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Time does not wipe away memories,
Maybe the good memories are made stronger
while the bad ones becomeaker
And that is a good thing!!!
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Prologue

Always remember to forget the things that made you sad
Never forget to remember the things that made you glad
Quote from Remember Poem

As we walk down the road of life there are many memorial moments
Moments that give us cause to, for a while, stop and reflect on.
These are some of those moments in my life.

Some are good and some or bad.

Some bring back the smile of that time
Some bring tears of the moment.

But good or bad, they are all moments
They are all pieces of my life.

Osa Corkill Moore



REFLECTIONS
September 12, 2011

Today, although | am eighty eight years old, | can still bring up the thoughts
and feelings of that nineteen year old girl as she excitedly prepared for that
day. That day September 12, 1942 was the day that | married F.H. my one
and only love.

It had been a strange path that led us to this day, a day that | had not
considered could ever have happened. It is true that we had been friends
for two or more years. Friends, being the four of us, F.H. Margaret, Louise
and me. Together we played games, we went to church gatherings, went
to a carnival and on one occasion to a Morrilton High School football game.
All the while F.H. had a girlfriend and so there was no thought of anything
other than a friend for me.

At the carnival F.H. and | checked out the picture
making machine.

| sat by F.H. at that football game and he attempted
to explain football to me. It was my first game to see
and | had no idea what they were doing. | did surely
admire the cheerleaders and that gave me a better understanding of what
cheerleading was about. | had been asked to be on the committee to select
the cheerleaders for that year. | am sure | was selected because | was new
in the school and so would avert any possible hard feelings toward a well
know class mate. Since | knew none of the candidates personally, | could be
fair in my vote.

| will admit that as the four of us sat with a blanket over our laps at the ball
game, with me beside F.H., | felt a ting of excitement as my hand accidently
touched his hand. | felt the urge to hold his hand maybe he had the same
urge. But F.H. had a girlfriend so there was reason to resist that urge. Then
too, | was still feeling the effects of having gone through the years of being
intimidated because of our family crisis. That little lost ten year old girl was
still a part of me. Maybe | could not hope to catch the eye of F.H. Maybe
Cinderella stories are only in story books and not for real life.
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Well, that was 1940 and much happened between then and September
1942. F.H. joined the National Guard and was excited that he would soon
be shipped to Alaska. But first he was stationed at Camp Robinson in North
Little Rock Arkansas so we continued to see him occasionally. He often
hitch-hiked to Morrilton to spend some time with Louise and me playing
cards. He always left in time to be back on base for the sound of reville.

May 1941 F.H, much to my surprise, married his sixteen year old girlfriend.
This ended any thoughts that | might have had about catching his eye.

That marriage lasted only five months and again we had some fun times
123SGKSNE GKS oA33aSald 2yS o0SAy3a GKS N
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It was the early morning, while running an errand for Hettie, that | saw

F.H. and his friend Tommy Dunn hitch-hiking a ride to Summer Set,

Kentucky to enter the radio school. | stopped to wish them luck and tell

GKSY o0éSod L fSIFENYSR fFGSNI 0KFEG AG 61 &
married he told me that when he saw me that day, he started thinking

about me in terms of more than a friend. We started writing letters

occasionally. | sent him a graduation invitation and he responded with a

chain and locket.

At the first break in the school, he hitch hiked a ride to Morrilton and was
there when | got home from taking Margaret and Louise to Church Camp. |
was so surprised to see him and with no hesitation fell into his arms with a
long embrace.

We had two dates before he had to return to school. Within a few days |
received a letter proposing to me. We set the date for September 12",
which was the next break in his school.



...which leads me up to today. Sixty nine
years later.

Through all those years in between,
were some sad times, some struggles
but ,oh, so many happy times. It is the
good memories that race across my
mind today. Memories Of tender
moments, of little boys, of family,
Memories of Anniversaries together.

During the war years, we were
separated by miles on that anniversary
day. Today we are separated by the veil
that separates the Here and the
Hereafter.

i

And as | sit and Reflect---- | wonder------
What brought us together?
How did our paths happen to cross?

How did I catch the eye of that young
good looking boy that | met on his
seventeenth birthday? Was it meant
to be? | like to think so. | like to think
it was a plan. Maybe a plan that is
not yet over, a plan that is still playing
out.

| know today | feel close to F. H. and |
feel good! But oh, | would love to
have one of his loving warm hearted
hugs.

Osa Ann Corkill Moore
September 12, 2011



ONCE UPON A TIME

Once upon a time | was important to the family. | was the center of the
family, the hub which held together the spokes that spun around me. | was
beautiful; the pride of the family. | was strong as | served each member of
the family when called upon. | was there around the clock, seven days a
week. | carried them through both good times and bad times. | took pride
in my ability.

There are pictures of me in the family album which reminds me of my
beauty. Pictures of family members, with smiles on their faces, leaning
against me as the photos were snapped. | was their support! | was always
there for them.

But time has taken its toll on me; my beautiful body is scarred by the
passing of years. My parts are worn, some to the point that they struggle to
operate. | am no longer dependable and so the family looks to another for
their needs.

| very often see the family as they pass by me. Sometimes they look my way
with a smile on their face. But through that smile | detect a struggle with a
decision. A decision that they know they need to make. | know they are
hesitating ----hesitating--- and hesitating---- as | sit here taking up space.

But wait!!!

Is someone coming to my door?
Is someone taking me for a ride?
Is that a gasoline station | see?

Itis!

Yes they are filling up my tank!!!

| am on the road again!

My parts are working---well---- pretty good!
Hey! This is-------- Once Upon A Now

Turn to ----Page Two



Page Two

Yesterday while talking with Paul on his way home from work he told me
this story.

That day, he was driving the old car that had been replaced with a new one
sometime ago. He explained that the car was still dependable enough for
him to drive but not for Amy to drive with Stella. He went on to say that
they had intended to sell the car but still had not done so.

He was beginning the story as he was pulling into the gasoline station to fill
up the car. He got out of the car and continued to tell the story as he
struggled with the gasoline nozzle, the buttons that you now need to push,
and the phone.

Much time past before the story was finished. The rest of the time on the
phone was spent with Paul laughing at himself at telling the story. As we
laughed together | jokingly told him | would write his story.

Results
| wrote his Story!
July 26, 2012

Note: Paul did not sell the old VW but is now drivirig work each day.




Mom, That was really very well done. Please make available to everyone
Paul

Oh, Osa, how | love your story! You are still the central cog on the wheel
from where | see it..... just the wheel grows bigger and bigger over time,
but when yours are all around you, you are the hub, no doubt. So proud to
be a part of that wheel of life which you spun!

Much love,

Amy Moore

That's the beauty of it -- getting to page two is the surprising turn. To read
page two first would take away the emotional punch and then relief and
humor.

Bruce

Mom.

There are contests where people write very short stories. No kidding, tl
would be a contender. It had initial impactook my breath away; | thougl
you were talking about yourselasurprise turn to humor and relief.
Absolutely fantastic! | love it. | keep saying-ityou are an amazing writer.
...Bruce



WHO ARE YOU

Who are you?

That is a question that | soon learned to expect as our family moved to
different places. A question asked when | moved into a new circle of
friends. | am sure that they are questions asked of all newcomers----
-Where are you from? Are your parents still living? And others.

52y Q0 Yy2¢4

Those are simple questions that, for most everyone, are easy to answer but

for me there was no easy answer. The one that | always stumbled over

gl as a! NB @2dzNJ LI NBydGa adGgatt tAGAYIKOD
had died but | did not know about my mom. So how was | to answer that

question? Thetruthwouf R DSR2 O&8 PK2OK g2dzf R 6S=>
understandably a shocking answer. So | learned to try to talk around the

answer which never worked and usually left both of us feeling awkward

and confused L

Hiding

Because of our feelings of shame of our past childhood days, my sisters and
| were trying to put our past behind us. We told no one about our past, not
even our children. We were like criminals on the run, trying to hide from
our story.

Good Answer

At the same time we were faced with trying to come up with a good answer

G2 GKIGO ljdzSaGdA2y aF NS @2dzNJ LI NSy da ai
consistent with. An answer that would ward off any further questions,

maybe even a little white lie. An answer that would not be a risk of being

caught later, but we could never come up with a good one. And that

question seemed to be the one that was always asked.

Both Dead

Louise told of one occasion when she was unexpectedly asked that

j dzS & UAfe RoyfrParedts still living?€ and she, being surprised and
shocked, in a bold abrupt voice said, 6§ ¢ KS&@ QNB ¢ d2 LKl FSE&NE &
a strange look from the person who had asked that question. | know Louise
felt like crawling in a hole. So needless to say, we scratched that answer J
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Full Hiding

At that time we had not told our children about our past childhood so we

GSNBE Ay TFdzf KARAYy3IOD . @ 0KS GAYS L g1
secret was out, the questions had almost ceased. | suppose they had given

up on an answer from me or maybe | was at the age that they could assume

that my parents were not still around.

No reason to hide

[ 221 Ay3 o601 4G Y& GAYS aLlsSyd G 90 |
was not asked that question. | was not asked because everyone knew who |

was, they knew my mom and my dad was still living. They knew that | was

2yS 2F GK24aS aLRNB fAGGES IANI & 6K2 g
with the same intimidating questions of where are you staying? Why did

your mom give you away? Do you want her to come and get you? | knew

they already knew the answer to those questions so there was no need to

attempt to hide.

My Name is

| am reminded of a story that Louise told about her little toddler son.
Louise and Weldon with their little Benny were home for the Christmas
holidays and making the rounds visiting with relatives. After many such
visits, Benny was tired of being asked the same questions by the adults.

| A fTAGGES 028X oKIFOQa @&2dz2NJ yI YSK
How old are you?

As they walked into the house on one visit Benny said,
Ga@ yIYS A& .Syye 2StR2y 5 OAaé

aL Y (462 YR I KFEtfF @SINBR 2fRé¢
! yR R2y Qi aGlrt1 d YS¢
So

My name is Osa Ann Corkill Moore

| am eighty nine years old

l'yYR R2y Qi aGrt1 a4 YSo

Oh, and, by-the-wayZ (G KS@QNXB 020K RSIR
Osa Corkill moore

August 1, 2012
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RELUCTANT QUILTER

Quilting was a legacy that Mother Moore (Nina) wanted to pass on to
someone. | suppose she very early gave up, or maybe never attempted to
spark the interest of the other girls in her family. She knew that neither
Hettie, Margaret nor Ruth would show any interest in attempting such a
project. | was her only hope of passing on her legacy.

Although | loved her quilts and enjoyed helping her by passing on scraps of
fabric left from my sewing, | could not show any enthusiasm about quilting.
| suppose one reason for my hesitating could have been fear of my stitches.
| had heard Nina laugh and complain about stitches made by one of the
ladies in her church quilting circle. Mother Moore faithfully, met one day a
week with the Church Circle where they quilted quilts for hire. The money
collected was spent for special projects in the church. She talked about the
one lady whose stitches were so long and unattractive that, after the lady
left, one lady would stay behind and take those stitches out of the quilt.
Someone would later redo the stitches. |suppose | feared that my stitches
would be stitches that would need to be taken out and redone.

Nina was still trying to pull me into quilting when she made her last quilt;
she was, at that time, living with us while she waited for a room at
Presbyterian Village. To fill up her time of waiting she had decided to make
a baby quilt for our first grandson, Rhett Charles.

Again | helped her by gathering the scraps of fabric and the other tools that
she would need to make the quilt. F.H. quickly put together a frame for her
to use; one that she could prop up on the top bunk bed in the room that
was now her room. She worked every day on that quilt, all the while, she
kept encouraging me to get my needle and thread and join her.

Soon after she finished the quilt we had a call from Hettie saying that her
room in Presbyterian Village was ready for her. We gathered her things
together and took her to Little Rock and to the place where she would
remain until her time on earth was over. Her quilting days were over. She
had failed to pass on her quilting legacy to me.
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But had she?

Seven years later----We were on our way home from her funeral when

suddenly | started to think about making a quilt and could not seem to

shake the thoughts. | kept visualizing the Turtle quilts that she had made

for Paul and Robert. Could | possibly make that quilt? Well, no, | could not

YF1S Al 0SOFdzAaS L RARYQU oKygdifngli KS y SO
had seen (for large quilts) was done on a frame that swung from the ceiling.

It was lowered for the quilting and then pulled up out of the way when not

in use. Because of the lights, the ceiling fans and the air-condition vents in

our house, that could not be done. And then there was the problem of

GKSNBE (G2 3SG F LIGGSNYy® L sAaKSR F2NJ
pattern that | am sure she had cut from the Arkansas Democrat newspaper.

At that time the paper carried a weekly quilt pattern which was the source

of all her patterns.

L GNASR (02 €S4 32 2F GKS ARSF GKFG 1Sl
brush it off. |then started trying to find a way around the problems that |
would be facing to make a quilt.

| think she had me in her Grip.

| realized that by tracing her Turtle pattern onto tissue paper | could try my
luck at making the pattern. With that thought, | pulled out one of the turtle
quilts and started tracing. It took several tries before | could get a pattern
that could be cut and then sewn together properly. Later | would learn that
the pattern is made by constructing, not tracing it. | also learned that | had
picked the most difficult quilting pattern. | had picked Sewing on a curve
when, for my first try, | should have picked straight linesewing.

| was pleased with the results of the pattern so | gathered the scraps
together and started cutting and sewing together the thirty turtles needed
for a single bed quilt. It took much time but | got them together and ready
to be quilted.

Quilting it was another problem!

To solve that problem, | decided to quilt each block separately and then
sew them all together into one piece. It worked! | had made my first quilt
and | was pleased with it, my stitches were not bad. | compared them to
a2l KSNJ a2 2hMEIE &ould have aphroved them. Rhett still
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treasures that quilt; | will add that a few years ago he brought it to me to be

mended. My stitches had not held up so it required much mending.

a® YSEUG | dza 20y yéblia {1dzS&{ d&2 NJ 51 f ST YI RS
left over from dresses | had made for her through the years. It also required

mending.

During the next thirty five years | made many more quilts, quilting them

using a hoop held in my lap. | helped to organize the Iberville Parish

Quilters Guild. | taught some classes; classeson & { SHAZY Ilto/ dzNIS ¢
many beginners in quilting.

When my granddaughter, Hannah, was expecting her first child she asked
me to make a baby size Turtle quilt for the baby. She spent much time
selecting fabric for the quilt; a good selection---the finished quilt was
beautiful.

Hannah then started a Moore Tradition:

From this day forward
Eachnew-0 2N}y o0l 0¢& aK2dZ R 06S LINKBASYUSR gAd

Since that time, there have been two additions, Stella and Adalyn. They

GSNBE 020K LINBaSy ESIR WK*_I l é#ij\Iﬁf S |j dz
Well done Nina, You did it! bt : :
You passed on your Legacy! -y«’ " y ’
August 22, 2012 .’ (’;’ #
# # v
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James Version of the Holy Bible. It takes
only one glance at it to know that it is well
worn. Well-worn from the daily reading of
it.

Open it and the soft worn leather drapes
over your hands, blending into your palms.
You hold it for a moment before turning the
pages.

Turn the page and there is a note, in her
handwriting, listing the dates of readings.
The date she started reading and the date
she finished it. She read it, many times,
from the beginning to the end.

Turn more pages and there is a newspaper clipping of an award that her
grandson had received while in college. Another page holds a small piece of
paper with a typewritten morning prayer. | am sure she read that prayer
many times.

Now turn to the Family History pages.

The first page records the date of her marriage December, 28, 1904 in Little
Rock Arkansas. She was twenty four and he thirty six years old. Not written
on the page is that they were distant cousins and had seen each other only
a few times. Travel was difficult and they had lived a distance apart, he a
farmer and she a school teacher. | suppose, like many marriages at that
time, it was a marriage of the need for a partner in life; and not so much a
love story. Also not written on the page is the story of tears in the days that
followed the wedding, that story she would tell her daughter late in her life.

Ten months after she was married, her first baby was born. A little boy
which, | am sure filled her days with joy. But, again, not written on that
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page is the story of tears of sadness and loneliness that she shed when he
died two and half years later. Two years later her little girl was born.

Another two years and she had her second little boy.

The page tells the story of two more little boys born and two more deaths
when they were two years old.

And then two little boys born dead.------ A loss of five little boys.

It is hard to hold back the tears as | read that page. The page is small so the

words or crowded together with no room for words of sorrow as she

NEO2NRSR (KS O0ANIK& YR RSFOGKaod . dzi | f
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Two years later little boy seven was born. He lived. In his second year, he

contacted the same disease that had taken the others and he almost died.

¢CKS a02NER Aa G2ftR GKIFIG AG 6la KAa Y2al
doctor that saved him.

Reading on
Four years later a second little girl was born.

Other pages in the bible tell of her relatives which were many. So many
that my mind gets boggled as | try to place them. | will try another time.

Number Seven
The story that is close to my heart is of the one little boy, number seven.
The little boy who almost died but lived.

Close to my heart because ---He became my Husband.

