Editors' note

Nellie Viola Teets (“Granny” as she was affectionately known to many people in her later years) started writing these memories of her life in 1985, and she continued working on them off and on over the years while she lived in her apartment in the retirement complex Golden West Manor in Boulder, Colorado.  The sections which follow are in the order she wrote them rather than in the order in which the events of her life occurred.  The one exception is the last three sections, which were written for a class Nellie took in the late 1980’s or early 1990’s while living at Golden West Manor.

These memories were typed up by Nellie’s grandsons Russ and Rich Teets and by their wives Janice Teets and Mary Pickett.  Mary also compiled the photos in the appendix.  Elsie Teets edited both the original hand-written memories and later the typed manuscript.
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Early Memories

(February 21, 1985, 10:00 PM):  My shuttle is out of yarn and instead of winding it, I'm going to start some writing.  My mind isn't on weaving, but way way back, wondering about things as they were when I was born. My mother often told me she had been cured by X-rays of cancer of uterus and suffered child birth pains for most of time she carried me because the walls of uterus were hardened by effects of X-ray.

I wasn't expected to amount to much and probably be just a bunch of sores.  Well somewhere I gained strength and have lived a long life — by Grace of God.

Now to go back to beginning the thing I have wondered about so much — where did Mr. and Mrs. Barry Alexander live!  She has told me she was with my mother the night I was born.  Later at church, The Old McCabe Community Church, she told people that Mary Young had a baby girl, they didn't believe her.  Old Dr. McCluggage took care of Mamma and me.  I was born on his birthday and for many years we exchanged birthday cards.

At that time my parents lived on the old Bailey place, across the road from Dollie and Gus Rhinesmith, parents of Ella, later to become wife of Everett Glaves.  The Bally place was north of Victory school.  The house was north and a little beyond the road that divided the sections.  I suppose my brother and sister got most of their schooling at Victory.  George Faler, his daughter Abbie and son Charley had a lovely home south of Victory and on west side of road.  My parents bought 160 acres east of Waverly School, built a four room house and moved to that place when I was six months old.  I dimly remember the old parlor with its hanging lamp (coal oil),  My sister's organ and hearing my parents, brother Cy and Sister Anna sing as she played old songs, “There's Power in the Blood”, “Sunshine in my Soul”, “Higher Ground”.  My sister Anna and Charley Faler were married when I was less then three years old, 24th of May 1905.  She was 15 years old when I was born so was 18 when married.  Cy was 12 years older then I and I know he went to school at Waverly.

The day my sister was married, for some reason my parents moved the big range from its place where the stairs turned, and set it across the north door of the kitchen.  A family by name of Bailey lived 3/4 mile east of us and figured something unusual was going on at our house.  Mr. Bailey got very thirsty driving from their house to ours on his way to Douglass 9 miles away.  So stopped for a drink.  He went to back door and when he knocked my Mother told him to go to the pump, out north of house, so he didn't see into the house or find out anything.  

A short year later Mrs. Bailey saved my life when I had Croup so bad and my Mother was away taking care of her sister who had become paralyzed, after giving birth to baby girl who was given my Middle Name Viola.  I do remember the little house in grove West of Mr. Faler's big house, where my sister and Charley lived. Where Berenice was born and when she was older I remember playing and crawling around on floor with her.

I don't remember when I was given the China Headed doll I call Hazel.  Named for Mrs. Alexander's youngest daughter.  Mamma made her first body, a big soft body and this is not the first head.  Think I broke at least two heads.  I remember once when Mamma went to a Dr. in Atlanta, he looked at my doll and said she had a fever as her cheeks were so flushed.  

I think when Mamma's Aunt Lizzie Coppell and her daughter Cousin Ella Glaves came from Missouri to visit Grandma Parry and Aunt Magdelina Ketch, they brought me the beautiful China Tea set, the little Water Pitcher, six tiny glasses, the Butter dish, Cream and Sugar and spoon holder set or some of my many dolls.  Such nice things which I was very careful not to break.  Papa made me little cupboards out of orange crates or 30 lb. cracker boxes which were nice wooden boxes about the size of a 30 dozen egg crate.  

I remember when Tom Smiley would come with a big wagon load of groceries from the “Cisco” store in Augusta and Mamma would sell him eggs and chickens, and buy little yellow boxes of Grapenut, Coffee Beans, tea leaves and flour and sugar of him.  She had a small Coffee grinder and I would grind the Coffee for her.  One of the sorrows of my life is that we didn't keep the little coffee grinder.  So glad Cousin Marjorie has her Grandma Parry's little Coffee grinder.  

I saw a bedroom set in furniture store window which I thought so beautiful, a creamy enamel set.  Guess I talked about it so much that Mamma got some yellow enamel and said I could paint my bed and dresser so they would be the color I wanted.  I painted and didn't realize until the day of our sale years later when I overheard some ladies wondering what wood was under that yellow enamel, that the Walnut dresser with marble top between two little drawers, three big drawers with tear drop pulls was worth many times as much as the enamel set I had wanted so much.  Don't know what wood was in the bed — was sort of a reddish color.  But the dresser, how often I have wished we had kept it, and I had cleaned off the enamel, when I realized it was a treasure.  

I was about ten years old when my father's brother George who had TB and had lived in an open air tent city in Arizona wrote that he wanted to come live with us, so my Mother said I would have to give up my room.  We packed dishes and dolls away and she gave my Doll Buggy, little cupboards, and other play things to the Ed Doyle Children.  Uncle George spent one night in my room, then moved out onto front porch, so Papa got screen wire and screened in the front porch and put up canvas at west end to protect from the wind and Uncle George slept there until Fall.  Papa built him a nice little house with a stove to keep him warm, but Uncle George couldn't stand being closed in and when cold weather came, he soon died. Mamma used formaldehyde on dishes and everything he touched — and I was kept away from him, only talking to him through windows of the little house.  

After his death the little house became our wash house and later on Papa got our first cream separator, a Mellote, which he had read about in his farm papers.  As Uncle George could not breathe in my room and moved to porch — Mamma washed everything with formaldehyde and I had my room again. Papa made me more little cupboards for my doll dishes.  Mamma made curtains for front of cupboards out of flour sacks and I chainstiched them in red.  

I liked to read and my first books were Bible story books.  When a little older I read all the Elsie Dinsmore books, some Mary J. Holmes books which my Mother had.  One book I have often wished we had kept was St. Elmo.  Remember many things about book but not the author.  Mamma's cousin, Mollie Kitch, was a teacher in El Dorado, the county seat of Butler County — the first woman to be county school superintendent, told Mamma she should get better books for me to read.  Zane Gray, Ralph Connor's and General Lew Wallace were some she recommended.  I remember I was reading Ben Hur and was to the very exciting Chariot Race when Mamma said, “Nellie it is time to feed the chickens”.  Oh how I hated to put down that book to go feed chickens.  

Cousin Mollie also showed me how to tie mats.  I still have the first little mats made on little cardboard frames. Then Papa made me some nice wooden frames, two sizes and I made several sets of hot dish mats and gave them for Christmas presents.  One nice white set tied with Turkey red, I entered in County fair which was held in Douglass, and I received a blue ribbon on them.  After the fair, I proudly showed them to the druggist (Dr. Wilson's brother).  He asked what I got, I told him a Blue Ribbon.  He thought they deserved more and he gave me a bottle of perfume.  My first bottle of perfume.

Papa bought me a piano, a Hackley made in Muskegon, Michigan.  I took lessons in summer but in winter the parlor wasn't heated and I couldn't practice, so I never learned to play very well. I loved my sister's organ and played that whenever we visited my sister who now lived on a farm North of Rock and across the line into Cowley County.  My niece Berenice was a very fine musician and soon her Mother and Father traded the old Story and Clark Organ in on a piano and soon Berenice was playing for the church in Rock.

Grandpa Parry's sister, Aunt Sarah Francis, came to visit him often and she taught Berenice, Cousin Viola and I to crochet. Aunt Sarah said once that Viola would learn fast and do well at crocheting.  Berenice also would learn but didn't think Nellie would ever learn.  How wrong she was, Viola doesn't crochet at all.  Berenice does beautiful crocheting and knitting.  

Soon after that I rode my horse to Douglass and spent the day with Dollie Rhinesmith who at that time had a nice home across the street from Grandpa Parry.  She helped start a pattern of crocheting with natural color carpet warp and I made enough to go around the new dining room table Mamma had recently bought. Mamma fixed a linen cloth the exact size of table top and my crocheted lace, about eight inches deep hung down around the table.  

Sometime before this, two rooms and a pantry and small kitchen had been built at the back of my parent's four room house.  My Mother was a good cook and a fast worker.  Sometimes 25 or 30 people would come for meals.  However, I still marvel at how she was able to cook for oil field workers and all on that four burner stove and in the tiny kitchen.  Several men were regular boarders and Mamma fixed lunches for them as well as their meals and on Sundays a number of people would come from Wichita to see the new well, the first drilling for what later became the Fox-Bush oil field — but this is another story. Now back to my memories.  

I remember one time Papa's cousin Fred Kaiser from over by Conway Springs and his family was coming for a visit.  Mamma had the table all set, nice white tablecloth. She cooked some mulberries and put them in a nice glass dish. Carried them in and set them on white tablecloth.  A cool breeze struck the hot dish and it broke — spilling purple berries and juice all over.  How we all hurried to clean up that mess.  Mamma stretched the stained cloth over a basin and poured boiling water onto it, from a height, and all the stain came out.  We had a good chicken dinner but no mulberries that day.

Mr. Tom Smiley who drove the grocery wagon — built a store and opened a cream station and nice general store at center of Rock Creek township, a mile and 3/4 from where we lived.  I worked there one summer for the magnificent sum of $4.00 a week. I bought a nice locket and chain.  The locket had a nice red ruby center; it opened and for years I had my favorite school teacher's picture in it.  My little niece, Opal, cut her teeth on that locket and it has some tiny nicks made by her teeth.  Also bought a bracelet with green sets in it.  [Editors’ note:  This is probably glass meant to represent jewels.]  My Uncle Oscar told me I should have bought pigs instead, had my father feed them, then I could have sold them for a good deal of money.  Barney Berg had a blacksmith shop near the store so Smileyberg became the name of that little station.

Memories of Wind Storm

Think I was only six or seven when a cyclone destroyed my grandfather Parry's barn.  My grandfather and the hired man, Chester Pyle, were ready to go to the storm cellar.  Grandmother started to go back to house for a lamp.  Chester Pyle picked her up and carried her to cellar.  Grandpa and Grandma were both small.  A few days later my father took a wagon load of hay to my grandfather and I rode up on the hay with him.  I will never forget seeing the house just north of my Grandparents laying broken beside the road, a dresser drawer spilled its contents.  I can still see a child's hat laying there.  My father told of straws driven into trees and chickens running about, completely stripped of feathers.  After that I was so very afraid of wind storms and often my mother took me to cellar to still my fright but Papa never came to cellar with us.  I would see him at barn watching clouds and he knew they were not tornado clouds.

Other Early Memories *

[ * Titles marked with an asterisk were added by the Editors.]

My father and mother started a Sunday school at the one room school house and that is where I first went to Sunday school. Later we drove horse and buggy four miles to McCabe.  They had preaching services in the afternoon.  The preacher preached at the Methodist church in Douglass in the morning, then came to country church in P.M.  

Soon that new machine the auto appeared. One of the first I remember seeing was a high wheeled affair. The livery stable man, Mr. Dailey, was the first one to buy that contraption.  Think I was about 12 when Papa bought our first Ford.  I don't know why but they let him drive it without much instruction and he drove through a fence and into a field yelling “whoa-whoa” — think my brother Cy took over and learned real fast how to drive.  I have a picture of Cy and I in that first car. We just used the car in the summer.  In winter it was set up on blocks and radiator drained — in the days before anti-freeze. Also roads were often impassable — mud so deep it was all a team of horses could do to pull a wagon through the deep ruts.  Then my father read about a drag for helping smooth roads, so he built one and for a number of years he dragged four miles of road after a rain — or when winter snows melted.

Living on a farm we had plenty to eat.  Every winter butchered two or three hogs — rendered lard — ground sausage. Sugar cured hams and sides of bacon. Chickens and eggs, milk, cream, and we always raised a garden and my mother canned a lot of fruit, made pickles and all the other good things.  My earliest memories of canning were tin cans sealed with red sealing wax.  Later glass jars with zinc and glass tops.  Sauerkraut made in big stone jars.  Hominy but my memory of how Mamma did that is no more.  We had lots of cottage cheese made from sour milk.  We raised lots of potatoes and sweet potatoes.  The sweet potatoes laid on a big canvas in the sun and cured for some time then put in a long box Papa made that fit under the old sanitary cot in dining room, as sweet potatoes had to be kept dry and warm.  Irish potatoes were put in long bins in the cellar.  Churned our own butter, worked the butter milk out and made a nice round pat and made a print on top with edge of butter paddle.  When we butchered Mamma used scraps of meat and broth from boiling scrap meat to make mince meat for mince meat pies and all the pie crusts were made with lard.  We also pickled the heart, tongue and pigs feet.  Later my parents hired their butchering done.  They also took load of wheat to mill and got their flour milled.

