was not scheduled to leave until 6:00 p.m. so we
visited the pyramids, floating gardens, and the Church of
Guadalupe.

When we left Limon, we had to pay $31for extra weight. In
Mexico, we had to pay $81. Jack gave us $20 to help pay for it.
Those people were sure a Godsend. 

We arrived in Los Angeles at 11:15 p.m. on July 19, 1959.
All of Grandma’s family were there to meet us–Mom and Dad,
brothers and sisters. It was a great homecoming and the end of
our missionary experience.

                                           _

                Reflections: The Bend in the Road

With deepest respect for my Lord, I question whether my
“call to the mission field” was from Him or one of my own
making. I am convinced that God has “thoughts and plans” for
us as the Scriptures clearly state. Yet, I suspect we can miss His
perfect plan. I often wonder if He had plans that I missed.

I am not trying to be humble when I say our ministry on the
mission field was mediocre at best. And I am not playing down
those who made decisions for Christ. Every one of them is worth
a lifetime of work. There are missionaries who have spent a
lifetime winning only a handful of converts. 

I am not a quitter, even though I had not received a
definitive call to the ministry, I had made a commitment. I felt
obligated to fulfill it.

I am a success-oriented person, God made me that way. I
was not being successful and I couldn’t live with it. Perhaps it
was a lapse of faith. I don’t know. At any rate, I could not see a
way out of the situation. Without outside financial help, the poor
people of Costa Rica could not build a church. That was
unthinkable to me.

Grandma and I were disappointed with the lack of support
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from  the Missions Board and our inability to reach more people
for the Lord. The Missions Board made it very clear. They
would not help in the purchase of property or the building of a
base church in Limon. They were not interested in financing the
work there. They were only committed to our salary, $140 per
month. That was not enough.

We would have had to return to the States much sooner if
it had not been for our families. They provided financial
assistance to keep us going. Their support, however, was causing
problems at the church in Pomona. The pastor felt they were
sending their tithes to us. They sent money, but I don’t think it
was their tithes.

Grandma and I prayed a lot before making the decision to
leave the mission field. I shivered at the thought of offending my
Lord. I wrestled with it the entire time we were in Costa Rica.

Finally, on February 27, 1959, I wrote Bob Fisher at West
Coast Bible School. I enclosed a formal request for employment
as a teacher. But even after the letter was written, I held it. I
thought one more day of prayer might bring a solution. It didn’t.

After all these years, I look at our mission work from a
different perspective. I have come to believe that God has
“thoughts and plans” for an individual’s life, not just one stage
of it–not just one period of time.

Look at it this way. When Grandma and I went to the
mission field, we were newlyweds (six months, seventeen days),
and just 21 and 22 years old. We did not really know each other
very well. But finding ourselves in a foreign land, in a very
different culture, without anyone to rely on except ourselves, we
had to get to know each other intimately. We needed each other.
There was no one else to go to. 

Through our missionary experience, we bonded in a way
that could not have been achieved in the States. Think about it.
We will celebrate our 54th anniversary on August 20, 2009.
Grandma is still my best friend. I share my deepest feelings with
her. She is my confidant. I trust and respect her like nobody else.
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That marriage bond began in La Ceiba, Honduras. It was
perfected in Limon, Costa Rica, and continues to this day.
Perhaps our sojourn on the mission field was more for us than
the people of those countries. Was it a period of time when God
was developing our lives? What do you think? 

I am suggesting that our lives are being lived daily. They are
the sum total of all we are over a lifetime. We cannot take a
portion of our lives and declare, “that’s who I am, that was my
calling.” God will look at what we have done with our entire
lives, not a portion of it.  

At this point in our story, I hope I have shown you how Our
Times Are His’tory-- how He worked in each stage of our lives.
And, how He can and will work in yours.  

                              In Our Absence 

While we were away, many changes took place in America.
In just three years, our nation was in the midst of the Cold War,
racial turmoil, and advances in electronic technology. 

The day after my birthday, February 22, 1955, the United
States launched a guided missile with the capacity of carrying an
atomic warhead. Nine months later Russia exploded a hydrogen
bomb equal to one million tons of TNT,  and they sent Sputnik,
the first manmade satellite into orbit. The space race was on and
continued at a fast pace while we were gone.

Race relations in the U.S. entered a crucial stage in May
1955, when the U.S. Supreme Court ruled that racial segregation
must end “with all deliberated speed.”

 Following the Supreme Court decision,  Rosa Parks defied
Alabama state law by refusing to give up her seat in the front of
a bus to a white person. And Martin Luther King was found
guilty of orchestrating the Montgomery, Alabama bus boycott.

After we left for the mission field in March 1956, racial
tension increased dramatically. The Arkansas militia barred nine
blacks from a white high school. A black minister was beaten in
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Alabama trying to enroll his daughter in a white school. A bomb
destroyed a school which admitted blacks in Tennessee. And
mobs in Little Rock, Arkansas forced nine black students out of
school.

In September 1957, President Eisenhower had to send
federal troops to federalize the Arkansas National Guard to
restore order. But the next day, Governor Faubus ordered the
National Guard to stop black students from entering a white high
school. 

The American people were extremely divided about racial
problems. Our country was the talk of the world. I remember the
angry and fearful remarks of  black people of Honduras and
Costa Rica. Those, who could afford to travel to the States, were
afraid they might be assaulted. 

I was never threatened. The relationship we established with
them was very strong. They respected me as an individual.
During this time I was privileged to speak at the anniversary of
the Black Star Line Hall. Members were associated with the
well-known International Negro Improvement Association
(I.N.I.A). An organization based on the teachings of Marcus
Garvey, a strong black activist, who was extremely vocal about
the racial injustice in the States, but they never directed any of
it toward me. 

Other, more positive things also happened while we were
gone. Stereo recordings came into usage as did the integrated
circuit, a forerunner of the modern computer. Work had begun
on a device (VCR) to record movies on magnetic tape. It was
introduced to the public shortly after we returned. The first
nuclear powered merchant ship sailed in 1959. And, Alaska
became a state on January 3, 1959.

                                          _
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           Along the Way: West Coast Bible School
                    August 27, 1959 - June 7, 1960
                             
When we left the mission field, our plans for the future were

undeveloped to say the least. My immediate plan was to attend
Fresno State University to secure a teaching credential. I had a
real interest in Spanish so I thought teaching might be a
satisfying career. 

At the same time, Danny Drake offered me a position at
Pathway Christian School even though the school was under
construction and an opening date had not been decided.  

In the back of my mind, however, I kept thinking that
maybe God still had plans for me in mission work. If He did,
proficiency in Spanish would be a great help. 

As you can see, the feeling that God may yet “call” me was
very strong. I found it very difficult to get away from the
miraculous circumstances of my birth and the deep feelings of
my parents.

 
We made a short trip to Fresno on July 31, to talk with the

State Overseer and the Principal of West Coast Bible School. I
agreed to serve as Dean of Boys and teach a Spanish class. It
wasn’t a prestigious job and it didn’t pay much, but we thought
it would be adequate while I attended Fresno State University.

On August 27, 1959, we arrived to begin the 59-60 school
year. Our “apartment” was two rooms in the boy’s dormitory.
Cramped quarters to be sure, but it wasn’t too bad. We had
learned to live under less than ideal conditions. 

The dormitory was a mess from the year before. Grandma
and I mopped, scrubbed and waxed the dormitory. Grandma
sewed curtains and hung them in all of the boys’ rooms. We
helped with the girl’s dormitory and cleaned the cafeteria floors.
We may have done a lot of other things, but that is all Grandma
recorded in her diary. I know  we were busy from August 28
until September 6, when the students began to arrive.
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Boys Dean at a Christian college might seem like an easy
job. It wasn’t. Students who lived in the dormitory attended the
high school division. Many of them were not Christians. Some
were actually sent there because they did not do well in public
school. 

The Church of God was known for strict religious rules and
West Coast Bible School was no exception. Young people found
it hard to adjust. The Boys Dean was hired to enforce those
rules; making the boys keep their distance from girls; checking
their rooms at night to make sure they had not “checked out;”
insisting they keep their rooms clean; assuring attendance at
nightly prayer services; keeping the dorm quiet during nightly
study period; and many, many, other jobs.

Some students had to be expelled because they would not
stay out of the girl’s dorm, others for smoking. For a period of
time there was a lot of stealing going on. I was involved in all
the disciplinary meetings and it was no fun. 

It wasn’t long before we realized that Grandma had to find
a job. We couldn’t meet our car payments, insurance, living
expenses, or pay my college tuition. 

She looked everywhere. She tried her hand at stuffing
envelopes, selling Avon, and finally teaching physical education
classes at the school ($25 a month). Still, she didn’t make
enough to sustain us. 

On my birthday, my parents sent $10. We only had fourteen
cents when it arrived. There was no way we could continue
under those circumstances.

Before we left Pomona, Grandma’s parents gave us $250 for
college tuition. It was used to pay for four college courses:
Botany, Geology, Spanish grammar, and Conversational
Spanish. When that money was gone, additional courses were
out of the question. 

 By that time, we were well into the second semester.
Grandma had not found a job. And it would not be long until
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high school and college graduates would be looking for work. In
order to beat the stampede when school was out in early June,
she decided to return to Pomona.

She left Fresno on April 10. For the first time since we were
married, she went home to live with her parents. It was very
discouraging. We had not planned on anything like that. 

Grandma kept a diary during those difficult days. It shows
many, many places where she put in applications and the
disappointment that went with rejection. 

Can you imagine what she felt after being offered a job with
a distributor of pornographic magazines? Or, being hired at an
insurance agency and then realizing after a week that she wasn’t
suited for that kind of work? 

Regardless of the disappointments, Grandma was persistent.
Finally, on May 17, she went to work in the Service Department
at Erskine Chevrolet. She worked as cashier, typed insurance
claims, and performed other duties as required. 

Remember,  I told you we didn’t exchange wedding rings?
It wasn’t long after Grandma Eva went to work at Erskine that
we quickly decided wedding rings were very important. A fellow
worker ask her out to dinner. She refused of course, and told him
she was  married. “Oh,” he said, “I didn’t know. You don’t have
a ring on.”  

We went looking for a wedding band immediately. By that
time, the church tolerated wedding bands as long as they did not
have diamonds.

I returned to Pomona about mid-June. As expected, jobs
were few and far between. In spite of the poor labor market, I
went to work at a furniture warehouse. It didn’t last long–just a
few weeks. I don’t recall the details, but I think I was fired. I
remember we joked about it when the warehouse burned down
shortly thereafter.

Pathway was scheduled to open in mid-September and I
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didn’t have time to look for another job. So I volunteered to help
on the construction of the school.

We rented a two-room apartment at 630 Third Street, almost
downtown. It was tiny, two rooms and a bath on the backside of
an old house. The couch made into a bed.

I almost went to meet my Maker in that apartment.
Unknown to me, there was a gas leak in the old stove. I knelt in
front of it, struck a match and opened the oven door. The gas
ignited and I was blown against the wall. I was not hurt, not a
singed hair.

When the people who rented the main house moved, we
took over the entire house. We really enjoyed the old place. It
had character. But it wasn’t long until the city bought the place
for a parking lot and we had to move.

 By this time, Mom and Pop Maples’(Grandma’s grand
parents) health had declined to the point they needed 24 hour
care. As a result, Grandma’s mother and dad moved to a
converted chicken house at the rear of the Maples home to take
care of them. 

We felt very sorry for them because they had worked hard
for their new home. And they were happy there. We all knew
their caretaker role would be most difficult, but they could not
have been persuaded to do otherwise. 

The hard-core family values they learned in the old Ozark
Hills could not be abandoned. Nothing could have prevented
them from doing what they thought was right. Even if it meant
giving up a nice home and putting their own health in danger.
(Eventually, Cleo did have to give up her care-taker role because
of poor health).  

We don’t know when they moved to the remodeled chicken
house. But when did, their home became vacant–a godsend for
us. We were looking for a home to rent when they moved.

As we found out later, it was a perfect place. We had not
even thought about Tim at this time, but apparently the Good 
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2226 Encino Place

Lord had plans. The home was just a few blocks from Pathway
Christian School, an easy drive when Tim was old enough to
enroll in school.