Osa Corkill Moore
August, 25, 2012
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SKINNY DIPPING

Question?

Is skinny dipping swimming with your clothes off? My sister recently asked.

2 Sttt a3 Skl L MmE* ARKI O AG Aaé odzi L s2d
clothes on when you go skinny dipping.

Creek Bank Prowlers

Why? Because | think there are young boys prowling the banks of the Creek
in the back woods of Arkansas looking for skinny dippers. | do know that
was true one day long time ago.

That Day

It was a hot summer day. It was Sunday and a nice reprieve from the
cotton patch that we would be going back to tomorrow morning. It was
time to hoe the cotton one more time before hanging up our hoes.

G¢CKS / NBSY ¢
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/| NB Q’fthér @reeks that | have known through the years have names;
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We were enjoying the coolness of that spot when we noticed that the
swimming hole was filled to its banks. It had rained earlier in the week and
the water had filled the hole from its usual dry bed.

The Dare

L RINBE 82dzZ s aKS alkAR® L KSaArdl GdSR
| looked around and neither saw nor heard any sound of anyone nearby, all

was quiet. | took the dare!

We took off our clothes and laid them close to the bank of the creek. We
waded into the cool water and began to swim around enjoying the
moment. The water had only one deep spot where the water was over our
heads but it was mostly just the right depth for swimming.
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Suddenly we heard movement up on the high embankment above the
creek. We looked up and saw two of those teenage creek- bank- prowlers
sitting at the top of the embankment watching us. We were caught.

Full View

Knowing that their next move would be to rush down the embankment,
grab our clothes and run with them, we quickly got out of the water and
ran for our clothes. This, of course, gave them the full view of what they
were there for. They clapped their hands together cheering and laughing at
us. | suppose they knew that it was too late to try to grab our clothes; we
had beaten them to the draw. Oh, but they had had their thrill for the day.
We put our clothes back on and started walking up the embankment. It
was time to go home and, probably, face the consequences of what we had
done.

Sinful
GLA alAyye RALILAY3I | a aAyFdAgd & RIFyOA)
all AR aYleo6S SOSYy Y2NB aAyFdd bod a2 St .
gAOK (0KS alAyida 2F GKS /[ KdzZNOKE @ L YA:
time.
Waiting

For days | waited for a scolding, expecting one of the saints, at any time, to
put me on the chopping block. Could | really have gotten by with a sin like
that, a sin that is worse than dancing? Time passed by and nothing was
ever said about the terrible sin.

Maybe the rumor that must have passed through the mouths and ears of

the neighborhood boys, never reached the ears of the Saints.

MaybeG KIF 4 A& | y20KSN) 2yS 2F Y& aAaya GKI
2F {Ayaco

Maybe they will be dealt with when the time comes.

Osa Corkill Moore
September, 14, 2012
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We visit our past

June 2004 Charlie took F.H. and me on trip to Arkansas and other places.
While in Arkansas we, with Geneva and Louise, drove to Center Ridge and
On down the road to the little community where we lived for five years.

It was a surreal feeling to see those places, which are now open

fields or overgrowth, and realize where we had once been.

| remembered my day dreams of that long ago and realized that they did
Come true. | did find my Camelot and | did gain the respect that | had
longed for. We did rise above those poor little girls who were given away.

Respect

Through the years after we had left that area, we had gone back for visits
and were treated with much respect, adoration and in one case an apology.
The apology was in the form of two letters from Ray (one of the seven
Scroggin boys) with words of regret about the way that | was treated by his
mom, dad and the family.

| was touched when | was told that Afton, (the oldest of the boys) in his

ReAy3 RFea Fa18R F2NI YSo L S8 NYSR
h &
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and was left with brain damage. During his last days and in his confusion,
he kept asking for Osa. | had not seen or heard from Afton since 1943 when
he had surprised me by coming to see me while | was living in Morrilton.

2T
€
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help with the dishes. | had been doing the mounds of dishes, washing,
rinsing and drying, by myself. One evening, Afton got up from his chair
where he was sitting, with the family of nine bodies, listening to the radio
and came in the kitchen and helped me. He continued to do that each day
while | was there.

ReROSyGfte o6{SLIWISYOSNI unmMHO L KIR

KFR KSIFNR |o62dzi GKS 06221 G99l NI @
talked she expressed her sympathy for me as a little girl living with Eva Lee
and Henry. She had tried to live with Eva Lee for a short time after she and

Ray married and so the reason for her sympathyd . In talking she
YSYUA2y SR ' Fa2yQa FailAay3da F2N YS
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thought | was his wife. | find that strange because while | was there the four

years he never indicated that he had feelings for me. | am thankful that he

RARY QU 06SOldzaS L &adaNBkte KIFEIR y2 NRYIyYyG)
probably have embarrassed him. He was a shy much reserved young man.

As we traveled those roads, which
are now gravel, instead of the dirt
roads that we remembered, we
looked for the houses where we
had lived but, except for the
remnants of the house where |
e lived for a short while with Anse
kT and Dell, they were all gone.
The little room that you see added on to the house is the room where |
found the old pump organ. The room with the trunk full of organdy moth
scented fabric.

The Road
(Picture made by Charlie)

As we drove down the road, we
remembered the many times that we
walked that road between the
Scroggin and the Harwood houses. It
was the road that Louise and |
walked down when | packed my few
, , ‘ belongings and left Dell and Anse to
o < 32 YR ftAQGS 6AGK GKS |
was the road that | reluctantly walked with Eva lee as | went to live with her
and Henry for the next four years. It is a road that is rooted deep in my
memory. | suppose now, it seems to be The Road to Nowhere.

Osa Corkill Moore
September 26, 2012

Thanks Charlie for taking me on that trip. Thanks for the Memorabilia
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THE COMPLIMENT

| think | am not alone when | say that it is true that you never quite
overcome the feelings that haunted you when you were a child. Feelings
that, whatever they might be, keep coming back, slapping you in the face
and knocking the props from under you.

LO R2SayQid YFGGSNI GKFIG 0KSaS FSStAy3aa
control of, something that you did not cause, they are still there lurking in

theshadowsoF &2 dzNJ f AFS T YRE Ay RAFTFSNByYyOG 6t
LI I OS¢ @

In different ways? Yes, sometimes with a compliment-----And so it was with
me.

My Ego
| suppose it was my ego that had shielded me for sixty three years. Shielded
me from a realization that should have been obvious to me at that time.

dzi L KIFIR Of2aSR GKS R22NJ 2y (K2&a$sS LJ :
CSIENRE L O2dzZ R y2 t2y3ISNI FSSt 3Idaaf de |
knew my children had the right to know about my past. The secret was out;
the story had been told and | was not rejected by the readers. | now had
status and respect and could forget those years and enjoy my life. Enjoy my
life as | was living it during those years. | suppose | felt as if | was far out of
reach of those words that could cause me to cringe again. Words that could
cause me to feel different, inferior, unwanted and rejected. | had
succeeded.

Well, not quite

This was the year 2005 and the busy life of living with a big family was over;
the boys had families of their own, | had grandchildren to enjoy. | had lived
the life that | had dreamed of years ago. | was free of those feelings and
then it happened again!

21



It was the second visit from Jim and Sharon Moore and we were looking at
pictures of the past, remembering those years and talking about those
times. When Jim said;

7
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Words
It was the words, turned out to be, that told the story. Those words spoke
volumes!

*; And with those words, there | was again; that little ten year
‘ old girl struggling to be accepted.

Of course | should have known that the family would talk.
First, they would have objected to Hettie bringing me into the
family. They knew my background; they knew the story that had tainted
our family. At that time words like; divorce and infidelity were not in their
vocabulary and | am sure they would have preferred to keep their distance
from such people.

-~ =
! -~ ~ —"-:

Jim was only four years old when | went to live with Hettie and he would
have heard much talk from his mom. His mom, Kaye, was a snob and would
have objected with many harsh words and Jim would have heard the
discussion with the family.

Jim was seven years old when F.H. and | married so certainly he would have

heard constant talk from his mom and probably his dad as they objected to

such a mistake that F.H. was making. Can | blame them? No, of course not.

[221AY3 0O A0 FNRBY GKSANI GASGgLRAYOG |yl
cannot blame them.

To add to their objection was the divorce that F.H. had just gone through.
He had divorced the daughter of an upstanding upper-class citizen and
then, so soon after the divorce, he had married again. And he had married
me COsa! Can you see the comparison?
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Signs

I, now realize that | did see signs of the family thoughts that they had about
me in the past. Signs in the form of words that seemed like apologies. Signs
that, maybe, they regretted the feelings that they had once had about me.

The signs were incidents that happened after F.H. and | had been married
for many years. Remarks that Chalmers made, remarks that Margaret
made and most of all, a long letter from Nina (Mother Moore). In the letter
she told me how much | had meant to the family and how thankful she was
that | came into the family. At the time of the letter, | realized that it
sounded like an apology, but I still did not get the message. It took the

g 2 NR E3zNF SR Fodzide togét thednfastage.

For that | am thankful because, by the time | heard those words, it was too
late for it to affect my feelings at the most important time of my life. The
time when it was my busy years of raising a family and feeling my
importance in the community life. By the time | heard those words, | knew |
was important to the family. Except for Kaye, | know they did realize their
mistake in their thinking. Kaye left the family in 1946, so she probably never
changed her opinion of me.

When the time came for Mother Moore to live with one of the children
while she waited for a place in Presbyterian Village she chose F.H. and me.
She told me that she could not live with Hettie, Margaret or Ruth. That
spoke loudly.

At whatever they might have thought about me when | married F.H., it is as

Charliesaid, a ¢ K & g1 & GKSANI YAadl 1S |yR

Now, | can hold my head up high and say,
G, 2dz F NBE NRAIKG WAY

5

| did turn out to be the Star ----
| amtheStar2 ¥ G KS a23dNB CIF YAf &¢é

June 4,2012
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THE CREEK

The Name
Maybe someday someone will give that creek a proper name but at the
time that | lived near it, it was called The Creek.

Soothing Sounds

The Creek was a beautiful stream of water that ran through the mountain
community of Pleasant Hill. To me, a young girl, it was a comfort to hear
the ripple of the water as it ran over the rocks of the shallow portion of the
creek. Like the railroad that | lived close to when a child, the creek gave me
a soothing sense of security. They each gave me a handle to hold on to.

Life around me was insecure; | was not sure what tomorrow might bring.
There were many changes made after our life was torn apart by the divorce
and we four girls were scattered in different directions. But the railroad
and now the creek was always there, they never changed, they were
constant. The sounds of them gave me the feeling of comfort and maybe a
touch of contentment.

Swimming Hole

Along with the shallow sections of the creek, there were a few deep holes
that provided swimming holes for the kids to enjoy in the summer time. It
was at the swimming hole that | learned to swim. | remember the surprise
and elation | felt when first | realized that | was swimming.

Baptizing

The holes also provided the baptismal water for the two churches in the

area to immerse the converts after the revival services each summer.

The cool shade under the big oak trees was a good gathering place on the

banks of the creek for the baptizing service. It was a spiritual uplift to hear

the voices in song of those gathered for the service. | felt the comfort of

belonging as | watched the minister take the converts into the waist high

cool waterandimmersS G KSY® | A& 62NR& 6SNBX dL
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that | was baptized.
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Family washing

For some families the creek was the spot for Monday wash day. We carried
the supplies needed for the weekly washing down to the creek bank and
spent a big part of the day doing the family washing.

Like a fog; the fragrances of wash day seemed to hover around that spot on
the banks of the creek. The scent of fresh green growth of flowers of the
summer time with a lingering scent of some rotting leaves and dead wood
from the past winters decay. The delightful fragrance of the home made
soap that had been made earlier. The smell of the burning logs that were
used to heat the water in the big black iron wash- pot. All to be
remembered.

All is well

The creek ran alongside the grave yard which, during funerals, gave me a
FSSt Ay 3 K Thatmaybefjukt asihd credk 8dwe géndly into
that somewhere beyond what | can see, so can our lives flow gently into
that somewhere beyond the grave. It was the soothing sound of the
running water that lent a feeling of calmness as the yearly Decoration Day
was celebrated at the graveyard.

Roaring Torrent

The creek was not always the quiet slow running stream of water.
Sometimes heavy rains further up the creek brought a sudden wall of water
down the creek and for a short time the creek became a roaring torrent of
water. That roaring flood water would leave behind small pockets of water
in its wake and sometimes large fish would become trapped in those holes.

First Fish

So it was that one day after one of sudden rush of
water, | went down to the creek and found one of
those fish caught in a puddle of water. | scurried up
the creek bank, picked up a large bucket, went back

to the creek and caught the fish by pinching his tail LE
causing him to go into the bucket. We had fish for

dinner. /| 2LIASR FTNRY
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The Bridge

There was only one bridge across the creek that provided a crossing for the
wagons and the few cars to cross. Other means to cross was high flat rocks
that were just high enough above the water to provide a crossing. And then
there was one place where a tree had fallen across the creek providing a
log to walk on. | loved walking that log; it reminded me of the times a few
years ago when | walked the rails of the railroad. They each made great
balance beams.

Runners

Like many wooden bridges, the bridge had two runners for the wheels to
drive on and there was always the risk of the driver missing those runners. |
never really knew what the consequences would be if the driver let the
wheels slip off those runners, but | always feared
crossing that bridge. The family that my sister lived
with at that time had bought a little car with a
rumble seat which my sister and | had the thrill of
riding in a few times. | think the driver sometimes
drove close to the edge of the runners to tease his

/- 2 LA SR TNB v wife, my sister and me.

Long Ago

The Creek was in my long ago past and | am now back where | can hear the
sounds of the railroad. Although | will not again walk the rails, | still feel the
comfort from the sounds of the train whistle.

Osa Corkill Moore
October 4, 2012
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DRY COUNTY

Dry County

In Arkansas, that was a sign often seen back in the thirties and forties.
Some Counties in Arkansas were Dry---- Alcohol was not allowed; liquor
stores were banned, no alcohol was sold in that county. This posed a
problem for the beer drinking young men of that time.

This was a boom for the non-dry county that adjoined the dry county. It

R A R Y Qtbe alébthoflb&iness long to set up their business close to the
dry county line. The young men had only a short distance to go to find their
hang out place.

Problem

But at the same time, those young men, attempting to hide their occasional

drink from Mom and Dad, and from all other anti-alcohol adults in the

community, had a problem.

The problem being------ Ay avYlftt O2YYdzyAGAS&aI aSOSNE
They also knew the car that each young man drove. With that familiarity,

it was easy to spot whose car was parked at that popular place of business

each night. And | am sure they kept a watchful eye on that place.

Accomplice

Sometime after this young man married, He began to realize that he just
might have an accomplice in his trips to the night spot. Maybe he could
persuade his wife to help him hide his trips.

Plan

The plan would be to have her drop him off at the bar, drive down the road

and linger at some shopping place for a short time and then come back and

pick him up. That would avoid being parked at the place for any length of

time. The wife considered it for a time before relenting to the plan. After

all she surely did not want to risk being caught parked at the place. At that

GAYS 62YSYy 2N Yl @806S L aKz2dAZ R alé& GaNBa
considered to be beer drinkers and they were certainly never seen at the

beer parlor. So to be caught at that place would be a reason to be
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embarrassed to tears as the word spread in the community. No doubt the
ridicule, teasing and laughter would have no end.

But She was persuaded to help her husband and as time went by She
became comfortable with the occasional trips. At the same time He loved
the comfort of sitting with his buddies at the bar and drinking a beer with
no thought of being seen parked at the place.

Commotion

One night as He sat on the bar stool with his buddies enjoying the moment
and thinking that it was about time for his wife to arrive to pick him up, He
heard a disturbance at the front of the building. He and his buddies looked
toward the commotion and were shocked at what they saw. They jumped
off their bar stools just as a car came crashing through the wall of the
building scattering debris in its path.

He was shocked as he stood up and realized that he was now face to face
with the headlights of a car. He was even more shocked when he
recognized those headlights.------- They were the headlights of his car.

She had pulled into the usual parking spot and stepped on the brake. There
was no brake! ---the brakes had failed. Of course her hope was that the wall
would stop her and hopefully there would be very little, if any, damage
done. But since there was a slight incline into the parking lot, the car had
enough momentum to crash into the wall--- and Beyond.

There was nothing for her to do but hang her head over the steering wheel
and wait for the laughter and the teasing to start.

The laughter and teasing surely did start and it continued throughout the

years that He and She lived in the community.

Gl S8H 2SNB &2dz t221Ay3 FT2NJ OdzNd & SNIIA
41 SBH 5AR @&2dz G-KKMHz 6 KNXE gl a I+ RNROS

He and She were happy when the time came when his work required that
He move to another location

Osa Corkill Moore-------- October 30, 2012
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THE OLD PIANO

Somewhere
Somewhere behind all
those people is the old
piano. The old piano
has a story behind it; a
story that | would like
to tell.