During World War One, things were severely rationed.  When we took wheat to mill for flour we had to take some corn and get corn meal.  My parents and I liked corn bread so that wasn't too much of a hardship but one day my sister found her two youngest sitting on the stairs and Opal was saying to her brother George “I don't like President Hoover, he makes us eat cornbread.”

The spring I was in third grade everyone in school had chicken pox.  As I think back on it, is a wonder some of us didn't become very ill.  We walked to school and all our breaking out disappeared, then in warm school house we soon broke out again.  I was over the troublesome breaking out, only a very few marks left, when Mrs. Clara Teets came to visit my mother. She had her twin daughters Faye and Ferne with her. I was delighted thinking I would have someone to play with but the little girls would have nothing to do with me; they were sure they would get chicken pox from my two or three little scabs.

Was about this time a nice new school house was built, still one room with cloak rooms and a library room.  I remember the programs we used to have.  Some of the young people joined in and put on plays.  Even some older people took part, speaking pieces.  My father usually spoke a piece.  Sort of a literary society.  That school house was bought and moved a short distance and made into a home for the Houser family — when the district was consolidated with Douglass and children bussed into town to school in later years.  When I graduated from 8th grade all the eighth grade graduates went to El Dorado for graduation exercises.  By that time Papa was a good driver, roads were improved so Papa and Mamma took me to El Dorado.  I had a white lace dress, a navy blue spring coat and white straw hat.

Memory of Meeting Teets

Shortly before the graduation exercises David Oscar Teets and family came to visit my parents as Mr. Teets and my mother had been in school together.   They had lived at Boulder many years, coming here when Earl was about six years old as doctor told them he would have T.B.  Earlier I had met Mrs. Teets and the two girls Faye and Ferne, but this was my first meeting with Mr. Teets and their two sons, Earl and Paul.  The family was on their way to Arkansas.  Later that spring Mr. Teets wrote my father asking if he knew anyone that needed a farm hand.  My father decided he could use some help and Mamma was busy with oil field workers, cooking and packing lunches for them, something touched on earlier in my story.  I remember saying to Papa, “ask for Earl, Paul tormented me so”, so Earl came to work.  His parents would not allow him to go to high school so he had taken the eighth grade over, just to keep himself in school.  In Arkansas he had been offered a small school but didn't feel accredited to teach.  After a few months my father and mother decided to go to Missouri.  Papa's brother Jacob wanted to come live with us so we drove in the car.  Left Earl to take care of livestock and keep down weeds.  It was while we were gone that Earl wanted to make some bullets for Papa's old muzzle loader shot gun, and finding a pewter sugar bowl and cream pitcher I had from my playhouse days he melted them down and made bullets of them.

The trip to Missouri was wonderful.  I had my crocheting and made yards of hair pin lace as we rode along.  Papa drove along the route he had taken years before in a covered wagon.  I remember we crossed the big river at Booneville on a ferry.  Our car was driven onto ferry which as I remember was more or less like a raft.  Anyhow I was scared and was always tormented afterward that the river rose two inches from my tears.  On we went and soon Papa was talking of things he remembered about the towns we went through.  We spent quite a lot of time with Mama's Aunt Lizzie Coppel, Uncle John Coppel who had built the big family home.  Papa had worked with Uncle John years before as a carpenter.  Uncle John and Aunt Lizzie's daughter, cousin Ella Glaves, her husband Harvey, their daughter Stella and her husband Thomas Wilson and  their two little girls LouElla and Ruby — four generations all lived together.  I collected buttons and got many new ones for my collection.  Also visited Aunt Esther and Uncle Joe Carder.  Aunt Esther had been married twice.  Her first husband was named Williams and she had several children by him. One daughter, Bessie, a small woman only weighing 98 lbs. had given birth to twin boys weighing ten lbs. each.  Earl and Pearl Primrose were young men when we visited them, and not very well. Pearl had pneumonia the winter before we visited and still not over it.  Earl had swallowed a tack as a little boy.  It lodged in a lung and he had never been well since.  One of Aunt Esther's sons had died of food poisoning and aunt was sure his lazy wife had left the tablespoon in the potato salad and the vinegar had turned the spoon green and that was what killed him.  Aunt Esther and Uncle Joe had one daughter Myrtle, married to Forest Messmer. I have picture of him and a nice young colt.

Another family we visited was cousin Clara Huebotter and her son Ray and daughters Mildred, Bertha and Edith.  Edith and I became good friends and corresponded through the years and visited when ever I went to Missouri.  She married James Day. Her Jimmy was mail carrier out of Ewing for many years.  They had one daughter,  Marylin.  Cousin Clara and family lived on forty acres bought from Grandpa Parry when he moved to Kansas.  Cousin Clara was daughter of Walter Kaiser, Grandma Young's brother. Also visited aunt Beanie Kaiser, the Worchem family and others I have forgotten.  When we left for home cousin Stella gave me the tall water pitcher with the red roses on side, she had two alike. I have loved and kept it all these years.  Soon after I got home I went looking for the pewter sugar bowl and creamer to add to my collection of old things and found they had been melted down and made into bullets.  Sorry as I still remember them.  Sorry my mother didn't care for old things.  Sure would like to have her little coffee grinder.  So glad she kept the  whale oil lamp.  It came from Germany with Grandpa Peter and Grandma Margaret Young. Not sure that Young was their name but something the customs officers had understood from their talk.  Think their name was really Jung.  My mother sometimes teased Papa saying his name was Junk.  Also the little amber tooth pick holder came from Germany with Grandparents.  [Editors’ note:  There is a poem about the whale oil lamp later in these memories and there is a photo of the lamp in the appendix.]

High School *

Soon after our return from Missouri I began talking of going to high school.  Mamma needed to go to Douglass to care for Grandpa Parry living alone in big house 2 1/2  blocks from the high school.  Earl decided he would like to go to high school. He would have been through high school if his parents had allowed him to go when he first finished 8th grade in the Valmont Country school east of Boulder.  Papa would take us into Douglass Sunday P.M. then he and Uncle Jacob would be alone on farm until Friday evening, when Mamma, Earl and I would come out to farm for weekend We would do some baking, cleaning the house, and do the washing.  Don't think Uncle Jake was very happy — so returned to Missouri where his friends and some cousins lived.  So Papa was left alone.  I will never forget the first half day.  When we went for registration, algebra and English required.  Ancient history and sewing my choice.  Earl chose ancient history and manual training.  He made the porch swing Otis has and the nice tray I have on my table.  The old Douglass High building three stories high, we met on second story that first morning.  When I came to stairs I was hurrying to keep up, lost balance and down the steps, several steps at a time and broke through glass in outside door.  Several small cuts on face.  Felt dizzy and Earl walked me home.  So glad we didn't have to go to school that P.M. Maude Haver teacher for algebra. Mr. Godding for English and ancient history.  Don't remember name of sewing teacher.  I tried to teach one girl in my class to crochet but failed as she didn't pay attention to what I told her.  I will not forget the first fire drill.  Outside stairway was of iron work.  I had never been on such a scary stair and I sure took a long time going down. Girls first.  Had there really been a fire don't know what would have happened.  Boys would have run past me or picked me up and carried the little scaredy-cat down.  Next fire drill I did much better.

Earl and I did well in our studies and made grades high enough we seldom had to take the exams.  At one end of summer party a farewell for a niece of Mrs. Vires.  We were playing “Snap and Catch'em”.  Cousin Ray Parry and Olive Merrill were the small circle.  Earl and I tried to run around them and dodge each other, I ran into Earl striking my throat on Earl's shoulder. I injured my throat so I spit blood for several months, and that spot has bothered me all these years, especially when I have a cold, a scab like formation in that spot which I cough up and spit out.  One doctor said I broke a cartilage and nothing could be done.  Has caused much distress.  Had a number of colds that winter and missed several days of school, much to my mother's distress as she had always insisted on perfect attendance.  So I was often in school — too sick to set up and study.  No school nurses in country schools in those days or I would have been sent home.

I did a lot of crocheting for things I made in sewing, yoke with short sleeves for night-gown and camisole, insertion for ribbon at top of ruffle on petticoat, lace on pillow case, panties and three yards of lace on ruffle.  Mamma had Mrs. Rhinesmith make three yards.  Spider web and four webs to each scallop of lace.  Later that three yards of lace was put on a beautiful drawn work dresser scarf, Aunt Lizzie Coppell had made and was used as piano scarf for many years.  That scarf and lace are in bottom drawer of my dresser.  Also made dresser scarf using the insertion to set two lengths of cloth together and at ends the sleeves (ripped flat) of camisole.  Also made silk blouse and wool skirt.  We also learned to make button holes and do careful patching, matching colors and pattern in garment to be patched.

Mamma often said because I was the youngest child and much younger then my sister and brother, that I was sent to take care of them in their old age, and therefore should never marry.  Some how she changed her mind, decided Papa needed someone to help him on the farm, Earl and my father worked well together, so somehow it came about that Earl and I were engaged and he gave me my ring for Christmas 1916.  We finished first year of high school, then Earl went home to his parents who had moved back to Boulder. Worked that summer, came back to Douglass, and we were married 18th of October, 1917.  Soon afterward, Earl was drafted for World War I and went for physical.  The doctor signed that he was married and needed to work on his father-in-law's farm as my father had double hernia and unable to do all the farm work.  My cousin Ray Parry had married Olive Merrill shortly after Earl and I were married.  Ray and Olive lived and farmed one of the Warner farms on Rock Creek but Earl and I lived with my father and mother and shared the work.  160 dry acres were plenty of work. Putting up hay, milking cows morning and night, separating cream from milk, feeding calves and hogs.  Caring for chickens, going to creek to cut trees and bring home, to saw and split into wood to keep us warm in winter.  Springtime meant planting a garden and sitting hens to raise a flock of chickens.  Later I had an incubator and so could have more baby chicks to care for.  Earl was a good mechanic and kept the binder and mowing machine and hay tools in good working order.  Every spring manure from the winter feed lot was spread on the fields and plowed under.  Would have some clover to plow under for nitrogen.  Bees loved the clover and made nice white honey for biscuits and our bread.

I learned early to mix bread.  We saved a bit of sponge for starter covered with sugar and set in cellar for next bake day. Had a cupboard in cellar for our home canned fruit, meat and vegetables.  A table where we set food to keep cool for next meal.  Crocks of milk set on cold floor and bins for Irish potatoes.  Sometimes after a rainy spell water would come up in cellar and we would have to pump it out.

Memories of Our Baby Girl

My cousin, Mollie Kitch, died in the spring before our baby girl was born, July 1.  My parents had three children and each of us have a child born in July.  My sister's son George William born July 30, my brother's son Carl Francis born July 5, 1917, and my daughter, Earlene Neural, born July 1, 1919.

As my mother was away a good deal helping care for cousin Mollie, I was kept busy with housework, chickens, garden and cooking.  Also did a lot of crocheting on little garments for our baby.  Early that spring Mamma had bought goose eggs and set them under mother hens.  The young goslings were kept in a pen which could be moved from place to place in our rather large yard so they could feed on grass.  I remember one afternoon when a heavy shower came up and the silly geese held up their heads, rain ran down their flat bills and into their nostrils — were about to drown themselves before we could get them under cover.  Glad a neighbor, Mr. Redford, happened along to help mama get them protected, as I wasn't much help just a few days before my baby was born.

Our babies were born at home.   We had a nurse, Auntie Pearl Yohe, who stayed with me two weeks. I was kept in bed so long that when Auntie Pearl finally got me up on my feet, thought all my insides would drop out.  I think it’s much better that mothers are encouraged to get up and walk about soon after their baby is born.

That hot dry summer seemed especially hard on our baby.  She soon broke out with a heat rash and so wore as few clothes as possible.  Then, so many tiny boils.  Think  doctor lanced about ten one day in his office.  Earl held her and I was sent downstairs to a grocery store.  But I could hear the poor baby scream. Then the doctor gave us some salve that would cause the boils to open and I could wash away the corruption with boric acid water.  But the salve was too strong and caused a big blister.  Next we went to a doctor in Atlanta.  He gave a much milder salve and finally poor little baby was over the boils. One side of her head had no hair and was such a dark color I wondered if her hair would ever grow back, but soon it did and she had beautiful reddish gold hair.

Earl had several big boils, carbuncles they were called. Believe me we thought of Job, with more understanding and compassion than before.

Neural also had colic and for an hour every evening she screamed with pain.  I had colic six months and she had it for six weeks.

Aunt Mag wanted to go to Missouri to see her sister, Aunt Lizzie Coppel, so mama had to go away with her and again I was alone with the work.  Neural was about six months old when I had a severe case of tonsillitis so doctor said I should stop nursing the baby. I got a breast pump but it did no good.  My fever was so high I dried up completely.

A Hospital Operation for My Father

At New Years my father had a ruptured appendix and was taken to the hospital in Winfield.  Dr. Fegly said as he put Papa in his car, that at 65 he was oldest patient he ever had taken in for an operation and the youngest was six months.

It was hospital custom for a hot water bottle to be placed in bed to warm the bed and my father was badly burned. He had more trouble getting that burn to heal then they had with the incision.  When finally Papa was able to leave the hospital they moved to Douglass with Grandpa Parry.  Aunt Mag bought the little house next door to Grandpa, so Mama took care of her for several years.  Grandpa Parry and Aunt Mag died during our Colorado years, 1924 to 1932-33.

