Trom FLORIDA
Dear Ma:

Haven't written to you for some Lime snud thought I would at last sit down And write what should
be a seriis of letters to give you the current information gnd also try to bring back some men-
ories of the years gone by. iaybe you eaa fill in sore of the forgatten areas along the way.

The weather here is natmrally Lzautiinil. I don't beleave we have had a bad day since we came
down here S years agac. Ofcourse, having been down here, you know how nice it is, The fruit i=
off all the trees now and we will have to wait till late sunmer for the new batch of oranges

and grapefruit to come back again. I do have about six hands of bannanas on my babnana lree

and they should be ready in about a ménth. Boy and are they tasty. The garden is abcul [inished,
we will start planting again in August in order to get about four crops before next summer sets
in again. The sun is too hot on the plants in the summertime. A lot of people plant all year rowy
but it takes a lot of water to co@l tie gdround off, You have to cut the grass two bLimes a wxkixx

week during the summer, Stuff grows like crazy.

I am sitting in the rectory of our new St Francis of Assissi church answering phone calls white
Father Cottrell is out checking on the building progress. Lib and I were in the new church
yesterdayand it is s beauty. It's not one of the modern churches, fact is it is real fpanish,

you know, with the low tower ani a cross on top. It's going to be a nice church and we can'l wail
to get into it. Possibly by Septeoumber.

Anyway, being the oldest in the family, I suppose I have more memories of life in the Van Laarhow
ven household other than you. 1 though' it might be nice to go over some of these will ycu. I am
sure some may be embarrassing, zome h\apz.»y and some real sad. Not many families have had such »
worldwind of experiences as we have ld, ! believe,

I know that from listening to you and Pa thht Fa came from the Hetherlands when he was 10, lie

was not expected to live on this trip but somehow he reached America inpretty goo.d shape and
became healthy over the years.I know he was born in Oostlebeers in the province of brobant in the
southernparé siHolland and he got his schooling there. His handwriting showed thal he had some
terrific schooling. His writings were perfect scriypt type and staright as an arrow. hy writing
is terrible and almost unreadable with Ai.L, THE SCHOOLIGG J hAD AND 1T REGRXHEXX became worse
during my years in business. (you have to forgive my typing and spelling. This is an electric
typewriter and it dows things I am not rfamiliar with, Bedides, I am not a typist and my two finge
method is not the best, but I zn sure you will get the meaning of all this.)

I know you weee borx,in Meller ¥ zcomsin about 100 mi]a;néih of where you lived the rest of your 1
life. We had to make a trip up there osce when I was real yougg to find out if you were regicter
ed at the Catholic church in Meilen and if you were truly babtized. I remember how pgood you “and
Pa felt thht this was all taken care of when you were a baby. It was an old church dating way
back., I am sure a new one has taxen it's place by now. liowever, it was still standing when 1 was
active in The Superior diocese some yoa’s apac. 4

I listened with wide open ears to vour sktaries of yowr childhoods. Yours of couse were all in

the farming community of Little Black thhat I came to know so well. I know you mentioned many
time, that being the oldest you had to help on the farm and consequently could not make it beyo:f
the fourth grade in school, eventhough the school was so close to your home, wWe listencd to ‘
how you worked in the woods, sawing up wood into tie bolis add hauling th#mto the rATliOAL

cars in Little Black and that you yoursel: would pick up theses B foot lont poles and pilel then
onto.the railroad car. I not only heard this from you bui al¥o from many of the neighbors. Ewald
Jochimsen liked to tell this staBy alsc. ‘e would tell me how you and yugr sister, my Aunt Clara
would cut down the trees with crosscut saws and axes all winter Jong. Then came crop time wheﬁ 7
you would have to get the fields ready. plant the crop:z and pick the rocks, weed and care for

the crops and finnally harvest them, You mush have slopt very well each da; after all tﬁiv work
gsn:::r e;erlhearg you complain «f this, Tt just seemed to bé somethingW'tB pasé oufueafl; evnﬁ;n
go somz'of :h:osz;;ZEEe:ftzlgagg“iifbgz:;rZiegogﬁn Hum231 Yho laEer became my.Godfathgr and also
in the inmedigte wemo: sarlie haemm ese were some of the old residenls of the famas