               Along the Way: Pathway Christian  School

In September 1960, Pathway opened for grades one through
four. I taught a combined class of third and fourth graders and I
had to drive the Volkswagon bus. Starting salary was $250 a
month. That was all the church could afford, but it was woefully
insufficient. I was really getting tired of sub-minimal wages, but
I thought maybe enrollment would increase quickly and the
wages would do likewise.  Of course, it didn’t. 

With both of us working we made it through the 60-61
school year. Attendance, however, did not increase neither was
there an increase in salary. I informed the school board that I
would be looking for another job. I told them I would start the
school year if they liked, but as soon as another job opened up
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I would take it. They agreed and I began the 61-62 school term.
In October 1961 a better paying job opened up with the

State. The Youth Training School in Ontario was looking for
new employees. Beginning salary for a Youth Counselor was
$395 per month with many opportunities for advancement. I had
to make another very important decision. Should I leave
“Christian” work and go to work for the “secular” State? 

Accepting a job with the State of California was obviously
leaving Christian work, or was it? I did not want to write off
Christian work for salary alone. Yet, I thought five years of sub-
minimum salary with mediocre success, was enough.

If I had been more successful in missionary work and in
Christian education, I may have chosen to continue the sacrifice.

At one time I entertained the idea that I had been blinded to
my missionary achievements; perhaps they were better than I
thought. That may be true. Grandma reminded me that a  good
number of people were brought into the Kingdom while we were
there. And that the three young men with whom I spent  much
time and effort, eventually went into full-time ministry.

Detours are common in life. One can be sailing along
without much thought when all of a sudden detour signs appear.
“Whoops,” we say to ourselves.”There’s a detour ahead. We’ll
have to take another route.”

Well, that’s what happened to Grandma and me. We had
been sailing along for about nine years when detour signs began
to appear. Grandma was working at Bob Erskine Chevrolet and
I was working at the Youth Training School when we learned
that Grandma was pregnant. We were thrilled–a Timothy or a
Deborah was on the way.

That was a  change of course for us and Our Story. So, you
will have to take a detour now from Our Story, to Timmy’s
Story–Timmy’s One. Then, we will continue in Chapter Five
with Our Story plus One.
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                               Chapter Four

                         Timmy’s One

The title of this chapter came from Tim himself. When he
was just a little guy, barely able to talk, he would reach for
something and say, “Timmy’s one,” meaning “let me have it.”
Later it took on a different  meaning, “It’s mine. Give it to me.”
However, with some persuasion, he got over that possessive
attitude. I don’t remember him having a real problem sharing his
things.

                        A Time to Be Born: Birth 
                         
Where do I start with this part of our story?  I'm not sure.

Having a baby is a big thing, you know. You don't take it lightly,
especially after waiting nine years for one to come along.
Grandma and I were 30 years old. That's old for having your first
child. Most people have the first one within a couple of years
after they are married. 

I guess the best place to start is telling you why we waited
so long. Well you see, we knew we were going to the mission
field shortly after we married. We didn't want a baby until we
found out what missionary life was like. If conditions were such
that it would not be wise to have a child in a foreign land, we
didn't want one. At that time in our lives, it was more important
for us to follow what we thought was the "calling" of God.

Children were not completely out of our minds though. We
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talked about them. We even picked out a name for our first
child, Timothy Ray if he were a boy, Deborah Raye if she were
a girl. 

Years passed and missionary life never became stable. Our
finances, environment, and living conditions were not suitable
for raising a child. And poor hospitals and untrained personnel
complicated the problem. Under these conditions, we couldn't
think about having a child. So, we waited.

When we returned home, the environment was no longer a
concern. Finances, however, were. Our monthly salary was $150
a month with the privilege of eating in the cafeteria. That was
living at the poverty level. Starting a family in Fresno, was not
an option. So, we waited.

After one year in Fresno we had to move on. I was hired to
teach at Pathway Christian School, but like the enrollment, my
salary was low. So, we waited.

Then, in September 1961, I was accepted for a position at
the Youth Training School.WOW! What a difference! Finally,
I was making a salary worthy of my talents.  :) 

I can't say that all of a sudden we decided it was time to start
a family. That’s not the way it happened. Three years passed,
then, without any planning on our part, it happened. 

We were not really expecting a child when Grandma
became pregnant. She was 30 years old and we had been waiting
for nine years. In spite of her age, the long wait, and financial
condition, God, in His divine providence, brought Tim into our
lives. 

You won't believe what it cost! The Park Avenue Hospital
bill came to $430.20. Dr. Craven charged $195 for his services.
Banker's Life Insurance paid only $37.68, leaving a balance of
$587.52.  

Tim's birth certificate, issued by Park Avenue Hospital and
signed by Douglas M. Cravin, M.D., shows he was born on
Sunday at 2:45 p.m. the 19th of April 1964.
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I remember it well. I was in a room adjacent to the delivery
room. A window separated us. Grandma Eva was lying on a
table with nurses and Dr. Craven scurrying about. All of sudden,
plop! There he was. A "he" mind you. Dr. Craven told Grandma
Eva months in advance that "it" would be a girl. But now, as the
doctor held him up to the window and pointed, "it" was a boy.

Your great Grandpa and great Grandma Bradford, were
sitting in a large waiting room with other expectant in-laws. As
soon as I saw our son, I moved quickly. Maybe not in a run, but
close to it. At the waiting room door, I called out, "It's a boy,"
completely unaware of others  in the room.

I don't remember it, but Grandma said when I came in to see
her after Tim was born, I told her Tim's hands looked 100 years
old. How could that be? He weighed in at 9 lbs. 4 1/2 oz. and
was 21 inches long.

We didn't have to search for a name. We found it years
before in a foreign land while working out the "call" of God on
our lives. Timothy Ray, was named after the Apostle Paul's
friend, Timotheos. His name means, "Honoring God." 

Grandma Eva had been cautioned about letting people hold
Tim during church services. Not only was it distracting, but they
claimed it would spoil him. I don't know about the "spoiling,"
but it certainly would be a disturbance. So we decided against it,
except for our moms. I remember only one time when a dear old
sister asked  to hold him. We refused and she got kind of huffy,
but we didn't have a problem after that.  

In July 1964 on a trip to Missouri, we passed by Bryce
Canyon. Grandma and I were looking over the canyon and
admiring the colorful formations. We laughed about something
and Tim began to laugh. The more we laughed at him the more
he laughed. That was his first laugh.

Tim began teething at about five months. Grandma was
checking his first tooth when he clamped down on her finger. He
bit so hard her knuckle was swollen and sore for two weeks. 

He began singing in church at six months. We tried to keep
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him quiet by putting a rattler or something else in his mouth. But
it didn't always work.

He sang at home too. When the vacuum cleaner, washing
machine or mixer was running he sang along with the noise as
if it was music to his ears. He would bang on his drum, a toy,
pots and pans under the sink, or anything else was close by. 

Report cards from Pathway Christian School, show an
interest in music–all A’s and B’s. The third grade teacher said,
“he shows a real interest in music and does well on songs.” On
the fifth grade report the teacher wrote, “He is really great in
music, but his home work could be better. I would appreciate his
help.”

Apparently he doesn’t sing anymore. Cranking up the sound
on the mixing board at church seems to be his talent now.

We don't know where he got the habit of wrinkling his
forehead and snarling up his nose. 

It was cute and everyone laughed at him. He kept it up as
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long as they laughed. When we went in for a smallpox
vaccination, Doctor Craven pricked his arm. Tim wrinkled his
forehead and snarled his nose. The doctor and nurse really got a
laugh out of it. 

Grandma wrote that Tim was almost 10 months old when
he took his first step. She wrote, "You looked up at me and
grinned and gave a sigh as if was a really hard thing you did." 

By the time Tim was eleven months old we thought he
would be a mechanic or race car driver. He loved cars more than
any other toy. He pushed them up and down the driveway and
sidewalk. He never seemed to get tired of doing it.

 One day he pushed a car under our 1960 Chevrolet. He
crawled under to get it and got stuck. When Grandma pulled him
out he had a big glob of grease on his head. She had to shampoo
his hair twice to get it all out. 

Tim behaved pretty well in church. Services were rather
long and I would take him outside between Sunday School and
morning worship services. One morning, after I had taken him
out and returned for worship, he cried to go back outside. I took
him out, but not for him to crawl around. I gave him a few
swats. He cried like his heart would break. (That was the first
time he had ever been swatted for misbehavior.) We went back
inside and sat down beside Grandma. That didn't satisfy him. He
began to cry again.  I took him to the nursery for a "talk." We
came back into the church and he was a good boy.

I found this in Grandma's notes: "Eighteen months. My,
how time flies by, how you have grown. Tall and skinny, 34
inches and 26 lbs. And you are a smart little brat. This morning
when I put you in your chair, you bowed your head and
mumbled a prayer. We were so shocked that you had been
observing so closely at your age."

By the time he was nineteen months old, Tim was beginning
to say a few words. He began by saying book, bible, shoes, and
juice. He loved to say juice. He would pucker his lips and say,
"zuice."
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Pathway Christian School

                           Teach Me Your way: 
                       Pathway Christian School

Most parents are concerned about their children's education.
We were no different. We wanted Tim to develop his God-given
abilities to the fullest. And we were convinced his education
must begin in our home. We had about five years to instill our
values in him before his formal education began. We felt
strongly about that so Grandma quit work and stayed home until
Tim began kindergarten.

We tried to put him in preschool, but he wouldn’t have
anything to do with it. He would not take naps and this was a
disturbance to the other children. He was restricted in where he
could go and what he could do. That's not a criticism of the
school. The staff were doing their job. He just couldn't tolerate
it so we took him out of preschool.

We waited until the next year--September 1969--to enroll
him in the  kindergarten class at Pathway Christian School.

 

Pathway was a small school affiliated with the Church of
God in Pomona, where we were members. I was on the school
board and Grandma Eva began work as the school secretary.
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We felt Pathway had an advantage over a public school for
several reasons: The teacher student ratio allowed for more
individual attention; moral values were more nearly like our
own; and Bible instruction was provided. So, for the next seven
years, Pathway was Tim's home. 

Progress reports from his kindergarten teacher, Rebecca
Owens, showed he was off to a good start and maintained his
record through the year. He "graduated"(cap, gown, and
diploma) from kindergarten on June 19, 1970, ready for the first
grade.

Tim entered the first grade in September 1970. Kathyrn
Tripp was his teacher--good, but strict. Pastor Miller called her
"Sarge." Apparently Tim adjusted quite well. He made the honor
roll with a 3.8 grade point average.

Juanita Colvin, his second grade teacher, wrote on his report
card, "Timothy has been a hard-working student all year. It has
been my pleasure to have taught him in the 2nd Grade." I am not
sure however, she felt that the day Tim was goofing off in line,
"Timothy, I've told you before, don't  play in line. Go stand
against the wall the rest of the week."

Grandma Eva kept Tim's note in response to the incident: "I
hate my teacher and the school I go to. And never want to come
to the school again. Love Tim." 

Third grade is considered by many to be the most important
of all elementary school grades. More attention is given to the
basics and students are expected to grasp the subject matter
quicker. Mrs. Dorough, Tim's third grade teacher, said that Tim
excelled (3.5 g.p.a.), but that he could have done better if he
hadn't talked so much. 

Juanita Colvin was his teacher in the fourth grade. That
year, Tim earned a 3.3 grade point, won second place in the
Physical Education Contest, and third in the Speech Contest. 

By the time he got to the fifth grade, he was really growing
up. He got a motorcycle for his birthday that year and of course,
his favorite activity became motorcycle riding. For years his
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Tim and Honda 70

Honda 70 was the focus of his attention.  
His teacher, Doris Houser, gave him a poem to recite for the

Annual Speech Contest. He quoted "Forgiven" by A.A. Milne.
He won the contest that year. It was a great presentation and
Grandma filed a copy of the poem away for safe keeping.

Tim's last year at Pathway ended on June 10, 1976. Carol
Gnagy was his teacher. Motorcycle riding was still his favorite
activity. Simba was still his pet. 

Juanita Colvin, Principal, wrote on his report card,  "Dear
Tim, God be with as you encounter new experiences in Jr. High
School, High School, and College. Take in all the new subjects,
friends, teachers, and schools, but once in a awhile pause and
think of your past with Pathway School, and remember you have
brought joy and the love of God to many. Mrs. Colvin."