Papa raised a garden on the two lots that came with Aunt Mag's house and Mama kept high school boys — board and room $4.00 a week.  She often said that was her life mission to see that those young people got to go to high school.

Earl and I farmed and paid rent.  I also kept oil field workers.  Fixed up two west rooms for a family of four one summer, Mr. and Mrs. Schakleford and two little boys, Art and Vernon.

We often drove to Winfield to visit Earl's Grandpa and Grandma White and Earl's cousin Forest who lived with Grandpa and Grandma.  When Forest was old enough to drive, they bought a car and often Forest, Grandpa and Grandma would come up and spend several days with Earl and I.  One time Forest brought his crystal radio set which he had built and hooked up to our bed springs.  We heard music from Kansas City. Wonder of Wonders.
Birth of Our Son

Our son Otis was born Oct. 10, 1921.  Earl's two sisters had visited us that summer and after they went home to Boulder, Mother Teets came to take care of Neural and do cooking and housework while I was in bed with the new baby.  Auntie Pearl stayed only a few days this time.  When I was able to be up and take care of the work, Mother Teets visited her father and mother, brothers and sister, then back home to Boulder.

First Trip to Boulder

Otis was about 10 months old when Earl decided we should drive out to Colorado to visit his parents, sisters and brother and the sister-in-law we had never met.  Paul and Elsie Dalton married Jan. 11, 1922.  Our trip was planned for Aug. of 1922. Earl fixed a box to fit on the running board of our Ford touring car.  We put ice in that box to keep milk for the children and a few things we had to eat on the way.

I remember we stopped at my parents in Douglass to leave some new aluminum ware I had recently bought (I still use the cookie tray and my son has the 8 qt. kettle).  Mama had a half gallon jar of beet pickles and hard boiled eggs for us to take and have to eat on the way.  As we were late starting we didn't get very far that first day.  Earl had made a box to fit between the seats to hold our clothes.  Covered with a heavy comforter the children had a nice place to sleep or play as we drove along.

The first night we camped at Cimarron in western Kansas. Next day we entered Colorado at Holly.  Soon after we left Lamar we saw a big signboard telling of a short-cut to Denver.  So we turned north to the little town of Wiley.  Clouds had been threatening and soon after we left Wiley the downpour came.  We stopped at a deserted house for shelter and to put curtains on car.

At that time the road from Wiley to Eads was only a trail and sometimes I thought we were lost but finally we got to Eads, then on north to Kit Carson.  We camped that night at Wild Horse, a small town 13 miles west of Kit Carson.  The next day on to Hugo, Limon, Denver, west to Colfax and north through Broomfield. At that time, it was hardly a wide place in the road.  A Black Angus farm was the main thing at Broomfield.  I remember the beautiful white fence around the farmstead.  Lafayette and on into Boulder.  Earl's parent's home on north 26th street. Boulder was just a small country town.  The mountains looked so close and this flatlander thought it would just be a short walk over to the mountains.

Paul and Elsie lived out on Valmont road in a house on the Tenny King farm.  Paul worked for Tenny many years.  At Valmont we visited the Manchester family and a little farther north, the Hixson family and Andrus family.  At one time Dad and Mother Teets had lived on Marus farm across the road from the Hixsons. The children had been together in Valmont school.  The oldest Presbyterian Church in Colorado at Valmont, blacksmith shop run by Polzin, grocery store owned and run by Mr. Allen — Gladys Hawkin's father.  On east from Valmont past the King house where Paul and Elsie lived, we visited Uncle Lewis and Aunt Effie Teets.  Years before they had lived in Kansas, near the farm where my Grandfather John Parry and his wife Margaret Cause Hook Parry and family lived.  My mother worked for Aunt Effie before their son Harry was born.

In 1940 I moved onto a 10 acre place east of Valmont which my husband's Uncle John White had bought from the Sawhill family. My mother came to live with me.  Harry Teets came and got her and took her into Boulder before a Notary Public.  He was able to get a birth certificate because she could swear of his birth. Colorado University had long wanted his birth certificate as he did stone work on many of the campus buildings.

After about two weeks of visiting a few times, Paul took off from work to take us to mountains.  He knew better how to drive on mountain roads.  Also his car did not overheat like ours did, some adjustments he had made for the high altitude driving. Roads were not like today's million dollar highways.

While we were here one of Earl's sisters left for a Nazarene school in California.  We went south from Boulder to view “Garden of the Gods” near Colorado Springs.  Also to Manitou Springs, down to Pueblo, and eastward through Rocky Ford and Las Animas.  Do not remember where we camped at night, only that it was so hot we were anxious to get on home.

The First Move to Colorado *

Two years later we moved to Colorado, but in all the trips we have made, we never went south to Pueblo and east through Rocky Ford and Las Animas again.  Back to Kansas and two more years of hard work and poor crops, so early in summer of '24, Earl came out to Boulder and rented the Selby place — eight miles east of Boulder.  In Oct., Earl rented a railway car, we had a farm sale, packed our household goods, team of horses, some cows, feed for the animals, and came out to Boulder.

[Editors’ note:  According to Otis, the entrance to the Selby house was lower then the first floor, with a ½ flight up to the first floor.  In the entrance was a gas engine with a pulley which ran a cream separator, a 2-tub clothes washer, and a pump to pump water up to the 100 gallon tank on the 2nd floor.  The house had indoor plumbing and the lights could be coal oil or gas or acetylene.]

Earl's brother Paul helped him get stock and household goods out to farm and took care of the animals while Earl came back for car, children and I.  For some reason I have no memory of that trip.  The house on the Selby place was largest and nicest house I ever lived in.  It had setup for carbide lights but they didn't work. We had gasoline lamps and lantern.  Earl could pump them up and so we had good lights.

The house needed some repairs.  The water tank in the attic leaked, so Earl finally set it in a metal pan he had fixed from discarded grasshopper machine.  With the leaking finally stopped, the plaster in the downstairs bedroom could be repaired and the walls and ceiling given a coat of Kalsomine, a powder when mixed with water, made a cheap paint for plastered walls.  It looked so nice and clean.  A few steps down from the kitchen was a long room with a pump and engine.  It pumped water up to the tank in the attic, then it ran by gravity to the bathroom and kitchen faucets.  A front inside of firebox of the kitchen range heated water in hot water tank.  [Editors’ note:  A “front” was a part of the range that was hooked up to the water supply and heated water for bathroom and kitchen.]  That old Home Comfort range, the meals it cooked, the loaves of bread, cinnamon rolls, butterscotch rolls, cookies, angel food cakes, checkerboard cakes and biscuits it baked.  The meat and vegetables we canned — boilers full of jars.

The engine that pumped water also ran the washing machine. A two tub Dexter with two rinse tubs on the platform beside it and a wringer that swung between the tubs.  A door led outside so that room also kept mud boots out of kitchen.

Almost a year after we moved our little girl started to school in the single room White Rock school house, some distance west and then north to beet dump on railway, a little way north of beet dump.  That winter the new White Rock School was built up on the main Valmont road.

Two nice rooms upstairs and manual training in the basement. I remember one teacher, Miss Julia Bonelli.  I also remember how happy we were when Neural excelled in penmanship.  She was going to be like my sister, who wrote such a beautiful hand.  Then a change of teachers and methods, and our hopes ended.  Neural did not become the good penmanship writer we had hoped.

Eleanor Ferris and Sylvia King started school same year Neural did.  Two years latter, Otis started school the same year as Charles Ferris and one of the Hansen boys.  Also some of the Sullivan children started.  Earl's parents belonged to Nazarene church and wanted us to go to their church.  Old Friends, Hixsons and Andrus, wanted us to go to Valmont.  Aunt Effie belonged to the Methodist church and introduced us to Harry and Grace Roosa and they in turn introduced us to the Sunday School class of young married people.  We were welcomed and soon felt at home. Because of our children we set back under balcony and became acquainted with Caroline and Searl Jencks, their Grandma Clover, a Mr. and Mrs. Doyle and several others.  The Gambill family set up in the balcony.  Dr. Baird always came early and set in pew where his family would join him later.

One Sunday a few months later, when we took our seats we asked some friends, “Why the trunk?”  We were told that Gladys Doyle was going out to India as a missionary.  Fredrick Bartlett was organist for many years.

Neural and Otis took music lessons from Hazel Estey and their lessons were paid for with eggs, chickens, cottage cheese and sometimes some garden produce.

Wonderful happy years of watching our children grow up and doing well in school.  Glad times and dinners with Paul, Elsie and their children Pauline, Delbert and Shirley, Uncle Lewis and Aunt Effie and sometimes their son Harry, his wife Lizzie and their children. Their adopted son, Earl Hanks, his wife Mildred and her little boy Eddie Brown.  Aunt Effie and later Mildred often went to church with us.

I remember one wintry muddy day, Uncle Lewis came to visit and not knowing that boots were to be taken off down in pump room, he came in snowy boots and all.  Earlier I had scrubbed kitchen and warned the children to be careful about the floor.  Otis watched as snow and mud dripped from Uncle's overshoes.  Finally he could stand it no longer and said, “Uncle Lewis you sure are getting my Mamma's clean floor dirty.”

Grandma White came to Boulder and rented a home on Spruce Street while Forest went to University of Colorado.  I remember her favorite dish to bring to our family gatherings was stuffed peppers.

Other Memories

After Forest was through college he returned to Kansas and married Nellie Rivers.  When we returned to Kansas in 1933 we spent one night in Wiley, where Forest was teaching school.

I had taken care of their little daughter Eleanor May one day while Forest, Nellie, Earl, Neural, and Otis had a day in the mountains.  When I came back to Colorado in 1940, Forest and Nellie with their three children Eleanor May, Lowell, and Arthur Lee, lived on a farm, back in a quarter of mile from the main road, south from Valmont road.  Their children went to Fairview school and David and I often went to their school programs and during the years Otis was in the service of World War II, their family and David and I often had Christmas and Thanksgiving together.

Another Branch of the White Family

In the old McCabe Cemetery east and north of Douglass, Kansas, I can still visualize three little white gravestones under big pine trees.

	Lulua
Daughter of
L.H. and E. Teets
Oct 15, 1885
Died June 2, 1886
	Agnes A. 
Daughter of
D.O. and C.B. Teets
April 3, 1894
Aged 18 days

Gone but not forgotten
	Clare N. 
Daughter of
J. and M.C. Parry
Aug 2, 1883


Nearby, Cassa Whitaker 1834-1898, Baby Whitaker 1899-1899, Uncle Hodgin and Aunt Vida's baby.

Earl and I visited Uncle Hodgin, Aunt Viola or Bida as she was called, before we were married.  Earl's cousin Clara and I became good friends and were very close.  She often came to visit.  Remember one time Clara and I went out to feed the chickens, leaving my little girl and her little boy, Fred Eugene, alone in the house.  Soon Neural was pounding on the window and we hurried in to find Fred Eugene busily pulling off all the wandering jew plant.  Earl had made me a nice flower stand, a box about two feet long and eight inches wide, up on legs three feet high.  I had planted wandering jew slips all around the edge and they had grown and hung down almost to the floor.  Fred Eugene really gave my flower box a hair cut.  Expect I rooted the slips and planted them again.  That was in Kansas before we moved to Colorado.  Clara had two older brothers.  Jess was married and a motorman on the Wichita interurban.  Bob was a bakery man.  A younger brother John.  Clara married Fred Walker and had two sons and a daughter.  Fred Eugene and Dale.  JoAnne the daughter's name.

Neural’s Marriage

My daughter Neural spent much time with Clara and family while she was in business college in Wichita.  Later worked in Wichita and met Maurice V. Reagan.  After some time they were married April 4, 1947.  When first married they lived at Kansas City awhile then moved to Frontenac, a suburb of Pittsburg, Kansas.  Maurice had been married before and had two children, Barbara and Joseph Reagan.

Barbara was married a few years after her father and my daughter were married.  Carl Ferm.  I well remember when Neural wrote — “Mom, when I become Grandma what will that make you?”  So in a few years I was great Grandma to Breta, Cindi, Kersti and David Ferm, and Michael G. Reagan.  I met Cindi and Kersti at Maurice's funeral; also their parents Barbara and Carl Ferm.  Also Michael Reagan.  Used to write Breta after her first marriage, but when she left her husband and two small daughters I haven't written anymore.  She married again, has two boys and is having trouble supporting them, now that second husband has left her,  I have asked about them but Neural is silent about her heartaches. Cindi had been married twice.  Last I heard of her she was in Denver and her second husband a pilot.  He was kind and tried to help me find cemetery in Missouri where my Grandparents and their two daughters and two sons are buried.  When Cindi turned to her grandfather’s first wife, she hurt Neural and they have not written since.

Joseph and wife Jackie were good friends but since their separation, Joe and Neural are no longer friends.  Neural and Jackie are good friends and their son Michael is a loving grandson to Neural.  My dear little girl has suffered much.

More Memories of the Years on Selby Farm

Earl’s Parents rented a small place on Valmont road between 26th Street (Now named Folsom) and 28th Street.  Earl’s sister Faye wasn’t in very good Health and lived at home with them.  She had many friends and surprised us by Marrying Dewey Hill.  They continued to live with Dad and Mother Teets.  They had raised and sold vegetables.  