Pa's stori oo
tories were a bit different. vhey viere somtimes so interestingf and different that we wandes:
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if they were all that true but they were interesting. I quess the one we wonder about the
most was when as a lillle boy he has to pass through a cemetary at night and that he was wearing
coideroy pants., As he walked, the pants would rub together and seemed to say.'sxthxiocmyxzathz
"Catch him, catch him ", and the faster he walked the faster it was said until he stAKMTED
rinning -and then it got so fast that he was out of«ind when he came home and was a very fright-
ened boy. (It could have beenl) Anyway, he told of skating to schod®l down the canals etc.
Most of the experiences he told us about was what happened to him after he reached this country.
There was a lull of a-few years until the family went west into the Montana area where he and
his brother or brothers becamed cowboys and herded and broke wild horses. Apparently, it was at
this time when my Graddfather and Grandmother settled down ,t the farm next to yours in Little ¥
Black. Pa was still in Montana hucking Broncos, Or was it at this time that he joined the fish-
ing boats to Alaska. We'll talk about both.lie told us of the awful trips to Nome, Alaska with
the sme#ly fishing boats., The reason for the awful smell was that when the boat would tilt#
because of high waves some of the runoff oils and slimfof the fish would get into the engines and
the heat of the engines would cause a burnt fish oder that he could not stand. I know he didn't
like the smell or taste of fish all his life although he 1liked to fish., He told us of Puget Sound
off Seatlge and of Nome and Ketchekan Alsaka. He talked of these cities as if he missed them.
they wrere good staries. I quess he was good as a cowboy because he proved it to me many timms
when I was a little boy. He would saj"Willie,run like hell"™ and I did because I knew what was
coming, He would swing that lariat dver his head and let it go-at my running legs. He never
missed and I would go down into the dirt right now and it hurt. He woud#ld roll with laughter and
I would get mad for a little while so whenever I saw him mess around whith the trip rope for
the fork on the hay carraige in the hay loft, I would try to make myself as scarce as could be,
He had to try his hand at roping . I eemember him roping a porcupine out of a tree once and it
was not an ordinary tree. It was a full balsom., Iguess he was pretty good with a 6 shooter
though. He told us how he would shoot prairie diogds and snakes riding on his horse at a pretty
good clip. I found out later when I found this old gun and old amunition that it was only a
five shooter, Fact i, it was so rusty that the barrel would not turn. I got it to turn but had t
do it mannually. I took a few old bullets,and they were big, to the woods and forced them into
the barrell of the gun and then took aim at something.The gun went off but I believe my wrist
hurts to this day. I never fired that gun again. Lucky I was that the gun did not blow up
because I had dome no cleaning oi the chambers. But gebting back to Pa, I guess he was pretty goo
As far as I was concerned, he was good at everything h# ever did and there was noghing he
couldn't do. I believe this to this day. It was out in the Montana area that he got into a
serious amcident. Apparently he Lad roped a horse,Coprect me if I am wrong, and this horse
kicked high enough that it kicked him rignht off his horse. What was bad was that the horses
hoof landed smak dab in his face. This imprint of the horses hoof stayed with hime the rest of hi
his life, I understand that his nose was h,NGING LOOSE ON HIS FACE and that he had to have this
sewed on plas much of hid face. The staty i was told that a hole had to be drilled through his
eye socket next to his nose and this is where his sinuses drained the rest of his life. I know
he had to keep a constant watch with his hankerchief to keep this areiof his eye clean. A good
Jjob must have been done by this doctor because even thogh so much of his fage was crushed, he
turngd out to be a very handsome man., At least that's what you thaught as well as all the other
feman}es of the area thought. He was liked Ly everycne and let me tell you xmkekx whether you
know it or not, Pa was morrally good and never did anything to shame hiiiself, you or his family.
I guess this is what makes me so proud of him.
A,back to my old typwriter. This is the cne I used to type all my speeches on when I had those
Saturday 15 minute programs on radio when I was Mayor. See not a single mistake so far.

