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To my cousins:

Joseph Walker married Cloy Jane Powelson

3rd Child:

  Henry Allen Walker married Carrie Scott

  Children:

  Scott Walker I married Columbia Powelson

  Hazel Walker Forbes married Oliver Forbes

  Carrie Walker Opfell married Edward Opfell

  3rd child:

       Ruth Opfell Roberts

  Willis (Bill) Walker married Mildred Robison

RUTH OPFELL ROBERTS and 

Morris Oscar Roberts (Shorty)

The story about Ruth Opfell Roberts and Morris Roberts by Ruth

The year I was supposed to drive to school, my Dad took me out for a couple of driving lessons a few weeks before school was to start.  I had no driver’s education book to read before the test and didn’t even know where to turn on the lights.  Needless to say, I flunked the test.  On top of that, when I pulled into our drive going home, I broke off the large front gatepost.  I vowed I would never drive again.  

Jim drove without a license until he was fourteen in October.  Farm kids could get a school permit early.  Dad had gotten a Model B Ford for us.

After Shorty and I were married, we took a room near the hospital where I could continue to get my meals free until the fall when I graduated.  It was inexpensive for Shorty to eat there as well.  Apartments were hard to find.  When an acquaintance of Shorty’s said he was moving we were lucky to get an apartment in Mrs. Pusateri’s basement.  It was a trip across town by bus.  We moved there in the fall.  After graduation I started to work at the psychopathic hospital too.  The nursing director had offered me the job.  Most of the graduate nurse jobs were swing shifts working some days, evenings and nights.  This was a daytime job, a forty- four hour work week for $200 a month.  

Shorty entered the State University of Iowa and started a course in pharmacy. After one year he switched fields and enrolled in a printing production course.  He decided it would take too many years working and going to school part time to finish in pharmacy.  We wanted to start a family like many of our friends.  We bought a 1949 Kaiser automobile and moved to Mechanicsville, a small town 30 or so miles north of Iowa City.  Shorty was hired as a linotype operator for a small town weekly newspaper.

We lived in an upstairs apartment.  Shorty didn’t want me to work It would mean a 30 mile drive into Iowa City.  I had just completed my AAA driving lessons and wasn’t confident of driving.  For pre-natal checkups, I rode the bus which took all day to go to Cedar Rapids first and then to Iowa City and back.  

Early in the morning on April 27, 1952, we took a fast trip to Iowa City. Our first baby was born at 8:30 am at the University of Iowa Hospital.  We named him Jeffery Alan.  At that time, Jeffery was not a common name. He was Grandma Opfell’s second grandchild and Grandparents Fox’s fourth grandchild.

When Jeff was four months old we moved to Maquoketa, Iowa where Shorty worked for the Maquoketa Sentinel which also published several other weekly newspapers.  He worked initially as a linotype operator and then worked up to become manager of the Eastern Iowa Printing Company.  Our second son, Barry Curtis, was born August 27, 1954 at Jackson County Hospital in Maquoketa.

We loved our little boys dearly.  Shorty liked to rock them to sleep in the porch swing or rocker.  He took them for wagon and sled rides.  He taught Jeff to recognize all the different models of cars that drove by.  

I worked two evenings a week at Jackson County Hospital before Barry was born and not again for four years.  We bought a 1949 Plymouth and took a trip to Colorado when the boys were two and four years old.  We knew we wanted to move to Colorado after a trip in 1950 to visit our friends Pinky and Ken Daugherty.  We wanted to be settled before Jeff started to school.

Shorty advertised for a job in the “Inland Printer” magazine. He liked the sound of working for the Sky High News, a weekly newspaper.  The owner had sent the “vacation” edition.  The area looked inviting.

We hired North American Van Lines and packed our belongings including the boys’ swing set.  Mother had given us her original electric refrigerator and we had bought an electric stove at a great savings from some available from Mother’s Home Economics class.  We had our new Maytag washer, bedroom set, chairs, tables etc.

Grandma drove to Colorado with us and stayed until we got settled.  The apartment Shorty’s boss found for us was upstairs with only gravel and weeds for a yard.  It did have a beautiful view of the mountains from several picture windows. One picture window’s view was of the valley below and the California Zephyr tracks.  The boys loved to watch the long train carrying many different items go by.  The boys soon made friends with two boys and a little girl whose parents lived above the bowling alley they owned.  We adopted a mother cat that had babies while we were in Granby. Our dog Lady, a small black and brown terrier had accompanied us on the move from Iowa.  Granby was fun.  We made lots of friends.  We liked to take the boys to Hot Sulfur Springs warm pool, the small beach at Lake Granby and the rodeo at Kremmling.  I enjoyed the wild flowers and picnics at Shadow Mountain Lake.  Shorty did odd jobs after work. He painted our apartment house and I did some custom sewing to supplement our income.  In the spring of 1958 in Granby, Shorty developed a very fast pulse.  We called our friends in Denver for a recommendation for a doctor in Denver.  The local doctor had given him a “tonic” to take without a diagnosis.  Dr. Burdicks at the University Park Clinic diagnosed polycythemia, too many red blood cells.  He also had below normal pulmonary function tests and lead in his system perhaps from working with lead as a linotype operator. His recommendation was to move to a lower altitude and to quit smoking.  He was to have periodic phlebotomies (drawing off blood) to keep his red cell count within normal limits.  We were in shock about this for my medical nursing book said one of the types of polycythemia was fatal disease!!