Mother Teets was good at selling and Bargaining.  When there was something she wanted at the second hand store of Mr. Maupin, she always bargained with him until he came down the amount she felt the article was worth.  I think Paul inherited some of her business ability as he could buy – sell – trade at a profit, and enjoyed doing it.  As a boy at home Earl disliked selling vegetables.  He could deliver orders or help with the planting and care of the growing but disliked the selling part.  He could repair machinery, car or gasoline engines or build something.  I often thought he should have been a Mechanic or Carpenter.  

One of my fondest memories was one Sunday Morning as we were dressing for Church – he looked at me and said, “Mrs. Teets, you look sweet enough to Kiss.”  I often think back to that precious time.

January 21, 1928.  Faye and Dewey became parents of a Baby Girl, Maxine Eleanor, and three days later Faye died – Uremic Poisoning.  Faye had very positive ideas as to how her baby would look.  Dark eyes and hair the same color as hers but hair Curly like Dewey’s.  And surely that little girl was exactly like Faye pictured.  Mother Teets took care of Baby and Dewey said he would work and take care of them.  But he couldn’t find work and soon left for California hoping to find work.  I suppose he did after a time but he forgot his promise to send money for the support of little Maxine.  Mother, Dad, and Baby Maxine lived with us a while.  Then Mother got some help from the County to help with Maxine, rented a small apartment in Boulder and managed to live on a very small Income with some help from her sons.

Later that summer Earl went out to work forgetting to take his water bottle.  He laid down and drank from a ditch.  Soon after, Earl began having pain.  We still went to Dr. Roulston the Osteopath.  When Earl told him how he was feeling, the Doctor said “Sounds like you might be coming down with Typhoid Fever”.  When Earl could not do chores and I had to ask Paul for help and told him what the Doctor had said, he insisted I call a Medical Doctor.  Earl and I talked it over and decided to call Dr. Carbon Gillispie.  He was away at that time so his new assistant came out – Dr. Howard Hueston.  He immediately put Earl in hospital and he was there six weeks.  Six Dollars a day for Nursing Care in a Semiprivate room.  Another Typhoid patient had the adjoining room with a bathroom between the two rooms.  The first entry on my medical record, still at the Medical Center, is for Vaccine against Typhoid Fever.  Dad Teets came to stay with me and do the chores.  I drove into town nearly every day to see Earl.  He was so bad he didn’t know me.  The Doctor told Paul that Earl wouldn’t live, but Prayer was answered and he lived.  

Soon after Earl came home and before he was strong enough to get out to help with chores, Dad came in one morning in tears – in so much pain he could not do chores.  He stayed a short time with Mother and Maxine.  Dad Teets became much worse and had to be taken to a Denver Hospital.  Prostate Cancer.  He died February 7, 1927, only a year and 14 days after Faye died.

Faye Monta had a twin sister Ferne Monett.  They were born May 4, 1904, at Plattville, Colorado.  When we visited Earl’s Family in August of 1922, Ferne seemed in Excellent Health as she prepared to leave Boulder to go to a Nazarene School in California.  There she met and married John Stoner.  We were shocked when they came to Denver shortly before Faye died to find her so terribly thin and ill.  The Doctors decided after many tests and an operation that she had TB of the lining of the stomach.  Later they went on to live on a ranch owned by John’s Parents – North of Cheyenne, Wyoming.  Ferne died June 28, 1930, at a Cheyenne Hospital.  She was buried in Green Mountain Cemetery in Boulder on My Daughter’s Birthday July 1, 1930.

Mother Teets continued to care for Maxine until Mother died October 27, 1938 – Maxine was 10 years old January 21, 1938.  Friends of the Family, Mr. and Mrs. William Niesler, Adopted Maxine and she grew up as Maxine Niesler.  She is married to Willard Moore and lives in Bird City, Kansas.  They had three children:  Larry, Sondra, and Gary.  Larry has four children; their Mother Beth has left them.  Sondra married Scott Phillips and has two sons.  Gary and Mary had twins but lost them, then had a little girl.

Last Years on the Selby Place

Neural was in 4H Clubs – cooking and sewing.  She made one of my old cookbooks.  I still use some of the Recipes.  Neural was our main Cook and housekeeper when I had to go to hospital for my appendix Operation.  At that time, Dr. Hueston found and removed a good sized cyst.  Earl said it was about the size of his fist.  As Paul’s wife Elsie said “Earl’s fist was not a small fist.”

It seemed I was slow getting my strength back.  I remember when we had the Hixson Family over for Sunday dinner and I spoke of how slow I was gaining back my strength.  Dollie said, “Well, Nellie, you know it took Nine Months to make that side so you shouldn’t expect it to heal in just a few weeks.”  That was the time Mr. Hixson said how nice it was to have real country Butter.  He couldn’t believe it was Margarine.  The coloring was well mixed and I had formed it into a nice round pat and made prints on it with the edge of the butter paddle just as I would have worked real Butter.  We often laughed at that long ago episode.

My Mother had been unhappy all the years we were out here.  Every letter was about how alone they were and No one Cared for them.  My brother worked in an oil field.  With his work and his young people busy with friends  and Jobs, they couldn’t come down very often from Ellinwood.  My sister over at Oxford had three young people in School or at work.  Mamma had several High School boys plus some girls in a small Apartment.  They were busy but their letters were filled with gloom. Christmas of ’31 we went back for Christmas.  We found things in good shape so after a Pleasant visit we returned home feeling much relieved and determined not to be so hurt over their letters.

Return to Kansas

Early in 1932 I found I was Pregnant.  I never wrote about it to my Parents.  The Depression worsened and in Early fall we had a sale of our animals and Machinery to pay off Debts incurred by buying calves to milk.  This failed when the price of Milk fell to new lows.

We also lost our beautiful Gray Stallion, Prosper, when he got into barbed wire and got so badly cut.

We sold our Grey Mares but two old Brown horses which we had brought here from Kansas, Horses which Earl felt had earned a rest, were given to Mr. Maris as Earl could not bear the thought of them going to someone who might abuse them.  Earl was very tender hearted and often came in with tears of pity in his eyes for some little lamb whose Mother had been killed by dogs. He often got out of bed at night to see about animals when we heard a disturbance among them.

Then Mamma wrote again wanting us to come back to the old Home place as they were having so much trouble renting it and would deed it to me if only we would come back.   So the unhappy decision was made.  After the sale, we lived in town a short time waiting for our baby to be born.  Our furniture was loaded into Paul’s truck the 9th of November.  Our baby came and brought a little Brother with him.  David William was born first; 15 minutes later Donald Winfred was born.

November 10, 1932, Paul came in to see his twin Nephews, then left for Kansas with our furniture plus Maxine’s High Chair.  He was told not to tell my Parents about the twins.

Neural and Otis drove out to White Rock to school during the time we lived in town.  We lived in a Small furnished house in back of Mrs. Hulburt, who was a friend of Mother Teets.

We all had the flu about Christmas time.  Baby Donald was so bad we were afraid we were going to lose him.  Mildred Hanks helped care for him during that bad time.  There was much talk about how the youngest of twins was Never as strong as the first born.  Good Nursing and Much prayer brought us all through that sick time.  Finally in Early January we left for Kansas.

We had a trailer with the wash machine and a few other things we had in town.  The twins (one in a nice basket given me at one of my baby showers, the other in a nice box we had painted and lined) rode in the back seat and between seats with Neural and Otis.  The first day we drove to Wiley and spent the Night with Forest and Nellie White.  As we were late starting from Wiley, we only drove to Phillipsburg and spent the night with Ruth and Fred Hodges.  Ruth was Earl’s Cousin, daughter of Uncle Mel and Aunt Jennie White.  That was the last time Earl and Ruth were together and the first time we had met her Husband

Back in Kansas *

On to Douglass, where we surprised my Parents.  At first my Mother thought we had stopped in Newton, where Earl’s Uncle John was head of an orphanage, and he had talked us into adopting the twin Babies.  However, when later I Nursed them she had to give up and realized they were truly ours.

An interesting story developed.  When we first settled in, a friend Alta Houser, sister of my Brother’s wife, said “Nellie, twins really aren’t more trouble than one.  When you are fixing formula for one, it is no more work to fix it for two.  And when you lay out clothes for one, it is no more trouble to lay out clothes for two.”  I said “True, but when I get one bathed and dressed, I’m only half through.”

A year and a half later, I was invited to a baby shower for Alta’s sister-in-law Mina Houser.  Before I left for the shower, I took the Bread from the oven and set it on the Cabinet to cool.  Daddy was working out at the Chicken house and would look in on the Napping twins.  He heard the door slam and hurried around the house to find the twins going across the yard one with one loaf of bread and the other with two.  What they were going to do with the bread I will never Know.

A few Months later, Mina gave birth to twin girls and poor Alta soon found out that two were more work than one.  Alta never married but helped raise her Brother Lawrence’s children and grandchildren.  She had a long life of hard work.  She died recently at 91 years of age with a ruptured appendix.

Twins *

Twins were lots of fun as well as work.  I often had to be out of the house to do washing in the wash house out near the windmill.  I went back to the house to see what they were doing. They didn’t talk much.  They would just look at each other and then go to a chair, one on each side, move the chair to the table and climb up on the chair and then onto the table, walk to the back of the table, get a book out of the book rack, walk to the edge of the table, drop the book, and laugh to see it drop, open and spread out on the floor.

My husband’s Uncle Walter White had a large family and they got together for Pot-luck several times a year and we were invited.  One time a boy friend of Leona’s watched the twins as they ran from one room to another.  Dressed alike, he thought he was seeing one boy.  When after a little one Paused in the doorway and his brother caught up to him, the young man fairly yelled out “Oh, look.  There is two of them!”  We all laughed and Uncle Walter said “Yes!  They are twins, didn’t you know?”  The young fellow had thought he was seeing the same boy running around through the house.  

They had wide brimmed cloth hats, one pink and one blue flowered, which they wore when out in the yard.  One day as I watched them play, I kept wondering why I never saw Donald do that before.  He never climbed up a few steps on the windmill ladder before – that was always David’s trick.  Later when they came in I found I had put the “wrong” hats on them and it was David more daring that Donald.  But I had the pink hat on David instead of Donald.

They loved to be read to and often held a book before me so I could read while doing other work with my hands.  One day looking at the Montgomery Ward Catalog, Donald laid the catalog down and ran to the Kitchen and looked at the Linoleum then ran back to the Catalog and said “Mama’s No lu.”

I had made little sun suits and Neural was doing some freehand embroidery on one suit.  She was laughing and having a good time over it.  I went to see what was so funny.  She had embroidered a little Devil on the Bib of one sun suit.  I said “Now you will have to embroider a little Devil on the other sun suit so they will be alike”.

The Douglass Farm *

When we first got back to the old place, there were busy days of cleaning, papering, and painting.  Neural and Otis had the two upstairs Bedrooms, Earl and I and the twin babies the downstairs bedroom.  There were no clothes closets.  We had to curtain off a corner or fix hooks in the wall with curtains over the clothes.  We really missed our nice Colorado home.

My Mother wanted the place deeded to me and my children, a setup that meant I could never sell the place or Borrow money we needed to get started.  I am thankful the Douglass Banker and my father agreed that the place should be deeded to me.  Then we were able to get a government loan and bought horses, cattle, sheep, hogs, and machinery, and started over.  It was tough going to pay the taxes on the place.  My parents needed cash from us to pay taxes on their Douglass home, buy clothes, and continue their way of life.  It was hard to have anything left for our young family.  We also had the loan on the place to pay on.

In years past my father had made a drag to drag roads.  That job was granted to us and that brought in much needed cash.  Earl went to sales and bought calves to feed out.  We also raised a lot of chickens and had eggs and fryers to sell.  Earl also had plans to build a wind electric charger.  I still have the papers he got from S. A. Long Electric Company in Wichita and little by little was getting together pipe and other material to build the frame to hold the mill, but it was not to be.

After two years of hard work and sickness, Earl had an operation for Appendix and found he had TB of Appendix.  Dr. Snyder set down beside him to ask about Background of TB.  Dr. Snyder said Dad Teets’ hunch-back was caused by TB of the Bone rather than being dropped by his little sister as Dad had always believed.

Earl’s Parents *

[Editors’ note:  David Oscar Teets’ mother, when she was near death, asked her sister-in-law Sarah Teets (wife of John Teets) to take David Oscar and raise him, which she did.  The “he” referred to in the next paragraph is David Oscar Teets, Earl’s father.]  
He never went back to see his father, sister, and step-mother.  He was very bitter that his Mother had given him to her sister-in-law and his father had allowed him to be taken far from the family.  In Recent years, a meeting with Lynn and Jeane Teets, Square Dance friends of My Son Otis and his wife Elsie, Lynn’s father David M. Teets and his wife Annabell have found they were seeking to trace a baby boy who had been taken away by the widow of John Teets, a baby born May 25, 1864, in West Union, Ohio.  We were able to trace that baby to Kansas East and North of Douglass, Kansas, where Aunt Sarah Teets and her Son Lewis Henry had settled with the small son of Alice Purdene Teets and Phillip Teets.  There David Oscar grew up, went to school at Waverly District 109, Butler County, Kansas.  My Grandparents lived on east and north in the same section; their Children Mary Elizabeth and Anna Margaret also went to Waverly.  I have record book of Waverly School showing that Mary Elizabeth Parry, Edgar Garrett, and David Oscar Teets were in the same classes at Waverly.  Later Anna Parry went to school.  I have no record of Oscar Parry but suppose later on he went to school there. David Oscar Teets grew up and married Clara Bell White, a young lady whose Parents were early settlers near Mount Tabor School in the southern Part of Rock Creek Township.  See “A Little Remembrance” written by Marietta Bailey White and typed up by her Granddaughter Maribell White, Daughter of Will White and Winifred Compton White.

