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 Introduction

I was in a Bible study about Israelites straying
into idol worship. When I realized these Israelites were
1st and 2nd generation descendants of the
same people for whom God had parted the Red Sea to allow the
Israelite’s escape from Egypt, I was horrified. I said, “How could
the children and grandchildren of the people who saw the miracles
of God that enabled them to leave Egypt start worshiping little
statues instead of their God of miracles? Did they not know? Did
their forefathers not tell them?” All of a sudden, I felt like the
roof had fallen on my head! I have not told all my grandchildren
about the miracles God has done for me. I have thought about this
every day since that day.

Some in the family have told me that my family will
probably not even be willing to read this. My answer to that is
that God has put on my heart to do this. So, I will do this. Who
reads it is not up to me. I would love to read about my
grandmother’s life written by her. Maybe someday a great grandchild
may read this.

A side benefit is that as I continue to age, my mind
may not be able to recall my life. I have had a wonderful life and
hope to enjoy my memories as I age. If I cannot remember my
wonderful life, I will read these writings and enjoy!

Precious memories, unseen
angels

Sent from somewhere to my
soul

How they linger, ever near
me

And the sacred past
unfolds.

Precious memories how they
linger

How they ever flood my
soul

In the stillness of the
midnight

Precious sacred scenes
unfold.

It is not possible to fully understand the meaning
of these miracles in my life without some of my life story. My
purpose is not to write the great American novel. It has been a
very long time since I studied sentence structure or verb tenses or
placement of commas. I know we loved commas more when I was in
school than they are loved today. I don’t even remember what a
dangling participle is, so I am sure that I will dangle plenty of
them. There will be plenty of misspelled words. Please spread a
little grace and mercy upon these writings and don’t bother
pointing the mistakes out.

This is all done out of love for my family and the
love of my God. I did not always recognize God’s hand on
circumstances at the time it was happening. Sometimes it takes
looking back to see God’s hand at work. As I have aged, I have more
time to look back, and it is with wiser eyes that I do look
back.

Now I will share.
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Humble Beginnings

January 1943 was one of the coldest in history in
Oklahoma. I was born on January 10, 1943. My dad was at bootcamp
preparing to go to war when I was born. His first allotment check
from the Coast Guard was not on time. The government was late – can
you imagine that? My mother did not have the $7.00 to pay the
Okmulgee hospital. They almost did not admit her. She mailed the
$7.00 to the hospital when she got the first check.

My mother’s father was very dark with coal black
hair. He came the next day to pick up my mother and myself to go to
Nuyaka to his and Grandma Lanny Belle’s farm. Ike (my grandfather)
told the nurse that she brought the wrong baby to them. The only
other baby in the hospital nursery was a little Indian baby with
black hair. My mother had black hair like Grandpa, and yet there I
was in my mother’s arms, pale and pink with very blond hair.

Mother set her glass of water beside her bed and it
froze solid the first night we were at my grandparent’s home. The
only heat in the old farmhouse was from a pot belly stove in the
living room. My grandmother would wash my diapers each day with
water from the well that was heated on the wood cooking stove in
the kitchen. She used a rub board to wash the diapers. The diapers
would freeze before she finished hanging them on the clothesline
outside.

My mother gave me my baby book a few years before
she died. The interesting thing I read in the baby book was a list
of visitors. My dad’s two sisters-in-law from Morris came to visit
and meet me with gifts. This might sound normal as we all do this
today to welcome a new baby into the family. These two aunts came
in a big farm truck with no heat in freezing temperatures over
unpaved, wet, snowy, dirt roads for some distance.

When I read that it made me love them more than
ever. Isn’t it wonderful how God’s family plan gives us extended
family? A child can never have too many people who love them.
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Grandma and Grandpa Loyd’s farmhouse
at Nuyaka, Oklahoma.
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Grandma and Grandpa Loyd taken on
their 50th wedding anniversary in 1950.

FROM FARM TO OCEAN

When I was six weeks old my mother and I started the
bus ride to Palm Beach, Florida. This is where my father was
stationed after boot camp. All the Coast Guard men would ride their
horses along the coast 24 hours a day looking for enemy ships and
submarines. He would have one night a week to come and stay with
us. Mother said sometimes we would meet him with a lunch packed and
visit with him during his lunch break.
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My mother and me in
Florida.
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Me in Florida in 1944.

FROM OCEAN BACK TO LAND

I was a little over a year when my dad was deployed
to a tanker ship. He sailed oceans and seas to refuel warships.
After leaving my dad, Mother and I rode the bus to Chattanooga,
Tennessee. Mother’s sister and husband lived there. They were my
Aunt Buck and Uncle Levi. Aunt Buck worked days in a sock mill.
Mother got a job at the same mill working nights.