After six years at Pathway, Tim was ready for a new
experience. We wanted him to continue in a Christian school so
we enrolled him in Ontario Christian School.
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                  You’ve Been Here Long Enough:
                    Ontario Christian School 1976

Tim enrolled in the seventh grade at Ontario Christian
School (OCS) in September 1976. He was 12 years old, 5' 2"
tall, and weighed 95 lbs. Junior high was located near the
elementary school on Euclid Avenue. 

Junior high is quite a transition. Teachers, friends, classes,
and grading are all new. Instead of one teacher, he now had six.
His classes were: Math, English, P.E., History, Science, and
Bible. Grading was different too. Letter grades were given for
each class with a special section for Application, Attitude, and
Conduct. 

His grades looked like this at the end of the seventh grade:
Math B-, Science B-, Physical Education B (6th 100 yard dash),
History C, English C+; and Bible C+. Marks for Application,
Attitude, and Conduct were all Commendable or Outstanding.

His eighth grade experience was pretty much the same. His
grades were all "B" and "C." He was involved in football to
some extent, but his after school interests were skateboarding
and bike riding.

His two best friends were Will Hoyme, Jim Williams, and
Greg Kenong.

He graduated from the eighth grade on June 7, 1978. During
the summer he worked on a worm farm and did odd jobs. 

In September 1978, he entered the ninth grade. I couldn't
find much to write about. It was kind of routine. His grades
continued about the same except for Algebra. It must have been
hard for him because in two out of the four quarters he made
"D."  Following in his dad's footsteps, I guess. 

September 1979, marked his entrance into the tenth grade
at Ontario Christian High School (OCHS), Philadelphia
Campus. This was again a big transition.

On most campuses, high school students have formed or
will form cliques. OCHS was no different. The students were a
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Tim August 1979

clannish group from the Dutch dairy community. Most of them
attended the Dutch Reformed Church. His only close friend was
Will Hoyme.

Tim didn’t like OCHS, but  maintained "B" and "C" grades
for the year with the exception of Algebra. He brought that grade
up to a "C”, before the end of the year.

He wasn’t a big guy during his junior high and high school
years. But he took pride in body building. This picture was taken
in August 1979 while we were on vacation. I believe it was the
summer he worked in landscaping. Not bad, huh?  

He got his drivers’ license June 27, 1979. He started driving
his truck to school. It wasn't long until someone kicked in the
door. It caused a lot of damage and the door had to be replaced.
It was time to break camp and move on. Like Israel encamped at
the Jordan, he had “been there long enough.”

Guys, there are times in life when you have to admit things
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are not going right. It is then you have to pray and change
direction.  

We bought a home at 1454 Erin Ave. in Upland and Tim
enrolled at Upland High School (UHS) in the fall of 1980. We
moved for the specific purpose of getting Tim into a good high
school environment. Many of his friends from the Assembly of
God church were attending there and his life became much more
pleasant. We could see a difference almost immediately.

                               Back On Track:
                          Upland High School

UHS was on a trimester system. Still, there were seven
classes each day. Tim's classes were: English, Civil War, U.S.
History, Algebra, Drafting,  Metal Shop, and Work Experience.

The first trimester, he received two "A's" and five "C's." The
second trimester, he jumped to one "A", three "B's" and
two"C+'s." And the last trimester, he earned one "A" and six
"B's." WOW! What a change in environment can do.

He listed one of his extra curricular activities as Bible
Study. He was also into snow skiing and weight-lifting. He listed
Greg, Robert, the Emersons, and Jesus as his friends. 

By the time he reached the twelfth grade, he had completed
all the basic credits necessary for graduation. All he had left
were electives. I'll bet you can't guess what they were: Drama,
Semantics, Human Relations, Science Fiction, Civics, and Work
Experience. He may have become a little lazy during his senior
year. His grades in these "shoo-in" classes ranged from "A to C."

He learned something about civic duties, including the
responsibility to vote. He registered to vote on his eighteenth
birthday, April 19, 1982.

The Upland High School Class of 1982, graduated on June
16, 1982. Exercises were held in the high school stadium at
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seven o'clock in the evening. We had a great time celebrating
with him. 

                            Pursuit of Excellence:
                               Cal Poly Pomona
  

After graduation from high school, Tim decided to work
awhile before going to college. It didn't take long for him to
decide hard, manual labor was not “his cup of tea.”

There were other advantages to his break from academic
pursuits. He developed his body even more. Landscaping,
particularly digging ditches, lifting heavy rocks and bricks, can
build muscles.

He enrolled at Cal Poly University in Pomona and attended
there while working full time. He graduated from the College of
Business Administration, on June 10, 1989, with a Bachelor of
Science Degree in Operations Management. 

After moving to Missouri, he earned a Master Degree in
Business at the University of Missouri, Kansas City, with a
Grade Point Average of 3.92. 

                 Fearfully and Wonderfully Made
                                 
The Scriptures use the beautiful expression “fearfully

[awesome] and wonderfully made.” It is God’s way of saying He
created us in a specific way for a purpose.  So I have chosen that
phrase as a portrait of Tim’s personality.

When Tim worked for Business Network International, the
company gave him a standard personal evaluation. Some would
argue that such a personality analysis is not accurate, but I have
included the results below because I could not have described
him better.
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                             Outstanding Traits

 People see you as enterprising, enthusiastic, elastic, and a
revolutionary person. You are known to be good natured and
sympathetic. In many to most situations you may be open and
outgoing. In most things you do you are either trusting or self-
confident. 

              Basic Desires and Internal Motivation 

Generally risks or problems are not difficult for you to
undertake. Your nature allows you to cope with any adversity.
You usually have the determination to forge ahead no matter
what the odds may be. You tend to be a competitive person,
whether with yourself or others. Your goal is to succeed.
Occasionally your desire to win may cause you to be seen as
abrasive and demanding by others, who do not have your desire
to win. 

Your outgoing nature leads you to seek contact with other
people. You may be found in positions that require interacting
with different kinds of people -- either to sell a product or an
idea, and to assist others in solving personal problems. You are
naturally optimistic and display confidence and enthusiasm
which becomes contagious. People who do not have your facility
with words may perceive you as superficial or as basing your
statements on too little data. 

You are a very quick thinker who thrives on variety. Status-
quo thinking is an anathema to you. You have faith in your
intuitive thinking ability. You have a lot of energy and are a very
active person. You strive for change and to keep everything in
your life dynamic and fast-paced. You may not complete all your
projects due to your tendency to take on so many and your
dislike for being bogged down by details. 

You are a free spirit who can easily take risks. Usually
unafraid, you accept responsibility for accomplishing the
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“untried.” Uncomfortable in a structured environment, you will
utilize unorthodox approaches to problems. You are not
hampered by restrictions or established methods. You tend to
focus on the big picture and disdain detail. Like the early
pioneers, you will usually be valuable for breaking new ground.

Then the evaluation goes on to describe what motivates him
to do what he does. Think about them as you read.   

   
You Are Motivated by: 

 freedom and authority            variety and travel                 
        power or promotion                new environments

 opportunity to grow                material rewards
 popularity                                recognition 
 friendly relationships              freedom from control 
 independence                          freedom from routine
 support troops                         no supervision
 unusual assignments               chance to have fun 

Those are “things” that motivate Tim, but the personality
inventory left out what I think was his highest motivation. He
wanted to be God’s friend. 

                       I Want To Be God’s Friend
                                   Tim’s Faith 

I heard Tim say more times than I can remember, “I want to
be God’s friend.” He got the idea from a story about Abraham
whom the Scriptures say was God’s friend. I told him if
Abraham could be, he could be, so get acquainted. He did. He
read the Bible for hours at a time during his teen years.

He went to youth camp many times. I was surprised one
time when he came home and said that he and his best friend
baptized each other in a stream. 
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In high school teenagers from church frequently gathered at
a young couple’s home. The couple enjoyed them and they really
liked having a place to hang out. But I was somewhat concerned.
I often wondered if the mixed group was supervised very
closely. You know young people can get carried away if they are
not careful. I prayed hard about it and left it in God’s hand. 

One time, Tim wanted to spend the night with boys from
church. I wasn’t too happy about that either, but I consented with
the admonition: “if things don’t go as you expect or they don’t
come up to your standard, give me a call. No matter what time
it is, I will be up to get you.” Before bedtime, he called. Without
telling me why, he asked me to come and get him. I did–no
questions asked. That made me proud of him. 

I am not sure when, but Tim began attending Greg Laurie’s
church in Riverside, “Harvest Christian Fellowship.” It was
some distance from our home, but we approved. It wasn’t long
until we followed. 

“Harvest” was contemporary worship all the way. “Way
out” for old timers like Grandma and me, but we liked what was
happening with the youth. People were getting saved every
service.

 Sunday evening was the “most contemporary” and we had
a hard time with the music. We stayed home on Sunday night.

                         Tim’s Favorite Activities

Tim liked to ride his Honda motorcycle, a gift on his ninth
birthday (1973). He learned to ride in our front yard, but it
wasn't long until we took him to the desert. 

He often took a friend with him. Can you imagine Papa Jackie
allowing him to get on a real, honest-to-goodness motorcycle
when he was only nine years old? I can’t. But I am not sorry. We
had so much fun with it in the mountains and deserts of
Southern California. 

The dry lake beds were ideal for learning to ride. He loved
the “bunny hops.” “Bunny hops” were mounds of sand built up
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against and over low desert shrubs by wind. The shrubs were
covered by the sand so they could not be seen.  

Tim was very daring and dirt bikes gave him a lot of self-
confidence; more than he could have gotten any other way. Self-
confidence is very important. That’s why you need to develop
your God-given talents to their fullest.

Tim also liked snow skiing. We went to Big Bear Lake
during the winter months for him to ski on some of the best
slopes in Southern California. 

And we had a great time camping in the Mojave Desert,
Calico Mountains, and in the back country of Big Bear Lake.

 I have fond memories of a trip to Holcomb Valley one year.
It was our 21st wedding anniversary. Grandma Eva was on a visit
to Missouri when Tim and I loaded up our motorcycles and
drove to Big Bear. We took a fire road way back to the Holcomb
Valley campground. For the next several days we explored the
trails and old gold mines. At one point I picked up a red stone as
a souvenir. I still have it in my desk drawer. 

 Skate boarding was another pastime. He was really good at
riding up the sides of the tunnels and pools at Skate Land Park.

       
He learned to drive at the age of 15. We let him drive a lot.

When he turned 16, we gave him the Dodge D150 pickup we
owned. It was in great shape and he took good care of it. 

That summer, he made a trip by himself to visit Faye and
Richard in Oregon. He called home while on the trip to assure
us he was doing OK. 

Faye went river rafting with him and did other activities
which he enjoyed a lot.  It was that trip that made a great change
in his attitude about himself and gave him  more self-confidence.

Tim bought a 68 Chevrolet Camaro to restore. He wanted
the body to look original, but he wanted to rebuild the engine
with high performance parts. 

He began on the engine. Taking it apart was a great learning
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experience. He talked with engine rebuilders,  parts people, and
read “How-to” books in the process. They taught him a lot. Then
putting the engine back together again and having it run
properly, was an achievement he will never forget.

It takes a long time to restore an old car. Unfortunately, he
didn’t have time to work on the car, go to school, and work.
Reluctantly he sold it.

                                  Tim’s Pet Tales 

Tim had several pets: long-haired guinea pigs, rabbits, a
turtle, dogs, cats, and hamsters. It’s hard to believe that his white
rabbit played hide-n-seek with him. It is true. We watched them
often.

Simba was his Siamese cat. Garfield, his other cat, was
black and white. His favorite pet, however, was his dog, Mitizi.
Mitizi liked to bite him behind the knee. Tim would laugh until
he cried. Their play was almost a wrestle with Mitzi winning.

Mitizi was killed by a car in front of our house. The woman
who ran over him felt terrible as she was a dog lover. That same
day, she brought him a registered English bulldog. We called
him Sweet Thanksgiving Day Surprise, Sweetie for short. 

Sweetie grew so big that he would knock Tim down when
he jumped on him. He was messy too. Our backyard looked like
a cow had been grazing back there.  