David Oscar and Clara Bell White Teets had 5 children.

· Agnes Amelia.  Born March 16, 1894.  Died April 3, 1894, having lived 18 days.  Buried in McCabe Cemetery.

· Earl Winfred Teets.  Born May 23, 1898, about 1½ miles east of home where we lived for many years.

· Paul Revere.  Born April 4, 1901 – some say in Missouri but I know nothing of a time in Missouri.  In 1904 they moved to Plattville County.

· Their twin girls, Faye Monta and Ferne Monett, were born May 4, 1904.

They moved to Colorado because the Doctor thought Earl was becoming tubercular.  They later moved on to Boulder, lived in many places, raised and sold Garden Produce.  Earl finished 8th grade at Valmont as did Paul and the twin girls.  They lived on the Maris Place across from the Hixsons.

A Tragic 4th of July

Back in July of 1933 we were busy with all the farm work on the place where I had grown up and which a short time before had been deeded to me.  Garden stuff had been canned and little Chickens in the Brooder had grown up into early fryers and young pullets that would fill the egg Cases in the Coming Winter.  We took time to go to My Parents' home in Douglass to celebrate the 4th.

My sister, her daughter Opal, and boy friend Harold Knox Came over from Wellington, and we had a nice visit, while Opal played with and admired the twins, David and Donald, now almost eight months old.  Then Opal and Harold left promising to return soon, and we would have our dinner together.

Hours passed and they did not return.  About the Middle of the Afternoon, My Brother-in-law Charley Came.  One look at his face and we knew something was wrong.  He asked if we had heard from the Children.  No, we had heard nothing.  He said there had been an Accident.  My sister and I left the room for Prayer.  We later found that the Young Couple had went to the home of a Preacher friend up near El Dorado and were Married.  They were on the way back to Douglass to surprise us with News of their Marriage when a truck, failing to stop before entering the Highway, had struck their car and the happy young Bride was instantly Killed.  Her groom was injured but was able to send word to Charley who was the only one who knew their plans.

Some said “It was her time to go”.  I cannot think that but feel as the Minister who preached her funeral sermon said:  “The Great Father Heart of God is hurt and Bleeding as ours are today.  He had work for that Young Woman and now He must find someone else to do His work.”

A Tragic Accident *

Earl recovered from Appendix Operation but because Doctor had claimed to Cure him with Ice packs when he had his first attack, his Insurance Company didn't pay anything on the Operation SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" so Earl dropped his insurance, something I bitterly regretted for the Next several years.

Two years after the tragic Accident that Claimed my niece, Earl and I were wakened one early Morning by a disturbance among the sheep and Earl took his gun from its place above the door and went out.  I stood watching from the Doorway but soon lost sight as he rounded the corner of the big tool shed.  I heard a shot and soon the little white Dog came to the wash house and set looking toward the tool shed.  Then came a call SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" “Oh! Wife” SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" and I ran toward the sound.  In getting over the fence on the way back to the house his gun had caught on the fence and fired.  He was terribly wounded SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" a Call to the Doctor in Douglass, an ambulance ride to the hospital in Winfield.  A Call to Emery McNeil (Young Minister) and he came and spent the day with us.  Gave direct transfusion to Earl.  But he was in such bad shape and Bleeding couldn't be stopped.  My Sister and Charley came and he set with Earl while Brother Mack went home for a rest.  He returned after Charley and Anna went home thinking Earl would recover.  But that night with Brother McNeil beside me, I watched my Dear Husband die.  The next Morning McNeil took me home to my four dear Children.

Friends had come to care for the Children and farm animals.  Little Chickens three weeks old I hadn't seen as I was kept busy in the house.  A few days before Donald had put together his first sentence, after watching “Daddy bury Chickie”.

Life Without Earl *

It was so hard to go on, but with four children I had to keep going.  In My Numbness I allowed my Brother-in-law Paul and Uncle John White to decide we should stay on the farm and get along as best we could, with help from Earl's Uncle Walter White.  Uncle Mel would have helped too, but what I didn't know was, he talked to Uncle Oscar and he refused Uncle Mel on several things which, had I known, would have been of Great help to me.

Uncle Oscar said “Otis has enough schooling; he can stay home and run the farm for you.”  Otis was just finishing eighth grade.  I said “Otis is going on to school if it takes the farm.”  That fall Otis started to High School.  Neural was a junior.  She had stayed with Grandpa and Grandma Young her first two years.  That first summer she worked for Abbie Bare and she helped Neural with Clothes for School.

As My father long ago built a drag and dragged roads, Otis was able to drag roads that first summer and earn Money for Clothes and school books.  When School started Otis and Neural got rides with other young people of the Neighborhood, so they would be at home with the twins and I at night and do the chores.

I had used Earl's life Insurance to pay off loan on the place and pay for his hospital and Funeral Services.  Too bad I didn't have Paul and Mother Teets bring him back to Green Mountain Cemetery.  I did get a Clark Grave Vault expecting to Move him later whenever we could go back to Colorado.

The insurance Earl had dropped two years before would have paid me $25.00 a month until the Children were all eighteen, and with the twins only 2½ years old when Earl died it would have Meant so much to me.

Another Tragic Death *

I don't know how I got through that first terrible summer and know I was not the support I should have been to Otis and Neural in their loss of a loved father.  Many times I went to my bedroom on my Knees in the Agony of prayer.

Every time I went to town I went by the Cemetery with some flowers or just to weep.

I am afraid that is where the twins caught colds that went into Pneumonia and was part of the cause of the death of Our Baby Don.  We went to Sunday Services December 1 at Bloomington.  That evening Don was sick and I felt I should give him an Enema.  Then he seemed much better and I didn't go ahead.  He was feverish and Crying for a drink in the Night.  The Next day I called my Nurse friend Mrs. Redford and then the Doctor.  As soon as He came I told him David had a Bowel Movement the day before but Donald did not.  The Doctor just shrugged and said “Oh, we don't pay any attention to that.  It doesn't make any difference.”

I am sure it does make a difference and I have suffered Much these Many years because I didn't go ahead and give Donald an enema that Sunday night.

The Doctor treated both for Pneumonia.  I stayed with them and read or told them stories as they lay in the big Crib Covered with a sheet and with Medicine being burnt and blown into their Crib.  The Pneumonia cleared up quickly Monday and Tuesday, but Wednesday Donald was worse.  When I came in from helping with Chores I found a boiler of water on to heat as they were afraid Donald was going into Convulsions.

He laid quiet as long as I stayed by his side soothing him.  The Doctor left saying it was hopeless; there was nothing more he could do.  About 3:00 P.M. Donald quietly died.  The Doctor said Mengel Complications came up from his Bowel and struck his Heart.  December 4, 1935 — My Father's Birthday.

In my Prayers I had said I could stand it if only I could know Donald and Earl were together, and as I lay on the bed near my “Angel Baby,” I was blessed with a Vision of Earl and Donald looking at each other and smiling.

Then My Cousin Earl Parry Came and shook me, saying “No!  Nellie, we Cannot spare you too.”  I have wondered why he did that — did I look so near death as I beheld that vision?

Little David recovered but was lost for a while without his twin.  He would set beside the toy box and act as though he didn't Know how to play alone.  I had kept flowers in a vase beside Daddy's picture.  One day I found him up on a chair trying to put some wandering Jew beside Don's side of their twin pictures.  After that I kept a vase with a flower beside Don's Picture too.

It was such a sad time and Christmas was coming up.  I do Not remember what I did for Otis and Neural but I remember that each bought Material for a new dress for me, a red and white Plaid and a Lavender and white Paisley Print.  Beautiful new dresses.  I got the Red and White Plaid made and wore it to the Golden Wedding.

A Golden Wedding Celebration

Early in January of 1936 My Mother and Sister began planning to Celebrate our Parents' Golden Wedding Anniversary Coming up Monday, January 20, 1936.  I am afraid I wasn't much help in planning the Celebration as all I could think about was that Earl and I had only 17 short years together.

According to the write-up I have which Neural typed, Grandpa and Grandma Parry had Celebrated their golden wedding in the same house October 10, 1913.  My son Otis, Born October 10, 1921, Baked the Bread for the Golden Wedding dinner.

One of the Nice surprises of that day was the Radio Broadcast over WIBW from Topeka of the song “When I Spend My Vacation in Heaven” given at the request of Mrs. Charley Faler, their daughter.  Mrs. Faler's birthday was the 17th of January and was Celebrated in Connection with the Golden Wedding.

Cyrus Young, son of Mr. and Mrs. Young, and his family of McPherson were unable to attend.  Also George Faler and Mr. and Mrs. Carl Perkins of Arkansas City.  Many Lovely Gifts and Cards were Received.  A list of those present were:

Mr. and Mrs. William Young

Mr. and Mrs. Charley Faler of South Haven

Mrs. Nellie Teets, Neural, Otis and David

Mr. and Mrs. Fred Kaiser, Mr. and Mrs. C. L. Kaiser, and Mrs. Wm. Cranmer and Willa Jane of Conway Springs

Rev. and Mrs. George Watts

Mr. and Mrs. Ray Jones, Jackie and Larry

Mr. and Mrs. I. E. Parry

Mr. and Mrs. Roy Parry, Keith, Marjorie, Dorthy and Donna Marie

Mr. and Mrs. J. G. Parry

Mr. and Mrs. Ed Garrett

Mr. and Mrs. L. E. Redford and Betty

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Glaves

Mrs. Mable Kenney and Robert Earl

Mrs. Dolly Rhinesmith

Mrs. Mattie Little

Misses Sallie Payne, Venita and Frances Jones, Vara Green, Frieda Post, and Helen Landis

Maxine Gerhard and Mr. Frank Schooling

I still have the lovely Golden Vase My Parents received.  I don't remember who gave it to them or what My family and I gave them.

Life in Douglass *

Time goes on.  I was Miserable much of the time.  The Children were in High School.  Neural finished and went to Wichita to Make use of her Scholarship at Business School.  She stayed at Queen Esther Home for Girls.  About that time I gave up — sold Machinery and farm stock and Bought a 6 lot place with a nice little house in Douglass for $300.00.  I spent $100.00 fixing it up.  Mr. Redford found one Wall slipped off the foundation.  He cut down through one Corner of the Dining Room and put the south wall back on the Foundation.  Also took out two big rocks someone had put in and Plastered over.  A nice 5 room house with 2 porches, 1 screened in with a Cistern under the Porch.  Also an entrance to the Cellar where we kept Potatoes and Canned goods.

The house was wired for electricity but as it was old and not in use when I bought the house, we were afraid to use it.  I had my good coal oil range in the Kitchen and a wood burning stove in the Dining room for heat in the winter.  We had a Coal oil Lamp with a Mantle and it didn't have to be pumped up as gasoline lamps did.  Our neighbors said that the Aladdin lamp gave the Brightest light of all.  Papa and Otis remodeled one big shed for a Garage for our big Dodge Sedan.  Many nice big trees so had a shade Yard.  The porch swing Earl had made in High School hung on the front porch and I spent much time with sewing and crocheting out there.

There was a good well south of the house, with two buckets on a Rope and Pulley for Drawing water.  I always stopped at the well and took a bucket of water to flush the toilet, which was hooked up to the City system.  The toilet was in a small building by the Garage.

We didn't bring the double tub washer into town, so I bought a small hand washer which I used out on the Porch and hung clothes out to Dry.

I had rented the farm to the daughter and son-in-law of the Davis Family, a poor choice.  So very little money came in.  Also meant a 3rd family was trying to get a living from the place, so I Had to mortgage the place for money to pay to Papa and Mama.  Otis worked out with Earl Parry and Got wood for the Winter.  Bought fruit and sugar so I canned.  Also Raised a good garden and helped that way.  His last year in high School was also David's first Year in School.

In October of 1938, I came out to Boulder for Funeral of Mother Teets.  Uncle John White and Aunt Effie, parents of Beryl Eureath and Donna Idell White were living on 10 acres they had bought from George Sawhill.  I was to stay with them one evening a few days after the funeral when we received word I was to come home as My Mother had a stroke and wasn't expected to live.  So I hurried home and found it was My Father instead of Mother who had a stroke.  Someone had Misunderstood the telegram.  Papa passed away.  I put a mortgage on the farm to help with my share of Papa's funeral expenses and other expenses.  I was Much in Need of a Hysterectomy.  So much so Dr. Snyder (Young Dr. Howard Snyder) said he would do the operation without charge, then if ever I got oil on the farm I could pay double.

In Summer of 1939 Aunt Effie White had blood clots in her Leg so bad she had to have the leg amputated.  She later passed away and was brought back to Wichita to be buried near her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Alexander, who were mentioned at the beginning of My Story.