Aunt Buck watched over me while Mother worked
nights. Mother was born up in the mountains above Chattanooga in
Alabama. Mother’s family moved to Okmulgee, Oklahoma from Alabama
when she was five years old. My mother was the next to youngest of
nine children. At that time, the three oldest children were grown.
Two of her sisters ended up living back close to where they had
grown up. That is why Aunt Buck and Uncle Levi lived in
Chattanooga.
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Uncle Levi and Aunt Buck many years
later holding my son Steve.

FROM TENNESSEE TO OKLAHOMA

After some time, my mother and I rode the bus to
Beggs, Oklahoma to live with another of Mother’s sisters, Aunt Mary
Dee, who had four girls living in a small house. What are two more
anyway? My mother got a job at Hughes Aircraft in Tulsa working
nights while I slept. My mother worked using a rivet gun to attach
wings, etc. to planes. During World War II most men went to war.
Women came forward to do what had always been men’s work in
factories. These jobs were making things needed in the war. They
were helping in the war effort. The ladies in these jobs were
called “Rosie the Riveter”. Before the war, there were not many
jobs for women outside of the home.

A little while later, we moved back in with my
mother’s parents. She paid someone who also worked at Hughes in
Tulsa for rides to work. Again, she worked nights while my
grandmother watched me. Mother’s sisters, Delia, and her daughter,
Jenney, were also living at Grandma and Grandpa’s farm. My cousin
Jenney was my first playmate. She has always been so special to me.
I have fond memories of that time with so many living in that
little farmhouse. Now we think we need such big houses with lots of
bathrooms. We all lived in four rooms with no bathrooms.

I was only two years old when we lived with my
grandparents in Nuyaka, but I remember small pieces of events of
that time. I remember being in a small, one-room church. As the
minister finished his sermon, a beautiful young bride came down the
aisle in a white wedding dress. That was the first wedding I
attended.

One night, Mother and I were in a car with two other
people. This car kept dying. The man driving would get out and wind
it up in front. Eventually, we got back to my grandparents’ house.
I just remember the man kept getting out and winding the car.

When we came back to Oklahoma, Aunt Buck and Uncle
Levi moved from Chattanooga to a little house across the road from
my grandparents. They had two boys several years older than me. I
remember the two boys carrying me all over the farm. There were
steps to go over the fence. You would walk up three steps and down
three steps to get over the fence. One of them set me over the
fence and then walked up and down these steps to get to the other
side. The problem was the place they set me was in the middle of a
big red ant bed. I remember that very well. I was bitten all over.
My poor cousin cried because he felt so bad for me. He loved me. I
always had so many people who loved me.

Aunt Buck and Uncle Levi moved back to Chattanooga
after the war and lived there until their death. We did visit them
several times over the years. Barry and I later took the three boys
to visit them in Chattanooga.

One of the saddest things to me is that I am an only
child. I am so thankful to God that my mother was not an only
child. What would have happened to Mother and me during the war if
she had been an only child? My mother always paid the families to
live with them. That helped them with money also.

THE WAR WAS OVER

On Christmas Day 1945, my dad came home to us at my
grandparents’ house. He had hitched a ride with someone and
everyone ran to the car. I remember crawling upon the couch and on
my knees, I looked out the window. Aunt Delia came running back to
tell me to come out and see my dad. I told her that was not my dad.
I had carried a picture of my dad in his sailor uniform for over a
year. That man did not have on a sailor uniform so he could not be
my dad. I finally did have to accept the fact that he was my dad
because everyone I knew kept telling me that he was my dad.
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We Became Farmers

My mother had rented a very little house down the
road from my grandparents. She had bought a couch and chair, a
table and china cabinet, their bed and a baby bed for me. We lived
there until we found a farm to rent.

The farm we found was outside of Morris, close to my
dad’s two brothers. With all the men coming home from the war, it
was hard to find farms to rent. This house had no electricity, no
well and the stool of the outhouse had no walls. My dad built walls
and a roof for more privacy. My mother had saved money from her
working while Dad was away to buy cows and chickens. We were a
working farm.

We had an ice box which kept milk and meat. We
killed and dressed chickens and took them into Morris where we had
rented a locker at the ice house. Each week we would go to the ice
house in Morris to get ice and meat to bring home for meals for
that week. The ice and meat would go into the ice box. Most days we
had pinto beans and cornbread.

I remember a very bad winter week that had deep snow
and ice. We could not get to our locker in town. I looked out the
back door and saw a bucket with snow and birds in it. My dad had
shot the birds for us to eat that week. We dealt with life as best
we could! I am so thankful for the lessons that I learned at such a
young age.