By October, Shorty had found a job in Fort Collins, working for the Fort Collins Coloradoan, a daily paper as a pressman.  We rented our first house. It had a large fenced yard and garden and trees for a swing.  For the first time since we were married, I had my own clothesline that I didn’t have to share.  I found a job at the Poudre Valley Hospital two evenings a week.  

Shorty’s health improved, his hematocrit became normal.  Was it because we were at a lower altitude or away from the fumes of lead at the Sky High news?  He returned to smoking.  We wanted another baby.  Casey was born on July 16, 1960, JUST what his brothers had ordered.  They both agreed if it had be a girl, they wanted a teenager like one of their baby sitters.  Casey was a happy healthy baby like his brothers had been. We added a clothes dryer and a portable dishwasher to our home appliances.

Shorty became more and more dissatisfied with his work.  He hated working all night every Saturday night and the pressman he worked with was irritable and dangerous.  On his day off, he drove to Boulder to look for a job.  He came home so pleased to have three offers for employment.  He decided on the Printing Service with the University of Colorado.  We moved to Boulder in June, rented a small house across from the hospital and celebrated Casey’s first birthday on Flagstaff mountain, having a picnic with Grandma Opfell, who came to help us move.  Within a month we found a house to buy.  It was located at 405 Iris Avenue.  The house cost $14,500. The monthly payments were steep for us at $100.00.  I started to work at Community Hospital five days a week, working from 6pm to 11pm.  My $3,000 from Granddad’s inheritance was used as a down payment.

Casey learned to walk pushing his stroller around the bare hardwood floors in the living room and dining room.  We lived close to the school.  The boys had to walk nearly a mile to school in Ft.Collins.  Jeff began fourth grade and Barry second.  They had soon found good friends. They had fun riding bikes, coasting down the hill in the wagon, playing in the irrigation ditch and even climbing the mountain which was off limits.

The boys all grew up so fast. First it was tricycles, pedal race cars truck and trolls. Next it was Cub Scouts, Indian Guides, Little League, swimming or gathering frogs from “Bugger’s Pond” and skating in the winter.  Flying off the embankment  as ‘superman’, or rolling down the hill in the back yard in large cardboard construction tubes.  In the winter or on rainy days, they all liked watching favorite TV shows, Howdy Doody, Rin Tin Tin, Annie Oakley, I Love Lucy and many others.

Music was a big part of our son’s lives.  In grade school through high school, Jeff with clarinet, Barry and Casey with drums.  There were amplifiers and rock bands. One of Jeff’s was called the “Unmade Bed”. There were best friends, Jeff’s Gary, Barry’s Donn, and Casey’s Dwight and Dan, but many others too.  All too quickly it was high school driving lessons and going steady with girl friends.  

Shorty became the manager of the Printing Service.  He bought printing equipment for a home printing business.  A hand operated slapper press, an automatic multilith and a huge paper cutter.  I worked two evening a week 3-11pm at Community hospital.  By the time Jeff was in Junior High, he supervised his brothers until their Dad came home.  Shorty would often take them to the pool at the University Men’s Gym on Friday or Saturday evenings when I was working.  When Grandma Opfell moved to Colorado in 1966, she lived at Golden West Manor.  She would often take the family to special events in Denver like the Cinerama or Sound of Music.  She had had a bout with heart failure in 1967, but had recovered and resumed her travels.  It was a very sad day when she died of a massive heart attack on July 24, 1969.  My bother Richard (a physician) had time to come from California to assess the situation. She died the next day.  We traveled to Iowa City for the funeral.  Mother’s will indicated that I should be the administrator of her estate.  She left all her furniture, personal effects and car to me.  It was a huge task but with help from a knowledgeable lawyer, the estate was settled within a year.  Each of her children received $20,000, plus one 45 acre plot of the Oklahoma property.  We decided to sell that and kept the mineral rights as Mother had done with the other Oklahoma property.  The gas wells had decreased production markedly and within a few years ceased to produce.  Over the years there were several leases signed to drill for oil but none of the wells ever came into production.

In the future I planned to work full time, so I felt it was in my best interest to update my education.  I took two years of course work at C.U. and a year commuting to Loretta Heights in Denver while continuing to work at my part time job at BCH, I graduated from Loretta Heights with a Bachelor of Science in Nursing the same year Sandy and Jeff graduated from the University of Colorado. Sandy with a degree in Journalism and Jeff with a degree in Business Administration.  