Earlier that same summer I had sold the farm to the John Knollenberger Family.  That was quite a summer as little Johnny and David got some Matches and set fire to a stack of Hay Mr. Knollenberger had put up from Mowing around the streets.

Also Johnny had contracted scarlet fever from Cousins in Augusta.  He wasn't quarantined so he spread Scarlet Fever to all the Children of the Neighborhood.

David had it and I took it from him so we were quarantined for a long time.  Otis stayed out with Earl Parry helping with farm work.

The Second Move to Colorado *

Later on Uncle John came by for a visit and talked Otis and I into going to Colorado to look at his place.  He wanted me to buy and move back to Colorado so my boys would be near their Uncle Paul.  We bought the little 10 acre Farm and moved out to Colorado in the Spring of 1940.

Neural had written out here and had a job as secretary to an Attorney, to begin work in March.  So Otis made a trip with a trailer load of our furniture so she Could go to work the first of March.  I had my operation the first of that year but was not ready to leave the First of March.  Neural stayed with Uncle Paul and rode in to Boulder as their Young People drove in to High School.  By the first of April I was able for the trip out and we brought a second trailer load of furniture out.  We hadn't got settled in the little house when My Mother wrote that she had deeded her house to my sister and wanted to come live with me.

Only a three room house on a 10 acre Place.  As it was not big enough for My family of Four, three Children and Myself — and now with my Mother coming out — it was important that we build on more room.  Otis dug an extension to the basement and we got a Carpenter that lived Nearby and would let Otis work with him.  They added a Nice Bedroom and Clothes Closet, Bathroom and Kitchen, and a Back entrance that led to the Basement as well as up into the Kitchen.

As we had electricity Mamma brought her radio and electric iron, and I bought an Electric washer.  A Home Comfort range in the Kitchen kept us warm in the Winter as well as did the Baking and lots of canning of fruits and vegetables.  We raised a good garden.  A Large Chicken house was on the place, also a nice Brooder house with a fenced lot for little chickens.  A tool shed back of the Garage where we put the old dry sink Mamma brought out.  It had been Made by Uncle John Coppell and was in Grandma Parry's house when we were in High School, and had stayed in the house with Grandpa Parry that winter.

Later My Mother and father had moved in with Grandpa Parry.  He went about over the Country selling books.  I had several of his books and am very sorry I let the big one which had several Shakespeare plays get away from me when I moved from Mapleton.  Also all my Elsie Dinsmore Books.  I had two little Books that had belonged to My Father as a boy.  I have one Dated August 21, 1870.  The one that had some pieces Papa had Memorized and often spoke; somehow I failed to keep and am sorry about its loss.

Little House

[Editors’ note:  This section discusses the little house on the farm at Valmont in Colorado.  “Little house” usually refers to the little house in Douglass, bought after they left the farm.]

Back to my memories of the little house.  I had taken my mother and Aunt Maude Parry on a trip to Missouri early in the summer of 1939.  While there Cousin Stella had given me Black-eyed peas for seed.  We had planted them in our garden on the little farm and they had such pretty Blooms.  Each morning, David would run out in his Pajamas to see how many more beautiful blooms had opened up.  He had a great love of flowers and his Delphinium took a prize in the flower show.

The first two years on little farm we sold strawberries, almost $300.00 worth the first year and $200.00 the second.  We raised Leghorn Chickens and Paid for their feed with eggs plus the nice fryers from our young chickens.

Lenard Hall bought eggs and Chickens and sold us the feed.  One Sunday morning, I had made a cream filling for a Piecrust, decorated it with a few large strawberries and set it in the Basement while we were away at Church.  Mr. Hall needed more eggs for an order so he came out to our place for them.  He told me afterward how he looked at that pie and wanted some of it, but thought I might be having Company and would need all of it.  So he didn’t cut into it.

One Halloween I was making Mincemeat when trick or treaters came to the Door.  I invited them in and gave each one a dish of hot mincemeat.  They thought that the best treat they got that Halloween time.

My Mother often spoke of her desire for a wine colored dress.  When her Mother went to get material for her wedding dress years before, Mamma had asked her to get wine color, but Grandma got Brown.  

On Mamma’s Birthday September 12, 1940, My daughter gave her some Money and told her to go buy a Wine Colored dress.

Mamma's Dress *

I took Mamma to J. C. Penney's, at that time downtown at Pearl and 13th.  When the clerk brought out a wine colored dress for Mamma to try on, she would not take it off or look at any more dresses.  She wore it home.  Then she found the sleeves a little shorter than she liked.  I got wine colored silk to make her a nice slip so I used some of the silk to lengthen the sleeves.

My mother had an old Black silk blouse and a long black skirt which she said she was to be buried in.  She had been with me a year when she went back to Kansas for a visit, she said as she was leaving that she was taking her Black Dress and hoped she died while in Kansas so she could be buried there in the family lot.  Two weeks later she returned.  When she phoned from the Bus station, Otis was away at work so I didn't have the car to go after her.  I went to the Sawhill family and they went after her.

In December of that year came the attack on Pearl Harbor and we were at war.  Otis was deferred as he was my only support.  He carried a registration card, Hunting license, and Driver's licenses, and each one had his hair a different color.

My Mother passed away and I took her back to Douglass for Burial.  [Editors’ note:  November 1942?]  Her long time Pastor George Watts said to My Sister and I, that we shouldn't grieve as all the years he had known her, she had wanted to die.  She was buried in the Wine Colored dress.  The old black dress was given to the Douglass Museum.

The day I got home from the funeral, I hurried to do a washing as Otis and David had been “batching”, David in school and Otis working, so they had quite a few dirty clothes.  I had them sorted in Piles on Kitchen floor when a Knock at Door and there was the Dr. Rufus Baker, pastor of Boulder Church.  After a short Visit with him, I got my washing on the line and supper for my Boys.  Farmers worked late getting in the Harvest.

Some Earlier Memories *

My Cousin Viola Garrett was born Feb. 28, 1906.  My Mother was helping care for her sister and the new baby when I played out in the cold and became ill with croup, so my Mother sent me to a Neighbor, Mrs. Bailey and she Doctored me up with Goose Grease and onions.

Mrs. Bailey's son Delbert was a young man but somehow took quite a fancy to me and soon after my parents moved to their new home, Delbert Bailey took a picture of me and had it enlarged and tinted.  I do not remember him as he died while I was very small, but I remember well his Older brother Blaine who married and he and his wife lived many years with his Mother; three sons were born to them before the Family moved to Hicksville, Missouri where Blaine went to school and became a good Dr. of Osteopathy.

After we moved to Colorado and bought our Chevrolet Sedan I went back to Kansas to see my Parents, Brother and Sister and their Families.  Blaine Bailey visited my parents and as Otis walked up the steps and onto the Porch, Blaine said to me, “Your boy has one leg shorter than the other.”  I couldn't believe it until Blaine laid him down on the Bed and showed me how his ankles did not fit together as they should.  He gave Otis a treatment and then they fit at points as they should.  Otis had a number of treatments from Dr. Raulston before they finally held.

I have taken many treatments from Dr. Raulston.  He said I should take Cod Liver Oil.  Earl said he doubted if I would take it, so he only got a small bottle.  I surprised them by liking it and he soon had to get another and bigger bottle.  Guess I really needed it at that time as I do not care for Cod Liver oil now.  During my years of work I took many treatments and feel it was because of those treatments I was able to work for 20 years and retire with a good pension.

My Roots

My Father's Family came from Germany where he was born Dec. 4, 1854.  He had a brother Jacob, 2 years older than he.  Twins, a boy and a girl, had died before Jacob was born.  Grandpa had gone out walking one day and saw an Army Officer abuse two young fellows because they didn't do exercises as fast as he thought they should.  When Grandpa came home he told his wife they would go to America so their boys would not be forced to do Military Service.  Some of his cousins had already come to America - they came to New Orleans and up the river to a German settlement at Tolona, MO.  My Father was 18 months old at that time.  There, a fourth boy and two girls were born.  My father was 12 years old when his Mother died in childbirth with her 8th child.  It seems ironic that Grandpa left Germany so his sons would not have to take Military Service, then he was to serve in the Civil War here in America.

My mother was born in Adams County, Ohio.  Later Grandpa John Parry and his wife Margaret Cause Hook Parry took their young family to Missouri.  Mary Elizabeth, Anna Margaret and James Oscar were the children.  There they built a home on 40 acres near Lewistown, MO.  In 1872 they came by covered wagon to a homestead 8 miles east and one north of Douglass, KS.  I have been told that Grandpa had to go to Florence, KS, around 50 miles from their homestead, to get lumber to build their house.  Florence was as far as the railroad came at that time so it was the nearest place to get Lumber.

On a Nearby homestead lived Sarah Teets, her Son Lewis Henry Teets, and a nephew named David Oscar Teets.  [Editors’ note:  David Oscar Teets was the son of Alice Purdine Teets and Phillip Teets.]  David was born May 25, 1864 in West Union, Ohio.  I have an old record book that shows Mary Parry, David Teets, and Edgar Garret were in school together at Waverly School District 107, Butler County, Kansas.  Years later Edgar Garrett married Anna Margaret Parry.  David Teets married Clara Bell White, a young lady whose parents lived near Mount Tabor School in the southern part of Rock Creek township.  On May 23, 1898 they became Parents of Earl Winfred Teets, later to become my husband.  Their other children were Agnes Amelia who died in infancy and was buried in old McCabe Cemetery in 1894, Paul Revere, born April 4, 1901, Faye Monta and Ferne Monett, born at Platteville, CO, May 4, 1904.

My Move to 1055 Adams Circle, Apt 406

Happy Thanksgiving and Merry Christmas all rolled into one from my New Address.  The first nine months of 1981 were the usual busy months at 1905 Mapleton.

Richard warped my loom while he was home for Christmas Holidays of 1980, and I busily worked on weaving my fifth queen-sized bedspread.  I got three lengths woven and sewed together.  First thing after Christmas was to crochet a wide band on each side of my last weaving of 1980 to make a blanket for the little stranger that Russ and Janice were expecting.  Hunter Ryan arrived February 21 and his Beige and Green Blanket was ready, woven in Green on a length of Beige warp left over from Don and Christy’s Beige and Brown Bedspread.  Between times of Weaving, I Crocheted a red, Brown, and gold afghan in Broomstick Crochet for granddaughter Suzanne.  I also tied a number of three color Mats.  I also did one set of hot dish mats and four place mats in two shades of Blue – light blue daisies on a dark blue background with centers of Gold.  Sure added up to a lot of knots.  The mats were for Rich and Mary.

Of course, as spring and summer came on there was a lot of Outside work to do.

Somehow that work started a round of Arthritis in my left hip and leg.  Then, as Arthritis sometimes does, it Jumped to my right shoulder and arm, so all my Weaving and Crocheting stopped for a while.  I did beadwork:  Bells, stars, and crosses.  At times it was just lay around and sleep, too miserable to do much.  I was cold all the time and began to worry about what I would do when winter came and the high gas prices that were predicted.

I finally called Golden West Manor and found that I would have to wait at least another year for the one bedroom apartment I wanted.  But if I would take an efficiency, they had one available.  (It had been occupied by a dear friend, now in a Nursing home.)  So Otis and I measured my furniture and came out to look and measure and found I could get all the furniture I wanted to bring along situated in the 20x13 room plus two hallways, Bath, Kitchen, and five Closets.  At that time Neural arrived for a Visit.  She joined my Doctor, Otis, Elsie, Paul and Evelyn in urging me to move.

So October 10, a friend of Otis and Elsie furnished a pick-up truck. Bill Colvin drove it, helped Otis and Donald and Russell put furniture in the truck, and delivered and set in Appointed places.

I took my first meal in the dining room.  Elsie got a meal for the people moving me and left her usual note of Thanks to me for her Husband, October 10 being Otis’ Birthday.

My home of 31½ years sold three days after I told Paul he could start proceeding to sell.  (I really think he had two or three prospects standing around waiting for me to give up.)

I don’t know what I would have done without Neural.  She sorted and Cleaned, packed things to store and to move and to sell.  She cleaned and arranged my Cupboards and Closets.

Russ and Janice took my twin bed set, Kitchen table and stored my Buffet for a while.  Otis and Elsie have my Dining room table and chairs. One of the tenants bought the furniture in his Apartment and moved it to the Apartment he found near his work.  I called Mary Marr [Editors’ note:  a woman from the church who is knowledgeable about antiques.]  and the old dry sink from Grandma Parry’s house, that Otis and Neural thought should go to the dump, brought $20.00.  A little Lamp that I didn’t think worth a quarter Mary got $22.00 for.  It was one my Brother had given me years ago.  Mary also sold my doll that had the pink dress Mamma had made of the same Material and patterns as one of my dresses for $75.00.    I wish I had kept the doll and got a wig for her.  Many other things Mary sold as I was paid several hundred Dollars.

Janice stripped and oiled and refinished my old table until it is a thing of Beauty.  Russ and Janice made me a beautiful Book case which sets in the Hallway and holds all my books and some pictures and vases.  It has the top of the Old Buffet on top, making me an extra shelf. When the old two piece Hi Fi went out I got a new one with speakers that hang on the wall.  The old Buffet came home from storage at Russ and Janice’s.  The new TV and Record player are on it.  Russ and Janice have my piano, so I feel almost at home when I visit there.