Each Saturday we went to the big town of Okmulgee.
At the fire station we filled milk cans with water to use the next
week. We sold Mother’s chicken eggs. I fondly remember that every
Saturday we went to the restaurant to eat a hamburger and ice cream
cone. What a treat Saturday was!

I usually had a nickel or dime to take to Kress Five
& Dime store. I always took a long time to choose what I wanted
to buy. One Saturday there was a long, long line outside of Kress.
We did not know why. We could not get into the store except by
getting into the line. We slowly moved down the sidewalk and
finally into the store.

THE MARCH OF DIMES

As we moved into the store we went past a lady in an
iron lung. The top of the iron lung was glass so she could see her
surroundings and the machine was pressurized so she could breathe.
She had polio.

Polio was a really bad disease which sometimes left
people unable to walk and not able to breathe. The purpose of the
parade by the iron lung was to educate people about this terrible
illness. There was no TV to learn about such things. Also as you
walked by the iron lung, you were to put a dime in a container. The
money was to help fight the disease and to pay for research for a
cure.

This organization became known as the March of
Dimes. The name came from the march by the iron lung and the dimes
paid by the people who marched by. The March of Dimes still exists
to collect money to fight other illnesses. Children were the most
likely to get polio. President Roosevelt did have polio as an adult
and had leg braces for the rest of his life.

When Barry and I first married and lived in Houston,
we stood in a long line to go into a tent. We received the Salk
vaccination for polio. Dr. Salk and his vaccine put an end to
polio. Still today, children receive the Salk vaccine as babies to
prevent this disease. Our shot was free. The sign in the tent said,
“Paid for by the March of Dimes.”

SEWING TOOK TWO PEOPLE

My mother and I made us matching dresses. Mother had
a sewing machine that was a portable (not a treadle sewing
machine). I would sit on the table and turn the knob on the wheel
while Mother guided the fabric. It took a long time to make those
two dresses. My arm would get tired. I was only three years old. I
loved doing it. Oh, how I loved those matching dresses!

Flour was bought in printed cotton fabric sacks. You
would pick out a print fabric you liked and hopefully that same
print fabric could be bought several times. Then you would make a
dress.
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Mother and me in matching dresses
made by my hand turning the wheel.

LINE UP FOR YOUR PUNISHMENT

There was a family with many kids who lived down the
road from me. They lived down yonder past the cotton field. I love
the word “yonder.” One time I went down to play. There was a girl
one year older than me and one who was one year younger than me.
They were very poor but we had so much fun playing together that I
thought that they were rich.

On one visit, one or maybe several of the kids had
put their mother over the edge. She said that they all, except the
baby, had to line up in front of her. Each one got two smacks on
the bottom as they got to her lap. The two older boys held me in
the line for my turn. They were laughing so hard. I finally got on
all fours on the floor and climbed between the legs of several
before I managed to get out of their reach and headed out the door.
I ran all the way home with my heart beating so fast! I had just
arrived when the lineup was ordered. I knew that I had done nothing
for which I should be punished. I had just gotten there. I was so
scared then, but now the memory makes me smile.

NO TV, JUST WONDERFUL PEOPLE

Mrs. Ashley lived down the road a ways from our
house. She was a good friend to me and brought so much light into
my life. She was my older friend who always had time to spend with
me. She was a widow and her son was away in the Army at that
time.

Mrs. Ashley had every animal you could imagine. She
even had a pet skunk that had been deodorized. I loved to go down
and help her feed all her animals. She had ducks and cows and all
in between. She farmed the farm herself, and I am sure she had
plenty to do without me showing up to visit and take her time. I
guess my parents thought I was so great that everyone was sure to
be happy to see me.

Mrs. Ashley’s front yard was a big flower garden. I
loved everything about being with my older friend. We sometimes
worked in the flower garden. Maybe my love of my flower gardens
started in Mrs. Ashley’s front yard.

One visit was a bit stressful. Mrs. Ashley was
putting a new roof on a small barn. I went up on the roof with her.
I handed the shingles to her. I jumped off the roof to the ground
with my foot landing on an old shingle with a nail sticking up. It
went deep into my foot. Mrs. Ashley was afraid my parents would be
upset. They told her not to worry about it because I was always
doing something like that. A little alcohol on it and away I went.
We didn’t go to doctors. I think I just developed a good immune
system. I remember I was not going to cry because I did not want
Mrs. Ashley to feel bad.

Mrs. Ashley had a strong faith. She worked hard but
was always happy for me to be with her. She farmed by herself, but
also made time to work on the flower gardens.

Mrs. Ashley’s well was under her kitchen sink. There
was a red pump that emptied into her kitchen sink. That was the
nearest thing to a modern convenience she had in her life.