Back to getting Pa b.ck to Medford. This must have b:-en an experience Fedford will never forget

until all the old timers have died off. Pa and his brothers must have pacljed up a couple trainloads

of wild western horses and when thn:y got (> medford the trvain stopped downtown and Pa and his brothers
open the rail cars and left all these wild hosses out and herded them down mainstreet and down to

the farm in Little Black. The businessmen have told me while I was working at the drugstore that the
people ran for their lives. If there was a culvert handy they dove in to get out of the way fm of the
horses. This didn't seem to bother the Van Laarhoven boys because they had the situation in control
however the townspeople weren't aware of this. I1'd have liked to sce this.

Ma,we are now to the point where you ang Pa must have met and I begame a gleam in Pa's eyes as the
saying goes. I never heard too much about the courtship except that your mother, my future Grandmother

apparently fell in love with §a also and he hat a rough time staying clear of her in order to court
you, I heard so much about that particular situation $hat maybe some of this is in my mind only,
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I heard a lot about the unshaven face Pa sometime had and that the beard was bright red. Also the
double dating you did with Aont Clara and Pa's brother Uncle Henry. I remember him good. He was a

very tall, well built hamesome gentlemar and I often wished that the romance would have gotten some-
place between the two of them. Aunt Clara may have been happier. But they were good days for you becausc
you up and got married without the sanction of your mother. This ofcourse was understandable and I am
sure glad Pa got you away from that corner farm, The thing I admire most is that the two of you dared
to life on the farm right accross the line fence from your parents. I'll write about my experience
concerning that at some later date. It's quite a story in itself,

You and Pa had to have the grandest love affair that first year of your married life to take over a
dilapidated farm like that and start from scratch. You see, I remember that old ramshackle barn and I
gussss none of us will ever forget the old log house. That first year of marriage is a secret only you
will remember because you never told me about the happenings until that ripsnorting day of July 8%h
19321 when I made my bold appearance into this world with a lot less hair than I have now, which isn't
saying too much. You always said I looked like Father Rueter when I was born. I happen to carry a
picture of Father Rueter in my billfold and just took it out to loock at it. Yech, only a mother could
love a face like that. Anyway, thanks for loving it. As the stories do from then on, I must have been
a real thorn during the past 58 years. You never knowing what to expect next and to tell you the truth
I never knew what I would do next either. But we made it throughf it didn't we.

For the next three years I do not remeber much except, again, what you tell me a nd a memory or two
of my own.For instance, I do remember well at 1} years old standing besides the little white coffin

of my brother Vernon who died of pneumonia at 6 months of age. I remember that room upstairs where his
body was laid until time of burial, It must have been an awful experience for me that makes me remem-
ber that setting. I do remember some of the sisters being born because Pa would go into town and get
Doctor LaSage out to do the service. You often mentiored me being an intrument baby. I always thought
this was something. Not everybody gets to be an instrument baby but there I was. I was one and had
proof as you put it because I had some scars. It wasn't until we haq!'chilﬁren of our own that I found
out wh_t an instrument baby was. I did know it had something to do with two large spoons. You take it

from thers.

You used to like to tell about the time you got me all dressed up prefty like for chursh. Naturally I
was the first one dressed and this gave you time to prefty up yourself. During this time, I must have
lost no time(The story of my life) to get into mischief. Actually, it was a new world for me and I
had to explore it. Whit an experience this must have been for both of you. I had srawled,I couldn't
walk yet, through the barn yard and out into the woods. I was no where to be found, Finnally when I
was found I must have been a mess crawling in the dence brush of the woods. If I remenmber wight, a
neighbor or two helped you hunt. I probably had fun though,

You know I tire ensily lately and this typing is getting to me so I will send this mucyh out to you
now and get back to you again later, Taxe your time reading this and stay hezlthy.