           By the Sweat of Your Brow: Occupations

One summer Tim worked on a worm farm in Chino. He was
teased a lot about that. He later enjoyed working with Jim
Salassi in landscaping. He helped build gazebos with Boyd
Goins. And he worked at Intermetro Industries in Ontario as an
apprentice  machinist.

 One of his favorite jobs was with George Collins at Chick
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Publications, a Christian printing company in Ontario. George
was a great boss and counselor. 

He sold insurance for Jennings and Associates in Ontario.
He was a good salesman and earned commendations for it.
Grady Jennings was a friend as well as employer. Years later,
after we came to Missouri, he wrote a letter saying he had
become a Christian and was attending church. I wonder if Tim
didn’t have a part in that. 

 He almost got into the high tech industry with Rockwell
International Research and Development Lab, making computer
circuit boards.

He became Regional Manager for Business Network
International and Aim Consulting, owned by Ivan Misner, one
of his college professors. Tim really enjoyed working with Ivan
and He learned much about business and had his first college
teaching opportunity. He now teaches at College of the Ozarks
the same courses he took with Ivan. 

For a short time, he worked at a 7-11 Store and was regional
supervisor for AM-PM Mini Markets. He worked at Millers'
Outpost, a clothing store; the Claremont Club, a physical fitness
center; and Focus on the Family.

Since he came to Missouri, he has been employed at
National Enzyme, a dietary supplement company, and Martin
Dingman, an Arkansas leather goods manufacturer.

 He is currently employed as Vice President of Commercial
Loans at the Branson Bank in Branson and manages one of the
branch offices. In addition, he teaches a business class at College
of the Ozarks.  

                                          _
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                               Chapter Five 

                 Our Times Plus One

Timmy is now on board. Instead of Our Times, it is Our
Times Plus One. We will begin where we took the detour in
Chapter Three.

                 
                      Another Bend in the Road
                         Youth Training School
           October 16, 1961 - November 15, 1971
 

You must understand, at this pont I was still trying to find
God’s will for my life. I was marking time at the Youth Training
School (YTS) waiting on God for direction. It was simply a stop
over on the road to a “calling.”

 
I hardly know where to begin with my story at YTS. I

suppose you need to know first of all what kind of school it was.
YTS was a training school for delinquent boys between the

ages of fifteen and twenty-one. They had committed a crime(s),
convicted,  and made “wards of the court.” As a result they were
committed to the institution. Most of them were sentenced for
nine months.

When I began working there, the young men were
incarcerated for minor crimes–incorrigibility, joy riding, chronic
truancy, assault, and various misdemeanors. Boys who were
convicted of purse snatching were automatically given a year.
The longer sentence was given because they usually snatched
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purses from older women. Sometimes they fell and were injured
so it was considered a serious offence.

While incarcerated the boys were expected to attend school
or learn a trade. The State had agreements with their home
schools to accept the course work they completed at YTS. If they
completed graduation requirements, they were given a high
school diploma from their local high school.  

More than thirty trade training programs were available.
They could choose carpentry, welding, auto mechanics, an
electrical trade, typing, printing, building maintenance, cooking
and baking, groundsmen, and a number of others. 

Many of the instructors had outside contacts with labor
unions and employers. When their graduates left the school, they
were able to place them on jobs. 

The boys also had an opportunity to attend either the
Protestant or Catholic chapel. Outside religious groups came in
to present entertainment as well as spiritual growth programs.
Counseling was offered at the chapels and on the living units.

They had access to a  fully equipped gym, a swimming pool,
recreation yards, and intermural sports. A full range of athletic
activities was available, including football, basketball, and
baseball. We had a great track, but apparently it was not looked
on as “macho,” because it was seldom used. 

On the living units, crafts, games, and TV, were available
every evening. They could build model cars and planes or race
slot cars. They could engage in dominoes, checkers or cards.

 Many of the institution staff brought in things for them to
do. I brought in tile for them to make mosaics. I brought in wood
to make a slot car track and equipped it with the track and other
features. 

There was a great deal for them to do in their spare time.
And I must say that most of them took advantage of it. On two
different occasions I received plaques from the boys for things
I did for them. They were very appreciative. 

Understand, however, YTS was not one big happy family.



-248-

It was a jail regardless of its fancy name, its training
opportunities, and recreational activities.

There were three primary racial groups: Blacks, Mexican-
Americans, and Caucasians. Some were Orientals, but very few.
Each company on a living unit was divided up racially--50
Caucasians, 25 Blacks and 25 Mexican-Americans.

On the “streets” many, if not most of them, were gang
members. They fought each other over “turf” and any other thing
they could  think up. They brought these grudges and racial
feelings to the institution, so we were constantly on guard
against fights and riots. We tried to control it by giving
additional time for serious offences. One fight usually meant
another 30 days. Repeated fighting or rioting could result in a
year extra time.

Fights had to be broken up immediately or others became
involved. So we always had at least one Youth Counselor in the
dayroom at all times. The dining hall was considered the most
dangerous place.  There were 100 boys in there at one time and
they had access to potential weapons. Four to six counselors
were assigned to the dining hall. 

I started working as a Youth Counselor assigned to 50 boys.
My immediate boss was a Senior Youth Counselor who was in
charge of the staff on one shift. I worked all shifts at one time or
the another. I preferred the 4-12 shift because I could continue
going to college.

I changed my college major to Sociology shortly after going
to work at YTS. I don’t remember going through any “gut”
wrenching decision about it. I thought maybe my “calling” was
to work with delinquent youth. So, Sociology seemed like a
normal course of study. In addition, it would be beneficial in
working with people of any culture.

 I still planned to minor in Spanish. As it turned out, I only
needed six units of Spanish literature to graduate with a Spanish
major.  
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One year after going to work at YTS, I was promoted to
Senior Youth Counselor. When I completed college, I qualified
for a Parole Agent position. I passed the state test and chose to
become an institutional agent, working inside the institution.

As Parole Agent, I kept the institutional records of 100
wards. I was involved in their assignment to school or a trade. I
took part in all disciplinary actions. I monitored their progress on
the living unit, at school and in their trade. Every three months
I reported their activity to the Youth Authority Parole Board. I
assured the appropriateness of recommended time cuts or for
additional time in the program. When time came for a ward’s
parole consideration, I summarized his progress and made
recommendations. 

Recidivism (relapse into crime) was always high, but it
became a statewide concern–a political hot potato--so the Youth
Authority decided to modify its “treatment” mode.

Youth Counselors were reclassified and designated as
Rehabilitation Counselors. They were taught how to conduct
small group counseling sessions based on Glasser’s Reality
Therapy.

Contrary to the psychological theories then practiced, he
promoted the idea of individual responsibility. No matter how
you were raised or treated, he said you were responsible for your
actions.

Every ward, without exception, was required to attend small
group sessions where Glasser’s theories were discussed and
promoted. The way they responded in the groups was noted and
made a part of their progress reports. Consequently, they tried to
participate in a positive way to get a favorable report.

A Treatment Team Supervisor (TTS) position was added to
facilitate the new “treatment” mode. It was supposed to free up
time for the counselors. I don’t think it did, but it did provide a
good promotional opportunity. 

 The TTS was in charge of two one-hundred boy units. He
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supervised the treatment program and staff. I took the exam and
passed high enough to be appointed immediately. 

In spite of the new treatment methods,  the situation at YTS
continued to deteriorate. The new methods, however, were not
solely to blame. Older, hard core inmates were transferred from
other institutions and they brought with them the same problems
they experienced in the adult institutions. 

About that time, the Muslim religion, which was active in
the Black community, was allowed to enter the training school.
Their services were used to recruit black inmates for their
“religion.” Actually, they became a black gang within the
institution and racial problems escalated, including racial riots.

One day, a riot broke out in the trade area and spread
quickly to the entire institution. In the confusion many inmates
climbed the fence and escaped. 

I attempted to persuade some of them to remain inside, by
promising that I would escort them to their rooms and testify on
their behalf when discipline was meted out. Their only response
was, “Mr. Scott, we don’t want to hurt you, but don’t try to stop
them from climbing the fence.” Needless to say, I took their
advice and proceeded to the trade area where most of the riot
was taking place.

On the way, tear gas was shot into the area–one 55 mm tear
gas cannister landed on the field just in front of me. I noted
where it was and on my return to the unit, I picked it up (I still
have it). About six hours later, the riot ended. Those who had
escaped were either gone or had been caught and locked up. 

In my office I looked at the tear gas cannister for a long
time.  Finally, I said to myself, probably as much of a prayer as
anything else, “Lord, this is not what you have called me to do.”

I had no desire to stay at YTS. I had come to another bend
in the road. “But, where God? What is my calling? Lord, I am at
the end of the road. Help!” 

At that time, I had more than ten years in state service–good
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salary, excellent medical benefits, permanent employment, and
a great retirement. With all that going for me, I didn’t want to
leave state service. I didn’t spend time in seeking God’s will. A
way out of the institution was my focus. And what I thought
were my own efforts, turned out to be the hand of God at work.

Through friends, who had previously worked at YTS, I
heard about the Department of Rehabilitation, the agency that
trained and helped disabled individuals find employment. They
were excited about the promotional opportunities. I checked it
out and liked what I found.

       First Principles: Department of Rehabilitation 
                                  1971-1996

I transferred to the State Department of Rehabilitation in
Pasadena, California on November 15, 1971. I began work as a
Vocational Rehabilitation Counselor in the Covina Branch
office. 

Contrary to popular belief, most disabled people--blind,
deaf, quadriplegic, mentally disabled, slow learners--can work
full time. Studies have shown that they can perform as well as
the regular working population, if given the opportunity.

 It takes special training and it takes longer to prepare them,
but once they are trained and placed on a job, statistics show
they perform equally as well. Their welfare benefits are dropped
and they begin to pay taxes. Within three years they pay the cost
of training them. That is not to mention the improved sense of
self-worth. 

A young deaf woman, from a poor family in Kentucky, was
brought to my office by her sister. She was sent to an ENT
specialist for a hearing evaluation. He reported that her hearing
could be restored completely with a simple surgery procedure.
The Department paid for the surgery and within a few days she
was ready to begin training. She was very bright and completed
training quickly. A job soon followed and she was ecstatic. 

Other rehabilitations were a source of great satisfaction. I
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thoroughly enjoyed working with a truck driver who lost his arm
in a boating accident, an experimental machinist who lost his
manual and finger dexterity, several blind people who were
taught to use a computer, mentally challenged individuals placed
in controlled work situations, and putting to work hundreds of
other disabled people.   

                                   The Rebels

The Department went through reorganization and I was
transferred to the Norwalk District. The professional and clerical
staff there were great people. I was on “easy street.” But then, a
problem arose in another branch office. The District Supervisor
felt a change in supervisors was necessary, so I was picked to go.

The branch was known as an office of rebels. They had their
own ideas about rehabilitation and didn’t want any interference
from administration. Fearfully, I agreed to go.

I prayed a lot about my first meeting with them. I really
didn’t know what to say. The more I prayed and thought about
it, the more an unacceptable speech came to my mind. “Tell
them the story about the good shepherd. Tell them about the
shepherd’s life, about how he looked after his sheep, how he led
them to good pasture and still water. Tell them how he brought
his sheep into the fold at night and lay down across the entry
way to keep them safe from predators. Tell them how he would
search for just one lost sheep and would not rest until it was
found. Then, conclude by telling  them that the shepherd loved
his sheep and all he wanted in return was sheep that produced
little lambs and lots of wool.”  

I assumed the thoughts were from God, but they were so
unusual I wasn’t convinced. “Lord,” I prayed, “You know God,
you know, I can’t go into a meeting with government
employees–a bunch of rebels--and tell them a Bible story. That’s
not the way it’s done.” I prayed some more, but He didn’t
answer. All I could think about was the story of the good
shepherd. “OK,” I said, “I surrender. Give the story to me as you
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want it told.”
I told them the story as if it were a common talk. When I

finished, they just sat there. No one said anything. I looked
around for some sign of acceptance. There, on each face, was
what I was looking for, a smile, a friendly smile, smiles that
said, “we are with you.” 

That great “flock” rallied almost immediately. To the
administration’s surprise, they began to conform to what was
expected. Every month they exceeded expectations. The quality
of their work was phenomenal.

I became totally involved in my work. Helping disabled
people go back to work was very rewarding. And the people in
my office were as dedicated as I.