Jeff and Sandy Giovacchini were married in Chicago on the day of their commencement exercises at C.U. in May of 1974.  Jeff found a job with World Savings and Sandy with the Colorado Daily.  Barry had taken printing production at Votec doing his on the job training with Shorty at the Printing Service.  He continued on after graduation.  Barry had dated Nikki Pappas for a number of years and then they rented a house on Norwood Ave and later in the Table Mesa area.  He worked while Nikki finished her degree at CU. He started his schooling at AeroTech when Nikki completed hers.  Casey and Shorty spend a lot of time together attending CU games and other events while I was busy with my schooling.  The teaching job I had hoped for became a reality at the Boulder Valley Vocational School of Practical Nursing.  It was a tremendous load and I was ill prepared, not having had any student teaching.  I enjoyed the students and the work at the hospital practicum but preparing and grading tests, lectures and counseling made it a sixty hour work week  That and a militant director made the job unbearable.  I only lasted one year.  It was back to BCH where I worked full time on the orthopedic floor.  In 1976, I decided to get my masters with the thought of becoming a nurse specialist with hopefully better hours.  I continued to work full time arranging my work so that with using saved up vacation for class time and working Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays and Sundays I was able to complete my MSN with two semesters and a summer school.  It resulted in my being able to accept the roll of Discharge Planner.  I spent my last 10 working years in this role.  For the first time in my working career I had every weekend and all holidays off!

In 1979 our first grandchild was born. Zachary Scott Roberts was born on May 12th.  We loved being grandparents.

Nikki and Barry were married the summer of 1979 and bought a mobile home in Boulder.  Barry didn’t work in the airplane mechanics field stating that the jobs were only available in Alaska and Kansas.  He continued to work in printing.  Nikki got a job in her field in Denver.  

Casey had graduated from High School in 1978 and commuted to the Auraria Campus in Denver for one year driving Mother’s Plymouth Fury which he dubbed “The White Buffalo”.  He then transferred to CU.  Jeff and Sandy moved into their new home in Aurora which they watched being built out in “East Jesus” as Jeff put it.  When Zak was still a baby he attended daycare while Sandy worked for Dr. Ferlic, an orthopedic surgeon as a medical assistant.  Jeff  became a Region Manager with World.  He worked for a year with Majestic Savings until World bought out Majestic.

Shorty bought his first new car ever, a 1975 Ford Pinto.  He had purchased a Dodge and two Volkswagens since we drove to Colorado in the 1949 Plymouth.  All of them were used cars. The boys learned to drive in the stick shift Volkswagen Squareback.  Jeff drove that car all the way to Illinois and back when we took a vacation there in 1969.  I bought a Chevrolet Monte Carlo and my piano on the same day I picked up my diploma from my master’s program in August of 1979.  I thought I might need a car to drive for the new job I anticipated.  I was able to get my piano at a reduced price through Nikki’s work benefit.  

Shorty retired at the age of 62.  He planned to work part time when local printing establishment needed extra help.  He had sold his home printing equipment in 1969.  I had encouraged him to quit for he was working too hard.  A year after he retired, in 1983 he had a major heart attack, which left his heart damaged.  He stopped smoking.  A special event happened in 1983!  A baby girl named Jeanette Ann (Jeanie) was born.  She and her brother Zak came to stay for the weekend at least once a month.  She went to work with Sandy until she was old enough to go to Nursery School. 

Jeff and Sandy and Zak had moved to their new home at 18356 E. Berry Drive in Aurora before Jeanie was born. We thought those grandchildren were extra special.  Shorty always had some new toy for them. I enjoyed doing all kinds of fun projects with them.  Barry and Nikki divorced in 1981.  Barry continued to live in his mobile home. Nikki moved to California and remarried.  Barry met Mary Lang in 1986.  Her little Brandon was only three years old when they met. 

During the 80’s Shorty and I enjoyed a number of trips to visit relatives in several states, Illinois, Ohio, Florida and California. We also visited gardens and toured the New England states as well as Pennsylvania, Georgia and South Carolina. Other trips took us to Puerto Rico, St.Croix and British Columbia including Vancouver Island.

Shorty was diagnosed with COPD in 1981, which necessitated having periodic phlebotomies to decrease his high red cell count.  He did fairly well until 1986, when he was finding it difficult to walk more than a short distance without getting short of breath.  I made an appointment with Dr. Grady, a new pulmonologist in Boulder.  He told us Shorty had severe COPD and must use oxygen each night and while resting during the day.  He said his treatment was the problem(lack of oxygen) rather than treating the result of the problem (high red cell count)  There was no way to cure the lung damage. He gradually needed more oxygen and by 1991 was using it continuously.  

Casey graduated from CU in 1983 with a degree in Business Administration. He tried diligently to find a job in his field, but ended up working for Mike Gilliland at “Stella’s Deli”, due to the economic downturn in Colorado at that time.  Jeff arranged for him to have an interview at World Savings and he was hired to work in San Francisco. Casey moved to California in 1988.  

In 1992, I retired from Boulder Community Hospital after 30 years there.  More time to spend in my garden.  Shorty loved to tell people I had about twice as many roses as I did.  I must admit I had several hundred…and still do.   

Barry and Mary bought a home in 1990.  Barry was commuting to work in Denver, still in the printing business.  Mary was commuting to Boulder where she made ties and other accessories at Ferrell Reed.  Brandon was in grade school.  Jeff had become a senior vice president at World in 1992.  Sandy had “retired’ in 1988 to house management and keeping Jeanie and Zak on schedule.