With love,
your son

B!
Pl
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2-11-82
FramFlorida
Dear Ma:

Would you believe that it is over ons #nd a half years since I wrote to you last, I meant
well but you showed it to Jossphine #nd she told me il was funny and it took the wind out
of my sales. You know she har had a knick through ths yeara of messing me up so I was
‘taking no mers chances. But, sister LaVerne kept afisr me and now Lib has baen pushing me
so hers 1 am again. '

I lookdd over my lstter to you and am I embarrassed. ALl kinds af mistakes. I'll try to do
better this time.

Everybody is telling me you are looking and feeling bLetter everyday. That sounds good. I am
getting too fat again and it i3 bothering me. I hava been havei'ome problems lataddy. But I

am happy that I have outlived the doctars prediction and es of January 24th I passed the 5

year limit that I was supposed to live, Now I am free te go on living because noone has given
me another time limit. Actually, Lib fsels worse than I do.. She has problema with diverticulitis
again. I told hdr to send him out of the houss.

I understand that there was a thing or two that were partially incorrect in my last letter. Well
as I said, it was the way I remembered them and the way you and Pa told them to me. 50-o0-o0-0
somebody has to be telling a storxy. Eh what?

The last of my last letter delt with ny getting leat in the woods in my prissy dressed up
chuth cloths. What a wogry 5. had besn for you 211 my life because not too long after the woods
affair ( again your story) you had a horse that was very ticlish and no one could touch her
without getting kicked, hut i managed te crawl under the fence and come up to rest under the

horse sitting on the groun:! using ths f£xwmx legs &nd houfs, the rear ones, to rest against at
the same time enjoying myself with the= handsfull of dirt that always to this day inlrigues me.

The next couple years ars somewhat vague inmy memory except that evary once in awhile Doctor
LaSags would drive up in his one horse and buggy and when he left, he left us a new baby sister
everytime., This is probably the re<anon things wers vague during this time. I probably rather
forgst about that doctor coming. The things he brought weras definately not for me. It probably
gave me work to do since I was walkirg by this time.

Then came the building boom at our hcuse, We are getting ready to do away with the old barn,
The old barn had good memories for me. I remember now that I had more fun there with the baxn
animals and chicksns than I had with those sisters I aquired. 1 did make an smemy out of one
bantam rooster on purposs. Used to gat a kick out of teasing him and having him sun after me.
One time he went too far and flew to my head really picking at me., He 1léft one scar that is
very noticable to this day. As [ re&n screaming down the alley behind the cows with him on my
head, Pa grabbed him off my head u» I xan by, Pa was sitting by a cow milking at the time and he
was pretty sick of that rouster constantly goirg =fter me, So as I ram by him, he juat grabbed
this bird by the head and zave it a twist in the uirx. That was the end of the rooster and in
later ysars I would have %< train one all over ajain. 1 always liked chickens even tn this day,
the feathered creature is & friend of mine, Back to the building of the new barn. This was an
undertaking for me. I was vsry much involved. I was three at the time and only you know how I
got involved. The carpenter, Carl Poehnslt, stayed at our hoase,except for weekends , until the
barn was completed. He war a small man of about § ft 4 in. He spewted a heavy, well kept
mustache, a very agile mas and teally dedessated Lo his work. He kept his tools sharp, too sharp
for me, I remember only too well that I messed with his planer and gave myself apratty good
cut finger which left a scar I carry today. Oh, he scolded me often but I didn't think ha xeally
meant it because hs also fouled around with me. This made him my buddy. But how emBarrassing it
must have been that meoning that you were making penneycakes as you will remember we called
pancakes in those days. Pulling on your skirt I let you know in no uncertain terms that that
man was eating all our pennsycakes. It apparently took you some time to cofince me that you had
# lot more dJough to make many more psnnycakes. But for a little man, I remembex wedl, he was a
great eater. He had sverything laid out so well so that when the raising crew, which invnled

all the nesighbors from the arsa, wame, all was in readiness and that by the snd of the day, u

1
where there was once nothing, stood a huge baxn, rafters and all. The next day the roof bosrds
went on. It was an experience ¢vary boy should go through. Bfcourse, the meal you preparsd

was out of this world. When that crew hit tho noon meal, those dishes emptyed out right now.
I don't remsmber much about Pa at this time, It must have been because he was working at the

veneer factory at the time tc halp pay for this bssutiful structure called a barn. The rsason
my margin is off in this letter ;. h4acauge I noticed the carbon was put in crooked.