In the Parlor

| was sixteen years old >

when | first saw the P n

LIAFYy2d LG ¢6Fa&a Ay (0KS &aStR2Y dzzaSR LI NI ;
Arkansas. Like the Parlor, the piano was seldom or maybe never used. For

years it had sat silent in the parlor.

In my Soul

| looked longingly at the piano as | waited for the courage to ask for

permission to touch it. | knew that | risked being embarrassed when | tried

to make music from those keys, so | hesitated for a time. | knew almost

nothing about written music. | had seen the shape note song books at the

little church at Pleasant Hill and | touched the dusty worn out keys of the

2f R LJzYL) 2NBFY |G 5Sftf Qad¢feltitinast | OG dzi  f
soul.

For Hettie

| learned that the piano was boughtforFreR 9 b A Yyl a22NBQa RI d:
Hettie, probably when she was in her early teens. Actually it was first

bought for the Associate Presbyterian Church in Pottsville but for some

reason it did not suit the church so Fred & Nina bought it. | know it was a

struggle for Hettie to learn to play the piano because she had no feel for

music. Her playing was all mechanical, with no feeling of rhythm. | am sure

it was with an effort to please her mom that she had struggled with lessons.

By ear

Nina seemed pleased when | asked if | could touch the piano and she, with

no hesitation, said yes. | sat down at the piano and | ran my fingers over the
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keys. | think | was lucky when within a short time | could pick out a tune.
Nina was impressed!

My Piano

That was 1939 and fourteen years later the piano became mine. When Nina
sold her house in Pottsville and moved to a smaller house in Little Rock, she
gave the piano to me. F.H. and | borrowed a pickup truck and went to
Pottsville and picked it up.

Lessons

With the few lessons | had taken in Morrilton in playing the basic chords
and the few lessons | had taken at the University of Alabama, | could enjoy
playing and learning. And | am sure my effort helped to open the ears of
the four boys to love and to take part in music. Certainly | will say---The
lessons best learned came from my four boys; as they took lessons, as they
learned on their own efforts, they taught me.

A special spot

Each time we moved to another place we seemed to find the special spot
for the piano. It was an important part of our life as our family became
more and more involved in music. Involved, not only in different musical
instruments but in singing. On one occasion we were referred to as the
musical family.

Years later

As years went by | was encouraged to replace the piano with a new one but
for sentimental reasons, | had been reluctant to replace it. It was when
Robert decided he wanted a piano that that transaction was an easy one to
make. Paul took me shopping and we bought the Charles Walter which |
now have. The piano tuner calls it the Cadillac of Pianos.

Still in the family
Later, Robert decided to replace the piano with a keyboard so again there

was some reluctance with both of us to get rid of the old piano. Luckily
+ySaalrQa oNRIKSNI!INRY 4 yiSR
It remains in the family.

Osa Corkill Moore December 12,2012
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SAY GOODBYE

We live our life knowing that time will come when we must say goodbye to
some of those we love. And although we know that that time will come, the
cold reality of it seems to evade us; we are never quite ready for that time
to come.

My Prayers

| remember the shock and the fear that | felt when | first learned of death.
Fear of not only dying but also of losing one of those closest to me. My
prayers at night were that we would all die at the same time so we would
not have to go through the grief of losing each other.

Goodbyes

Since those prayers of a frightened little girl, | have said many goodbyes.

Goodbyes that were never easy but, at the same time, | learned that fear

IA0Sa 6l & G2 NBFEATFGAZ2Y FYyR FFOOSLII y(
better to have had and lostthentonoll K| @S KIR &G Ffféd ¢K
memories are made of. At my age | have mountains of memories.

Special Person

Today, as | say goodbye to a very special person, that little childhood fear
keeps tugging at me as it tries to crowd out the reasoning and acceptance
that should, by now, be fully mine. She was my special sister in so many
ways. She and | walked through the frightening time when the family was
torn apart. She was eight and | was ten when we found ourselves in the
time that, for years, we had known would come. We found comfort and
strength in each other as we walked that path together.

Laughter

Much of our strength came through laughter; as we laughed at the
situation that we found ourselves in. | have heard say that, sometimes,
children of divorce blame themselves for the breakup. Maybe that is true
and maybe that was true in our case. Maybe that was somewhat a help in
adjusting to the aftermath of the divorce. By putting a part of the blame on
ourselves we could consider that maybe it was time to accept the
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consequences. And so we laughed at the situation that we had gotten
ourselves in.

The end of the world
According to the Mayan calendar, Today, December 21, 2012, was
supposed to be the Last Day.

The world was
supposed to come

to an end today.

Although the

World did not g
come to an end, it ' X A
did take a big part /A
of my world. B ; :

My special sister
was buried today.

Osa Corkill Moore
Dec. 21, 2012
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CROUP

Remembering
Today | am reminded of a frightening experience that happened sixty seven
years ago with the medical condition called Croup.

My first experience with Croup was with Charlie when he was two years
old. It was an experience that still frightens me as | recall that night.

CKIFIy1FdzZ e 6S 6SNBE 0 a2iKSNJ az22NBQa
the wee hours of the morning, struggling to breathe, and trying to call out

for me. His deep guttural cough was one that | had never before heard. |

reached for him and he grabbed hold of me and clung to me as he

struggled.

Confused and frightened, | picked him up and ran to the main sitting room
calling Mother Moore as | rushed in. Surprised and relieved, | saw Mother
Moore was already in the room and was on the phone calling for help.

She had heard Charlie and she knew it was serious. She was calling Mr.
Henry who was the pharmacist and the owner of the small drug store in the
little town of Pottsville Arkansas. We had no car and the nearest doctor was
six miles away.

Mr. Henry lived down the road from Mother Moore and he had one of the

few cars in that small community. He rushed to his drug store and picked

up some medicine that | remember as Stlengila. | was relieved and

ddzZNILIINAASR 4 K2g ljdaOolte KS 3IF20 02 az2i
Charlie from my arms, sat down with him and gave him a dose of the

medicine.

1'a L G221 [/ KIF NI A Srmsthé was|still fiiggliMgtoa NP | Sy NE ¢
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look on his little face as he looked at me, | knew he was depending on me

to help him. | felt helpless and frightened as | tried to calm his fears. |

looked at Mother Moore and Mr. Henry and | knew they were much

concerned ----- | struggled to keep from panicking.
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In the meantime Mother Moore had put a kettle of water on the stove and
it was beginning to boil and send out a good stream of steam.

Al aNX» | SYNEQa AyailiNdzOiAz2yazr L KStR /
kettle and | was much relieved when he began to calm down and start
breathing again. He soon relaxed in my arms and fell asleep.

Diphtheria

After Charlie had gone to sleep and all was well, Mr. Henry told me that,
until Charlie started responding to the medicine and to the steam from the
kettle, he was almost certain that he had Diphtheria. At that time
Diphtheria was nearly always or always fatal.

For many years after that night, | kept a bottle of the liquid medication in
the medicine cabinet. | also bought a croup kettle to have ready for any
further attacks. | needed both several times during the next many years.
There were other attacks of Croup, not only with Charlie but also, with
other children and grandchildren. Other attacks but none as severe and as
frightening as was that first one with Charlie.

Croup Connection

This frightening experience was brought back to me today when my
neighbor across the street called me to tell me about a frightening episode
that happened last night. Since it involved me she thought | should know
about it.

dzii  GARKdth@rQtarys a
Which can be found on the next page.

Osa Corkill Moore
January 6, 2013
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ANOTHER STORY

A Bump in the Night

This morning my Neighbor who lives across the street called me to tell me
about an incident that happened last night or maybe | should say, very
early this morning.

SisSSYy F2dzNJ ' yR F2dz2NJ 0 KANIG& hQOf 2071 ¢
from a trip to the emergency room with her baby.

She saw a man with a flash light near my front windows. He was dressed in
dark clothes with a hooded jacket. He supposedly saw her and he hurriedly
walked away. She, thinking that he might be getting ready to break into the
house through the window, called the police. She then waited for the police
and told them what she had seen. The police walked around my house
checking my windows and doors to be sure they were secure. She said the
police would probably come out to talk to me and she wanted me to know
what it was about.

Me? | heard nothing! | slept through the commotion.

Afraid

| have never been afraid until now. My children have been urging me to get
a Home Security System; so | immediately went to the computer and
scheduled an appointment with ATD Security System. | then called Robert
and told him about the incident and he insisted that | spend tonight with
them.

Valuables

| packed my valuables (my laptop, iPad, iPhone, Stash money, diamond

ring,andad f SSLIAY 3 3IFLNN¥SY(dG0 YR ¢Syd (02 w20
afternoon. | appreciated a dinner with them and also a nice safe bed to

sleepin.

Next Morning
| left early this morning so | could be home for the appointment with ATD at
YAYS hQOt 201 l'a L ftSTOT ljd2adAy3 I Fo
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Bad Guy

Soon after | got home I had a call from my next door neighbor saying that
he had heard about the commotion last night and realized that he was the
Bad Guy that the lady had seen in the dark of the night. He told me that he
had called the police and the neighbors this morning and told them that he
was the one. | was much relieved and elated with that good news!

Good Deed

He was up early that morning, it was raining, and he saw the paper delivery

man throw the paper, so he put on his hooded jacket and went out and

picked it up. He was walking past my window when the lady saw him. He

KFR 0KSY NMzZA KSR 20SNJ 42 LAO| dzZLJ G4KS
to their door.

Good Samaritan

He is my Good Samaritan neighbor who does many good things for me and
for other neighbors. Picking up the paper every morning is one of the many
good things that he does.

Visit with neighbors

Today has been an exciting day for me; | have had calls from all the nearby
neighbors. We laughed and talked about the incident. | am especially
pleased to get acquainted with the neighbor who did the calling. She is the
newest neighbor and | did not know her name. She had come over to meet
me when she first moved in and having forgotten her name | had not
gotten in touch with her.

¢ KS / NPdzLJX

This incident prompted metowrite 1 KS & K2 NI &a02NB da¢KS
That was because the neighbor had been to the emergency room with her

six month old baby who had an attack of Croup.

Osa Corkill Moore
January 5 and 6, 2013
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HOLD MY HAND

Hold My Hand

Those are Beautiful Words! Words that warm my heart and bring pleasant
memories to my garden of memories. | am reminded of the joy that a
mother feels when she takes the hand of her little child and leads him
through the paths of his little childhood stumbles. | am reminded of the
comfort of taking my lovers hand as we began our walk together through
the days and years ahead. And yes, | cherish the thrill-- the privilege of
touching the hand of another person.

Hold My Hand

Also brings unpleasant memories of a childhood incident. A memory that,

like unwanted weeds in a flower garden, keeps finding its way into my

garden of pleasant memories. A 52y Qi LJX & GgAGK KSNE 6SN
heard at school in my young childhood days. They were words said as the

news about my mom and her wayward ways spread throughout the

neighborhood. Words said by the mothers of the school children who

were my age, School children who were my friends.

Words aimed at my mom.

Words that caught me in the ----- Cross-fire.

Hold Her Hand

Someofthoseg 2 NRa GKIF i KIS OFdzASR YS (G2 ONJ
Gl 2t R KSNJ KIFyRéxX 0KS (S OKSNJ &aFAR | a
aKS NBFdzaSR (G2 K2fR Y& KIYyRO® Gaé Y2Y

little girl as the fight continued. The teacher was directing a game that
called for holding hands as we Circled the floor.

Sometimes!
Sometimes------ Time seems to stand still, as it did that day; s
And as the time stood still, | stood there waiting. e

Waiting--- while the teacher scolded the crying girl.
Waiting ----embarrassed and confused while the circle of other
children, with stony faces, listened to those words.
Listened-- as they stared across the circle. Hold her hand
Stared at me and at--- my hand.
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Hide

My hand seemed to want to crawl into my pocket and hide as | stood there
choking back tears, Choking back tears as that moment seemed to have no
end.

| suppose | managed to shut out the remainder of that moment.

| suppose | refused to remember------ No More

L R2y Qi NBYSYOSNI K2g GKFG Y2YSyi
Did she finally hold my hand?

Or did that moment have no ending?

Maybe it had no ending,

Maybe it leaves with me a subtle reminder of that long ago time.

A reminder that causes me--- that allows me--- to appreciate --to relish a
handshake.

A reminder that causes me to feel the thrill of taking the hand of another
person.

Maybe it leaves me with a subtle feeling of relief.

A feeling of relief that the person is willing to hold my hand.

A feeling of relief at knowing that there was then, and is now, nothing
wrong with my hand.

Hold My Hand

Hold my hand and walk with me through the unseen days ahead
Rejoice with me through times of joy and happiness.

Comfort me through times of sadness.

Let me feel the solace of your hand.

Osa Corkill Moore May 25, 2013
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WHOA

Getup, Gee, Haw, Whoa
Oh! Sorry---- | was talking to my mule

A Moment with a mule

L FY aA00Ay3 KSNB Ay FTNRYyd 2F Y& O2YLX
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those memorial moments was spent------ with a mule.

Plowing time

It was early spring and plowing time and | had walked to the field with a
bucket of water for Henry who was plowing. As Henry stopped the plowing
to sit down for a drink of water, | persuaded him to let me plow a short
distance. He hesitated for a moment but then consented. But first, he gave
the plow a hefty push into the soil making it easier for me to manage the
plow.

Exhilarating

As | stepped behind the mule and took the plow handles in my hands, | felt
the same exhilaration as | did when | got behind the steering wheel of a car
for the first time--for my first driving lesson. | put the reins around my waist
and while holding firmly to the handles of the plow, | took the reins in my
KIFyYR& | YR &+NatRng hagp&n&dilldzbdédook hold of the
reins and gave them a little flip as | clicked my tongue (tic, tic) and said,

& D S (-dzhdémule slowly started moving. His sluggishness gave me time
to switch back from the reins to a firm grip on the plow handle before he
got into motion.

It was a struggle to hold onto the plow handles as | kept the plow pointed

down and into the soil. Maybe coordinating the plow handles while

keeping in touch with the reins, which kept me in touch with the mule, was

a lot like coordinating the shifting gears on the car as | controlled my foot

on the gas pedal. It took time to get past the jerking of the car as | shifted

gears. It took time to coordinate the plow handles with the reins. There was

a feeling of power as | controlled the mule. A feeling that maybe was not

unlike the feeling of power when | learned to shift the gears smoothly and

RNAOPS GKS OFNX» L NBIFOKSR (KS SyR 27F i
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that time and to my relief, Henry was there to take over the reins to finish
the turning.

Even though | held the reins for only a very
short time, | can still, after seventy five years
remember the joy of that moment. It was a
thrill to walk behind the mule and enjoy the
smell, the pleasant odor of the mule mixed
with the fragrance of freshly overturned soil.
Also in the air was the pleasant aroma of
spring. Spring with its blossoms that fill the
air with the scent of new life bursting out 1/ 2LA8R FNRY &
around me. A moment to remember.
There was a feeling of amazement that the mule understood the language
even when spoken by a fourteen year old girl. And a feeling of appreciation
that the mule not only understood the language but responded to it.
Responded to Me!.

Added Connection

After that moment, | felt an added connection with the mule. | already felt
a connection with him from the times spent catching and haltering him.
Catching him to go back to the field in the hot summer afternoons.

He sometimes ran from the men when they tried to catch him where he
was turned loose in the cow lot during the lunch break. So they called on
me to catch him.

LQY { 2 NNE

lalways feltguilty G K1 G = F FOGSNI O2FEAYy3 KAYZ 6A0K
Galdz2Lk s> K2R adAatteée KS g2dAd R &aid2L) NHz
KAY® 14 L Lz GKS KIf 08thdthatgayakdh Y L 6 2
realizing that he understood many words, | was comforted with the

thought that maybe he did understand the words spoken to him on those
hot days. Those twowords-——-—-a L QY { 2 NNE £

Osa Corkill Moore
July 27, 2013
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5 RR& Qset aghibkbiye wall of the bedroom in our
house. Somehow it seemed to be set apart from the rest
of the furniture in the house. As a little girl | knew it held
memorabilia of another time. It held the sadness of the
loss of the yesterdays. The ghost of a life that was Once
upon a Time but is now packed away in a closed trunk.

Open it and it has the subtle fragrance of seasoned wood
and of wool clothing. It is a pleasant aroma that | associate with my young
childhood days.

At the top of the trunk was the wooden tray that held
the small items; a few pictures, heavily starched white
shirt collars, cuff links, neckties, the remnants of a once
electric doorbell and other items; some yellowing from
age.

Take the tray out and the bottom of the trunk was filled
with items that, | am sure, were of much value in the

LJad &SIFNBR 2F 51 RQa 0dz
FAEE SR 6 A0 KngBherRv2e KI YRS
postmarked business letters all addressed to Dad. At
GKFG GAYS L O2dzZ RyQid N
messages the letters held.

Move down a little further into the trunk and you
FAYR 5FRQa ¢g22f¢ 0f SYR
shirt. It is probably the suit, shirt and tie that he was
wearing when the picture (of him alone) was made.
Packed among the clothing is the large picture of
Dad; the one hanging, here, in the hall. The one that
my sister gave me, she said, because | kept Dad the
last months of his life.