By 1992 Shorty’s eyesight had failed so that he didn’t feel safe driving and soon progressed to where he was unable to work the daily crossword puzzles he loved, or pay the bills or even write his name.  The cause of his progressive blindness was macular degeneration.  He tried several different doctors to get help without success.

Casey bought a condo in San Francisco to work for World Saving. We were sure it was a permanent move but in 1993 he called to say he was engaged to Patti Smith and they planned to be married in October.  Shorty agreed to go to the wedding, but showed no enthusiasm for going.  I very much wanted to go and assured him oxygen would be available every step of the way.  When we arrived at our hotel in California without difficulty, he relaxed and said how glad he was he could come.  We were delighted to learn the following January that Patti and Casey had asked for transfers (Patti also worked for World Savings) they were coming to find a home.  They bought a house in Louisville and soon moved.  In the fall we learned we were to be blessed with another grandchild.  We were delighted with little Jackson

William was born on June 10, 1995.  He was six weeks premature, but a fighter!  He thrived, thank our lucky stars, a true blessing.

Shorty decided to have a transtracheal placed to deliver oxygen. The plastic oxygen tubing has caused a rash on his face and over his ears that was quite unpleasant.  This method of receiving oxygen was supposed to be much more efficient.  Also one good thing about receiving it that way meant that he was instructed to participate in respiratory rehab three mornings a week for one hour, which kept him going.

The summer of 1997 was very eventful.  We invited Zak to go on a trip to Montreal for a long weekend for his graduation present from high school.  In June we were delighted that Mary and Barry were married in our flower garden.  In July, Casey, Patti and Jackson joined us in Iowa City for the first ever Walker reunion.  It was good to see my brothers, some of their families and many cousins and friends.  

In August, Shorty developed severe tachycardia which required amioderone, a powerful antiarrythmic drug and an angioplasty with stint placement.  He recovered but two weeks later his pulse dropped below forty. Recovery required a pacemaker.  Again Shorty made an amazing recovery.  He could begin to get out for rides to the grocery store. By October he began to have problems with heart failure.  Increasing his lasix didn’t relieve the edema in his legs which was up to his knees.  We tried adding digitalis and the edema improved.  By Thanksgiving he felt very weak. A check of his digitalis level proved he was toxic, and it was discontinued temporarily.  He gradually began to feel better.  We spend Christmas Day at Jeff and Sandy’s.

Zak had come to stay with us in the fall of 1997 when he started at the University of Colorado.  Jeanie and Brandon were both freshmen in high school.  Little Jackson was talking.  On New Year’s Eve, Pop had a fever and became disoriented. Zak and his girlfriend stayed with him while I called for an ambulance.  He was hospitalized with pneumonia for a week and again with a second bout of pneumonia on his birthday.  The X ray showed a shadow on his lung. A CAT scan identified advanced cancer of the lung with metastasis to his mediastinum and liver.  We all decided with Shorty that no treatment should be attempted.  Our decision was supported by his doctor.  Six weeks later on March 13, 1998, Shorty died peacefully at home. He had become very weak and was bed fast for ten days prior to his death.  He was alert to the day he died.

A “Celebration of Life” service was held at Howe’s Mortuary Chapel.  Several weeks later, Patti, Casey, Jackson, Mary, Barry, Brandon and Jeff and I walked up the mountain on the Mount Sanitus trail and sprinkled “Pop’s” ashes under an old pine tree.  It was his plan to be sprinkled on the mountain.  

Shorty will be remembered for his sense of humor. He had a quick wit and loved to tell humorous stories. He was a kind father who was very proud of his family and extended family and loved them all very much.  Shorty collected tools to have for the repair tasks he took on.  He also was generous in lending them to anyone who needed something he had.

Shorty enjoyed reading, watching sports on TV, listening to old time radio and Western music. He also liked Country music, jazz and swing.  His brother Roger and nephew Steve came to visit him a few weeks before he died.  His spirit lives on with those who loved him.

Ruth Ann Opfell Roberts
My mother had scarlet fever when I was born on Sunday, November 13, 1927, in Okmulgee, Oklahoma.  My brothers, John and Richard, were taken to stay with Grandmother and Granddad who lived in Cushing, Oklahoma, seventy-five miles away.  My father was a teacher at that time in an Okmulgee Vocational High School.  Using his electrical engineering background (State University of Iowa), he taught his class of girls to make toasters, lamps and radios.

My first memories are of playing with my brothers.  They used my “Buggy Doll” as a wagon and rode down the hill in it. One time I followed them to “nigger town” (as it was known in Okmulgee) which was off limits.  My brother John was very adventurous.  We were enjoying a slice of watermelon that had been offered us when Dad tracked us down.

I remember seeing all of our furniture locked up in a storeroom and then leaving for Granddad’s.  The memories are quite vivid even though I was only three or four years old.  One day, John, Richard and I climbed a huge woodpile to peer over a high fence to watch while Daddy and Granddad butchered a goat (we weren’t supposed to be watching). There were huge spider webs with very large spiders that would hang down from a tree overnight.  We were warned to stay away from them. When I got a new pair of shoes one time, I walked around and around in a circle in the kitchen admiring them and listening to the nice clicking sound.