-
~
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But from here on, Ma., I'll tell the facts as they really were since now they are my memories
and ] am getting older and #3 you know, I didn't let any grass grow under my feet. Naturally
I was always into trouble. This was a great world and had a lot of things in it that 0 had to try
The fact that you and Pa always scolded me about things and warned me about many others, made
me much more curious. There wasn't anything about that farm that I didn't know. Many of which
you never knew I knew.I assure you I will not bring up any of the things that I remember that
could be embarrassing to you but I will not spare myself,

Again, back to the chickens. I found another buddy, a gresat big leghorn rooster. I messed up a
lot of his sexual encounter with the hens. It seemed that We didn't let any of them alone. They
would be contently eating, clucking away, when along he came jumping on them. I kept chasing him
and he didn't like me at all. He started chasing me which was my delight. Oh, I had short legs
but somehow I could outmeneuver him, but he got bigger and his spurs got longer and he got =m
smarter and I didn8t. He would catch me, spread his wings and bring up his feet. He tatto'd
those one and a half inch spurs intu my legs. The blood would run and I also have those scars
today. One day Pa had enough of this. He couldn't train me to leave the rooster alone so the
rooster got it. No he didn't kill him, he was too valuable to the hens, 1 guess. Ra just put
his legs in the vi&e and sawed off those spurs. These spurs must have had something to do with
his maleness because he only lived a few days aftervthat. There was no rooster after that that
I could train. The other rooster cered less what i did. About that time I learned that if you
put the chickens head under her wing sha would sleep forever. At one time I bslieve 1 had every
chicken asleep. Looked like & lot of rocks laying around the yard, Oh, I woke them up right
now. I never could be cruel to things.That's the reason I never became a hunter.

The next couple years were sorta uneventful for me. I do remember getting very attached to

my sister Martina. She was & beautiful red head. When it rained on her hair it would tighten

up into tiny red curls and she was lcaded §ith freckles during the summertime. But she had

one problem. When she cried hard or was hurt bad she would hold her breath and pass out. She

ran into the pole of a wagon one day while we weee playing and it happened. I didn't know whether
she was knocked out by hitting her head on the pole or gid she hold her breath. Boy .was I
worried. She came out of it someway but from then on I madesure she wouldn't hurt herself while

I was with her and I sort of protected her from then on.

Then came school. We had it nice since the school was a short walk from home. Actually it
bordered our land to the east. Othesx kids brought their lunch but I went home for my dinner.
This probably kept me out of troubla at school. I was always excepting challanges. If a
schoolmate said "I Bet you couldn't do this or that", I'd do it just to prove I wasn't chicken.
Well, on many ocasions, as a result ufthe kids getting me in trouble, Mr. Heglemeier, our
teacher the first two years in schuool, took the rubber hose and tried to convince me these
things were wrong by using it accruss my behind. I knew I had it coming and I never held it
against him. Fact is I was very happy that Pa never found out about it because the licking I
would get when I came home would have been much worse. And they were. Pa had a way of taking me
accross his lap and as small as he was he had a lob of power in that hand. My rear was warm
for hours after, it secemed. Again, 1 had all this coming so there was never any hard feeling:,
But did I learn?Huh uh! I wag quits forgetfull about the punishment until I knew I was going to
get it. That was one of Josephires fsmous sentences,"I'm going to tell on you, you're goin' to
get it"., She always kept that promise and I almost always got it. No hard feelings about this.
Someone had to tell. I had to be straightened out and Pa could do it. I've got to say it here
that I always thought well of Pa. Never got angry at him , Knew he knew what he was doing and w
why and he wanted me straighten out. I still think the world of him. Back to school. Whenever
there was a knock on the school door, I knew who it was. There is only one person who knocked
on that door during schogl. It was Pa checking on me with the teacher. Apparently the teachers
always gave a dood report. I was always worried stiff until I got home and nothing was said.
Had a bad report been given, you can bet your life I would have knowm, so would my rear end.