At last the day came when I had to say goodbye to those
great people. It was a dark day for me. It was dark because the
staff and I were very close. And too, it was the termination of
my work life. That was a scary thought. 

In my closing days at the office, I looked at the various
bends in the road that led to this point. There were bumps in the
road, but overall I was pleased with the results. I didn’t feel the
twenty-five years had been wasted. 

At my retirement luncheon, my supervisor sent me a memo,
which read in part: “You have been an exemplary Rehabilitation
Counselor, Management Assistant, and Program Supervisor.
More even than that, you have been our moral compass to keep
us on track and to remind us of “First Principles.” 

God knew the people with whom I would work,  needed a
“moral compass,” a man to stand for “First Principles.” He sent
me there with that goal in mind. He could have chosen someone
else. He didn’t. He chose me. 

He is Sovereign, designer of the road that we take, including
the bends in the road. Our plans may include a promotion, a
salary increase, or perhaps a position of status. Yet, if we follow
the Lord with all our hearts, He chooses the path we take.  
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                Roads End? Not Yet: Retirement
                                 May 31, 1996
                               
Shortly before retirement, we put our home up for sale. That

was a difficult thing to do. It was the first home we owned. We
had put in a lot landscaping and had decorated it just like we
wanted. We loved that place. Sadly, it sold the day after we put
it up for sale. We had to move quickly.

You guys were living in Kansas City and that is where we
planned to go. We preferred a slow, rural-type environment,  but
being near you was more important.

Our plans called for Tim and Dana to find a reasonably
priced home for us to rent. They soon found that the better
homes required a one year lease. We agreed to that arrangement
and they located a home rather quickly in north Kansas City.

We were fortunate enough to sell a few pieces of furniture.
Things that would have sold at a yard sale were all sent to
Mexico. A couple we knew made regular trips taking food,
clothing, tools, and toys. We packed our furniture, clothing, and
everything else into a rental truck and trailer. Then Grandma
flew to Kansas City to get the home ready for us. 

Meanwhile, your Dad took a few days off and flew out to
California to help me with the two vehicles. He drove the truck
and I drove our pickup and pulled a trailer.  

I believe it took us four days to get to Kansas City. Of
course, I was to blame. The forecasts called for severe weather
on the northern route, so I convinced Tim to take the much
longer southern route. He hasn’t let me forget it. 

 When we arrived and began to unload, we found out the
house was too small. Luckily it had a basement. A lot of our
stuff was stored down there until we moved to Nixa.

We became rather active that first year. We bought a Jayco
fifth wheel trailer and a Ranger bass boat and joined others of
our family at Truman Lake. 

Earl and Oleta, June and Junior, Juanita and Everett, Earl
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and Melba Blansit, and other relatives, were camped there until
it was time to go west for the winter.

We fished days on end, but for Grandma and me, we had
little to show for it. I bought all kinds of fishing equipment and
fished real hard–nada. Grandma, on the other hand, just slipped
under the umbrella and drifted into la-la land. She couldn’t have
cared less.

Our time together, however, was great. We took lunches on
our boats and met in quiet coves to eat, linger awhile, and talk
about where fish could be found and caught. In the evening we
gathered around our trailers to eat fish, share fish stories, and
remember the “good ol’ days.”

            Climbing Our Family Trees: Genealogy

While living in Kansas City, I started to take my genealogy
work seriously. There was a large genealogy section at the Mid-
Continent Public Library in Independence, a short distance
away. Grandma became involved as well and we spent hours and
hours working on the Bradford/Belk and Scott/Morrow lines. 

The more information we found, the more we wanted to
search. We visited: Dekalb County, Missouri, White County,
Tennessee, North Carolina, Butler County, Kansas, Van Buren
County, Arkansas, Kay and Harmon Counties, Oklahoma, and
several counties in Texas. 

Genealogy became a consuming passion. If I had not
become involved in it, I would have gone nuts.  

As you know, Missouri winters are cold. But having a fifth
wheel trailer and good traveling companions, we were able to
escape to Arizona for the worst of it. 

I thought my genealogy work would be interrupted by the
trips. That was not the case. The Family History Center in Mesa
was a treasure trove of information.

Those were enjoyable times, but pulling a 27' trailer across
country, sometimes in heavy traffic, was not fun. I got very up
tight. I think we made three trips. That was enough.
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                    Moving On Down the Road

The longer we lived in Kansas City, the more we realized
it was not where we wanted to spend the rest of our lives.

Grandma Eva’s family lived in Christian and Stone
Counties–rural living at its best. Besides that, the old home place
and stomping grounds were there–Ponce de Leon, Abesville, and
Galena. Pleasant memories of those days may have contributed
to our desire to be “down there.”

We talked with Tim and Dana about it and they agreed.
None of us were happy with Kansas City.

Tim was working on his Masters Degree and wanted to
finish it before he left. He encouraged us to look for a place
down south near the family.  He said as soon as he finished his
degree, he would look for work down there as well. 

In a few days, we made a trip to Nixa. Freda, (Juanita and
Orville’s daughter) a licensed real estate agent, agreed to show
us some homes. The first one was at 301 Yosemite Dr.

 The home had been on the market for over a year. That was
amazing, because it was beautiful--all brick, three car garage,
four bedrooms, three baths, a finished basement with a large
entertainment area, and situated on a large lot at the end of a cul-
de-sac.

When we walked in, Grandma said, “This is it!” She didn’t
even want to look at other homes. The house had been vacant for
more than a year, no one wanted it, but your Grandma thought
we had better make an offer that day. “It might be sold before we
got back,” she said. 

I finally persuaded her to look at other places. We looked at
a few, not many, but none of them appealed to her. After looking
most of the day, she spoke with emphasis, “OK. lets go back to
the one on Yosemite.”

I was concerned with the price. Grandma wasn’t. Finally,
we agreed to offer $20,000 less than the asking price. I had no
idea it would be approved. To my surprise, it was accepted
immediately.
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301 Yosemite Drive

You know what we thought? “That house has been sitting
here empty for over a year. God was saving it just for us.” Now,
Jess, Ben, that is one of the many reasons to wait on the Lord.

On our return to Kansas City, we began to prepare for the

move. I don’t remember the exact day, but we moved in May
1997. If I remember correctly, it took two trips to take all our
“stuff” down there. Tim and Dana were a great help.

Grandma was feeling very bad and her side was very sore
after sleeping on the floor our last night in Kansas City. It’s a
good thing we had lots of help when we arrived in Nixa,
including a nice soft bed at Juanita’s house.

You should have seen the excitement as Earl, June, Juanita,
and their spouses helped us unpack. It was like a beehive.

Once we got the furniture in place, Freda and Juanita began
shopping for material to make curtains. Those ladies and June
did a splendid job cutting and hemming the curtains.
Professionals could not have done a better job.

We were in the middle of all that decorating when Faye and
Ted walked in. Grandma really enjoyed showing off her home.
She loves it, even to this day.
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A few months later, your dad finished his college work and
began to look for work around Branson. He found a job very
quickly and you guys moved in November 1997.

We lived in Nixa for some time before I felt that I had all
the “fishing” I could handle. Grandma knew I wasn’t happy and
graciously agreed to sell our boat. That effectively ended our
fishing pastime.

 We sold the boat (for more than we paid for it) and didn’t
go fishing any more. But Grandma was not about to sell the
trailer. So, we pulled it down to Kimberly City on Table Rock
Lake.

You guys were the reason for that move. She thoroughly
enjoyed having you spend time with us at the lake. Watching
you swim, play games, ride your bikes, and roast wieners, were
her delight. You will never know how much she enjoys being
Grandma. 

Sadly, that too came to an end. Owners of the campground
sold the park and we had to leave. We looked all over the Table
Rock Lake area to find another RV park. Nothing was available
at a reasonable price so we had to sell our trailer. 

I remember how hard it was for Grandma. When I went
down to get it ready for sale, she would not go with me. I think
she stayed home and cried. If you don’t know it already, let me
tell you--you guys are precious.

Life is like that. It’s always in transition. You have to adjust
to changes as they come along and give God thanks for allowing
you the privilege of doing it. 

We gave up fishing and camping to enter another phase of
retirement. I am spending a lot more time writing and doing
genealogy research. Grandma has more time for yard sales and
work at the church.  

We spend more time with Earl, Oleta, Juanita, Everett,
June, Ward,  and occasionally others.
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Monday night pizza and dominoes are like planning for an
exciting weekend. We go to one home and then another. The
host always provides snacks.

You can’t imagine how much fun we have–men against
women. Of course, we cheat a little, but it’s all in fun and we get
a lot of laughs.

It takes forever to play a game. There are stories to be told
and long forgotten songs that have to be sung. If one of us has a
medical problem, we have to explain it in detail. Those things
take a lot of time. 

 One thing we don’t plan for, and it comes unexpectedly–the
illness and passing away of one of our group. Junior and Maxine
have now gone. We mourn the loss, but do not begrudge the fun
they are having in their new heavenly surroundings.

   
Well, what else do we do with all our time? You guessed it.

Grandma goes to garage sales every Thursday, Friday, and
Saturday. She will soon run out of space to store things. She is
always finding things other people need. 

“Early birds get the worm,” she says. So she gets up about
6:00 in the morning. Cold or hot, makes very little difference. I
have seen her lay awake trying to talk herself out of going, but
she loses every time.

Grandma does other things, after garage sales, of course.
She raises tomatoes every year to make  hot salsa. She makes so
much we have to give it away. Sometimes, she buys apples and
makes apple butter. This year she froze some apples for pies.

During election time she volunteers at the Republican Party
headquarters. She answers the phone, puts up signs, etc. She has
strong feelings about terrorists, education and abortion, among
other things, so she works hard at election time.

                                         _
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      Our Place of Worship: James River Assembly

When we first arrived in Nixa, we searched for a permanent
church home. James River Assembly in Ozark was the place.
Grandma and I have been involved in several of their ministries.

Grandma worked with young children until she found it was
too difficult to carry them. Now she stuffs envelopes, counts
tithes and offerings, works with church community projects, and
“I Love America”–our Fourth of July Outreach.

Grandpa doesn’t exert himself that much. I transcribed
some of the pastor’s sermons for publication. Presently, I send
birthday greetings to AG missionaries (Nov. 2001 - present) and
usher on Sunday.

I enjoy being an usher. If individuals raise their hands, but
do not go down front to accept Christ, I ask if they would like
for me to walk down with them. It is surprising at the number of
people who will go down if someone will walk with them.

I enjoy wood work. I have built cabinets in the garage, made
Ben a TV cabinet, and Jess a doll bed and put a vine around her
room for her Beanie Babies. 

I have a lot of wood from the old Bradford smoke house and
some branches from the old mulberry tree Grandma used to play
in. I have got to do something with that. 

I have done a lot of yard work, planting trees and shrubs,
building rock planters, spreading river rock, and chasing moles.
I would like to build an old dry creek bridge–maybe this
summer.

You probably remember the bad ice storm we had in March
2008. Our basement flooded because we didn’t have good
drainage. I spent many hours putting in a new drainage system
and building a dry creek bed. 

The creek bed routed the water away from the house and it
is very decorative. I am proud of it, but it needs more work. I
hope to add a flagstone divider soon.
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                       Mirror, Mirror, on the Wall

Whom do I see when I look in the mirror? That’s an
interesting thought, isn’t it? We don’t see ourselves as others do,
so I thought it would be fun for you to read what I think about
myself. 

                                Physical Image

Toy took me to a Light Crust Dough Boy contest when I
was just a baby. At that time I was described as “chubby.” Such
a description followed me all through school. When I graduated
from high school, I weighed 250 pounds, somewhat more than
“chubby.” 

As I said earlier, my weight was a concern during my school
years, especially in junior high. A big Mexican boy often
grabbed me by the boobs and made degrading remarks.
Everybody in the gym laughed. It was really humiliating and I
wished I could have taken him down a notch or two. 

I think my weight kept me from sports. I never enjoyed  any
athletic activities and I didn’t participate in them. The high
school coach tried to get me involved in football because of my
size, but I chose wrestling instead. Wrestlers are supposed to be
big and heavy, you know.  

Weight may have been a factor in my lack of social skills as
well. I spent a lot of time alone and had very few close friends.
It may have contributed to my lack of interest in girls. 