One day, Richard and I went with Dad to town.  He left us alone in the car.  It seemed liked a long time of waiting when we saw him drive by in a truck.  Richard was sure he could drive home.  He could not even see over the steering wheel.  Dad finally appeared and rescued us.

Iowa
It was a long trip in the car to Iowa.  When we got to our new farm home and opened the door I was surprised to see our furniture that had been locked up.  It’s a wonder we all managed to survive life on the farm. There were many dangers.  Jim was only three or four years old when mother saw him nearly at the top of the windmill.  I have no idea how he got started up there for the first rung of the ladder was four or five feet off the ground.  I can remember Mother coaxing him back down.

Before Ron and Jim were school age they climbed on the back of Daddy’s car when he was taking off with a load of melons to sell.  Fortunately our schoolteacher was on her way walking to school when she saw Dad pull out of the driveway with the boys sitting on the back bumpers, holding onto the spare tire.  Fortunately she was able to flag Dad down.

Richard would jump on our “wild pony” when bringing the cows home from the pasture a mile away by jumping on bare back and riding lickity split for home.  The rest of us kids stayed behind herding the cows.

One day I followed my brothers to the pasture (I was probably five) I tried to cross over the creek on the narrow plank bridge without hanging on.  I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t be so frightened and fell in.  John heard the splash and rescued me by giving me a long stick to hold onto.  In the summer time the boys often went to the creek for a swim, sometimes to the river.  

As far as I know, Richard was the only one who made it climbing up the rafters in our big hip roofed barn clear to the cupola. He would catch pigeons. Mother cooked them for him and said it was a delicacy called squab.  We had a number of big trees to climb.  We loved riding on top of a large load of hay on the hayrack.  It’s a wonder we escaped all of these hazards without broken bones or drowning.

We fortunately had good health.  I was the only one to come down with the red measles.  Richard and I had the German measles when we were in High School. John got the mumps. John, Richard and I had the chicken pox when we were in Oklahoma.  He also had whooping cough when there. We didn’t have any immunizations until we were in High School. 

We were all in the same country school for several years.  John earned money building the fire for our teacher Mrs. Raynor during the winter months.  He made $10 and bought a bicycle with it.  That was a pretty good wage considering she only made thirty dollars a month.  Mrs. Raynor taught nine grades with a total of twenty-seven students counting three of her own.  All of the third grades in the county had to go to the Johnson County courthouse to be tested.  The superintendent of schools conducted the test.  When we graduated from eighth grade, all of the eighth graders in the county met in the Methodist church in Iowa City for the ceremony.  Recess was the most fun.  We played baseball, hopscotch, ante-over, Red Rover, red light and others.  In the winter we all worked on building an igloo and skated (just in our shoes) on the frozen puddles in the schoolyard.  At Easter time, each student brought two boiled eggs to color and we had an Easter egg hunt.  At Valentine’s Day we made Valentines for each other from the pink red and white paper the teacher supplied.

Mrs. Raynor made copies on an 8”x10”form which contained a gelatin type “ditto” material. She pressed the original page, which she had written upon with a special pen, on the gelatin surface than then up to ten or so copies could be make by pressing pages of paper one at a time on the surface.

A bucket of water from the pump outside provided our drinking water and water for washing our hands.  We all drank out of the same dipper in the pail.  We always ran home for lunch.

Several times I remember going in the evening to another school to recite poetry we had memorized.  My poem was “Over in the Meadow”.

John stayed with Aunt Lee and our other Iowa City relatives in his first year of high school. The next year he and Richard, (who had skipped 8th grade) drove the ten miles to Iowa City High School in a Model A Ford.  It had to be cranked to start and the radiator drained when the weather was below freezing.  One winter the engine block was cracked when the boys forgot to drain it.  John and Richard spent their Christmas vacation replacing the motor with Dad’s help. It was cold in the unheated garage. John remembers it was super cold in the garage, that it took many weekends with little help from his dad .He was committed to getting an education.

John and Richard and I got to stay after school each fall for operetta practice.  Staying after school was usually discouraged.  

One night, Richard fell asleep while driving home in the dark and went into a ditch full of brush, fortunately keeping the car from rolling over.  I’m not sure how we were able to get it out and on home. Another time, Richard and I were driving home one rainy night and one of the wheels on our Model A Ford flew off. We could see it bouncing ahead of us in the car headlights. Richard told me I must go for help and he would search for the wheel.   I could barely see where to walk along the road.  

 The closest house I came to I had to wait for a lightning flash to see where to cross into the driveway with out falling into the deep ditch on either side. There was no light on in the house and there was a dog barking loudly. It took a lot of courage to knock on the door. I didn’t know how far away the next house might be. I rapped on the door. A gruff voice called out, “What do you want?” I asked, “Please may I use your phone?” The disheartening answer was “We don’t have a phone.” I trudged on up the road splashing through mud puddles. I felt fortunate there were no cars that went by that might splash me with mud. I could see a light on in a house a ways down the road and hurried as fast as I could. I thought Richard should have come with me. Maybe he thought he could get the wheel back on the car and we could make it on home.  The people at the next house had a phone and were very kind. I called Cliff for help because we didn’t have a phone at home. It wasn’t long before Cliff arrived. Richard had found the wheel. Cliff’s car headlights helped see to get it back on. I guess we must have made it on home. It seems strange I can’t remember that important part of one of the most frightening occurrences with driving to and from high school.