I think the reason he ceme must have been the result of my report card. My deportment mark was
not always so good, fact is it never wes. Dh, you and Pa had a . problem on your hands and you

must have spent many hours wendering what you wera going to do about it. One time he came to see
the tht_:her the teacher wag in trouble, I wase constantly “Uttl"g up my one f'xnger' mp:n-.n:; I
had to go wwe-wee. He got fed up with' aéter awils and wouldm't let me go until recess. Well
remeber the blue, short psnts I used to wear? I was standing in front of class one time trying
to read my reading lesson snd having to go wee-wee at the same time., Well, I couln't hold it and
I left some tricle. You want to se: what kind of a dack blue that pants changed to and at that
point, wouldn't you know, La\'erne Michler piped up and said"Look!" as she covered her face in

shame laughing at the same time. B8fcomrse, by then everyone was laughing and I turned = bright
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shade of red. The floor wouldn't open up and swallow me. I don't know what happened hut | do
know I was at home being questioned about the two shades of blue on the front of my pants and
told all. That poor teasher always let me go wee-wee after that and from that time on I sorta
had an ill feeling about LaVerne M, All I did was let a little go just for a little relief and
she had to make an issue of it. I did have my legs §rossed but this time there was too much there,

Then came the third grade; the real tucning point in my life. I fell in love. Uh did I fall in
love. Iwas sick with it and she neve) knew but my grades showed it, Her name was Tillie .bhnson
our third grade teacher, I shouldn't zay that because she taught all 0 grades as #id Mr Heyle-
meier. She was a beauty, all round snd soft and a sueet voice she has to this day. Her father
died during that'year and | ~as hapoy because 1 hard. a chance to go to their house for the wake.

I never paid attention to tha gasks® or ir Johnstor. My eyes werc only on Tillie. I told her
about this many years later. She had married Carl Hariwig at the end of the school term and mv
dreams smahed to pieces., I anly told her of all this a few years ago and she got quite a bang

out of as I did telling her. I hope every little boy of 6-F gets this type of crush. You certain-
ly in a hurry 'What a waste of time it was. I was so taken up wiith this that my grades suffered
and she visited you and Pa one day asking your permission to keep me another year in the third
grade. You gave her permission so I had to do that year sll over again. Well, this wasn't the

one I liked that year. I was very close tu Martina and became very jealous of any one taking ber
away from me. She was 4 years old. The kids walking to school would stop by and ask to take
Martina with them. You dressed her up and she was beautifull., 1 was still all dixty from doing
barnwork., Ch, yes, I was not only old encugh to do some chores, I also had to do them. Well,

they would pick up Martina and I would clean up and come to scheol later. I'd never got a chance
to be with Martina. The teacher, Tillie and the o}der girls just took to her. She was such a
doll. Anyway, one thing led to another and Tillie got permission from you and Fa to put her in the
g rade at 4 years old but she was sharper than any «ne

first grade., Not only was she in the first gr at ars old

+IS% gIrace wOS

in the first grade.

And then tragedy struck and things would never he the same again with us. Not only was 1 doing
chores at that time, I was ziso actually wilking cows thet Martina, Josephine and 6 month cld
LaVerne were left in the house while you and I and Pa did the chores. Every few minuti.vou or