41



¢CKS LIAOGAINE 2F GKS fIFRe& gla 51 RQa FANI
Charles Merchia, was a baby or a young boy. | was never told why or just

when she died but am guessing that she died with Typhoid Fever at the

same time that Dad had that dreadful disease. When Dad was with me

during his last months he never seemed to want to talk about his other life.

He had written on the back of her picture this message, & { KS &g+ a 2y 0S
dear friend but novdk K S A &rhe di@uye $drtrays a beautiful lady. |

have always felt that she deserved more than just one picture in a closed

trunk.

The other picture is of Dad with his son, Charles Mercha. | am sure Dad was

devastated when his wife died and he was left with the little son. Dad let

KAda 6AFSQa ONROUKSNIIYR KAa 6AFS G158
get his life together. | suppose by the time he felt he could take over the

OFNBE 2F aSNODKAFT aSNOKAI RARYQU gl yid i
Uncle & Aunt until he married.

The flat top of the trunk provided us girls a place to play, something else to

climb on. Occasionally Mom would open the trunk and let us play

Gal AfYlFYyéeé 6A0K GKS LI LISNB YR fSG0G§SNAE:
in the trunk after the play time.

The trunk is still in good shape as it sets quietly, maybe, still holding some
of the remnants of the life of a family of three. A life that was lived one
hundred twelve or thirteen years ago. Does it hold some of the secrets,
some of the untold stories of that life? Stories that | would like to hear told.
Stories that | let pass me by when | was sixteen years old and could have,
maybe, found the answer from Aunt Betty.

Maybe it is time to let those stories rest in peace. Maybe it is time to let
them go. Let them go where all untold secrets, all untold stories go.

Osa Ann Corkill Moore
March 29, 2013
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April 16, 2013
Charles & Judith Corkill sent me this information:

5 RQa FANRO 6AFS 00 KMSllielcdNBdicarkdll. f | R& Ay
Born in 1888 ¢ died 1909 (she was only 21 years old). Dad was twenty
six years old when she died.

aSNOKALF 651 R | yR 2 A tebrday 31902d)ed 8 OKAf R
May 1957. He died of an apparent liver disease which had bothered him
for years. He was not a drinker.

Merchia was only one year old when his mom died.
| do appreciate and am delighted to find that information about the
ConradQ® L R2 Y286 NBYSYOSNI 5FRQA YSydaAazy

Sad

It is sad but also a relief to my haunting desire toknowthe LINB G G & f | R& Q&
name. It is a story that does add credence to my sensing the sadness in

5 | R Q altist skofy tha adds meaning to my feeling of the sadness and

sorry that the trunk held. Sadness for the remnants of a beautiful life

interrupted by death.

Tears

| can now shed those tears that | have always felt like shedding.

Tears---- for my Dad (Charles Amos Corkill) who lost so much.

Tears ----- for a little baby boy named Charles Merchia Corkill who lost his
mom and, because of the circumstances of the tragedy, also lost full time
with his dad.

Tears----- for a beautiful lady named Willie Conrad Corkill.

| can now let the story Rest in Peace.
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April 27,2013

After reading the story my sister,
who had inherited the trunk, picked
it up from its place in semi-storage
and brought it home to her place.
She then took a picture of it and
sent it to me.

Thanks, Maxine. It is still beautiful
after all These years. | think it has a
look of pride as it takes up that
space in your room. It has told its stories both sad and happy ones. It is at
peace as maybe it remembers the four little girls who spent much time
playing around it and on top of it. Maybe it remembers ---That long Time
Ago.
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BALES OF HAY

Bales of Hay?

Yes, Samson, | think they are called bales of hay.

You and | must have come from the same small hill farm in the little
community of Center Ridge Arkansas, called Pleasant Hill. The place where
there were no bales of hay.

Hay was not

baled at Pleasant ﬁ

Hill. It was cut '
down and raked
by a machine
which was pulled
by a mule.

After it was
raked, with hand
held pitch forks, it
was loaded onto
a wagon and
taken to the barn.
It was then
pitched into the
barn loft through a large door near the roof of the barn.

My help with this chore was to help move the hay back from the door into
the back of the loft so we would be ready for the next load.

Oh, but Samson, | must tell you that those bales you see are done by
machine and not by the hard labor that | will tell you about later in this
story. They were then left in the field for use and not hauled to the barn
and stored.

Move forward six years

| suppose, in Pottsville Arkansas, because the farms were larger and there
were many more cattle to feed, hay was baled and then stored in the barn.
It was baled by pitching the hay into the baler, tying the bales, loading them
onto the wagon, hauling them to the barn and then pitching the bales into
the loft. The finished bale was a rectangle block weighing between eighty
and one hundred pounds.
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One work day

Fred was home from the war and was waiting for the starting of his first
semester of college when a neighbor asked him to help with the hay one
day. Fred had not done any farm work since he left the
farm years ago and he had probably forgotten just how
hard work baling hay was. He was excited about
spending the day helping with the hay. Whether or not
he had forgotten; when that day was over he knew, he :
remembered and he agreed with the saying-——€¢ OGKF &G 2F Fff GKS |
all the difficult task that a farmer must do, the hardest of all work is baling

KI e ¢

Although it was late fall, It was hot that day and like all farm days the day

was long ----from sun up to sun down. Fred was completely exhausted

when that day was over. | am thinking that he was thankful to be headed

for college and away from thefarm. ¢ KS NX 3dzf  NJ LI &8 F2NJ 2y S
four dollars, which at that time was reasonable pay. We were getting ready

to live on and go to school on the Gl bill pay, which was one hundred

twenty dollars per month.

dl resolveé

F.H. pulled the four dollars, wet with perspiration, out of his pocket and

handed them to me. He told me to put them where they were most

needed. Although there was much need for the money, and would be for

8SIFNER (G2 O02YS:I Yé (K2gehKthesefolrd > aL NBA;
R2ftf I NBE @

And maybe | have stuck with that resolve. We have gone through some
lean times in our years. Times when it was difficult to make ends meet. But
as | paid the bills each month | remembered the hay making and how hard
the work was and | made sure there was four dollars left in the check book
each time. I still do!

| might add that maybe sometimes the check book looked a lot like this
when | finished with it:

$400.00
Minus $500.00 Osa Corkill Moore
Equals $4.00 August 4, 2013
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HOMEMADE ICE CREAM

Snow Ice Cream

2 Cups whole milk, half & half or heavy cream (your choice)
% cup sugar

1 teaspoon vanilla

A large bowl of fresh fluffy clean snow

1 Mix together the milk, sugar and vanilla

2 While the snow is still falling and is deep enough to gather some that
is not close to the ground, scoop it up.

3 Mix the snow into the milk mixture and serve it in individual servings.

Gone with time?

Has this tasty treat gone with the passing of time? Or is it that | am living
too far south where snow seldom falls.

When | was a child | lived where we almost always had snow in the winter
time so we children could look forward with anticipation to a heavy snow.
At that time, with no refrigeration, ice cream was a rarity. It was to be
enjoyed with an occasional ice cream cone. And on very rare occasions we
had Home Made Ice Cream; made with a hand cranked freezer.

Excitement

It was exciting to wake up in the morning, look out the window to see the
ground covered with snow and the snow still falling. We knew we would
have snow ice cream that day.

We watched as Mom mixed the milk, sugar and vanilla and set it aside. She
then took her large bowl and went out to gather the snow. She looked for
heavy drifts of snow and from the top of the drifts she scooped up the
fluffy white snow.

We girls stood drooling as she mixed the snow with the milk mixture,
dished it out into small bowls and handed each of us a bowl.
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Hand Cranked

Along with the snow ice cream, | suppose the hand cranked freezer ice
cream has faded with time, leaving only a few remnants of--- those days.
Those days---when the family gathered on special occasions, like the 4™ of
July or Labor Day, for a cook- out.

A cook-out which included making homemade Ice Cream. The cook- out
was usually hamburgers with all the trimmings. The trimming was a platter |
FTAEESR 6AGK FNBaAaK @S3SdlofSa FTNRY CNEBI

Remnants

Along with this one picture that | found among the family
pictures, there is a dust covered box stored in the storage
section of the shop. In that box is an ice cream freezer.

An ice cream freezer that has been upgraded from the hand
crank to the electric crank. In the kitchen cabinet you will
find a stack of green plastic bowls that were used in serving
ice cream. In the pantry you will find a jar of ice cream salt
left from the last making of ice cream. All remnants of that
past time.

Although we now have easy access to both ice cream cones
and cartons of delicious ice cream, the taste of the snow ice cream and
hand cranked freezer ice cream still linger in my taste buds.

Osa Corkill Moore
September 2, 2013
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THE COLOR OF OLD

Church

While sitting in a church pew this morning; | looked at the pews in front of
me and realized that | was looking at only heads of Grey. One pew was
filled with women, all about the same age, my age, my friends; Women
whose husbands had died many years ago. Before the service began | could
heartheirwK A A LISNB | 02dz0 GKSANI £ dSai
notice that their problems seemed a lot like mine. J | also noticed that one
of the ladies had a beautiful walking cane. Hey! My cane is too ordinary
looking; | must look for one like she has. J

Old Man

On the pew behind them sat one old man and his wife. The old man was
bent over from years of toil and health problems. As we stood to sing the
first hymn, he struggled to stand up. He, then, stood by holding on to his
cane in one hand as he clung to his wife with his other hand. His clothes
which at one time fit his strong healthy body now hung loosely on his frail
frame. He peered over his glasses to the open hymnal that his wife was
holding. | think he was probably not singing but he was taking part as best
he could. He loved singing and was always quick to compliment me and the
other choir members on our specials.

Roll Back

Roll back a few years and that same old man was full of life and energy. He
was the one who came early to make the coffee and to set out the cups,
sugar and cream for the coffee drinkers. After making the coffee, he picked
up the broom, went out to the front of the church and swept the leaves off
the steps and the sidewalk before anyone else arrived. He was always there
to greet others as they came. | have always felt a connection with this man.

Look Alike

Many years ago, from my seat in the choir, | saw this man walk into the
church for the first time. My reaction was surprise and confused because,
for a fleeting moment, | thought he was, my husband, Fred. Other choir

YSYOSNE (K2dAaAK(G a2 (22 | a (KNS REKN & LIS

am sure the man was, also, confused, when after church service ended;
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members of the congregation spoke to him calling him Fred as they said,
Gaz KIFLILR (2 Klogikeé 2dz ol Ol CNBR

Look again

As | had looked around the sanctuary--- at the congregation, | saw sparsely
filled pews with very few heads that are not gray or graying. Some, who, |
am quite, sure, have put a little color in their graying hair. | saw no children
and no young people.

No bulletin

After | sat down, IrealizedthatL RA RY QU K hatidmelin 6 dzf f SG A y d
through the back way and the bulletins were at the front of the church.

Rather than risk falling by getting up and working my way to the front to

pick up a bulletin, | decided to do without one. At this time; fear of falling is

my worst fear. My friend sitting behind me handed me his bulletin.

The Word

The minister preached as if he was preaching to a full house. He spoke of
the changing times and the expectation of the need to make the changes in
the churches.

Choir

The choir that once filled three pews has dwindled down to three
members. This morning one member (the leader) was ill so the choir was
empty. The young man who plays the piano led the singing and he sang a
special.

| 2 dzft iesiftQ

After the benediction;

As he played and sang the Postlude and the congregation was exiting, |

O2dzf RYy Qi NBaAaAad 3IF2Ay3 dzZld 42 GKS LALlLY
G SFYAy3a 2y GKS 9@SNIFadAy3a | N¥yaéo |
we sang some of the verses again. Although | did surely love seeing and

speaking with my friends, This, the singing with the young man, was the

highlight of my hour at the church.

2
S

50



Time
| see signs that time is running out for this little church. This once Vibrant
filled to capacity and overflowing church is now: The Color of Old

Osa Corkill Moore
January 27, 2013

THE COLOR OF JOY

Same Pew
For this day, for this moment, the color has changed from The Color of Old
to The Color of joy.

The Joy

----Of sitting with a pew filled with some of the members of my family who

have come to celebrate my ninetieth birthday.

----Of feeling the friendship and love of the people who greeted my family.

The minister and his wife spoke with words of welcome. He also welcomed

dzd& FTNBY OGKS Lzt LIAG oAGK F LINF @SNJ F2NJO
home this afternoon.

—-OfF LILINSOAF GA2Y 6KSY GKS O2yaNBIAFGA2Y
----Of walking with my beautiful new Ebony walking cane (a gift from my

son and his wife)

----Of the sound of the voices of my family as we sang the hymns.

----Of the reminiscing of the happy gatherings with visiting, with hugs, with

music that we have had together the past four days.

----Of knowing that we will have another time together this afternoon

----Of remembering the table full of beautiful people (family and friends) at

the Birthday Dinner Yesterday.

----Of Tears as | marvel at the gift, the blessing, the awesomeness, the

beauty, of a Family------- of My Family

Attention

There are three empty seats in the pews in front of us. The old man and his
wife are not here. The minister told us that she, the wife, isill. The lady
with the beautiful cane rides with them so she is also missing.
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Bulletin
As the service started we needed another bulletin-----again the man and,
this time, his wife behind us handed us a bulletin J

Dance
Sometime during the service the dancing feet of my little six year old

granddaughter did a little quick step. J A welcome sound to those who
wondSNE @2 KSNBE | NFhe vioKd&ful €bEnd &f RN Y K €

Words

The minister continued his words from the past few Sundays as he spoke

2y G¢KS . SFGAGdAZRSa¢e¢d IS aLkR1sS 2F Ly ||
heard. It is surely appropriate one for My family

SR INB GK2aS ¢K2 Oly flFdzaK I

e gAff Ffglea KIFIZS a2YSOKAyYS3

d.fSaéSﬁ I NB GK2aS ¢Kz2 Oly flFdAaAK I
i KSe@ NE fBdZAKAY3I +ad YS y2gd¢

My Cane J

After the service ended | got up and walked from the Sanctuary to the
Fellowship Hall without my new cane. My granddaughter retrieved it for
me. Blessed

Anthem

As he has done before, the minister forgot the Anthem. One of the, two,
ladiesinthechoirsl A RY a2 S gAf € yPhéminsteryd (GKS | yi
begged for Mercy J

| must tell the two ladies that my grandson said they sing beautiful
harmony. | have told them so before but it will mean more to them for my
grandson to have said it.

No Banners
In thS aSuszéﬁ KdZNODK GKA& ¢AYS A& OFff
RA&LJX | R® ¢KS gltfta INB o0FNBS® bSEG {



Show Off

With the help of my granddaughter, | took the opportunity to show off one
set of banners that | made several years ago. The Easter Banners.

J-Jj A Joys are flowing, like a River,
f ( Like a river in my soul.

J,’.J. : As | linger, Memories come to me,
o T _| Come to me like the sea billows roll

Osa Corkill Moore
February, 10, 2013
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THE TOAST
February 2013

My gift of life

This picture tells the story of my life.

¢tKS ai2NR 27F I -—-dodsdyedgoIANI Q& RNBI Ya
The story of four little baby boys who brought meaning to my life.

And now the story of four men who have made my life whole.

Four men who have come together on my ninetieth birthday to make me

proud to have lived this life.

To cause me to realize the purpose of the life that was mine.

A Toast

To my purpose in life.

To the joy that has been mine

G5NAYIS@AIK Y

G5NRAY] GAGK YSE gl a /1 YSNRYyQa az2tz2 Ay
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Thanks Children
For a wonderful birthday celebration.

C2NJ 0KS 3l GKSNAyY 3
C2NJ 4GKS YSFft i
For the music

For the love that you showered on me
For the moments between the gatherings.
All times to remember.

Times to relish

Truly great moments!!

Love,

Mom
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READ MY PILLOW

My pillow is a treasured gift of beauty.

The beauty----of the blended fabrics and the blended of different colors. All
blended in perfect harmony.

The beauty----of the intricate work of art.

My pillow is a story of occasions in time.
Occasions of a family as time goes by.

A story ----of four little baby boys who came into
my life over a period of ten years.

A story--- of little baby boys growing into little
children.

A story----of little children growing into young
men

A story ----of young men growing into men.

A story ----of four sisters who walked the path of life together. A life that,
at times, was a struggle for them.
A story--- of strength and beauty.
Stories ----that warm my heart as | think of those years past which, at this
time, seem like fleeting moments.

My pillow is a gift that was given to me on my ninetieth birthday

As | look at the pictures on the pillow, memories come floating back to me.
Memories---that make me smile.

Memories----- of the day that that particular picture was made.

Memories ----- of not only the people in the picture but also of the one
behind the camera.

Memories ----of the others who are in the background. Family members
who had gathered for a visit.

Days gone by but not forgotten.

Osa Ann Corkill Moore
April 2,2013
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HOME

aL ¢k yyl 32 K2YSE
After having lived through the many years with my husband who suffered
with that crippling disease called AlzheimerQ&a = L Y GNRBdzof SR | :

Where is home?