For all the years of driving and many miles of country roads, accidents were few and without injury.  Richard was hit in the side of the car one time, Jim in the front left while pulling out of Aunt Lee’s driveway and John hit a cow.

We all had jobs we had to do.  I had to help my mother with many tasks. Caring for the chickens, feeding and watering them as well as fetching the eggs.  In the spring we would get 100 baby checks.  We kept them warm under a brooder until they were feathered out.  We always lost a few. I had to pick up the dead babies and toss them in the burn barrel.  I really liked the chickens and taught some of them to sit on my shoulder.  When the chickens were well developed (usually by the 4th of July) the roosters were dressed for the locker. Mother would chop their heads off with an axe, while their neck was positioned on a stump.  We would prepare ten chickens in a day for the locker.  We would dip them in hot water so the feathers would come off easily.  While removing the internal organs, Mother would give me an anatomy lesson.  Dad or one of the boys would take the prepared chickens to town to be packaged and frozen.  After the lockers were available, Dad would have a hog, calf and lamb slaughtered and packaged there as well.  We would stop by the locker plant on the way home from school to bring home a supply of meat.  

Helping with the wash was a big job.  We had to carry the full boiler in from the outside pump to heat on the stove. We also carried in big tubs of rinse water.  The washing machine was a new Maytag with a gasoline motor by the time I was eight. It was kept in the kitchen and was a noisy day until the wash was done.  The same water was used in the machine from the sheets to overalls (a number of loads).  The machine agitated the clothes and we fed the clothes through the wringer being careful not to catch our fingers (or arm for that matter) in the wringer. Then all of the tubs would need to be emptied.  The clothes would need to be hung to dry on the long line.  I loved to hear them flapping in the wind.  They always smelled so fresh and clean when we brought them in and made the beds and folded the clothes.  The ironing was always a big basket full that had to be sprinkled and rolled up tightly.  It always had to be pressed the same day it was sprinkled or the clothes would mildew. We had flat irons that were heated on the back of the range (kitchen cook stove). Ironing clothes was a tedious job. It became much easer when we got a gas iron. The iron had a small round tank on the back of it that held the gas supply. There was always sweeping and mopping of the linoleum floors to do because of the tracking in with muddy boots from the farmyard.

The milk needed to be strained with a paper filter night and morning and then set aside to sour.  When the cream rose to the top we would skim off the cream, keeping enough to make butter and putting the rest in a five gallon cream can that was taken periodically to the creamery.  The butter churn was a galling (gallon) glass jar.  From the lid on the top, paddles extended down into the jar.  Churning took 30 minutes or more cranking the handle that turned the paddles.  The butter would suddenly separate from the cream, leaving the buttermilk. Dad and mother enjoyed drinking buttermilk. Some would be used to make pancakes.  The butter would need to be worked with a flat wooden paddle to remove any remaining fluid. 

We planted a large garden each spring.  Dad would shovel out the manure from the chicken house in the spring and spread it on the garden with the manure spreader. We planted long rows of onions, peas, lettuce, radishes, carrots, beans, beets, potatoes and flats of tomatoes and cabbages from the greenhouse. Down the middle of the garden were two long rows of red raspberries and a large strawberry bed.  We always saved the flower seed from year to year, marigolds, zinnias, cosmos, four-o-clocks, bachelor buttons and sweet peas. John would ask to save seed from any new flower he saw growing in neighbor’s yards.  They were very colorful and attracted a myriad of butterflies.  I hated weeding the garden because it got so hot in the sun.  It seemed like it took forever to pick a bushel of peas and shell them to can.  It was more fun when Mother’s cousin or a neighbor would share the canning work. Dad always planted a quarter to half an acre of sweet corn in the field.  The melons were grown in a sandy area of the farm where little else would grow.  

My mother taught me to sew on a Singer treadle machine. It’s quite a challenge working your feet at the same time feeding the material under the needle.  To this day I love beautiful fabric.

The boys always milked the cows twice a day as soon as they were big enough to balance on the one legged stool and hold the bucket between their legs.  I tried to learn to milk, but I guess I’m glad I never became very good at it.  I would not have liked to milk the cows before getting ready for going to high school.  They would feed and water the livestock.  During the growing season, they would drive the tractor to disc and plow the fields, help with haying and other such jobs.  I always thought driving the tractor would be much more fun that working in the house or garden.  I saw the boys come in dusty and sunburned. Maybe I was lucky.  Several times I got to lead one of the horses which were tethered to the hayfork that would lift the hay up into the barn.  Dad would salt down the hay and leave the big haymow doors open for ventilation.  There was a danger of heat building up from the drying hay, which could cause the barn to burn down.

Fire was always a risk with the wood stoves and gas lamps.  One day while I was watching while Dad was filling a five-gallon can with gas for the tractor from a barrel in the shed. He was smoking a cigarette (he always ‘rolled’ his own). Fumes ignited and the shed caught on fire. He called for mother who supplied him with rag rugs, which he soaked at the pump and beat out the flames.  All of the farm buildings could have gone up in flames.  The supply gas barrel was moved to the side yard.