Pa used to look out the bard dooxr checking on the kids in the house. It was on St.Nicholaus
night December 6 when Pa looked out the barn dooxr snd without a word busted open the lowsx dony
and was gone. A minute or so later you looked out the door and immediately you were gone, Then 1
looked out the door and to my horror I1'll never forgyet. I'ts as vivid as if it happened lasi.
night. There was the house on fire and Martina standing on the porch with the flames leaping off
her. Josephine was half way to the barn seeking help and she was burned. Pa was in the fire
sesarching for LaVerneamong the burning clothing which hung above whexre the girls were playino.
The only bit of clothing left on Martina was the cloth around her neck which was there becayee
she had a sore throat and a cold.This what I saw. Apparently they were playing with the Bears
catalog tearing out pieces of ppper and when there was too much paper they fely they would bu.n
some in the stutfi In doing this, some of the burning paper came back out and this was the stari,
of the serious tragedy. Our car was on blocks but Mrx PBaul Bach's Model T touring car took ali
of us to the hospitol in Medford. I remember little Laverne was all lLape: up with only her moon
and mouth open, She died shortly. Mzrtina was in terrible pain and kept calling tkk Paul Bach,
"Paulie get me some water". 5he saica this several tipes. She lasted threce hours., 1 was there

and it was terrible. Hew You and Fz took it, I'11 rever know. God must have given you some spncial
strenght, Josephine's arm= w2re burned and she had to stay in the hospital while we must have
gone home. There were holez burned in the floor. Ail the winter clothing was burnnd and on tha
floor from where they were hanging hut the rest of the house was intact. This was strange becaysn
nobody was there to put out the fire, everybody ieft and it was an old log house, 1'll never
know why it didn't burn down, It was such a big fire. The next day we went inta town to the
funeral home and talked to the funeral director tir. Hartwid. He took us into where laVerne ani
Martina lay on a bench being readied for the funeral. It was a nightmare. Wish I hadn't seen
them laying there in that funeral home with no cloths and they were not living. But you were not
about to leave me alone after this happening so I became a very part of everything. My child:en
all know that I saw black whenever they were even thought of playing with fire. I didn't use
reason in spanking them for this. It was a terrible experience. Then the two little white caskets
were brought home and the people from all over came to see them. LaVernes casket was not opened
but Martina's was. She looked pretty even there. The undertaker did a nice job cobering the many
burn¥'patches you could see on her face. It was sad for everyone. Then came the funeral. The lwu
little white caskets being lowered into the grave. We put holy water on them and then some dirt

and that was the last I saw of the little red headed sister I loved so much, The papers are nd
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the country carried the news of this tragedy and the country was sad. The people all around weri
so nice. This is where 1 first got to know Charlie Andreson. He gave us lots of thinas and foz
many years he would show concern and say nice things to me and give me candy or something. I alsu
remember Mrs Carl Klossner who ran tne milk factrory at Little Black. Remember the toys loader
with candy they gave us? Everyboudy was wonderful and took some of the panqg out of the loss,. fut
as I sit here today I still wonder how you and Pa could gake all this. There still was one in the
hospital, Whenk Josephine came home you became very protective with her and understandably so. -
You didn't have too many left. Anyway Josephine was 3 and.l had to get back to school. There was
a very empty feeling I know but then there was Tillie left., I still was no saint. I was still the
all american boy.

Remember the time I was poking Josephine in her crib with a stove poker. No the poker was not
hot but I was always in trouble because she alwaysx talttled on me and ofcourse now. I didn't get
away without getting a licking, so this may have hesn a hangup for me,

School let out and I was still in the third grade. Mow you can fully understand that it was thn
third grade that stands out in my iifc the most and probably that's the same year that stands nut
ip your life also.

Frem then on 1 was kept pretty busy on the farm, what with picking rocks, breaking land and
picking potatoe bugs and weeding the garden and the rutabegies, turnips. Tramping the hay on Lhe
wagon as you speaad it around, loading the manure spreader and a thoudand odd jobs. 1t seemed to
be school and work, work and schodl. 1t was not a heppy time after that. The sadness was finnally
interupted when another sister was luft at the houses. Another LaVerne.

Ma, I am going to end this letter now. I am very tired, my eyes are blurred and I might add, 1 am
not as happy as I was when I began writing. I'll try writing to you again soon. How that 1 finally
got LaVerne into the picture I am sure she won't let me alone. Angway, I hope I haven't m :e too
many mistakes and that You can read these notes. 1'11 be seeing you sometime towards the end of
April;

Keep up the good work. So until I sce yeou 1 remain,
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