Where is the home that he kept searching for, the home that he kept asking

me to take him to? What was he looking forashesaid-——-¢ L gl yy I 32
K2Y.S¥E! NB 6S 820S@B&KSSY KS NIaPlacg, Rspdk 2 YS € K
on the map, a house where he lived as a child, his room in that house-----

Or is it?-------- Perhaps

Only a feeling

Is it a feeling of the long ago past?

Is it the feeling of moments that gave him pleasure?
Moments that survived the passing of time,
Pleasant moments that survived while the unpleasant moments faded in

the memories of his troubled mind.

Is it moments that are frozen in time.

Moments that trapped him in that frozen cavern of his brain.

Trapped in a deep chasm, searching in the darkness of that world,

Searching----- for those fleeting moments of the long ago time.

Searching---- with no key to unlock the door that would | wanna go Let's go
release him. home home
Release him to let him live the life that could have been--- :
That should have been his---

That day.

Where is Home?

Is he home now?

Did death unlock that door?
Home!!

After being ----- 0So Long Awayg.

/| 2LIASR TNRYY a! RY

Osa Corkill Moore
April 13,2013 Turn to page 2
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Page 2

This response from Paul is beautiful and touching. Fitting words of comfort
to a story told. So touching that | feel it worthy of adding this page 2 to the
story.

Later---And | will add responses from Bruce and Charlie. All touching.

Response

Chillingly beautiful. I'm sitting here at lunch reading a brain book and that
fits in so well. Have to believe that the door, the cavern... Everything fell
away and then he was (always) home.. As are we all. Difference may be
that he didn't understand the murmurs outside his dark spaces, couldn't be
comforted by them... And he dwelt in ceaseless worry...

But | hear voices like yours and am comforted

Paul

So touching mom!
L f20S tl dzZ Qa NXaLkRyas
Charlie

Ahh Mom. You gave me chifl again; and with Paul's response, deep feeling
of a kindness heartact@wvard Dad.Thank you (and Paul) for that.

| love you,
...Bruce
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DUST TO DUST

G5dzaG 02 5dzaié

¢KS LIKNIAaSs ab5dzad G2 5dzadé OFYS
text books of a long ago time.

As he picked up the book he was struck with a sudden awareness.

An awareness, with maybe a little shock, at what he was holding in his
hand.

An awareness that, yes, much time had passed since he last opened the
cover of the book.

What was once a book with white pages with the feel and the essence of a
new text book, is now the feel and the musty, but not unpleasant, scent of
aged paper.

As he opened the covers there was a sense of, maybe, a little dust coming
from them.

The pages are now yellowing and, as he turned them, he felt a touch of
brittleness in the paper.

It is time to handle the pages with care. He could no longer flip them as he
once had done.

The Words

But the words are still there.

Words to refresh his memory of what he had learned years ago.

Although worn and a little fragile, the book still holds what he is searching
for.

With the comfort in knowing that, he carefully closed the book and put it
away.

Put it away to wait for another time when he might need to open it.

Put it away knowing that more dust will gather as the years go by.
G5dzad (02 5dzadGé o

Osa Corkill Moore
November 16, 2013
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FORGET ME NOT

Forget-Me-Not

Is the name of a tiny little five pedal flower. Four
of those little flowers were etched into my gold
wedding band, adding grace and beauty to the
ring. | saw them for the first time when F.H.
placed the ring on my finger. As we stood at the
altar while the minister said the words my thoughts were of those little
flowers and how deep the meaning of them was at that time. We were at
war and | knew that F.H. would be leaving soon to go into battle. Those
little golden pedals tugged at my heart as | chocked back tears.

Fast Forward seventy- two years

Time has almost worn away those little pedals on the ring.

Only | would know that those four small bumps on the ring were once four
tiny gold flowers. Flowers with the name ¢ Forget-Me-Not

Time- has not worn away the memories of those days and today; those
memories seem to be coming alive before my face.

Coming alive with many Faces that flash before me.

Scanning Slides

Today as | work with my new project of capturing the family pictures that

are found on slides, Slides that, for years, have been stored away in the

metal box on a shelf in the closet, Slides of another time and place, those

words keep flashing before me. Those words, & T 2 MBHitf Gr1sS 2y I
deep meaning. As | scan the slides into the computer- Faces seem to come

alive in pictures. Come alive as they seem to take me back in time.

Take me back - to be ,for a time, lost in those years.

Faces- of those who were a part of my life through the years.
Faces- of those who have now gone on before me.

Faces- that seem to speak softly to me

Faces- that seem to say,

GC2NBBAIGE

Osa Corkill Moore
February, 27,2014
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FULL CIRCLE

Zones

We go through life passing through zones. Zones marked by signs giving us
directions to follow: School Zone ----Hospital Zone ---- Time Zone---flood
zoneT commercial zone---- residential zone---and others.

In my life time | have passed through many of those zones. | have traveled
the miles that got me to this place in time.

Someday Zone

It has been a good journey filled with laughter and joy. | have seen my

dreams, my fantasies of that young girl ¥ dzf FA f £ S ReheddyBIES | Y &
G{2YSRIe GKI0O RIFI& gAftf O2YSE¢ HKSY
Prince, | will have a family, | will have a nice home with maybe even a car.

| have seen them all fulfilled.

Bumps
In my journey | have experienced some hard knocks, some bumps in the
road and | have shed tears of sadness. But those days seem to be only
shadows as | think on the good days. | have had a good life, | have had more
than | feel | deserve.

In thinking of those days past | realize that | would like to go back and
relive some of them. Re-live some of those days to correct mistakes of that
day. Re-live some of those days to again experience the joy that was mine
that day. But it is only in my memories that | can go back.

Red Zone

That journey has brought me to another zone in life. | will call it The Red
Zone. The Red zone is a zone that, if we live to old age, we all must face, we
have no choice.

In this zone there are no clearly marked signs with directions or instructions
to follow. | must go the yardage without the help of those directions.

| have come thus far and where do | go from here, what decisions need to
be made for the last few miles? Maybe the Red Zone is the time when life
has Come Full Circle.
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Problem

When | was a little ten year old girl, along with my sisters, | was a problem.
The problem of what should be done with us----With me? | am sure that
this was no easy task for those who had to make that decision.
| knew | was a problem and | felt guilty for being one.

In the Red Zone | can see that | can, again, become a problem.
What should be done with me? Where should | spend these

= last few miles of my life?
Difference
hKX o0dzi GKSNB A& I RAFFSNBYyOSd ¢KI G f]

someone who cared about her as they struggled to solve the problem of
what to do with her. The relatives, whom she had known best through her
ten years, all faded into the background when the decision had to be made.
She, the problem, was left with her uncle whom she knew only slightly. She
knew him as the one who was always there to help Dad when help was
needed. For him she, at that time and for the past several years, had been
one of his problems. | was comforted to know that he was there but at the
same time | felt the guilt of being his problem.

The difference this time is that | know | am surrounded by my children who
care about me. | truly appreciate their love and concern, but does that
make the problem any less? Maybe in my thinking, | .

feel even more guilt. | am more emotionally involved %)
with those whose problem | have become. It makes
me sad to know that they are faced with the problem.

Years ago the problem was solved with a cotton patch
This time there is no cotton patch to help solve the
problem. J

a |1SFge O24d2y {
Osa Corkill Moore /| 2LIASR FTNRY &
November 27, 2012
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SIGHTS AND SOUNDS
Revised ----December 29, 2015

In my aging years, | am, again, enjoying the sights and sounds of the
mountains. Sights and Sounds that | had almost forgotten. Forgotten the
pleasure and the peace that they bring to a troubled mind.

When our family was torn apart and we were scattered asunder; it was a

troubling time for a ten year old girl. | found myself torn away from my life

in a small town and taken to an isolated place in the mountains of

Arkansas. A place that, at first, was somewhat frightening. Frightening

because of the silence that now surrounded me. | missed the sound of the

trains, the honking of an occasional car driving down the highway, the

d2dzyR 2F al YI Qa4 OKAO{1SYya NizyyAy3d | NP dz
life around me.

Lost Mountain

Looking out the front door of the little two
room log cabin that we now lived in with my
mom----- loomed the mountaA YOI f €
a 2 dzy ( AsAlobkedPl wondered what
might be lurking in the thick tangle brush of
those woods. | closed the door as | tried to
sweep away the scene from my troubled
mind. But within a few days, the mountain
seemed to beckon to me to come and see ¢
to come and explore. And so cautiously |
ventured to take my first steps into the
woods of that mountain. | soon found the
exciting sounds and sights in those woods.

It was summer time and the trees were in full array each with their own
beauty. Each with their different size, shape and shades of green leaves. |
sensed the fragrance of the forest; the aroma of the blossoms bursting
from the different trees and plants. By the time | left that little log cabin, |
had a well beaten path through those woods. | felt a special peaceful bond
with Lost Mountain. A bond that seemed to touch me, to call me back
through my days ahead.
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As | moved a short distance
away from Lost Mountain, |
found other mountains with well
beaten paths to follow. For the
next five years | would follow
those paths and experience the
sights and sounds along the way.
It is true that there were some
fearful sights that called for
caution as | carefully stepped
around them. The giant spider
web, like the one you see in the
picture, was one of those fears.
But as | walked those paths |
more and more felt an
appreciation for the peace and
comfort of the many sights and
sounds of a mountain.

Sounds

The sound and sight of a flock t
of geese flying south for the

winter

The sound of a rippling brook or a rushing creek.
The sound of walking through a ground covered with dried leaves.

The sound and the feel of
softly falling snow.

The sight of snow and ice
on the trees

The late afternoon sound
of a farmer calling the
O2gax a{dz ]
O02YS 2yéd
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start the walk to the gate--------- It is milking time!

The sound of a crying calf that is being weaned from the cow.
The sound of the mother cow in answer to the cry of her calf.

) . . Copied from
The sounds of the many birds found in a forest. 49 NI &

The sound of the dinner bell calling the field workers for a lunch break
The sound of that same bell signaling an emergency at the house.

sights

The sight of a frozen or partially
frozen pond

The sight of a cemetery marked with
many granite tomb stones.

Tomb stones marking the passing of
those who had lived.

Some who had lived a long time ago.
Some who had recently died.

The sight of rinks of fire wood ready
for the wood- cooking- stove and for
the wood- burning stove or fire- place.

The sight of a ribbon of fire slowly
creeping up the mountain as it burns
off the underbrush of the mountain.

All sights and sounds to be
remembered and cherished

| am enjoying some of those sights and
sounds as | sit here on my sofa while |
& hold my iPad in my hand.
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As | sit, | hear the sound of a message that has just come through on my
iPad. L Of A O1 ( K SAstheNessagd lightS up As€2 2 I fidén
Charlie..... L Of A0l ahLXSy¢E

o S

As it opens, to my delight, it is a video
recordingof/ KI NI A SQa Y2
on the mountain. With him on the '
walk or his two dogs, Sampson and
Delilah.

\

S .
NYAY3I %I 1§
RS S

As he walks he talks about what we =~ BESESSESS = - & ]
are seeing along the way. He points | T A ™ \ »
out the different places of interest. R W YR
As usual Lila stops for a dip in the water. Sometimes it is a dip in the pond
and sometimes a dip in the little creek that feeds the pond. With no
hesitation she dips into the icy cold creek.

| feel as though | am walking with Charlie and | am again enjoying some of
those sights and sounds of the mountain. | am reminded of the other sights
and sounds of my long ago past. And | realize just how deeply rooted in my
soul are the feelings that come from the mountains of my childhood and
young teenage days.

| KFNX ASQa az2dzyidl Ay

the pictures in the story were taken by Charlie. Except for one they are

a0SySa FTNRY (UKS Y2dzylil Ay olsddes 2 F [/ KI NJ
that we saw while walking on the mountain.

The cemetery picture is of Pisgah Cemetery in Pottsville Arkansas.
Made while visiting in Arkansas June 2009.

Thanks Charlie
Thanks for the walks and Thanks for the pictures

Osa Corkill Moore-----
-January 23, 2015
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BUS STOP

Hey out there?

Does anyone know where the Bus Stop to Heaven is?

| need to know

Need to know because | think | must be missing the bus as it passes by.
Passes by and takes one of my relatives or one of my friends each time it

stops.

Maybe

Maybe | have been too busy living to take the time to find the bus stop.
Living while the others are finding the stop and boarding the bus.
Boarding the bus and, one by one, slipping away from me.

Slipping away and leaving me to remember them--each one as

they were,

Each one adding their special touch of joy and spice to my life.

Attention!! ---Listen Up!!
To all of you who caught the bus!
G2 KSy GKS NPT f
LG A&a y2i4d OGKIG
It is that | missed the bus
aldaasSR (UKS o0dz

Where is that Bus Stop!
Osa Corkill Moore, July 7,2014

Later

~-Aahd | ©nbdt fisedR  dzLJ
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PS. | was feeling sad the day that | wrote this story.
Sad because | had just come home from the funeral for my best friend,

Margaret, There had many funerals in such a short time,

Friends from my church,
Friends from the quilters guild,

My sisters and other family members.

The list was long and still growing.
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But Hey out there

Here It is almost two years later and | still have not
found that bus stop. ,9
Have not found it because | am not looking for it =&
Someday | am sure | will stumble upon it but until h
then

See you In the Funny Papers

Osa Corkill Moore
June 21, 2017
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TINY TILES

For many years Fred and | went to the Mississippi Gulf coast for our
wedding anniversary. It was a special time for both of us as we could leave
our busy lives behind and relax in that special place.

For three nights and two days we enjoyed the atmosphere of the gulf with
its cool breeze, the sound of the surf, the walk on the beach in the
moonlight. And | must mention the delicious seafood dinners.

On one trip we were pleased and excited to see that a beach- side motel
had been built since we were last there. We were hopeful that we could get
reservations there ¢ and we did. For that year and the years to come we
stayed in that motel. It was an added pleasure to be closer to the sound
and the sight of the vast waters of the Gulf

As the years went by we witnessed the destruction left behind from storms
that hit the Gulf Coast. We were V Y
always amazed and pleased that,
although many of the houses and
places of business were destroyed,
many of the old historical monuments
survived the storms.

It was our trip to the Gulf September
12, 1992 that we saw the results of the —
storm Andrew. Although the storm had hit land in Florida and did much
damage there it also left its mark on the Mississippi Gulf Coast.

As we drove the beach-front road from Waveland to Biloxi we were
shocked at the destruction along the way. Houses with only the foundation
left, trees up-rooted, power poles down and large boats washed up onto
land. As we drove into Biloxi we hoped that, maybe by some miracle, we
would see the beach-side motel still standing, but we soon realized that it
was gone with no part of it left to show that it was once there.

After checking into a motel, we walked across the highway and onto the
beach. We sauntered down to the area where the motel had stood, maybe
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with an air of a little sadness for the loss of something that we had been a
part of. It was a strange feeling to stand on the spot where once stood the
motel.

We sat down in the sand and listened to the sounds that are so pleasing to
hear. The seagulls circled around as the tide came rushing in threatening to
lap at our feet. As | reached down and picked up a hand full of sand to let it
run through my fingers, | felt something solid. | started brushing away the
sand to find what might be buried there. To my surprise and to my
amazement | realized that | had uncovered a section of tiny floor tiles. Fred
and | brushed away more sand as we uncovered a large section of the tiles

It was a somber feeling ¢ a sudden realization that we were looking at the
remnants of what was once a bath room floor. A bath room floor of the lost
motel-- the motel where we had stayed many nights in the past.

We sat for a while longer in the quite sereneness of that moment. We felt a
special closeness to each other as we lingered in that little spot in the sand.
| felt that we had, for a fleeting moment, touched the past and with it a
whisper of feelings of other tender moments.

Osa Corkill Moore
November 22, 2015
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SHOW ME

What is God?
Where is God?

Those are the questions found in the Presbyterian Catechism. The
Catechism is a small book that is taught to children. Although | was never
given a catechism to study; when a child, | did hear about the God
mentioned in that little book.

As mama sometimes read from the Watch Tower to my sisters and me | did

hear about a God up in heaven and how he loved me and would take care

of me. It was a comforting story but, at the same time, | did wonder how it

O2dz2 R 0SS GNHzZS® LU &I couldd belfedztist (O KI 0 0 :
anything could stay up in the sky because there was nothing to hold on to.

But my older sister believed the story to be true and she wanted to hear

more of the story C so she persuaded me and my younger sister to start

going to Sunday School with her.

Soon after that, each Sunday, the three of us ages nine, seven and six put
on our best dresses and walked the distance, of a little less than a mile, to
a little Nazarene Church to attend Sunday school. As | listened to the
stories and saw the pictures on the little leaflets that were given to me each
Sunday, | began to think that although it seemed too good to be true,
maybe there is reason to believe that it is true.

A Deuvil

| knew there was a devil --- and | feared him. | felt that | had come very

close to being snatched by him when | stole the cucumber from Mrs.
{SaaArz2yQa 3IAFNRSYy®d . dzi KS
the ground. That was easy to understand.
One day, while digging in the ground, my
spade hit something hard and black.
Thinking it was the top of the Devils cave,

5 | ran screaming to mama for comfort.