I lost a lot of weight in college and at the Instituto
Preparatorio Internacional (IPI). When I returned home from a
summer in Nicaragua, I weighed 185 pounds. Home folks
thought I was “skin and bones.” Even your Grandma took notice
and I felt good about that.

I reached a height of 6' foot 1" and maintained a weight of
210-215 pounds for most of my adult life (That’s about what my
dad weighed). My weight has not been a distraction since
college.

My hair was straight until about the time I graduated from



-262-

elementary school. Then, it became very dark and wavy. I kept
it cut quite short so the waves would not look so out of place. In
high school, I began to notice white hair and after I graduated it
was really white. However, I still had more black hair than
white.

I was strong physically, but never a bully. Mom often
cautioned  me about playing too rough with others. 

I can’t complain about my health. My gall bladder was
removed many, many years ago–Tim was two years old. Chronic
heartburn, caused by gastrointestinal reflux disease, was a
problem until the doctor recommended Previcid. Glenn twisted
my ankle once when we were wrestling and it bothered me for
quite some time, but I haven’t had any broken bones. I almost
cut my left index finger off with my table saw. 

In recent months, Grandma and I have complained about
“old, achy, breaky parts,” but that’s normal. God has been good
to us.

                        
                          Psychological Image

I have already said that I was a loner. Much of my early teen
years, was spent working on gadgets in the garage. I worked on
my bike and various electrical things. Things I could do, without
having to be with people.

Self-confidence has not been one of my strong personality
traits. I don’t know why I felt inferior. My weight no doubt
contributed to it, but my positive traits should have compensated
for it.

From earliest times, I wanted to please. I wanted to be liked
and bragged on. I helped my Dad and brother work on their cars.
I remember distinctly trying to do a perfect job at whatever they
gave me to do. I tried to please Mom around the home. I felt like
I worked hard at it.

I can’t remember trying to please my school teachers.
However, there were two exceptions: Mr. Montz and Mr.
Glenn.
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 Mr. Montz was my junior high history teacher and
supervisor of the audio visual crew.  He was pleasant to be
with and he taught me so much. Every time I coil up an
extension cord, I think of him showing me how to keep the
kinks out of it. He never raised his voice in criticism. He was
my kind of man, so I really tried to please him. 

Mr. Glenn, my machine shop teacher was an older man.
He was so patient in showing me how to run the shop
equipment. And when I mastered it, which wasn’t long, he
asked me to pass my talent on to the new students. You can’t
imagine what that does for self-confidence. 

I tried to please on every job I had, from mowing lawns to
working in Rehabilitation. That drive is not as strong as it once
was, but it’s still there to some extent. 

I get hurt easily. It has been that way for as long as I can
remember, but I try desperately to keep it hidden. In my way
of thinking, I do the best I can at every job I try to do. If it
doesn’t meet expectations, I recoil into myself very quickly.

 One time a supervisor complained about the productivity
of my unit. I took his criticism personally and almost came
apart. It was out of character, but I told him right on the spot
that I had done the best I could. And I added, “I don’t take that
kind of criticism lightly.” Boy, did he ever back off.

Generosity has not been my strong point. I take after my
dad, I guess. Like him, I don’t give very much. Only in recent
years have I come to grips with this shortcoming. I think
Grandma has been the  reason. She gives until it hurts. No
kidding. Don’t try to cheat her out of a penny, but ask her for
anything and she will give it to you. Our giving to the church,
missions, the poor, you name it, has increased dramatically
since we retired.  I rather enjoy it.

I have not been known for going very far out of my way
to help someone. Dad taught, “If you help someone, it will
cost you.” Don’t take me wrong. Dad helped people who really
needed it. He just didn’t go too far out of his way. I apparently
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developed that trait. Then your hillbilly grandma came along.
Helping others was her way of life. 

On a trip from Nixa to Kansas City, we saw a pregnant
cow lying with her back downhill. Grandma said, “That’s not
good. She will die if she doesn’t get turned around.” “Huh
huh,” I said, and kept driving. “Well!” She said disgustingly,
“We have got to go tell that farmer about it.” Miles down the
road we turned around and went back. By the time we got
there, the cow was up and around, but that is beside the point.
She went out of her way to help. Some of that is wearing off
on me.  

Perfectionism! I have wrestled with it all my life. Avoid
it if you can. When it gets to the point where you are never
satisfied with what you have completed, you are a
perfectionist. You feel like just a little more work, a little more
here and little more there, will make it just right. It won’t.
When you do it again, you find something else that needs to be
fixed. Do your best, complete the task, and leave it alone.  

My mom was the most precious woman you could ever
hope to meet. She was kind, loving, generous, trustworthy, and
minded her own business. She never became involved in
gossip, never spoke evil of anyone. Her prayer life was
legendary. 

I tried to show Mom how much I cared for her. I did
things for her I would not have thought about doing for my
dad. She had a problem with her back for years. At times she
would reach over to pick something up and not be able to get
up. A doctor had to be called to give her an injection before
she could get in bed. I remember going out of my way to keep
things off the floor and out of her way so she would not have
to bend over. I didn’t want something I had left on the floor to
cause her that pain. 

I have not been one to show a lot of fear. I take
precautions, but I don’t cater to fear. I have never participated
in activities that are dangerous, not because of fear, but
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because of caution. My idea is that there is no need to expose
ones’ self to danger when there are other alternatives. 

Some years ago, a young neighbor man, verbally accosted
your grandma in the driveway. I heard it and immediately ran
outside. Before I had time to think, I told him, to knock it off.
“I’ll wipe this driveway up with you,” I exploded. That was a
dangerous situation, because that man, much younger and
stronger than I, could have mopped the driveway with me. For
your information, I won the bluff. 

In my youth, I liked to go horse back riding. I liked to go
with Sonny to the auto races and motorcycle races. And we
went to the local boxing matches. Fishing took up much of the
Spring and Summer. Rabbit hunting was a sometime affair. 

I became involved in the Amateur Radio Club at the High
School. W6YMY were our station call letters. Our 150 watt
transmitter reached much of the western world. Almost every
day at noon, we gathered to talk with other ham operators. I
could never learn the Morse Code, so I was never able to pass
the licensing exam. If I could have, ham radio would have no
doubt been a life long hobby.

For several years I operated the projector for the Adult
Education Forum at Fremont Junior High School Auditorium.
Most of their programs consisted of world travelers showing
their films. I learned a lot about history and geography from
doing them. 

I don’t like fiction. I don’t like movies filled with
violence, curse words, and sex. I like history and good
biographies of historical people. This interest probably led to
my current hobby, genealogy. 

I have been engrossed in genealogy since 1994, when I
took several genealogy courses through the Claremont School
District. It was there that I learned the surname (Foak) of my
great-grandmother who came from Germany. For the past
twelve years researching the Bradford and Scott family lines
has been my consuming passion. 
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                             Spiritual Image

Who do I see in the mirror? I see a man “whose
transgressions are forgiven, whose sins are covered, . . . whose
sin the Lord does not count against him and in whose spirit
there is no deceit.” I see a man who can “lie down and sleep in
peace . . .  because the Lord sustains him.” I see a man who
lays his “requests before the Lord in the morning and waits in
expectation.” I see a man whose “God is forever and ever,”
whose God will be his “guide even to the end.” 

I was reared in a Christian home. My parents were born-
again believers, members of the Church of God,  before I was
born. We went to church services two times on Sunday,
Wednesday night, and whenever the church doors were
opened.  

I went to the altar in just about every revival. My final
visit to the altar was at the Pomona Church of God, on the
southwest corner on Sixth and Linden, July 17, 1947. It was
then, at thirteen years of age, I made a lasting decision to
follow Jesus Christ. It was the greatest decision I have ever
made.

I have not been a perfect follower of the Lord. I slipped
many times, but I never gave up. God’s grace and mercy
followed me. Every time I made a mistake, God was there to
lift me up. My life is the story of God’s grace, therefore, My
Times Are His’tory.

If you have been reading carefully, you have already
observed my spiritual profile. Actions speak louder than
words, you know. I would not know how to go about
describing my profile any better. Nevertheless, I still have
some truths burning inside. Truths I want you to know.

“It is good to be near God” to make “the Sovereign Lord
your refuge.” Sovereign is another way of saying He knows all
things, He is everywhere, and He is all powerful. 

Exiting the freeway one day, I moved into the “wrong”
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lane and came to a stop on the off ramp. I was sitting there
trying to figure out how I could  move back into the lane that
would take me onto the expressway. All of a sudden, “Crash!
Bang!” and the sound of splattering glass and crumpling metal.
The car in the lane where I should have been, was hit in the
rear and its occupants seriously injured. There is no doubt in
my mind that the Sovereign Lord, put me in the “right” lane.

In early November 2001, I began to think about how
lonely  missionary life could be. I remembered how lonely we
were. We were left alone in a strange country and  forgotten.
No one seemed to care, except our families. With that on my
mind, I asked God if there was some way I could help lonely
missionaries.

Shortly thereafter, a woman in our church introduced me
to the Missionary Prayer Net. The group publishes a booklet
twice a year giving the birthdays of all AG missionaries. In
addition, they e-mail missionary prayer requests to anyone
who asks for them.   

An answer to prayer I thought. So, I began to send
birthday greetings to missionaries around the globe. Every day
a list of prayer requests arrives. I edited and transcribed them
for distribution to the Adult Bible Fellowship classes. 

Was this not the Sovereign Lord in action again? My
missionary experience exposed me to the loneliness of
missionary work. In due time, He allowed me to use that
experience to help others.

Ushering has become my most enjoyable activity. Ushers
serve more than nine thousand people every Sunday morning.
       An invitation to accept Jesus Christ is given at the end of
the service and many people raise their hands. Some are
reluctant to go forward for prayer. If an individual doesn’t go
forward, an usher will ask them, “May I go forward with
you?” Most of the time it works. If it doesn’t, we might say,
“Don’t miss this great opportunity.” Those simple comments
are often enough to help them follow through with their
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decision. Helping an eternally lost person make a decision to
go forward is like “snatching a firebrand from the fire.” 

James River Assembly has contemporary worship. By that
I mean only songs  enjoyed by the current generation are sung
and the music is loud. The church is focused on the current
generation. Many of the older people do not like the music.
Yet, the great sermons and the sinners response to altar calls,
keep us motivated. 

Grandma and I are getting accustomed to contemporary
worship. We decided that we have had our day. It’s time to
reach the younger generation and we are doing that. Many
people, old and young, are making decisions for Christ every
service. So, the music is not near so disturbing.

A spiritual profile would not be complete without
reference to one’s prayer and Bible reading. My devotional life
has not always been good. There were times when I went
weeks without taking time to read the Bible. Isn’t that a
shame? Think about it! Things the Sovereign God wants us to
know are written in a book. A Book all of us have in our
homes, yet, we do not take time to read it.

I used to pray while going to work. Before I left, I copied
a verse to read during the day. When I thought about it, I took
it out and read it again. At times, the verse never saw the light
of day. God was not pleased with that half-hearted devotion.

Improved devotions are a benefit of retirement. We are
not limited by time, so we can read and pray as long as we
like. I get up in the morning (no matter the time) and have
breakfast. I spend a few minutes reading the newspaper, then
I go downstairs for my prayer time.

Daily devotions are not easy. I can usually read the Bible
and get a lot of good from it. But my prayers are too often
stagnant. They don’t have any life. I find myself saying words
that have no meaning whatsoever. I frequently doze off.  I have
to fight hard for a meaningful conversation with God. But let
me tell you, when you do talk with Him, it’s like heaven on
earth. 
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I was sitting in my big chair one day praying. I mean
really praying.  I had God on the line. I prayed, “Lord, you
know how I love Sonny, but he doesn’t love you. If you don’t
talk to him, he will be lost forever. I couldn’t stand that.
Would you talk to him? Today?” God seldom talks out loud,
but He can speak to your mind in unmistakable words. This is
what He said, “I love him too, I’ll talk to him.”

From that time on, Uncle Sonny changed his attitude. He
allowed me to talk to him about prayer and his relationship
with God. I could never do that before. Now when I talk to
him on the phone, he tells me he is praying and that is what is
sustaining him through his difficult health problems.