I got a beautiful Bride doll and Jean Miller brought me the old glass jar that David had the bottom cut out of to use over plants.  It covers the Beautiful doll nicely.  

As I sit here at the desk writing, the little lamp on the edge of my paper is one that David made in Casey Junior High.  The little table beside the desk is the Radio stand of Mamma’s Radio and David refinished it and put a top to it, also in Manual training at Casey.  The ship picture in the Kitchen was his 8th grade work at Valmont.  

When he was in Casey, he wanted me to study with him every night and go on through High School.  After a day’s work at the Dorm and the work at home washing, ironing, cooking, and cleaning, I was too tired to study.  Wish I could have did it.  After 20 years of hard work in the Dormitory system, I am thankful for retirement and my PERA Check.

Religion *

Saturday, May 31, 1986.  Dr. Seamond’s Sermon, the “Forerunners of Christ”.

As I listened to him, I got to thinking about my Forerunners.  I suppose I should say my Mother and Father.  Mamma was very particular about who I played with.  Not many came up to her strict Ideas.  I was alone and had no close friends.  I loved to read and early learned to make mats, crochet, and sew.  

Papa read the Bible and spoke often of what it said.  They took a magazine called “Christian Herald”.  One time they ran a series of Bible questions.  Papa and I found the answers in his Bible.  I remember one Christmas all I asked for was a Bible.  I wore that Bible out but never read it completely through.

One time at McCabe, the Preacher gave the Altar Call.  I didn’t understand what it was all about, but Mamma urged me to go forward.  I went and Knelt to pray but somehow I felt nothing.  I was Baptized and joined the Church at McCabe.  

Later when Earl came to work for Papa we went to Bloomington.  There a young Southwestern student Emory McNeal preached.  He rode a motorcycle and came from Winfield every Sunday morning.  Earl and I drove the horse and buggy.  Went on the road east of the house.  One mile good Road where Everett Perokin lived.  [Editors’ note:  Nellie’s handwriting was difficult to read for this name.  Neither Otis nor Elsie had ever heard the name before.  Possibly the last name is “Pershio”.]  (Later Howard and Flossie Smith lived there and good neighbors for us.).  One mile of trail through the grass.  One mile of good road where Charley and Ella Meyers and Lloyd King lived.

Lloyd’s mother Alice had been good friend of my mother when they were young.  Later the oil field people built a nice Church and Moved in a house for a parsonage.

Slowly I accepted Jesus and felt his presence in my life.  As a very little girl, when Wind storms Came up at Night I prayed that Jesus would hold back the wind, and I was sure he did and I could go back to sleep.

My Mother was always singing old sacred Songs as she worked.  As she scrubbed clothes on the washboard, she would sing, “Sweet Beulah Land”, “In the sweet Bye and Bye”, “What a friend we have in Jesus”.  I have always loved the old songs.  Glad I have so many Records and Tapes to Listen to.  I cannot sing any more but in my heart there rings a Melody.

Jesus was my helper when Earl and Donald died.  God answered many prayers; when I told Him I could stand Donald’s death if He would show me they were together, My answer came in a beautiful vision of Earl and Donald together smiling at each Other.  Many times Earl came to me in my dreams, spoke to me, and when I woke up I could still feel his Kiss upon my lips.

Memorial Day Surprise 

May 25, 1987.  Today when Elsie took me to Green Mountain Cemetery with some flowers for graves of Friends and Relatives, we stopped first at Grave of Distant Cousin David M. Teets.  Was surprised and shocked to see stone for Vera Manchester Teets near the big black Stone of the David M. Teets Family.  We remembered Vera’s Grave as being North-east from that stone.  After much discussion about Location and fact that grass had not grown over Grave site – David had died in January while Vera died over a year ago and was surely grown over with grass – we decided that stone mason had hurried to get stone placed before Memorial Day and had not checked location completely.

Called Sylvia Manchester and found she didn’t know David M had died in Jan. – so that clicked with her wondering as to why grass had not grown over in over a year.  A call to stone company, and when Sylvia and Herman went to pick up flower pots, found stone had been moved to proper place.  Expect Lynn Teets had really contacted Stone mason before Sylvia and Herman did.  Was a shock to that Family I’m Sure.

June 1, 1987

In class today Margaret Atkinson of Apt. 1115 [Editors’ note:  in Golden West Manor] told the story of Victoria, Kansas.  Founded by Man from England as home for the “Black Sheep” sons of wealthy English families.  Later Germans who fled to Russia to escape Army conscription came when a new Czar would have conscripted them into Russian Army.  They came to Victoria as Servants to English families.  They (Volga Germans) brought Rust Resistant Wheat Seed.  Worked and saved and bought out English.  Cathedral of Plains. Stone fence posts. 

[Editors’ note:  Nellie didn’t finish this section.  Elsie found the following in the AAA Tour Book for Victoria, Kansas.

Victoria began as two separate settlements in the 1870’s.  North of the present town site, Volga-German immigrants founded Herzog, while just south of it was the English colony of Victoria.  Local history recounts that the young Englishmen, who had brought fine cattle, sheep, and horses with them, were more interested in saloons and dance halls than in raising livestock.

Within five years, Victoria Colony had folded, unlike the settlement to the north, which had grown and prospered through the hard work of the Volga-German farmers.  In 1913 the abandoned colony was absorbed, and Herzog was renamed Victoria, honoring the area’s English heritage.

Cathedral of the Plains was erected 1908-11, mostly by hand labor.  Officially St. Francis Church, the building is 220 feet long, with towers 141 feet high.  The Romanesque cathedral is constructed of native limestone.  The stained glass windows were imported from Munich, Germany.

Elsie went on to say 

This is not far from Hays, Kansas, where we go for the Advanced Square Dance weekend at the end of October each year, and we have gone to see the cathedral.  It is a beautiful place and has a fascinating history, which is shared with visitors by guides who are members of the community.  As I remember, this building is the 3rd one built by the congregation as each previous one was outgrown.  Each family contributed labor and materials, especially the limestone which underlies the whole area and has long been used to make fence posts for all the farms.  Otis and I went on another tour in the area and saw the process used in making the fence posts.  The limestone was uncovered (from the layer of soil on top) and split into fence post sized pieces, using layers of limestone that were separated from underlying layers.  There were no trees around there, so limestone fence posts were a necessity – what a job to make enough to surround a field, let alone a whole farm.

The Volga Germans did bring rust-resistant wheat seed, but I never heard that they were servants to the English.  The Catholic religion was strong in the area and each community had its own church, but none were as grand and beautiful as the one at Victoria.  It is just a few miles south of I-70 and quite spectacular – we had often admired it against the skyline and were glad to have the chance to see it.]

My 85th Birthday

It started with letter and card from Viola Jost (a Cousin of my Husband).  She also celebrated her 85th in May.  I have the Letter I wrote her when we both entered our 80’s and it was her letter telling about her 80th that inspired Elsie for the lovely Celebration they gave me on my 80th.

While in Kansas in May, Neural had given us a pillow which I got out and put on Red Swivel Chair when the 13th arrived.  My Neighbor Lillian Mantaria across the hall came with Blue and off-white afghan in Ripple pattern.  A phone call from Francis Hansen and she sang Happy Birthday.  Cards and more Cards from Neighbors and friends far and near.

Otis and Elsie came for me and we drove to Lake Estes where Russ, Janice, and children had been fishing since Eight O’clock.  Janice had lawn chair and umbrella and I enjoyed setting by lake and watching Rebecca, Hunter, and Russell casting their lines.  After 3 hours of fruitless fishing they put poles and lines away and we drove on up through Estes and into the National Park up toward Bear Lake, turned off to Sprague Lake.  Had a nice Birthday Picnic lunch with little cakes Janice had fixed and Watermelon for Dessert.  Then we walked around Sprague Lake 9-tenths of a mile but with walk to and from Car was a good mile.  With walking I did at Lake Estes feel I walked 2 miles on my 85th Birthday.

On way down toward home Stopped in Estes Park and Children caught two fish each.  They were dressed and put in ice.  The four measured 47 inches.  Cost Russell $18.47 but the children were happy – they had caught Fish. Home and a quiet evening.  End of a perfect day.

Celebrating Continues with Elsie and Russell

Tuesday, June 16th, was Elsie’s Birthday and I had Otis and Elsie, Cousin Forest White and his wife Esther over to the Manor for Dinner.  The Menu Potatoes and Ham AuGratin, Beans and Angel Cake.  I fixed Cherry sauce to go on our Angel cake.  Really dressed it up.

After a nice visit Forest told me Diane White had written of Aunt Pearl’s death.  Left me with mingled feelings of sorrow and relief for the dear 94 year old had broken Hip and in Nursing Home.  Failing mind so different from the sparkling wit and deep spiritual feeling of two years ago, when David and I visited her at home a few days before Cheryl’s wedding Nov. 11, 1985.

Esther and Elsie planned to go to meeting of Evening Fellowship that evening so left to go prepare their Salads.  However, when Otis and Elsie got home they found a note that Carl and Roma were out at KOA Campground.  They went out to KOA Campground and invited Carl and Roma in to supper.  They brought a nice ice cream cake decorated in pink for Elsie’s Birthday.  Another pleasant evening.

Rich called so we had word from him, Mary, and Alan.

Don had called the evening before and later in week called me.  He and Chris very busy.  He with School work and Doctoral Dissertation.

Wed 17th.  I was Hostess for New Fellowship being formed at Golden West so Methodist women could have fellowship with each other and some Outsiders in a Fellowship which will meet here quite often.  Esther Fellowship.

Thursday June 18.  Otis and Elsie took Carl, Roma, and I to Central city.  A most beautiful drive and saw many Blue Iris along the way.  Great clumps and so Beautiful.  Thru Central City and out to old Cemetery.  Looked about at the many Beautiful old stones.  Stopped at Picnic Table as we came back into the old town, and had the lunch Elsie and Roma had fixed.  Then on downtown.  Saw Teller Opera House but the place we really visited was St. James Methodist Church.  Names on Corner Stone reminded us that Jacob Adraince had a part in starting Boulder First Methodist Church.  The name of Aunt Clara Brown on the St. James Cornerstone reminded me of a book in our Church Library about her so checked it out and have enjoyed reading story as told by Kathleen Bruyn who wove together Fact and Fiction to make a Beautiful Black Pioneer come to life for us.

That Thursday evening we Celebrated Russell’s 33rd birthday together at Otis and Elsie’s.

Friday Carl and Roma left for Home in McPherson, Kansas.  Russ and Family left for Colorado Springs and Royal Gorge.  When they return Sunday evening, Father’s Day we will have more Birthday Cake, Celebration of three Birthdays, and Father’s Day. Also the Fish caught in Estes Park, which the children enjoyed catching but Yuck! Yuck! will not eat.

Then came a beautiful Birthday basket of Flowers for my Birthday from Rich, Mary, and Alan.  Beautiful flowers which I shared with Manor Residents at the Birthday Coffee.

Bread Baking Frustration

[Editors’ note:  Written April 13, 1987]

This morning I planned to bake Bread and hurried about to get it mixed before Breakfast.  Down to my last slice, so was very Needful that I bake.

Had warm water, honey, yeast, soft butter, two cups white flour mixed.  Now to add wheat flour; so I reached for the Canister of wheat flour on the top shelf of the Cabinet.  It was Empty.  I called Martha Pike but she was out of wheat flour also.  “Love in Action” from our Church was taking her shopping this afternoon.  She would get whole wheat flour, but that didn't help me this Morning.

Martha suggested I use some Wheat Flake Cereal, so I crushed 2½ cups of Posts Raisin Bran and finished mixing the Bread.  Raised nicely and molded three loaves.  Baked and just as it was Coming from the Oven I thought “Oh!  No! I didn't put any salt in my Bread.  It won't be good.”

It was too hot to cut before lunch, but when I came up from dinner (it was short and I was still hungry) I cut the Bread.  Ate two slices and it was very good.

One last loaf June 1, 1987, and still good Bread.

Two Dinners for Mother’s Day May 8, 1988

Up early this morning, on to Sunday School at 9:00 on the Van which stopped for me at 8:45.  Surely keeps me hustling to be around, Hair combed, Bath and all my morning chores done, Breakfast over and down on the 2nd floor by 8:45.

I usually fix my purse with keys in place Saturday evening.  So as my keys  were not on the Bookcase shelf I trusted they were in my purse.  When I got home, I searched through my purse, the small wallet there – but no keys in it.  I knocked on Evans door and Jerry said he would go down and tell the monitor to come up and let me in.  As it was late, I took the extra key and hurried down to dinner after putting my rose in water.  I had fun with my table mates Mary Keller and Esther Calvert.  We had a dinner of Turkey, dressing, gravy, Peas, and dessert.  I found my keys in the bag I had carried to Coffee Saturday p.m.  I delivered Bulletins and was home by the time Janice called.  I went over there and found that Russ and the children had fixed a dinner of Turkey, dressing, gravy, and two fruit salads and cake.

May 1988

Last Friday was a day of surprises.  Russell called early asking if I thought his Parents would ever come home.  I assured him I expected them during this weekend.  Then he invited me to go out in the evening to eat, saying he would come for me at 5:30 at the West door.  

Later that day my phone rang and a familiar Voice said “We’re home”.  I told Elsie I was invited Out to supper and they should call Russell and meet us where ever they were going.