N - Later, | very cautiously went back in the

. yard and put the dirt back in the hole.

o)
——
—
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Show Me

It was on the path through the garden; the same path that | had almost

been snatched by the devil that | decided to check out the story.

L gla ft2yS 2y (GKFG LI GK gKSy L 22718
aNB (KSNBI akKz2¢ YSéd ¢2 Y& SEOAGAY3T |y
that | needed.

The proof that there is a
God and he can stay up
in heaven.

| looked up in the sky
and there before my
eyes appeared avery
visible large silhouette of
a shepherd with his
shepherd crook in his
hand. It was an image
very much like the one
pictured on the Sunday
School leaflet that was handed to me at Sunday School.

LGQa ¢ NXzS

| stood there for a moment looking up at the figure as he seemed to look
down at me. | felt that he was telling me that the story is true. Now | knew
there is a God and the stories that | heard in Sunday school and had heard
Mama read are true. | felt a comfort to know that | had that love, help and
security. | would soon use that help.

Lost Marble

| had lost my favorite marble Ca beautiful
purple and white one. After searching for it
odzi O2dzf Ry QU Tdhtyrted A
crying. Or maybe bawling is the word - as |
hoped Mama would hear me and come to
myrescue. Well--a l YI RARY Qi
but God heard me.

K"‘T‘
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Help Me

| suddenly remembered about the God who would help me. | stopped

ONBEAY3I YR AIIFMRIR ARB2RIKPIHEIFEPS Lyadl
YSaalr3asSs OFrYS (G2 YSI aAdG A& AYy | aK2S
and there it was. Now, | had more proof that there is a God and he will

help me.

Comfort

That childhood vision was a source of comfort for me in the years that
followed. During those troubling years of our family crisis when we were
scattered and | needed a hand to hold on to, | felt the security of knowing
that God was watching over me.

| never again saw the image intheskybut IdIRY QU Yy SSR G KIF G LINE 2
seen it once and that was enough.

Waning years

| am now in my waning years and although | will admit that, at times, | have

had doubts. | never doubted that there is a God but there were times when

| felt that God was so far away that | could not reach him; that maybe he

was meant for some people but not for me. But during those times of

R2dzo X L gl a ySOSNI a2z FIFENIlgle OGKIFG L
childhood experience.

And as | go back--the vision in the sky is as vivid today as it was to that little
girl on the path through the garden eighty plus years ago.

What is God?
God is a Spirit.

Where is God?
God is everywhere.

Osa Corkill Moore
January 30, 2016
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A KNOCK ON THE DOOR
1965

For a fund raising project that year we (The United Methodist Women)
chose cooking and serving Shrimp Gumbo at the church. We set a date,
had the tickets printed and, with little effort, sold them. We gathered the
day before the serving day to make preparations for the meal. The biggest
job was making the gumbo. We purchased the necessary ingredients, the
main ingredient being the shrimp. Many ladies and some men took part in
peeling the shrimp, chopping the vegetables, and doing the many other
small and large jobs that it takes to put a gumbo meal together. After many
hours of working we were pleased that we had it together. We now had a
big pot of delicious shrimp gumbo ready to be served the next day. After
putting the gumbo in a five gallon crock we placed it in the refrigerator and
went home for the day. The plan was to gather early afternoon the next
day to finish preparations for serving the plates Cbeginning at 6:00 PM.

The next day as we walked in the church we detected a faint unpleasant
odor of spoiled seafood. Thinking it was some leavings from our clean up
the day before we started searching for the source of the pungent smell.
One lady stepped over and opened the door of the refrigerator and there it
was! We had a five gallon crock of spoiled gumbo.

After recovering from a state of stunned silence, we shifted into high gear
and started working at the task of disposing of the spoiled gumbo and then
putting together another pot of gumbo. Many hands worked fast and
furious as we peeled, chopped and cooked. By maybe a miracle, we got it
done in time to serve the first customer.

For two hours a steady stream of hungry people came and we served
them; | hope with (although fake) a smile on our face. After the last
customer was served, with a sigh of relief, we sat down and waited for the
counting of the money. The result was dismal but not surprising. We had
made very little money to add to our treasure. Our giving to charitable
institutions would be much less than we had hoped. As we sat, we were
startled by a knock on the door. Startled because, at that time, church
doors were never locked; there was no reason to lock a door and no reason
to knock on the door.
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With a little hesitation, we went to the door and opened it. In the dimly lit

entrance-way, we stood face to face with two large dirty men. They were

covered from head to toe with dirt and grime. Only their eyes were clear of

0KS RANI Fa (0KSeé& &aLR{1{S® ¢KSe& &lARI a2
gl f1Ay3a o0& YR aYSttSR T22R® We2 S | NB
welcomed them in, sat them down at a table and fed them their fill of

gumbo. They smiled as they thanked us and then they left.

We looked at each other with maybe a feeling of an emotional relief ---A

feeling of joy. Our spirits were now lifted; our tired bodies had new life. We

had pep in our step. We had the energy needed to do the cleaning.

hyS 2F 2NBIFIYAT FTGA2ya (GKI G 6Wehd2y i NA 0 dzi
just fed two hungry men. As we cleaned, we talked with each other about

what had just happened; and as we talked we were struck by the

realization that none of us were sure about the color of the skin of those

two men. It was a story that we would talk about many times; a story that

we would tell to others. It was a story of a feeling that---- maybe we had

experienced a visit with two Angles.

Osa Corkill Moore
September 15, 2015
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Worthy to be passed on

This is a story that seems to be worthy of passing on. | am sure it has come
up through many generations and is told in different ways. It is a story that
is always good for a smile and a laugh. | should say especially good to be

told when we are growing old and the story fits us as we become forgetful.
| have read other versions of the story and | find this one to be my favorite.

KNOCK ON WOQOD

Three old ladies were talking and comparing their state of mind.

Said number one:
GL Y 3ASGGAY3I F2NBSGFdz = L OF
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Said number two:

GL KIF @S {KI find hydeR holbifg the réfrige?aor dbor open

VR L R2y Qi 1y26 6KSGKSNIL Y Lldziday:
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Said number three:
a2Stfs L Y a2NNE | 02dzi &2dz G462 €I RA
am not like that. & have no problem with my memory, | am in good
shape---------- GYYy20] 2¥/ B¥BRLYHHHE

Note

A friend of mine told the story about her grandmother who would try to tell

GKA&a a02NER odzi aKS O2 dz tRee QdysafEhy SY o S NI |
punch line) So when she got to that line she would say:

G2Stf>X L R2y Qi NBYSYOSN kSlawgBaid 27F

All the listeners laughed. J J
A A

Life can be so funny!!
Osa Ann Corkill Moore, April 12,2013
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DREAMS

Where do dreams come from?

Where do they go after they have held
you in their grasp for a short time?
Why are some dreams remembered
through the years---

while others fade away as they seem to
slip through your grasp

Slip away as you try to hold on to them
long enough to remember them.

Some dreams find their way into a

permanent place in my book of memories

Those dreams play around in my memories-----Some to give me comfort
and some to seem to be waiting in the background--waiting to haunt me
again at some other time.

The next six stories will be the telling of those dreams as | remember them.
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LOW ON MEMORY
Dream

Attention! ---Low on memory! Your Virtual Memory is low!

Those are notices that | sometimes see on my computer. Notices that | can,
by the touch of a key on my keyboard, respond to and clear away the
clutter. With the touch of the delete button | can wipe out the unwanted. |
can leave only those files that | want to keep in my computer.

But the memory of my mind has no delete button. | cannot scroll through
the memory of the years gone by and delete those memories that | want to
remove. Those unwanted ones seem to find a way to keep flashing through
the memory of my mind and causing me to cringe again and again.

There are many of those memories but the one that seems to haunt me
more often is the Dug Well memory. When | was a child our source of
water was from the big dug well that was in our back yard. As children will
do, we played around that well and, | suppose, flirted with the danger of
falling into the well. | remember sliding up onto the wide ledge that
surrounded the well and looking into the depth of the water. | could see the
clear water below and the swirl of the water as little pebbles, from my
movement, dropped into the water. | felt an agonizing fear of falling into
that endless-deep. | did take the precaution of asking my sister to hold onto
my feet while | took the peek into the well.  (Delete this one) Sorry this
file cannot be deleted becaus#tdas open in another file

The horror for the five of us children watching was the scene that we
watched as my twelve year old uncle climbed into the well. He stood with
his feet stretched across the well to the little rocks that jutted out just
enough for him to plant his feet, as he, at the same time, held onto to the
ledge on both sides of the well. He laughed as we screamed in horror.
(delete this one)--- Sorry this file cannot be detxt because it is open in
another file

| suppose both files are stored in my Memory Book Of Life. Cannot be
deleted.
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Fast Forward several years

| am now a mom with a little two year old son. We are at my mother-in-
laws house for a visit. In the back yard is a large dug well similar to the one
that | remembered when | was a child. | had not seen one since that time.
Well, there is a difference; this one has a motor that pumps water into the
house. It has a heavy wooden cover that can be easily removed by an adult
but not by a little child. Reason tells me, it is safe enough, that | need not
be concerned. The reasoning does not stop the terrifying dream that will
come to me one night.

The dream

It was winter time and it was cold. | had put the little grey tweed jacket and

cap on my little two year old son and let him go outside with me. The cap

gla tA1S GKS O2YAO &GNALI OKIF NFX OGSNE o
that went under his chin and snapped on the other side of the cap. As|

worked around in the yard picking up debris | kept an eye on my son as he

ran and played in the yard. | cautioned him not to go near the well. Actually

the well was high enough off the ground that, without a ladder to climb on,

a two year old child could not climb the side of the well. But, as we know, in

a dream nothing is impossible. And the impossible did happen!

| looked around just as my little son climbed upon the ledge that
surrounded the well and he was looking into the well. | tried to run but my
legs would not move. | tried to scream but | could not scream. Neither
running nor screaming is allowed in dreams. But in spite of not being able
to move, | did, somehow reach him just as he fell into the well. | grabbed
hold of the top of his little cap. | squeezed the top of it but could reach no
further than the hand full of cloth that | held. As | held on | could feel the
cap giving way to the weight of his little body; the snap was coming
unsnapped! He would fall into the well.!!

| screamed!!!]
The dream released me. Since that time, | have had many dreams of a child
drowning. Dreams all through the years of caring for my four boys and
then, again, when | had occasions of caring for a grandchild. Many of those
dreams, like this one, cause me to shiver as | seem to re-live the feeling of
that dream.

Osa Corkill Moore--------- September 7, 2012
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SINKING LOW
Dream

After the birth of my second son | went through a period of time of extreme
exhaustion; not so much because of the work that was before me but
because | could not relax in my sleep.

Sleep came easy for me but there was no rest in that sleep. When asleep |
would immediately start struggling against falling into a deep sleep. A sleep
so deep that | felt that | could never awake from. All my sleeping time was
spent struggling as if | was trying to stay afloat in water. | would wake up
seemingly more exhausted than | was before sleeping. Because it seemed
like such a bizarre complaint and because | felt that there was no help for
me, | told no one.

As the days wore on | became more and more exhausted. | needed help.

Help through a dream

We were gathered at the family home for a dinner and visit.

After dinner and helping with the cleanup, | stretched out on the sofa for
the much needed nap. The nap that | knew | would, again, be plunged into
the struggle against the feeling of sinking into the endless pit.

| immediately fell asleep and again the sinking took over my whole being.
Realizing that the children were in good hands with the people there, |
decided to let go and let the sinking take me to the depth of the pit.

As | relaxed and as | sank, | began to feel the relief that | had not felt in
months. There was no turning back, | was sinking.

The Dream

Like a feather | fluttered down into nothingness. As | sank | was surrounded
by a light sandy colored fog that seemed to go on forever in all directions.
While I slowly fluttered down, | looked to find any sign of something in that
vast emptiness; there seemed to be nothing. | was alone but | was not
afraid. Finally, with a little bounce, as a feather would do, | landed. |
looked upward and realized how deeply | had settled. | thought of my two
little boys and the depth of the distance that now separated us. It looked to
be endless. | felt as if | was looking into eternity.
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As | silently lay there, in the far distance, | saw the image of something
coming out of the fog. | watched as a shadowy object slowly walked toward
me. As it came closer the fog began to clear away enough that | could now
see that it was a figure of a man. As he walked toward me the fog cleared
even more and the shadowy figure became more vivid. Gradually it cleared
away enough that | could make out his features. As he slowly walked
toward me | blinked my eyes, the fog cleared away and | saw that it was my
dad. | was not surprised to see him, | was relieved. He walked up to me
smiling as he came, his expression showed that he was happy to see me. He
was now a much younger man than | had known him in his lifetime.

He picked me up and started carrying me away laughing as he walked. | felt
relaxed, the tiredness had left my body | was content to go with him. We
had traveled a little distance before | realized that wherever he was taking
me would be a place where there would be no coming back.

G5FRX L aFARX L OFyQd 32 L KI @S
With no words, | knew he agreed with me. He turned around, took me back
to the place where | had landed. Still smiling he laid me down.

Silent blast

Like a blast of a rocket--- but silently and quietly-- | was shot upward
through the unending emptiness that was above met Instantly | softly
landed on the sofa. | woke up from my nap feeling rested and full of
energy. |felt like a different person from the one who had gone to sleep
on the sofa. | greeted my two little boys as if | had returned from a long
journey. | am sure the adults nearby were a little confused by my greeting.
| made no effort to explainT the story seemed too complicated to explain.
| had no more of those episodes.

Osa Corkill Moore
September, 5, 2012

Note: Later as | was being interviewed, by a medical person, in preparation
for major surgery, | was told that this was a side effect of an atheistic that |
had been given. She made a note of that. She said it was important to
know. Remembering that | had had that same experience after an
appendectomy | knew she was right.
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THE LADY IN RED
Dream

Life is filled with Ups and Downs ----Mountains and Valleys ---Good times
and Bad times. Somehow we learn to find our way out of those bad times
dodging those pits of deep depression. Sometimes it seems more difficult
than other times.

For me, it was one of those times when | found myself spiraling downward
YR O2dzZ RyQl &aSSYy (2 FAYR | YSlya (2 |
before. Then, my help came from an unexpected source.

The Dream

| was on Petit Jean Mountain at a family reunion with many family
members there. As you would expect, there was much activity, with
laughter and joyous moments as relatives met relatives. Relatives whom,
for years, had not seen each other. There had been weddings and births
since we had last met so we were meeting some for the first time. There
were ooohs and ahaas over the new babies. It was a time of happiness,
pleasure and joy for everyone.

But, in spite of that joy that surrounded me, | could not shake the

depressive mire that had followed me and would not seem to let me go.

After speaking to everyone, | retreated to a Simi quite corner where | could

0S ft2yS (2 &adzZFFSNIAY Yeé TFSStAy3a 27F |
AY Y& YA&aSNEE

a® aAaiGSNE alEAYyS>S &a22y alLRiGiSR YS |yl
IKSNEQ& a2YSUOKAY3a 020KSNAYy3I e2dzx Ol y
life was not good at home. Without saying more, she knew what | was

GFrt{Ay3 | 62dzid G52 @&2dz 6lyid YS G2 OFff
dzLJs I NR® &, S a ¢ Xkedup dblblliherdand{pl iSto Hefeds.y  LJ

could hear no words spoken as she seemingly listened but | knew there was
communication.

After a short time, she handed the bulkK 2 N}y G2 YS® ab2é¢é L &l 7
GFrf1Ay3Z L R2YQUTEINMRE2dKEGAKSE aFER KBYI
take back the bull-horn. With that, | put the bull-horn to my ear. Again |
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heard no voice but | could feel the communication with the other end of
0KS tAYyS® a52 @e2dz ¢yl dza (2 02YS R24)
a, §axalFIAR L R2E

I, then, put the bull-horn down and walked out onto the porch to wait for

the coming of the helping one. Almost immediately | saw a flying aircraft

coming in low circling around the building as if spotting a place to land. By

this time, many of the people had gathered on the porch to see what was

happening and were frightened by the strange aircraft. Some started

AONBIFYAY3I YR NizyyAy3d AYEaARS® 452y Qi
Adéeéd ¢KSe (1SLII NHzyyAy3a YR aONBIYAYy3Io

As | watched, by now, almost alone on the porch, | saw the craft land in a
clearing that was quite a distance away from where we were. The door
opened and the people started coming out of the aircraft. | started walking
toward the people.

The first one out was a lady dressed in red. She was a matronly lady, she
was, as | thought, my idea of a loving mother. Her hair was a light brown
fixed in a bun at the back. She started walking toward me with hurried long
strides looking at me as if she knew me. As she came closer to me | felt like
| recognized her but could not put a name to her. She was a combination of
Mother Moore, Hettie and Mom but was neither one of them. | gave her a
quick hug and then started to go and greet the others who were still far
behind her.