Sonny and I had communion together when I visited him
in August 2008.  He says he is ready to stand before God. How
is that for the work of a Sovereign Lord? How is that for a
genuine talk with God?

Sonny went home to be with the Lord on January 5, 2009.
I look forward to meeting him and the rest of the family.

I am concerned about the spiritual condition of America.
The satanic effort to remove Christianity from public view is
alarming. 

Islam is gaining a foothold in our beloved country. They
are out  to destroy our Christian heritage and make Islam the
state religion. Anyone who does not follow their god, Allah,
is considered an infidel. And, their religion teaches them to
kill anyone who will not convert 

There is hope. When I stand in front of the mirror, I see a
man whose God is “compassionate and gracious, slow to
anger, abounding in love and faithfulness. . . . Righteousness
and justice are the foundation of [His] throne, love and
faithfulness go before [Him].”

Best of all, “he will command his angels concerning you
to guard you in all your ways; they will lift you up in their
hands, so that you will not strike your foot against a stone.”

That’s what I see when I stand in front of the mirror. So,
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come  Jessy and Ben, “Come, let us sing for joy to the Lord;
let us shout aloud to the Rock of our salvation. Let us come
before him with thanksgiving and extol him with music and
song. Let us bow down in worship, let us kneel before the
Lord our Maker; for He is our God and we are the people of
his pasture, the flock under his care.”     

                  Mirror of My Mind: Grandma
               My Interpretation of Proverbs 31

I have already written what I saw when I looked in the
mirror, but Grandma has not. This book, however, would not
be complete without it. So, from my helpmate relationship, I
will put in print what I see in the mirror of my mind. 

“A good woman,” Solomon said, “is hard to find.”But in
spite of the shortage, God fashioned and reserved a few for a
special purpose. One of them, Grandma Eva, is now in the
mirror of my mind.

God held that precious jewel in reserve just for me. He
brought her into my life at just the right time and in just the
right place.  She is “worth far more than diamonds.”

I trust her without “reserve, and I have never had reason
to regret it.” She has “never been spiteful.”And, she has
“treated me generously” since we first met.

I could never tell you how Grandma stood with me when
we were on the mission field. She never complained about
being a missionary’s wife. She was with me all the way, “for
better or for worse.” Her presence and encouragement kept me
through every bend in the road. I will be forever grateful.   

The woman I see in my mind, is a great homemaker. She
is actually the one who makes this house a home. She is the
one who does the grocery shopping and insists on keeping the
pantry well-stocked. 

She keeps the house in order so we are not embarrassed
by visitors. She keeps the washer and dryer humming-we
always have clean clothes and bedding. 
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She pays all the bills and keeps the check book balanced.
Her diligence has saved us hundreds of dollars. She manages
our affairs like a champ. Oh yes, there are slip ups, but she
doesn’t give up!

And let me tell you, she loves going to garage sales. Why,
most of my clothes, shoes, and garden tools, are her bargains.
It is true of her wardrobe too. That is not to mention all the
things she bought for you guys. I can’t put a price tag on them,
but she has saved us a lot of money.    

The woman I see in the mirror of my mind is devoted to
her family. Her attention is focused on my well-being as well
as yours (Tim, Dana, Jess, and Ben).

She thoroughly enjoys being a grandma. You kids are her
pride and joy and she talks about you often. The holidays and
your birthdays, are great fun times for her. I think she goes
overboard, but you know what she says? “They will only be
kids once.” 

No doubt about it, she plays the “grandma role” very well.
And, like the woman of Proverbs 31, “her children respect and
bless her.” I admire her and “join in with words of praise.”

The woman in the mirror of my mind has a very tender
heart. She is “quick to assist anyone in need and reaches out to
help the poor.” I couldn’t say enough about her consideration
for the necessities and comfort of others.

Grandma gives without thought of reward. Giving is as
much a part of her as her wardrobe. She will give “the shirt off
her back,” but don’t try to cheat her. She won’t allow it.   

“Many women have done wonderful things, but Grandma
outclassed them all. Charm can mislead and beauty soon fades.
The woman to be admired and praised is the woman who lives
in the Fear-of-God.”

 That image, Jess and Ben, is what I see when I look in the
mirror of my mind. When we all get to heaven, there will not
be any more mirror images. Mirrors are imperfect at best, but
then, oh, then, we will stand in pure light, pure truth, and see
things as God sees them. Oh, happy day. 
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              Our Times: Historical Perspective

Children are curious about the historical times in which
their grandparents lived. It will interest you to know that we
were born at a critical time in our nation’s history. I have
already mentioned the Great Depression. There were, however,
other great events, discoveries, inventions, and ways we lived,
that will amaze you.

We were only one year old when the first Dust Bowl
(1935) occurred, but the dust storms did not cease in that year.
I have already described one that Glenn was caught up in.
Between 1935-1939, many people from the Midwest fled to
California as their farms were completely blown away. Their
exodus to the West is recorded  in Grapes of Wrath. You may
want to read it for more details.  

When we were two years old, the first helicopter was
introduced (1936) and when we were five years old the jet
engine was born(1939). They must have been very primitive
machines compared to the big commercial jets and combat
versions we have today. 

World War II was a major event of our lifetime.
Patriotism was unquestionable. No one would have thought
about protesting.  I remember collecting scrap iron for the war
effort and buying Defense Savings Stamps and bonds. I
remember Mom’s Victory Garden and rationing.

The war opened up a lot of industrial jobs resulting in a
great migration of country folks to larger cities, particularly to
the North and West. If you recall, my family went to California
to be with Sonny who was drafted, but we also went because
of the many jobs available. Dad went to work at Kaiser Steel
Mill making steel for the famous Liberty Ships.

The Manhattan Project (1941-1945), was the organization
that developed the atomic bomb. It existed when we were
seven to eleven years of age.

 In 1945 the US dropped the first atomic bombs on
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, Japan, effectively ending World War
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II. It resulted in a terrible loss of human lives, but necessary to
save America from domination by another world power. 

Work done by the Manhattan Project, launched our
nuclear energy programs. The first nuclear reactor was built in
1942 when we were eight years old. The country got its first
electricity from atomic power in 1951.

Israel became a nation in 1948, just as the Bible predicted.
On the day Israel was inaugurated, she was attacked by several
surrounding Arab  nations. Unorganized, ill-equipped, and
without military experience, she won. I should say, God
delivered them.  

Israel was attacked again in 1967 (we were thirty-three
years old). The same story: God delivered them. In October
1973, their Arab enemies tried again to wipe them off the map,
Israel won a decisive, overwhelming victory. 

In 2006, Muslim forces  again aligned themselves against
Israel. Among them was Iran who is currently developing
nuclear weapons to destroy them. Newscast in March 2009,
have confirmed that Iran now has the material, equipment, and
expertise to develop a nuclear bomb. 

The Christian world is looking on with anticipation. We
are asking, “Is this the hour when God Himself will intervene
in a miraculous way to deliver His people once and for all?”

You guys couldn’t live without the computer, but did you
know that we were five years old before the first digital
computer came on the market (1939)? It was a humongous
apparatus that was housed in a room by itself. The transistor,
which allowed smaller versions, did not come on the market
until 1947. The integrated circuit, which allowed even smaller,
handheld computers, was not developed until we were 24
years old (1958).  The first home computer did not come out
until 1975 and IBM did not reveal the first PC until 1981.

Did you know that you couldn’t even get on the Internet
until 1973 and the World Wide Web until 1990? 

I am told television has been around since the early 1900s,
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but TV programing came much later. Sonny bought a black
and white set about 1950, but color TV did not arrive until
later. Fiber optics, which is now used for cable TV, was put on
the market in 1955. 

I can still remember one of my favorite TV shows, Cecil,
The Dinosaur. There were a lot of cartoons in those days. I
also liked war stories and westerns. 

The only time I remember Dad missing church was the
Sunday  Kathy Fiscus fell into an abandoned well near our
home. It was covered by TV and Dad just had to see the
outcome.

The Bradfords had electricity, but they didn’t have a TV
until they moved to California in 1953. They had a primitive,
battery operated radio, but they rarely  listened to it  except on
Saturday nights. They never missed the Grand Ole Opry.

Radio has been around a long time, but FM stereo
broadcasts did not begin until 1958. We were in Costa Rica at
the time.

Music recordings were important in our teenage years. I
don’t know when the old 78 rpm records came into existence,
but the 33 1/3 rpm came in 1948 and the 45 rpm in 1949.
Stereo LP recordings did not come on the market until 1958.

After that, things began to change pretty fast. When we
were 29 years old, Compact Cassette Recordings appeared
Eight track tape players made their debut in 1966 and the first
VHS Video recordings were put out in1976.  Laserdisc video
recordings came in 1978. Compact disks were on the shelves
in 1983, but DVD recordings didn’t arrive until 1996. Can you
believe it? We didn’t buy a DVD player until 2006, but even
now we don’t use it very often.

Harry S. Truman became president in 1945 and died in
1952,  the year we graduated from high school. The Korean
War (1950-1953) occurred on his watch. It was so unpopular
that President Truman called it a “police action.” More than
54,000 men lost their lives. And the media described us as the
first Americans to have ever “lost” a war. Now, however, it is
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pretty much agreed on that we accomplished a great deal by
driving the North Koreans back to where they belonged.

I was in college during the Korean War and was not
subject to being drafted. I was however, as I wrote earlier,
eligible for the draft after I graduated in 1955. 

The Cold War (1946-1989), confrontations between
America and Russia, continued from the time we were 12
years old until we were 55.  The race to put a man in space
was the most spectacular, but development of nuclear devices
and missiles was the most dangerous.

In 1962, the Cold War almost became the war that
destroyed the world. It was called the Cuban missile crisis. We
were only 28 years old at the time. Your Dad was not yet born.
We were glued to the TV as the Russian ship carrying nuclear
armed missiles, sailed toward Cuba.  

John F. Kennedy was president at the time. He boldly
confronted the Russians with no uncertain terms. Turn the ship
around and dismantle the Cuban missile sites or suffer the
consequences. The confrontation went on for several days.
Eventually the Russian ship turned around and went home.
The immediate crisis was over, a nuclear war averted.

President Reagan took a hard position with the Russians.
He called them an “evil empire.” He continued to arm
America so we would be prepared in case of war.  

On June 12, 1987, he made a speech to the people of West
Berlin, “Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this wall,” he said. And in
1989, it came down. Russia could not keep up with the arms
race nor the exploration in space race so they fell apart. 

September 11, 2001, Islamic terrorists (most of them from
Saudi Arabia) hijacked four commercial airliners. They flew
two of them into the Twin Towers in New York City, killing
more than three thousand people. Another crashed into the
Pentagon. The fourth one was headed toward the White House
when brave passengers attacked the terrorists on board causing
the plane to crash in an open field killing everyone.  
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President Bush immediately declared war on terrorism
and with any country that helped them. Afghanistan was the
headquarters of Islamic terrorists and the Al Queda. They were
given sanctuary and a place to train. President Bush, without
any hesitation, ordered our military forces into Afghanistan
and subsequently into Iraq. 

We are now fighting in Iraq for the third time. Saddam
Hussein  has been deposed and a democratic government set
up. It is very shaky. No one knows if the democracy will
survive or not. 

In November 2008, the American people elected a Black
president for the first time. He is the most liberal president
ever to sit in the White House. It is frightening. He seems to be
against every thing the Church values dearly. 

God only knows the last event of our times. He is
Sovereign of the Universe, so with  utmost confidence, we
leave these matters in His hands.  

                      What We Have Learned

One cannot sail life’s sea for seventy-five years and not
learn important lessons–lessons worthy of consideration by the
next generation. So, I am passing on to you some of the things
we have learned.   

It is difficult to know where to start, but in writing this
chapter I have been reminded of a lesson learned many times
over--trust God. That’s not just a cliche. It is most important.

 Ben, you were here when I punched Alt, Control, and
Delete on the computer keyboard and destroyed years of work
on this book. I was almost in tears when I told you and
Grandma about it. I couldn’t understand why such a thing
would happen. Years of work down the drain didn’t make
sense. Half jokingly, I told Grandma, “perhaps there was
something I had written that God didn’t like.”