We all belonged to the 4H Club. It stood for head, heart, health and home.  The boys raised and exhibited beef cattle and hogs.  One year Ron’s project was a Holstein heifer that he named “Candy”.  The boys had to feed and groom the animals and teach the cows to lead.  They kept records of what and how much the animals were fed and all costs in a record book.  Dad arranged for the animals to be transported to Iowa City for the 4H show.  The animals were judged and ribbons given for the best qualifying stock and best kept record books.

In girls 4H we were taught sewing, baking, home decorating, canning and growing garden produce.  We were also taught to put on demonstrations of projects we had done.  I entered clothes I had made, canned goods, cookies and vegetables various years.  Mother’s background in Home Economics made her and excellent 4H leader.  Many of my friends in high school were also in the 4H club.

We were fortunate to have a large extended family. Aunt Lee, Aunt Nette, Bea, Cliff and Bob were very much a part of our lives.  Aunt Lee and Aunt Nette were like grandmothers to us.  They always welcomed us during high school if we had to stay overnight for a special event.  The folks kept them supplied with meat and vegetables from the farm.  The most fun I can remember having as a child, was when Aunt Lee took us to the Circus.  We loved the elephants and horses and especially the clowns.  Aunt Lee and company moved from their apartment house, on South Capital St., to a big two-story house out on Muscatine Ave. Cliff worked all his life as a barber.  Bea was a nurse at the University Hospitals and worked 7pm to 7am six days a week for years.  Aunt Lee was a cook at a fraternity house; Aunt Nette was a seamstress in the linen room at the University Hospital.  Bob would often stay for a week at a time with us on the farm. When he was in high school he had a new girlfriend named Suzie.  When he came to the farm he found the boys had named all the female animals Suzie, and that’s when he started calling me Suzie at high school and the nickname stuck.  Bea died in the 70’s of heart and lung disease.  Cliff died in the early 1980’s of lung cancer. Both had been heavy smokers.

Uncle Rob “Opfel” showed up in the early 1940’s. He had resumed his adoptive name of Humphery.  Aunt Lee and he were divorced at her father’s insistence after Uncle Rob had sold mortgaged cattle and was sent to prison early in the century. (I don’t know for how long – Ed. Note: one year)  John says in some states he may have been hanged for such an offense.

In this day and age he could have applied for bankruptcy if he was over extended.  Anyway, he had married and had six children who were all adults by that time.  He had become a widower. He and Aunt Lee remarried.  They traveled often to visit his children who lived in and near Des Moines.  They seemed very happy. Lester Humphery, one of his sons and his wife rented Mother’s farm for several years in the early 1950’s.  Uncle Rob died of lung disease in the mid-fifties and Aunt Lee died in 1957 of ovarian cancer.  Aunt Nette cared for Cliff when he was ill with cancer when she was over 100 years old.  When Cliff died, Bob sold his parents home and moved Aunt Nette to a nursing home in Omaha where he lived with his wife.  We visited her there twice.  I think she did amazingly well having a roommate after so many years having her own quarters.  She wrote the most beautifully penned letters up until her very last year at age 104.  Bob died of colon cancer taking his own life in the last stages of the disease.

Uncle Bill, Aunt Mildred, Billy, Phyllis and Jimmy lived in Fayette, Iowa.  They would come for a week once a year.  Uncle Bill taught history at the college.  We always enjoyed their visits.  The picture in the album is after a picnic in the timber, where we had gathered large bouquets of wild flowers, sweet williams, violets, trilliums and jack in the pulpits.  They moved to Decatur, Ill. in 1946 where Uncle Bill taught at Millikin University. He died in 1977 after five years of severe senility, of gall bladder disease.  Aunt Mildred lived in their large home for another ten years.  She was to move to Phoenix, AZ to be near her son Jim.  The moving van was on its way when she tripped and broke her hip.  She died a month later from heart disease.  Phyllis, now a nurse, lives in St. Paul, Minnesota with her husband, Dennis Ammentorp, and has three sons, two of whom live in Australia and the other in Minneapolis.  Jim and his wife live in Del Mar, California. He has his Ph.D. in business and is head of his own consulting company on business management.  They have one son, Michael.  

Aunt Hazel and Uncle Oliver lived in Aruba, N.W.I., off the east (Ed. Note: N) coast of Venezuela where Uncle Oliver worked for an oil company.  It was always exciting when they came to visit.  They would stay for two weeks and would always bring presents for everyone.  They had four children, Forrest, Milton, Miriam and Esther.  Forrest died in 1993 of colon cancer.  He lived in California where he was an engineer.  He and his wife had six children.  Milton and his wife lived in St. Croix, V.I. where he taught marine biology at the University there.  Marcia worked at an elementary school.  They have four children.  They moved back to Marcia’s childhood home near Glenwood, IA, in the early nineties.  We didn’t see much of Uncle Scott’s family after he died in 1935 of a cerebral hemorrhage.  In later years I have gotten reacquainted with my cousin Cara Ruth who has two daughters and lives with her husband in Seattle.  The oldest son Scott worked in Washington, D.C. for years.  He and his wife Polly had six children.  After retiring they moved to Montana, where they raised sweet cherries.  He died from injuries when the tractor he was driving upset in early 1990.  The youngest son, Robert and his wife Ida, lived on his parent’s farm near Iowa City, and had fifteen children.