Barry and I took Curtis and Keith back to see Mrs.
Ashley many years later. She had a pet squirrel in a big cage. She
gave the two boys a wrapped piece of candy. They gave it to the
squirrel. The squirrel unwrapped and ate that candy in no time at
all. She was older but still the same sweet lady. I thank God I had
Mrs. Ashley in my life. She, along with many others, made my roots
grow deep.

GOOD AND BAD TIMES ON THE FARM

One morning we woke up to find all our cows dead in
a pool of saltwater. Men were drilling a well there. I don’t
remember if it was an oil well or a water well, but it got
saltwater, which our cows had drunk, killing them all. What a hard
blow.

After a year or so, my dad’s brother bought a bigger
house with running water down the road from where he had been
living. We moved into the house where he and family had lived. We
thought we had died and gone to heaven. This house had three
bedrooms, electricity and an indoor bathroom. The problem was that
there was no running water. The bathroom was nice just to have. We
continued to get water at the fire station every Saturday. We could
not get a refrigerator even though we had electricity, so we had to
continue to use the ice box for meat. No refrigerators were made
during the war because factories were all making things for the
war. We put our names on a waiting list to get a refrigerator now
that we had electricity.

This farm had been a dairy farm and had huge dairy
barns and lots of milk cans. I played in those barns for hours at a
time. I would arrange the milk cans in a way that designed walls
and doors. This was my playhouse. My dolls were my playmates. I
talked a lot to them. It takes a lot of imagination for an only
child living on a farm.

I would swing on the swing my father put on a limb
of a big tree. I would watch above as the Oklahoma wind moved
clouds in the sky. I would find rooms in the clouds to decorate in
my mind. I have always loved to decorate even when I did not have a
house in which to put my decorating ideas.

I woke up one morning and it was a beautiful
morning. I was so happy and I did not know why. I have always been
happy unless something really bad is weighing on my mind. That is a
gift from God, and I am thankful for that gift. I went out on the
back step and sat down. I talked to God about this wonderful day.
Then I looked out across the back yard which was covered with
chicken poop. No one would walk across that yard without messing up
their shoes. My mother would cut off the top third of my shoes when
the weather was warm enough. My toes could grow out over the sole
making my shoes last longer. I was in shoes ready for the warm
weather. These shoes would not protect my toes from chicken poop in
that yard. I kept smelling something that really smelled good, not
like chicken poop. I looked to the other side of the back yard and
there growing on a fence was honeysuckle in bloom. I used to ride
on that vine on the fence pretending it was my horse. But now it
had thousands of blooms. There was a brisk wind blowing that
honeysuckle smell over that chicken poop. I could not smell the
chicken poop but just honeysuckle.

I started designing flower beds in my mind. I even
planned what flowers I would plant in these beds along the back of
the house. I remember thanking God for that wind blowing the
honeysuckle smell to me. Then I remember telling God I must be
crazy sitting here in all this chicken poop and being so happy.
Then I got up and went in the house and out the front door so I
could walk out to play without getting chicken poop on my toes.

I always had worn White Shoulders perfume. It
smelled like honeysuckle blossoms. After all these years, White
Shoulders perfume was discontinued a few years ago. I guess most of
the old women like me who remembered fondly the scent of
honeysuckle blossoms have died.

BEES IN THE WALLS

We got bees living in the exterior walls of our
house. These bees made honey inside the walls. I picked up a spoon
to eat my oatmeal. A bee was on the bottom of the spoon. That was
my first bee sting.

My parents took me to stay with my grandmother. I
think there were bees all inside the house before it was over.

My dad’s brother kept bees. He brought a smoker and
his other equipment and marched them to his beehives.

GAMES FARM GIRLS PLAY

My cousin Patti (Patsy then) lived just down the
road. It was the only house to be seen from our house. Patti had
two big sisters, but Patti and I were only a few months apart in
age. We played together a lot.

We made wonderful pretend meals. We made green beans
from the beans on Catalpa trees in the yard. I have a Catalpa tree
in my back yard now so I can show my grandchildren the pretend
green beans.

Patti and I made great mud pies. We made them with
mud and water and then put them in the sun to harden. One day we
found some eggs in the loft of a big barn where we were playing. We
tried to take them to her mother (My Aunt Ola). Aunt Ola was
mopping the floors. The floors were all wet so she would not let us
in. I don’t remember which one of us came up with the idea to make
mud pies with eggs in them. We both thought this was a great idea,
so we used all of the eggs in our mud pies. They made wonderful mud
pies. Aunt Ola did not think this was a good idea at all.

She sold her eggs every Saturday in Okmulgee as my
mother did. Aunt Ola died a few years ago at 98 years old. We made
a trip to Oklahoma to see her a few months before she died. She
always laughed and brought up the egg filled mud pies when we were
together. I cook a lot of Aunt Ola’s recipes now. They are all so
good, but of course
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