Gb2¢éaKS alFlARZ agltAGéE A AKS Llzi KSNJI ||
pulled me so close to her that the feeling was--- as if we were connected

by our hearts. | felt a warm glow that seemed to be coming from her heart

to my heart. We stood there in a long embrace as the warm glow

developed into an overwhelming feeling of peace and joy. | felt as though

she was feeding my body and soul with comfort. | had been lifted out of the

darkness of depression and was now filled with love and contentment.

As | awoke from my dream, The Lady in Red vanished. Vanished into
wherever dreams go when one lets go of them.
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Many years have passed since that dream but | can still see her as | saw her
that night. | can still feel her presence as | did then. | can still draw from her
the feeling of contentment and love.

Was she someone | knew in another life? Is she waiting for me? Whatever
the answer might be, she did what she was sent to do.

It is said that dreams are divided into categories, one being purposeful

dreams.
¢ KI C)S?\)/EI GNHzSEX a¢KS [I-Iv?é AY WSREZ 41

Osa Corkill Moore
August 10, 2012
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WARNING
Dream

The category of this dream was a warning. A warning that | took notice of
and | acted upon it.

The Bully

That day | had dropped my son, Bruce, off at the church to meet the other
young teen age children, along with the adult chaperones, who were going
to the church camp for a week of fun and fellowship.

Waiting In the group of children was the well-known Bully. | knew him and |

knew how he had made life miserable for not only Bruce but other boys

who were younger and smaller than he. | was concerned about that but |

LI aaSR AU 2FF +Fa F GLINRBGSOGALBS Y2Y¢
supposed to watch the children. But did the chaperones know the Bully as |

knew him?

[S]
NI SN

| came home, cleaned the house and did some cooking toward getting
ready for a visit from my sister, Louise, who was coming the next day.
Occasionally | would again think about the camp and | would find it a
struggle to fight off the feeling of a cold icy fear that just kept nagging at
me.

The Recurring dream

That night | had the recurring dream that had haunted me for years; the

dream of a child in my care drowningdreamed that Bruce drowned. Not

the particulars of how and why he drowned, only that he had drowned.

2 A0K YdzOK STF2NI L LMz KSR o6k O1 F3FAYy ;
was a troubling dream that had haunted me in the past; and, | might add, it

would continue to haunt me in the future.

Camp Istrouma

| had been at Camp Istrouma and | remembered a small creek that ran
through the camp and over the creek was a swinging bridge that the
children love to play on. Most of the time this was safe enough because the
creek had very little water in it, and the creek bed was not a far distance

below the bridge. But sometimes after a heavy rain north of the camp the
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water would come down in a wall of water that quickly turned the creek
into a roaring torrent. | knew of no rain in the forecast so again | passed off
that worry.

It was almost time for Louise to arrive and | needed to do a few more things
to get ready for her. | had just finished what | was doing when she drove
up. | ran out to the car to greet her

Alarm Button

As she got out of the car she looked at me with a concerned expression on

KSNJ FI OSo® aL&a SOSNRBRUOUKAY3I FEfNAIKG akKs
a1'S Aa Fd OKdzZNOK OF YL ¢gKé& R2 @&2dz I a
drownS R.£That pushed my Alarm Button.

11

Warning!!!

| now felt that this was the warning alarm that had been nagging at me all
day. | told Louise about my dream and she, too, was alarmed.

| helped her bring in her luggage and gave her time to go to the bath room.
We then got in my car, went to Camp Istrouma and picked up Bruce.

Heavy Rain
The heavy rain did come north of us and north of Camp Istrouma and the
little creek did swell above its banks.

al @860S y20KAY3 ¢g2dd R KIS KlthhddyfSRE Y ¢
but | felt then and still feel that picking up Bruce was the right thing to do.

| feel that | had indeed been warned in a dream.

Osa Corkill Moore
September 10, 2012
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PREMONITION

Another recurring dream

For many times in past years | had a frightening dream of walking a distance
that was difficult to walk. It was a walk that | felt like | had made many
times and even though | did not know where | was going, it was a road that
| knew | must walk. All during the walk my feet were tired and hurting.

The dream

As | started the walk, the first leg of the journey was a short one; it was
daylight the end was in sight so it was an easy walk. Turn left into the next
leg of the journey, it was also a short one and | was comfortable walking it.
But when | made the next turn, a right turn, | looked down the road and |
was faced with a distance that seemed to have no end. | felt as though |
could not walk that distance but | had no choice. | was there; | could not go
back, | could only keep walking.

| felt that | had walked this walk many times before but this time seemed
much more difficult. My feet were hurting and | was exhausted. It was now
dark, | was alone and | was frightened. | wondered what might be lurking in
the shadows of those bushes at each side of the narrow road. It seemed to
get darker as | walked and the end of the road was still out of sight.

At this time the dream always ended so | never finished the dream, | never
finished the walk. | never knew where | was going. As | thought about the
dream | tried to relate it to a time when | was a little girl when | was walking
a long distance with my mom to go and visit her sister. But | could not seem
to make that fit into place. The dream kept haunting me again and again.

Struggle

When Fred was in the nursing home | visited him twice a day while
struggling with my injured foot. For years | had had a condition with my
foot that there was no cure; but it was manageable to live with. But while
in the emergency room with Fred something happened that caused an
added injury. It seemed to get suddenly worse causing more pain than | had
previously had.
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Replay
One day as | was walking the halls of the nursing home, struggling with my

painful foot, Irealil SR GKI 0 GKS 22dNySe G2 CN

replay of my dream. | could see the comparison, | could see it in the
distance of the walk and | could see it in the stress of the time. And
certainly | could see it in the pain in my foot.

Comparison

The first length of the distance was a short one. Turn left, another short
distance both not too difficult to walk. But then, turn right and | was faced
with a long hall that seemed endless and much too far for me to walk with
my painful foot. | struggled with that walk for many days. Was this my
dream?

It happened

One day as | was making that long journey it happened. | had made it to the
end of the long hall, turned right and was walking the last leg of the journey
when a severe pain hit my foot and shot up my leg to my knee. | smothered
back a scream as | struggled to hold my balance. No one was in sight, no

one to help me, so | stayed there for a few moments until the pain subsided
Sy2dzZaK F2NJ YS G2 332 2y (G2 CNBRQA
that | needed to go to the doctor. He seemed concerned about me. The

next day | went to the doctor and he gave me a steroid shot and then made
me an appointment with a specialist

Ruptured tendon
| went to the specialist and the diagnosis was a ruptured tendon. Two days
later | had surgery with a six weeks recovery time.

It has been over two and a half years since that happened and | have not
had the dream again.

Was the dream a premonition? Maybe but, if so, how could | have
benefited from it? The only benefit that | can now see is that | am no longer
troubled by the dream.

Osa Corkill Moore
October 14, 2012
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STANDING GUARD
Dream

We were coming down Court Street on our way home. | was riding a bicycle
and Fred was right behind me in his truck.

With no problem, | crossed Railroad Avenue going north and was now
stopped on top of the railroad hesitating to move on. | was hesitating to go
on because | could not see Court Street across Railroad Avenue. As | sat
there, | blinked my eyes a few times hoping to clear my vision but it
remained a blur, | could not see the street. Traffic was piling up behind us.
Fred impatiently honked his horn at me. Well, | thought, even though |
cannot see the street, | know it is there because | have driven it many times
before today, so | decided to go on!

With my foot, | pressed down hard on my bicycle pedal and took off.

| was now across Railroad Avenue and ready to move on. | looked back and
saw a pile of rubble laying on Railroad Avenue, the traffic had stopped and
people were gathering. | felt as though, maybe | had caused whatever it
was and should go back and clean it up, but | needed to go home so |
started to move on.

dzi 6 A0H 2KSNB A& Y& 0A0eOf SK-—-LUQa&
-l am floating! What happened?

Oh well, floating felt good so | moved on.

| floated to Eden Street, turned left and started floating down toward
Iberville Bank. | saw a man with bright blue eyes standing against a light
pole in front of the bank. My friend, Freck Elslander had recently died so
my thought was; it is either Freck or my dad. They both had stunning blue
eyes. As | got closer | recognized my dad standing there happily smiling at
me. | smiled back at him.
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| hesitated for a moment

I ARY &5FRX WIY L KdzZNIiKé¢ 2 ;
I @ !
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| then realized that an eighteen wheeler was stalled on Railroad Avenue
blocking my view to Court Street. | had run under the trailer of the eighteen
wheeler.

Time to get out of that Dream!!!

But---Just so you know:

2 KSYy LQY 32ySs LQY y2i NBlFIffe 3F2ySod L
guarding my Bank Account. J

Note:This was a dream from many years ago. For many years, | was afraid
to go to that intersection.

Osa Corkill Moore
August 21, 2012
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Stories written after the book (Revised Edition 2003, 2006) was finished
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Morrilton 1923--1933

The storm cellar

Grandma Batson lived on a farm and on that farm was a storm cellar. And
in that cellar was a cold, dark, damp place to go when a tornado was
threatening. Except for a wooden door at the entrance and a small vent
pipe on the top of the mound, the cellar looked like a mound of dirt in the
big open space near the house. The mound of dirt was covered with grass
and weeds just as the surroundings were. | had not seen inside the cellar
until one night when we were spending the night with Grandma. Sometime
in the wee hours of the night we woke up with Grandma screaming,
GC2NYFR2H | dzNNEBE X 3IS{ dzLJr LIzl @2 dzNJ a4 K2
our shoes, grabbed our blankets and rushed out of the house with
Grandma behind us with a lantern in her hand. As we ran to the door of the
storm cellar, the thunder and lightning flashed around us and the rain
started falling. We walked down the wet slippery steps into the depth of
the cellar.

The ceiling and walls of the cellar were built with logs placed close

together. The wet red clay soil seeped between the logs as beads of water

dripped from it. | looked around for spiders and other unwanted creatures

but saw none. Although the lantern gave some light, it seemed dark and |

wisheR T2NJ Y2NB f AIKGP Wdzald o0STF2NBE WI aLlS
Of 2dzZR A& NARIKG 2y GKS IANRdzyReéd ! f (1 K2 dz
was sure it was not good.

On the benches that lined the walls, we huddled with our blankets. The
smell of the lantern oil reached our nostrils, our eyes began to adjust to the
darkness and the light from the lantern seemed to get a little brighter. We
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could hear the wind and rain as it hammered the earth and we could feel a
light mist as it hit the vent that was above us. When would it end?

It did end, daylight came, Jasper opened the storm door and we climbed
the steps to the wonder of sunshine. Except for a rain-drenched place,
there was no evidence of a tornado.

The wagon loaded with cotton

Come up here Osa
where it is warm

Dan't go up .

/’uere Ozal

And on that farm was a wagonload of cotton. And on that cotton was a
lightweight tarpaulin. And under that tarpaulin was thirteen year old
Jasper. And playing on the ground
near the wagon was Jenny Lee, Jeff

Davis, Geneva, Louise, Lillian and T

Osa (me). While Grandpa Batson was _
alive we kids had to stay outside I L
because he did not like kids. But Itold you notto!

aside from that, we chose to play | Ao winee.

outside because, at that time, the

playthings for kids were mostly
outside games. We played hop-
scotch, jump the rope, marbles and
then there was nearly always a
swing to swing on or a tree to climb. | am sure the tarpaulin was placed
over the cotton to protect it from flying dust and debris, also from animals
and kids. That day as we played, suddenly a Blue Norther blew in bringing
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the first touch of cold air. Blue Northerns were always a pleasing change

FTNRY (GKS K20 &adzYYSNJ odzi dGdKA& GAYS L R
Ghal sz O02YS dzLJ KSNBE 6KSNB AG A& 61 NYé
Jenny Leesaid,§ hal T R2y QGUd P2Sfdel) LO KASNGS y 2 NBI &2
| climbed up there and crawled under the tarpaulin. | snuggled up close to

Jasper and felt warm and safe in the soft cotton. Something started

LINBaaAy3a F3IFLAyad Y& 62Reé yR WIFALISNI al
L &alFlARZ AU A& @2dzNJ {ySS¢ L NBIFIOKSR R2«
wasnothiskneed LG RARYy QG (F 1S YS t2y3 G2 Of 2
the heat from my shock and embarrassment kept me warm for a little

GKAT SO WSyye BB &Z AREZ dzll) HRE NRE @ davl &

Fire in the chimney

Mama, Grandma and Golda had gone to — ‘
Morrilton leaving the six of us at home. It was 4
nighttime and we were huddled near the '
fireplace concerned that the fire was about to
go out. Jeff Davis had just put another log on
the fire, which caused the fire to flicker and
die down to simmering coals. We fanned the -
fire hoping it would start blazing but it continued to be smothered out by
the fresh log. Jeff Davis ran
and got the can of
kerosene, dashed back into
the room and poured the
kerosene on to the fire.

Swooooosh was the sound
as the fire burst into a
blazing inferno. Some
tongues of fire leaped out
of the fire place barely
missing Jeff as he darted
backwards losing his cap and tossing the can into the air. The flames filled

iKS OKAYYSe gAGK | NRFNXY ahalsz 32 3Si
the kitchen, | could see the flames leaping out of the chimney lighting up
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the sky as sparks flew onto the ground and the roof of the house. | glanced

at the salt shaker but passed it up and grabbed a bucket of water. | ran back

to the fireplace splashing water as | ran and dashed the bucket of water

onto the fire. To my relief the fire, with a hissing

sound, quickly died down and then went out. |

then remembered the recent fire lesson that we

KFR €t SFEFNYSR 4G aoKz22ftd a52y
GAGK 61 GSNE dzasS alfdoé L R2
Salt Shaker.

The house was now filled with smoke, ashes and
six frightened kids. Fearing that
the roof of the house might be
on fire, we started dragging everything that was within
our power to move, out of the house and on to the

porch. While we girls were moving things, Jeff Davis was
NHzy Yy Ay3 F NRPdzyR aONBKI YAy 3
GKSNE Aa Ad¢é

KSf L)X

Mom, Grandma and Golda were on their way home when
they saw the flame in a distance they realized it was our house. They had

run the remainder of the way and were out of breath but relieved to see

that we were all right and that the fire had been put out. As they praised us

F2N) 6Kl S KIR R2ySX WSFTFF &alARX azS
AT L O2dzZ R KI @S F2dzyR Y& 2fR K22Ré |
gonnaleaveuy GAf KS F2dzyR Aldd IS t20SR GKI G
time.

f

o

The Wheelbarrow

The wheelbarrow memory keeps
tossing around in my story telling mind
and seems to beg to be told. Maybe it
Ad 0SOFdzaS AlG A&
things that Dad did for us. | think he '
and Mom had just bought the shiny red
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wheelbarrow and we all gathered around admiring it. We girls climbed into
AG YR 5FR aFARZ &, 2dz glyd G2 32 F2NJI |

2SS KStR 2y G2 (G4KS aARSa |a 5FR LzZ2aKSR
say | fully enjoyed it because | worried about Dad pushing such a heavy

load. He seemed to struggle to push us as he huffed and puffed every step

he took. | felt so heavy. | still feel heavy! | am heavy!

The Circus

Excitement at our house! The circus was coming to town. Dad would take
us to the circus, but first we would go to the parade with Mom. Mama told
us of the many animals we would see: Elephants, lions, tigers, and others.
And then, there were the clowns, the trapeze artist and others. We walked
the distance to Morrilton and stood with many others who were there to
watch the parade.

It was past time for the parade to start but finally we heard the drum beat
of the band, it was coming, and excitement was building! As it approached
we could see the pretty baton-twirling girls leading the band. As they
twirled and high-stepped to the beat of the drums, | thought, maybe, that is
what | want to do when | grow up. Behind the marching girls were the
clowns and then the animals. | loved the elephants as they strolled by
connected together with their tails and their trunks. The lions, tigers, and
monkeys were in cages.

Last was a shocking scene that
would haunt me for a long
time. The man with the
YSAI LK2yS al ARZ=\ \
now see a car towed by the > = - S —

KFANI 2F + 3IANIQa KSIFIRX y2 3JAYYAO1 =X Al
the girl would be buried alive. We could come and see her in the coffin

where she will stay for twenty-four hours. Mama took us to see her. A

scene which is, even now, a vivid one.
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The All-Day Sucker

What happened to the all-day sucker?

One afternoon we were amazed when Dad came home
with a sack filled with a surprise for us. He opened the sack
and pulled out huge suckers. My childhood eyes saw a
sucker the size of a tennis ball but actually it was not that
large. But it did live up to its name because it would last all
day and longer, depending on how often we picked it up
and how long we sucked on it. When not sucking on our suckers, we put
them down on the table to stay there until we were ready to pick them up
again.

Sugar Ants

Well it so happens that sugar ants like suckers too, so it was not unusual to
pick up the sucker, put it in my mouth before | realized there was an ant on
it. I know what ants taste like. Actually not bad! The ants are still with us
but the all-day suckers have gone with the yester-years.

Coca Cola

Big News! Big event

It was the Grand opening for the Coca Cola bottling plant which had been
recently built on the main street of Morrilton. The streets were blocked off
for the occasion and many people attended the event. Hamburger and hot
dog stands were set up with a free coca cola for everyone. | am sure that
would be the last coca cola | would taste until many years later. Money was
too scarce, times were hard and there was no money for coca cola.