Disappointed, but determined, I began to reconstruct the
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lost material (I had a partial backup to work from). But the
question remained, “Why?” I awoke this morning about 4:00
a.m. with the answer: This chapter was incomplete. The things
I had included were not the most important lessons learned and
I was about to conclude it without further consideration.
Apparently that was not in “the plan.” The real lessons we
have learned became clear and my trust in God was renewed.

Trust God. He sees the whole picture–from the beginning
to the end. When we stand before our Maker, He will see and
judge the complete person, not one act. When He says “Well
done,” it will be for the work of a lifetime.

I have learned that one should not spend a lifetime
searching for a “special call.” God has given each of us special
talents. Our “special call” is to define that talent(s), develop it
to its fullest and use it as an act of worship. God gave it to us
for a purpose.

You will not always see how or where God is leading you.
But you can rest assured He is doing so. David wrote, “Your
path led through the sea, your way through the mighty waters,
though your footprints were not seen. You led your people like
a flock ” (Ps. 77:19, 20). Even though you will go through
some terrible times, the good Shepherd will lead you. So keep
using the talent He gave you whatever the situation or
circumstance. 

I have learned that every one of my actions are making
memories for someone. Every time Bernice interceded for me,
every time Glen loaned me his Model A or pickup, every time
Sonny took me fishing or out for entertainment, every time
Burb sent me a dollar, or took me fishing, every time Dad
taught me a Bible verse or Mom patted my hand, they were
making precious memories for me.

The Bradford family sang “Working the Road–making it
easy for those behind.” That is what each of us should
do–make life’s road easier for those we come in contact with,
especially our loved ones.

We have learned that God forgives. He expects us to do
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what is right–repeated sin is not acceptable to Him. Some sins
may in fact, have long-lasting effects. And we may have to
live with their consequences the rest of our lives. Yet, God
forgives. 

We have learned the value of integrity. When I was a
young boy, the family laughed at my exaggerated stories. One
of my favorites was telling how I knocked a big man off the
bridge and escaped his grasp. Shamefully, exaggerations (lies)
lasted into my youth. They were no longer cute stories.

Later in life, when I was accused of stealing a boy’s shop
project, I saw the value of integrity. Sonny defended me with
the words, “Jackie doesn’t do things like that! I don’t want to
ever hear of him being accused again.” People will stand up
for a boy or girl of integrity. Truth can stand alone.

We have learned the importance of marriage–one man and
one woman--united as one family. The sanctity of marriage is
under unprecedented attack and family life is being destroyed.
The gay lifestyle, homosexual marriages, and abortion, are
now protected by law in some states. 

We have learned that life begins at conception. We had
not given much thought to that idea until abortion was
legalized in the 1960's. We were not alone. Pastors and laymen
everywhere took for granted that life began when a baby was
born, when they took their first breath–the breath of life. Not
so! Scriptures that were once passed over as irrelevant, have
become clear. Life is sacred from conception.

We have learned to be suspicious of those who declare
human beings evolved from the lowest of creatures. Man is the
highest order of God’s creation; made in the image of God
Himself. Contrary to recent developments in DNA, man did
not evolve. “Everything was created through him; nothing–not
one thing–came into being without him.” (John 1: 3 MSG). To
say otherwise is a slap in God’s face. 

We have learned the importance of family. Moms and
dads deserve  respect. God commanded that we honor them
(Ex. 20:12). Children learn respect.  It is not inherent in their
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nature. Respect for parents is the first step in that process.
Most children, who do not learn respect, become delinquent,
a disgrace to the family, and the community.

We have learned the importance of attending Church  and
bonding with those of like values. Your friends and family,
people of your own faith and values, are indispensable. 

The secular world looks down on the Church. They say it
is an antiquated institution standing in the way of progress.
The truth is they want to do their own thing. If our nation
continues down the present road, Christianity will become
irrelevant to American life.

We have learned that devotions are the most important
activity of the day. When you get up in the morning, do your
devotions first. You will be growing up in troublesome times.
You will need God’s help every moment of every day.
Without Him, you will be defeated, with Him, you can “do all
things through Christ who strengthens you.” 

We have learned that ten percent of our income belongs
to the Lord. It’s not discretionary. If we keep it, we are robbing
God. He gives us ninety percent of what we earn. That’s a
bargain. He wants ten percent for the work of the church.

Grandma and I have faithfully returned the Lord’s tithes
and we have given offerings over and above that for the work
of the ministry. It has paid great dividends. God has given us
great health and prosperity. Without really planning for it, we
have a retirement plan that takes care of all our needs. For that
we give Him praise.

We have learned that life is short, like a puff of smoke it’s
gone. My mom kept a motto on our wall for many years,
“Only One Life, It Will Soon Be Past, Only What’s Done for
God Will Last.” 

In our youth we think very little about growing old.
Grandma and I felt like we would live until the Lord
returns–we may still do that–but we have learned that life is
short. The greater part of our life’s work is over. Only What
Was Done for God will survive for eternity.
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                            Chapter Six

                    Measuring a Tree

I read one time that a “tree is best measured when it is
lying down.” When it is young, it’s easily measured, but the
longer it lives, when its roots grow deep, and it survives the
test of time, it gets taller. During that time you can only
estimate its height. When it is lying down you measure its true
height. 

So it is with a life. The longer a person lives, the more of
life he experiences, and the deeper his roots go down, the taller
(more significant) his life will be.   

Grandma and I are like growing trees–75 years old. Our
roots have grown deep, we have survived the test of time, and
we are standing tall. God only knows how much longer “our
times” will last.

 The Bible says that our lives are like a plume of smoke,
a blade of grass, or like a shadow that passes. We understand
that now, time has passed very quickly. 

Hopefully, our “plume of smoke” will last long enough
to see you guys grow to be tall trees in God’s beautiful land.
“So be strong, show yourself a man [woman], and observe
what the Lord your God requires: Walk in his ways, and keep
his decrees and his commands, his laws and requirements, so
that you may prosper in all you do and wherever you go.”  

                                                                     (1 Kings 2:2)
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We are going to be very careful in estimating the height
of our trees. We are not down yet. We don’t know what their
actual heights will be. 

Instead, we will reminisce–look back on things past–and
bring to mind our “growth years.” We’ll remind ourselves, and
you, of God’s thoughts and plans for us these many years. 

 With the deepest respect for my Lord, I question that  my
“call to the ministry” was from Him. It could have been of my
own making or, perhaps my mom and dad. They felt deeply
that God  had a special place for me in His kingdom. And I felt
I had a duty to pursue it. So, down the road I went, searching
for that illusive call.

I referred early to David Jeremiah’s poem, A Bend in the
Road and throughout this book that analogy has been used.
Now, I want you to read the complete poem:

Sometimes we come to life’s crossroads
And we view what we think is the end.

But God has a much wider vision
And He knows that it’s only a bend–
The road will go on and get smoother
And after we’ve stopped for a rest, 
The path that lies hidden beyond us

Is often the path that is best.
So rest and relax and grow stronger,
Let go and let God share your load

And have faith in a brighter tomorrow.
You’ve just come to a bend in the road.

Grandma and I came to many crossroads and we didn’t
know which way to go. The road that lay ahead was hidden
from us. We had to make decisions not knowing if we were
obeying “the call”or not. We prayed the decisions would keep
us on the road, but we had to walk by faith.  

Now, we know the path He took us on was best. He
designed the bends in the road so that we might grow stronger
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and have a bright tomorrow. 

Think about this: leaving home to attend a Christian
college stimulated my mental and spiritual growth. I learned
a lot about the Bible. And at the International Preparatory
Institute I experienced the diversity of cultures and the good in
all of them. I gained a knowledge of Spanish that built my self-
confidence to the highest ever. And the years of study and
service on the mission field built a priceless spiritual
foundation that will never be destroyed. For that I will be
eternally grateful.

There is another very wonderful, very important, outcome
in my search for ministry: God built a marriage relationship
second to none.

Think about this: Grandma and I dated for only a few
months. Most of our courtship took place via phone calls and
letters. We hardly knew each other. (I don’t recommend such
a short engagement). 

We had been married only six and half months when we
left for the mission field. In foreign lands cultures are
different. You are out of your element, like a fish out of water.
It’s then you need someone near who understands where you
are coming from.

Grandma and I needed each other in those days–we had to
get close. We depended on each other. We worked together
and became very close friends and confidants. Bonding took
place that endures to this day. 

Perhaps God planned the mission field experience more
for Grandma and me than anyone else. You see, even today, I
would rather be with Grandma more than any other person. I
really enjoy being alone with her.

I have come to believe that God’s plans for individuals are
not cut and dried. Each part of one’s life is a progressive series
of jobs, geographical locations, and situations, all of which,
when connected together form a complete whole, much like
the pieces of a puzzle. The completed puzzle, the tree lying
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down, is the true picture of God’s handiwork. Then, and only
then, should a man’s height be judged–not by men, but by the
Judge Himself.

Our duty is to be persistent; to sail on and on and never
give up. Joaquin Miller’s poem, “Columbus”has a message for
all of us. I highly recommend it.

                                  COLUMBUS

Behind him lay the gray Azores,
Behind the gates of Hercules:

Before him not the ghost of shores;
Before him only shoreless seas.

The good mate said: “Now must we pray,
For lo! the very stars are gone.

Brave Admr’l, speak; what shall I say?”
Why, say: “Sail on! sail on! and on!”

“My men grow mutinous day by day;
My men grow ghastly, wan and weak.”

The stout mate thought of home; a spray
Of salt wave washed his swarthy cheek.

“What shall I say, brave Admr’l, say,
If we sight naught but seas at dawn?”
“Why, you shall say at break of day:

“Sail on! sail on! and on!”

They sailed and sailed, as winds might blow,
Until at last the blanched mate said:
“Why, not even God would know
Should I and all my men fall dead.
These very winds forget their way, 

For God from these dread seas is gone.
Now speak, brave Admr’l; speak and say”

He said: “Sail on! sail on! and on!”
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They sailed. They sailed. Then spake the mate:
“This mad sea shows his teeth tonight.

He curls his lip, he lies in wait,
With lifted teeth, as if to bite!

Brave Admr’l, say but one good word:
What shall we do when hope is gone?”
The words leapt like a leaping sword:

“Sail on! sail on! and on!” 

Then, pale and worn, he paced his deck,
And peered through darkness. Ah, that night

Of all dark nights! And then a speck-
A light! A light! At last a light!
It grew, a starlit flag unfurled!

It grew to be Time’s burst of dawn.
He gained a world; he gave the world

Its greatest lesson: “On! sail on!”

               Sail On! Sail On! Sail On, And On!

Jessy, Ben, Sail On! Sail on! Sail on! and on! There will
be times while you are on the sea of life that the “very stars”
will be obscure. Men and women around you will grow “wan
and weak,” fearful of the stormy sea around them. You’ll be
tempted to think that “not even God would know should . . .
you fall dead” and you will wonder, “what shall I do when
hope is gone?” There will be times when you will peer through
darkness, “Ah, that night of all dark nights,” when your
precious little ship with its treasured cargo, is being driven
toward disaster, there will appear “A light! A light! At last a
light!” A light will burst on the dawn of a new day. You will
gain a world not even in your wildest imagination.

Sail on, guys! No matter what happens, sail on. Never,
never, give up! Keep your eyes on the One who created you;
the One who “planned how many days you would live” and
“wrote down the number of them” in His book.
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Shipmates, I leave you with these words from The
Message:

 Honor and enjoy your Creator while you’re still young,
Before the years take their toll and your vigor wanes, 

Before your vision dims and the world blurs
 And the winter years keep you close to the fire.

In old age, your body no longer serves you so well. 
Muscles slacken, grip weakens, joints stiffen. 

The shades are pulled down on the world. 
You can’t come and go at will. Things grind to a halt.

The hum of the household fades away.
You are wakened now by bird-song.

Hikes to the mountains are a thing of the past.
Even a stroll down the road has its terrors.

Your hair turns apple-blossom white,
Adorning a fragile and impotent matchstick body.

Yes, you’re well on you way to eternal rest.
While your friends make plans for your funeral.

Life, lovely while it lasts, is soon over.
Life as we know it, precious and beautiful, ends.

The body is put back in the same ground it came from.
The spirit returns to God, who first breathed it.   

                                                       Ecclesiates 12:1-7

With our deepest love,

       Papa Jackie and Grandma Eva 
                 

                            