Russ and family arrived and soon Otis and Elsie came.  Rebecca and Hunter promptly got into the car with their Grandparents and we all headed for the downtown Mall.  The beds of tulips and Jonquils were gone and the big bowls not yet planted, so it was rather drab.  We ordered Falafel from a little shop.  That is bread pockets filled with Lettuce salad and little balls of ground chick peas, spiced and deep fried.  Very tasty.  It was the first time I ever ate sitting on a Mall bench watching the world go by.  We walked another block and watched a Magic show while Children played on the Rocks.  Then a long walk back to the car and out to a yogurt Parlour in the Village.  This particular place was giving a percentage of profits to Crestview Elementary school – that is where Rebecca and Hunter are in school.  Chocolate Yogurt was just like Ice Cream.  The Yogurt Parlour sure is a busy place.  If I ever hear how much Crestview received, I will let you know.  Quite a different evening for me.

Celebration of 86th Birthday

This began on Sunday the 12th of June when Pearl and Bill Colvin Called to ask me for Hamburgers cooked on their new grill and to hear a tape of the Story of Teddy Roosevelt taped some months ago.  They gave me a Corsage and a Card of an Ostrich hiding its head in the sand.

[Editors’ note:  Nellie never finished this section.]

July 1989

I am trying to think back and pick up the story of my life after I came home from the burial of my mother in 1942.  After her death, Otis went into the service.  That was especially hard for me.  I felt alone as he had been my mainstay in all the years since his father’s death.

He was sent to Florida and was put in the Air Force medical Corps, Dental section and trained in dental lab work.  He ended up as chair assistant for Dr. M. L. Diamond and went overseas with the 1902 Aviation Engineers.  He had asked that part of his wage be sent to me so The Red Cross came to see if I needed it.  As I remember it was a Mrs. Burton, the same person who had been a Social worker for Mother Teets and Maxine, who came to investigate.  She took me to Denver and I was given a health exam and a number of shots.  I was so ashamed that they felt I needed so much help and it was the first time I had a check of my eyes.  David and I continued on the little farm for a while.  Otis came for a vacation and Neural came from Kansas to see him.  In Otis’ Dental training he had made himself some awful looking Dentures out of extra large teeth that changed his appearance so much that when he put them in and we went to see Uncle Paul and family, They thought something terrible had happened to him.  Then Pauline figured it out and said “Otis, take those things out of your mouth.”  How Happy they were to see Otis as his natural self!

When asked how he liked flying, Otis said he hadn’t flown but had picked up what wasn’t pretty after them.  He was in training in the states for some time before being sent overseas.  Then he couldn’t tell where he was.  Finally the war was over and he was in Japan a while before coming Home.  

In the meantime I had sold the 10 acre farm and moved into the old Hotel at Valmont, a cheap but very Comfortable place to live.  [Editors’ note:  The hotel Nellie refers to is the historic T. J. Jones Stage Stop, built in 1860.]  I had also started to work at U of C [Editors’ note:  the University of Colorado].  They had girls in Boys’ Fraternity Houses and my first job was at the Sig Ep Fraternity House.  Then as Eureath was coming to stay with me, I took the Summer off.  Uncle John Passed away and I took Eureath to Wichita for the funeral.  We stopped along the way at places Uncle John had preached to tell old friends of his death.  We had a brief visit with Cy at Ellinwood and Anna at Oxford while Eureath was with her family in Wichita.  

Then we went back to Boulder.  Eureath enjoyed living in the old House and was glad I was living there instead of the little house which had sad memories of the death of her mother interwoven with memories of Donna’s wedding.  As I had to go to Norlin Library often for Books for Eureath, who was working on her Doctorate, I looked for part time work.  I helped Patsy Christian by taking over some of her Housework.  [Editors’ note:  Patsy Christian was a close friend of Nellie’s from the church and a member of the Women’s Society with her for years.]  But that wasn’t enough so I got Half time work at the armory which had Freshman girls.  One snowy morning as I went to work and David to school, we picked up a Young woman, Doris Bankston, and found she wanted to go to Macky, across the street from the Armory.  She rode with us for some time and was much interested in David’s progress in School.

Otis came home and as he had often called David “the squirt”, he started to ask if this was the squirt, stopped, swallowed, and said “Is this David?”  He never called him squirt again.  Otis went to Fort Collins to college.  When we went to see Mrs. Hixson and asked if she had any idea where he could find a place to stay, she said “Nellie, seeing it is your son, he can stay with us.”  It was so wonderful to know he had a good place to stay.  He often came home for weekends by bus, later with Paul Roosa.

At the end of Otis’ first year of college, Mr. Foote wanted the old house for someone else so I had to move.  Paul found a house at 2027 Arapahoe which I bought and we moved there, and I had my first experience of being a landlady.

As Otis and David had rooms upstairs, I thought I had to rent sleeping rooms to boys.  But one evening as Eureath was in the grocery store, 2 young women were inquiring about an apartment.  She thought I could set up an apartment upstairs as it already had a kitchen and separate bath.  The girls were nurses just out of the Army and one, Dorothy Lash, said it would work out just fine.  She laughed at the tub – it was the shortest she had ever seen and they were both tall.  They stayed with me at least two years.  During this time David had a problem with his knee and Dorothy knew what the trouble was – osteomyelitis.  She helped him get used to going on crutches.

The Turning Point

Some Accomplishments

[Editors’ note:  This section and the two remaining sections were written as part of a writing class Nellie took in the late 1980’s while living at Golden West Manor.  June Taylor was their teacher.]

One well remembered turning point in my life came in 1961 when, after 20 years of work for the C.U. housekeeping department, I retired.  October 1 was also my twin grandsons’ Birthday, so after baking them a Cake, I went to watch the Band Day parades.  I was so proud of them in their band uniforms.

October 15 I packed my suitcase and got in “Rambling Rose,” my little black Nash Rambler sedan and started for Kansas, the first time I made that trip by myself.  My son Otis got in his car and drove along as far as Brush, to show me the way and make sure I would make it alone.  A few hours later I called from Bird City, Kansas, to let them know I was safely with My Niece Maxine Moore.  [Editors’ note:  Maxine Neisler Moore was the daughter of Earl’s sister Faye.] They were really surprised I had made it that far so fast.

I stayed overnight with Maxine, her husband Willard, and their Children Larry, Gary, and Sondra.

The next day it was just a short drive from Bird City to Wakeeny and two days and nights with Pearl and Joe Orlowski.  Pearl was a cousin of My husband.  On to McPherson and the weekend with my Nephew Carl Young and his Wife Roma and daughter Carlene who was a Candy Striper at the Local Hospital.  I went to Church with Carl and Roma, then on to Wichita and a visit with Carl's sister Ruth and her husband Floyd Ratliff.  A short drive to Douglass and a week with my Brother Cyrus and his Wife Myrtle.  Also visited Cousin Viola Jones and Ray Parry and his wife Nellie.  On to Chanute and a week with My Daughter Neural and her husband Maurice Reagan.

As I was getting ready to leave on the return trip home, I said to Neural “I would like to learn to weave.”  She said “That is an expensive Hobby.  You Better stick to your crocheting.”  Neural has a 76" x 123" Tablecloth I crocheted plus several doilies and two luncheon Cloths.  (The big cloth is 17x27 Motifs — 459 Motifs.)

However, come Christmas Neural sent me a little flat loom, one that when it was warped you lifted the Heddle by hand and with the other hand put the shuttle through the shed.  I made several pieces on that small loom.  Early in 1967 I began Volunteer work at Mesa Vista Nursing Home, and their activity director Dolly Martin helped me learn to weave on an Inkle Loom.  My son Otis made me an Inkle Loom, also a box loom.  Mesa Vista at that time had a four Harness table loom with levers on the side worked by hand to raise and lower the Harness.  In my Volunteer work I helped several patients weave belts and head bands on the Inkle Loom.

My Neighbor Esther Mills often spoke of a loom that had belonged to her Aunt who taught weaving.  Auntie Peers had died leaving her home in Esther's Care.  One day Esther Called me saying the Man who rented Auntie's house wanted the loom out of the Garage so he had loaded it into his truck and brought it to Esther's and set it out on the lawn.  She was worried that children coming come from school would play around and Maybe damage the loom, so I went over and helped her put it up on the Porch.

Later she called to say she didn't have any place in her house for the loom and it was too big to go through her doors.  I said, “Don't worry.  When my grandsons come home from College, I will have one of them come and help me put it in my Garage.”  Walter came and he thought Granny had lost her Marbles to be thinking of buying that bunch of Junk when she didn't know how to work it or what it was worth.

I contacted a friend who did weaving.  She came and looked it over and said Not more than $40.00 as there would be so much work to get it ready to varnish.  I went to my Neighbor and offered $35.  She was pleased to get that much and watched with interest our struggle to get it ready for Action.

When Walter's twin Brother Richard came home from Michigan State for summer vacation, he was much interested in the New loom.  He helped sandpaper rods and after visiting Hilltop Weavers (above Raymond on the road to Estes Park) with Dolly Martin, we came home and Richard made a reel for my loom, warped it up, and we wove five dresser scarves that summer.  Over the years I have made 11 bedspreads, eight of them queen size and three standard bed size to be used with a skirt.

Walter is very proud of his bedspread and I'm sure he long ago forgot ever thinking Granny had lost her Marbles.

Another volunteer job I took on after retirement was helping in the Methodist Church Library where My daughter-in-Law has been Librarian for many years.  I have learned a good many Things about Library work and have spent many hours processing new books, stamping, putting in pockets, numbering and Authors' initials on Spines, Shelving returned books, interfiling cards, and other Library skills.  Thank God for the Strength to do something worthwhile at the age of 84.

The Pewter Lamp

Dear little lamp of Pewter, 
I look at you and Wonder, 
Were you a Wedding present —
to my Grandparents Peter and Margaret, 
or an heirloom from their Grandparent's time? 
Were you there on their wedding date? 
I would so like to know when they married.

Did you see the tears shed
when the twins came —
A boy and girl that didn't stay, 
Please tell me of their tiny graves.
Then little Jacob came to cheer their sad hearts
And Wilhelm came Dec. 4, 1854. 
Two dear little boys, Grandpa Peter
Was thinking of, when he took a walk —
Paused to watch an Army officer
Training some young soldiers —
He was rough and tough with those boys. 
Grandpa Peter thought — I don't want my boys
Treated that way — so to America I will go.

Queer little Lamp of Pewter, 
Wish you could tell me of their Good Byes. 
Did aged parents grieve to see them leave? 
Grandma Margaret's brother Walter Kaiser here
He was father to cousin Clara Huebotter and her children. 
Cousin Chaleon Kaiser told me of some Kin that died
on the long journey to New Orleans.

Can you tell of all the excitement of meeting
Old friends and Kin from far away? 
What was the new home like? 
Did you shed your light? 
Or did the new coal oil light lamps displace you?

Little George, Louisa Anne and Elizabeth Phillipi
Joined the family circle —
Then sorrowful tears as Mother Margaret
And her eighth child died, Wilhelm only twelve. 
Tell me little lamp how did Grandpa Peter
Manage his little motherless family? 
Did Aunt Bearry and Wircham women help? 
There is no one else I can ask.

When Wilhelm, my father, grew up he learned
Carpenter trade with Uncle John Coppell
Met Mary Elizabeth Parry, niece of Aunt Lizzie Coppell
Who came visiting, after an unhappy time, 
With Penrose, near Douglass, Kansas, her home. 
William Young and Mary Elizabeth married
January 20, 1886 at Tolona, Mo.

Most Sentimental Thing in My Apartment

My Most Sentimental Thing in My Apartment is the old Hoosier Cabinet bought the fall of 1924 when we first moved here from Kansas and into what was known as the Selby House, eight miles east on Valmont Road.

The Kitchen of that house had a Home Comfort Range that heated water for the Bedroom and the Kitchen sink, a cupboard in the south east corner of the room, and absolutely no Counter or work Space except the Kitchen table where we ate our Meals.

When the Hoosier Cabinet was delivered, my Father-in-law took one look at the White Porcelain sliding top and said “Oh!  What a fine place to roll out Biscuits.”  The flour bin with sifter, the hanging Spice rack, the sugar bin with half-cup scoop.  Two drawers below the top, one for silverware, one for butcher Knives and some small tools.  A shallow drawer for tea towels or place mats and napkins.  Two Covered tin drawers, one deep for loaves of bread and a shallow one for Cookies and doughnuts or cinnamon rolls.

My brother-in-law, Paul Teets, lived a short distance west of us and their children and ours played back and forth.  Little Delbert knew Aunt Nellie always had cookies, so one day he was with his father in the truck.  Paul stopped at our house and as he left the truck he told Delbert to stay right there.  No sooner had his dad disappeared around the house then Delbert slipped out of the truck and into our house and to the cookie drawer.  For once it was empty.  I was on the back porch snapping green beans and I heard him say in disappointed surprise, “She doesn't have a single cookie.”  And he hurried back to the truck.

The cabinet went to Kansas in a truck the 11th of November 1932, then from the farm to the little house in Douglass.  Back to Boulder in 1940.  It has graced the kitchen of every house I have lived in — 32 years at 1905 Mapleton and now four years in my apartment at Golden West.  I couldn't keep house without it.

Nellie Teets