On my Dad’s side there were only two cousins other than Cliff, I know of, Loretta McVey and Ralph Harris. Both Ralph and Loretta and their families lived in Oklahoma City. Loretta had two children, Robert and Helen. Ralph had two children, Charles and Norma.  They visited us one time on the farm.  I visited them one time when I visited John when he worked in Tulsa. While visiting in Oklahoma in 1998, Robert and Norma were of invaluable help to John when he had emergency bypass surgery.  

In 1945, I was graduated from Iowa City High School, then started college at the State University of Iowa.  I stayed with mother’s cousins, Myron Walker and his wife Marjory, the first semester, then moved to Currier Hall.  After my first year, I was accepted into the School of Nursing.  I had wanted to join the Cadet Nurse Corps but was too young for the last class, when the war ended.  The program was very strenuous.  We working the hospital from 7 to 9 each morning and 5-7pm each evening and had classes all day.  The second year we had fewer classes and time was arranged so we would be in the hospital working several full day shifts a week including some 3-11 and 11-7 shifts, after which we would have to go to class following being up all night.  Our second and third year we rotated to different departments for three months at a time including the surgical and medical floors, operating room, maternity, gynecology, pediatrics, orthopedics, isolation, nephrology and the psychopathic hospital where I first met Shorty.  

The nursing director was showing us through the psych hospital.  She had explained insulin therapy, hydrotherapy, the seclusion rooms, as well as the responsibilities of the staff and even introduced some of them to us.  She warned us that some of the male attendants and technicians loved to tease student nurses and one of the worst teases was Shorty.  One day I was sitting in the ward office while the patients were taking their required rest period in the afternoon when Shorty and his fellow attendant came into the office and picked me up and carried me to the dumb waiter where laundry and supplies were delivered and pretended they were going to stuff me into it.  I couldn’t call out for fear of alarming the patients!  I wonder how many student nurses got that “special” treatment.

Later that year I was coming home from work and answered our phone in the hall (no one had her own phone in the room).  It was Shorty asking to speak to a friend of mine, ‘Pinky’.  She wasn’t in. He said a friend and he were going to rob a bank that evening and could I come along and drive the get-away car.  I said I didn’t drive.  He then queried if I could keep the motor running.  Later that evening, Pinky looked me up and said she was going out with her friends, Dick and Shorty. And they wanted me to come along.  They were going out to North Liberty to a tavern where Shorty owned a pin ball machine and he wanted to pick up the earnings.  It turned out to be a fun evening with lots of jokes and laughter.  In several months we were going steady.  He bought me an engagement ring in October with insurance money from a car he had sold before I met him.  All our dates were by walking or riding the bus.  We were married on June 11, 1949 at the Methodist Church in Iowa City.

Morris Oscar Roberts (1921-1998)

Morris was born in Buda, Illinois on February 1st, 1921.  He used to say that he missed being a ground hog by one day.  He was the first son of Doris Roberts. His biological father had left Buda before he was born.

Morris lived with his grandparents as a youth.  His grandfather, Henry Roberts, died when he was four years old.  His grandmother, Martha Horton Roberts took in washing and sold rugs, which she made on a large loom.  He spoke fondly of his grandmother.  He remembered helping her tread the loom.

As a boy growing up, his uncles, aunts and cousins were very much a part of his life.  He especially liked his uncle, Charlie, who was a professional baseball player. His great aunts, Nora and Nette Horton (his grandmother’s sisters), always had a large sugar cookie for him when he came to visit.  In the summers he attended each of three vacation Bible Schools, Catholic, Methodist and Baptist, all in Buda.  He was not interested in formalized religion as an adult.

When his grandmother died, he was eleven, he then moved to the farm with his mother, Stepfather, Irvin Fox, half-sister Doris, and five half-brothers Floyd, Roger, Jake, Joe and Leon. Morris attended Buda High School for two years, quitting school to help on the farm at the insistence of his stepfather.  He finished his G.E.D. as an adult.  When Morris was seventeen he left home and went to Sterling, Illinois to live with a married cousin and found work in a green house working seven P.M. to seven A.M. His next job was working with a roofer who had a son his age. They became good friends. In nineteen-forty when his buddy left for Iowa City he went with him. Morris found employment at the Iowa University Psychopathic hospital. Shorty was drafted in World War II. He served in a medical corps and in the Army Air Force where he was trained as a tail gunner on a B-29 bomber. He had a tour of duty on Io Shima [Ed. Ed. I think this is another name for Iwo Jima.] There were frequent bombing raids by the Japanese while he was there.

When Morris returned after the war in 1945 he worked in a tavern as a bar tender but soon returned to the psychopathic hospital where he was trained as an insulin shock technician. He was well liked by the staff for his skill and sense of humor.

Morris became known as Shorty when one of his best friends was a six-footer. He always introduced himself as ‘Shorty’. He probably stood five foot three inches wearing his elevator shoes.