[
Big Attraction | COCA COLA

The big attraction was the huge display
window with a conveyer belt showing the
bottles being filled with coca cola. We
watched as the empty bottles moved along
the conveyer belt and as a little spigot
dropped down into each bottle filling it with
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coca cola. Then the lever with a cap dropped down onto the bottle and put
the cap on it. The filled bottle then moved out of sight as more empty ones
came into view. That display was an attraction for many years. It was still
there when | moved back to Morrilton in 1939.

Play Tickling

[AGGES GKNBS @8SINJ2fR al EAYyS f20SR G2
can hear her now saying,

Ghal fSdQa LX &
LG ol&a 2yS 2F GK?2
0 A O {episbdéstrit

caused me to again (like

the train incident) go

into screaming hysterics.

| was playing in the big

section of the yard a

- distance away from the

house and Jeff Davis and

Maxine were on the

front porch. | heard

al EAYS &l &3 &avSHMO iadkeyp st idtiSldit@sae LI |

Maxine fall backwards off the porch (about three feet) | heard the thud

sound as her body hit the hard dirt yard. | started screaming for Mama.

Mama ran out of the house, down the steps and picked up Maxine. As she

OF NNASR KSNJ fAFStSaa 02Re Ayil2z (GKS K2
RSIRZ alEAYS A& RSIRéd L aGlFre@SR 2dzianal
what | was sure, | would see. And then, to my surprise, | heard Maxine cry.

L ¢6Syd AYAARS IyR UKSNX akKS gla 2y al
had knocked the breath out of her.

Mending the shoe

b A RIittl@Baby shoe was coming apart
at the sole and Mama got her needle and
thread out and started mending it. As she
pushed the needle through the soft
leather she talked about how hard it was
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to push the needle through but she kept sewing. Suddenly she started

screaming and we girls ran to see what was wrong. | was horrified at what |

saw. The needle had pushed a hole in the thimble and had gone into

al YFQa FAYISNW ¢KS SesS 2F GKS ySSRftS |
through the depth of her finger nail and was sticking out at the side and at

the base of her finger nail.

CKA&a UGAYSS L RARYQG 32 Ayid2 KeadSNRMOaA:
| acted on instinct. | grabbed the needle, yanked it out of her finger and

watched as the blood spouted out and fell on her dress. Mama stopped

aONBI YAYy3Tod L ¢l & a2 alddzyySR o0& gKI G
remember what happened after that but | suppose Mama treated it as she

did our injuries. She washed it and put the cure-all salve on it. As she told

the story, she praised me for my action but, as | now know, what | did was

the wrong thing to do. | could have caused severe damage to her finger.

TASTE THIS -J

The school year that Geneva and | went to
Scroggins Farm School, we rode with our
teacher who lived in Morrilton. To make it

easy for her to pick us up in the morning,

S Syl G2 aNW» {Aaaz
across the railroad from our house and on
the highway. As we waited Mr. Sisson
always had a piece of candy for us. We
always looked forward to that time of
waiting for our ride.

One morning, as usual, he handed both
of us a piece of hard candy and | noticed
that he looked at us with a grin on his
face as we put the candy in our mouth.
With my tongue, | rolled the piece of
candy around in my mouth and was
aK201SR |G GKS Gl
good; it burned my mouth and tasted
like Vicks Salve. As | took it out of my
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mouth, | looked at Mr. Sisson and he was laughing. He then told us that it
was not candy but a Vicks cough drop. Mr. Sisson had had his kicks for that
day.

Living at Center Ridge, Arkansas---1934-1939

The Radio

Henry and Eva Lee had the only radio in that little
community of Pleasant Hill. It was a big console
RCA model that took up a big part of the space of
the main room in the house. This was the first
radio that | had seen since the one in the
Nazarene church in Morrilton several years ago.
Since it was run by the Delco System, it was used
sparingly and so was turned on only at night. It
provided the entertainment for the family after a
hard days work was done. The oldest son, Afton, had the uncontested
control of the knobs as he sat in the rocking chair beside the radio and
slightly rocked as he turned it on. The room was then filled with the sounds
2F YdzZaAAO a¢KS DNIYR htS hLINEREX
¢tKSY GKSNB 4l a a!yz2a g | yReés a

Y
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We listened to the news of the threat of war between England and
Germany, and then there were some disputes with Japan. Those issues
made it a troubling decision to make when a stranger came to the area
looking for scrap metal to purchase. The question was, would that scrap
metal be sold to Japan or Germany and they, in turn, would make bullets
out of it and then shoot us with them? There was much discussion among
the farmers whether to sell or not to sell. Well those farmers did have
scrap metal from broken down farm equipment and they did need money;
so the metal was sold. A few years later we were at war with both Germany
and Japan and the bullets did fly.
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Big Events
Note-- had help from Google with this story

Wdzy S MdpE mMepoc (KS NBEf I hohséxSlatentbltha KSNBE R |

Joe Lewis Vs Max Schmeling fight. This was a much-talked about, highly
advertised event with feelings running high against Germany. This was a
fight between the two countries, a fight between fascism and Democracy; a
fight between white and black. At that time our country was segregated
and there was no talk of integration but we crossed the color line with Joe
Lewis. He was our hero! Although Max Schmeling was World Heavyweight
Champion at that time, Joe was favored to win. Joe had never lost a fight
and was considered to be invincible.

Afton turned on the radio and all ears were tuned to hear as the announcer
A Y 0 NEZ RdzO S R JoéiLEwSs in BldcknksSviskBwhité stripe in this
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and the fight started. We listened with confidence as the announcer
described the fight punch by punch. The fight went well through the third
round, Joe was winning the bouts. In the fourth round the announcer

starteddescrio Ay 3 oOoNMzil £ 2Foa G2 wW2SQa Tl O0So
aLk2d Ay w2SQa RSF¥FSyaSoe WLo I FISNI 2l

a4 KS O2dzZ R y2i aSSy (42 LINRBGSOU
in trouble. Another jab and Joe went down but quickly got back on his feet.
Jab after jab Joe took a beating before he finally went down in the twelfth
round. A big upset, our hero had lost the fight. People were stunned, tears
were shed; seemingly a dark cloud hung over the country. Max went home
to a big reception Hitler rejoiced. Joe started analyzing the fight determined
to learn how to protect himself against those Jabs. He would be ready for
the next match.

Fast Forward to June 22, 1938

Note ---Help from Google

The relatives again gathered to listen to a re-match between Joe Lewis and
Max Schmeling; the same anticipation but with a little uneasiness this time.
As Max Schmeling climbed into the ring the crowd booed and some litter

was tossed into the ring. The bell sounded and the fight began. The

LJdzy OKS& adlFNISR gAOK W2S I yRAY3
was in trouble in the first round. He went down three times before he
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staggered and stayed down for the count of ten. It was over in Round One.
Joe Lewis was declared World Heavyweight Champion. The country
celebrated while Max went home to no reception this time. The word was
that Germany cut off the broadcast before the end of the fight. Max was
drafted into the army as a paratrooper.

The Execution

April 3,1936 the family had gathered to listen to the broadcast of the
execution of Bruno Hauptmann by the electric chair.

It had been four years since the sensational story of the kidnapping and
murder of the Lindbergh baby boy. It was called the Crime of the Century/
One newsman said it was the biggest story since the Resurrection.

Charles Lindbergh Jr.was kidnapped March 1, 1932, a ransom note asking

F2N) bppnnn F2N) KAA NBGdz2NYy 61 a €tSTFaG Ay |
little body was found within two miles of the Lindbergh home. Two years

later a break in the investigation came when Bruno Hauptmann bought

gasoline using one of the gold Certificates from the ransom money. He was

arrested and charged with the kidnapping and murder of the baby.

The trial started January 2 1935 and ended February 13, 1935. He was
found guilty and sentenced to die. Although there was much evidence
against him he declared his innocence till the very end. The judge offered to
commute his sentence to life in prison if he would plead guilty but Bruno
refused to do so. He said he would die an innocent man.

We listened as the announcer described the scene. Hauptmann with his

shaven head was brought into the room. He looked straight ahead saying

nothing as he was guided to the chair. Outside the prison people had

I3 GKSNBR aK2dziAy3a a. dzNYy . o6& . dzNyé |yl

was strapped into the chair he gripped the arms tightly, a hood was placed

over his head, the switch was flippedOn.¢ KS &G 2NE 2F da¢ KS / NJ

[ Sy ( dzNE ¢ . AthalR it Eyhet EnRthere; the daily newspaper

carried many stories about the kidnapping and the execution® ! a . NXzy 2 Qa
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sentiment turned against the Lindbergh family. There were hoaxes and
speculations of what really happened, some blaming the Lindbergh family.
And, as so often happens when a child is kidnapped, the Lindbergh family
became a victim in the media.

Television

There was talk of the possibility of a marvelous
invention called television. A radio that you could, not
only hear what was going on, but you could see the
LIS2LIX S a G(GKS& LISNF2N)YSRY
sound very practical. Since you would need to look ’
through that little lighted window, to see what was
going on inside the box, only one person could see it at
I 0AYS® L O2dzZ Ry Qi AYIl IALI K2 e2dz 92
watching time and especially with a familyoftenasit KS { ONRPIIA Y Q& K|
had been invented while | was a part of that family, no doubt, | would be

last on the list to peek through the little window and by that time the show

would be over. Oh, but | surely would love to see the Doughboys, the

Andrew Sisters and The Grand Ole Opry. So | hoped they were right about

that bit of news and | hoped it would come soon. | would gladly take my

place in line to get a peek into that box.

The Mule and Me

If the cows were my deceitful beasts,
L Ydzad KI @S 0SSy
deceitful beast. Plowing time was
tiring work for, not only the person
walking behind the plow but also for
the mule walking in front of the

plow. After working all morning, the
mule was let loose in the lot to eat
and rest while Henry ate lunch and
rested for a little while. Very often
when he went to catch the mule to

go back to the field, the mule would run from him and could not be caught.
| would then be called on to go and catch him. | felt so deceitful as | softly
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talked to the mule and slowly walked up to him
with the halter in my hand. He would back off a
few times before he would finally stand still for
me to put the halter on him. That made me sad
to think that the mule would be pulling the
plow all afternoon.

Even though it meant the hot field work would be coming soon, there was
something exciting about plowing time. | loved the smell of turned over
soil. With all the farmers plowing, the smell of it was in the air and it was
pleasing and uplifting. | would have that pleasure later in life when Fred
grew a garden each year and the aroma of turned over soil was in our back
yard each spring.

Peaches

With the plowing
and making the
rows to get ready
for planting, the
mule got very little
rest in the
springtime. It was
time for the
orchard of peach
trees to start
budding and they
must be sprayed. This was to avoid the worms that find their way into the
peach by bedding down in the peach blossom. So instead of a plow, the
mule was hitched up to a wagon loaded with a barrel of spray and two
persons. It took three persons to do the spraying, a driver, a pumper and a
sprayer. Henry drove the wagon, | manned the pump and Afton did the
spraying. Later those trees would be loaded with beautiful peaches, some
cling and some freestone.
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The peaches were gathered by the
bushels. They were beautiful juicy
ripe and ready for the canning
procedure. This job was too big for
Eva Lee and me to handle alone, so
Louise, Edith and Mrs. Harwood
came to help for a share of the peaches. The peaches were peeled, halved

and put in quart jars for processing in a hot water bath. Since | had hands

small enough to put inside the jars, | washed all the jars to get them ready

for packing. | then joined the peelers. The hot water bath was a slow

process of waiting for the water to boil then keep it boiling for the length of

time prescribed. After that process the jars were taken out of the pot and

cooled. They were then carried from the kitchen to the storm cellar where

they were protected from the heat in the summer and the cold in the

win SNX» ! yEAT1S GKS &G2N)Y OSftfIFN GKFG L
{ ONRPIIAYQE &aiG2N)XY OStftIFIN gla | LIXIFOS 2°
were made of concrete. Along the walls were shelves to hold the canned

fruits and vegetables. It was also the place where the potatoes were kept to

preserve them through the winter. They were placed on the floor and

dusted with lime to avoid rotting. One electric light hanging from the ceiling

was enough to light the cellar. There were two benches against the walls to

provide sitting space for those hovered in the storm cellar during a tornado

threat. These benches certainly did not provide enough sitting room for ten

people, which is probably the reason why we never went to the storm

cellar during a tornado threat.

The Pressure Cooker

Somell A YS RdzNAYy 3 GKS (A YSthel KI
Home Demonstration Agent came to that community and
introduced the pressure cooker to the homemakers. This
was certainly exciting to find that we could do the
process of canning and preserving much faster than the
slow hot water bath. The Home Demonstration Agent
demonstrated the procedure in using the cooker and she
put much emphasis on the danger involved in using it.
She talked about controlling the pressure and cautioned about opening the
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cooker before the pressure was down to zero. | was always fearful of the
pressure cooker and so was very cautious when using it.

= =B 3 oM
LG KFLIWSYSR FFGSNI L Kq qt S T g [ SSQ:
was living with Hettie. Hettie came home g m - I
from work that afternoon and told us that 1&}; vy ! i
Eva Lee had come to the Health xﬁjyta
Department that day for treatment of first )

and second degree burns to her face and —
arms. Eva Lee had been using the pressure
cooker and forgot the pressure lesson. She
started opening the cooker while it still had
pressure. It exploded into a spray of hot
broken jars and juices. She was lucky not to
be seriously injured. It not only destroyed the pressure cooker but also
made a major mess in the kitchen. As | heard the story, | was thankful that |
was not there to pick up the pieces from that catastrophe J

The Watkins Dealer

To supplement the family income, Henry decided to become a Watkins
Dealer. The items for sale where house hold items which catered mostly to
the woman of the house----vanilla flavoring, salt, pepper, hand soap,
laundry soap and some hand lotions and face cream. Maybe some shaving
soap for the man of the house.

One of the most interesting, the most talked
about item for sale, was the samples of dress
making fabric that were shown to the ladies. It
was held up in front of the lady and then, of
course, talked about how beautifully it
complimented her skin and her eyes. The fabric
could be ordered by the yard for the lady. Why
was it talked about and laughed about? Well
listen!
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This shocking story was told by some of the ladies who were on the
Watkins route. As the dealer showed them the dress fabric,
as he held it up to the front of their dress, it happened. He
suddenly lowered his hand that held the fabric and at the
same time he rammed his other hand down her bosom.
That left her standing there embarrassed, in shock and
angry. Do you think that is true, do you think that really
happened? Well | believe it and | think every woman on that
Watkins route believed it, so it must be true.

Tarantula

¢dzNy o6FO1 GKS LI 3ASa 2 GKS GAYS L o1 &
need to plant Black Berries or Due Berries in the gardens because there
were plenty of wild ones not far from the house. However there was a
hazard when picking them, there was danger lurking in the path that led to
the berries. It was springtime and all the
creatures from the winter time sleep were waking there is snmething
scratching my back

up and on the move. Snakes, wasp, bees, spiders
and tarantulas. Not to mention the pricks and
scratches that we got from the thorns on the
berry bushes. | usually went with Mrs. Harwood
to pick berries but she went alone that morning.
She came home with a big bucket of berries and
called me to kitchen where she was standing with
KSNJ 60dzO1 SG Ay KSNJ KI yR{
is something scratching on my back, would you B
look? As | started to peek down her dress, | gave

B her dress a good firm shake and,
to my horrors, a big black fuzzy
tarantula fell out of her dress
and onto my bare foot. |
screamed as | fell backward.
Actually | screamed several
times as | watched that big
creature run around the kitchen _
floor, probably also screaming in tarantula language, as he tried to get out

b
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of the situation he found himself in. He finally found the open door and ran
outside. In the meantime, Mrs. Harwood was undaunted by the
disturbance as she opened the back screen door so the monster could find
its way out.

She, then, set her bucket of berries on the table and probably picked up
another bucket and went back to the woods to pick more berries.

At that time tarantulas were thought to be as deadly poisonous as

rattlesnakes and water moccasins. They were surely one of my most feared

creatures.

Maybe today they are not considered to be so feared.

Google says-- their bite is more like a honey bee stingch dzZOKH ¢ Kl 6 Q& o

enough.t 2A a2y 2dza 2 NJ )le'j L2 A & 2 yor2ndzhake L IVQEYQ
foot.
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MOM'S BIBLE

July 14, 2017

| received Mom's Bible in the mail yesterday from my Niece (Debbie)
| do appreciate Debbie's thoughtfulness and consideration as she packaged
the Bible and other items and sent them to me.

| would like to say | felt a connection with mom as | held her bible in my
hands. But | am thinking there has been too much Fallout - over the years
causing too much distance between us. There is no room for a mother -
daughter feeling.

When | was ten years old | told mom that | didn't believe what people were
saying about her - that | didn't like what they were saying.
She said, "When you grow up, you will understand".

Mom, you were right!

| did grow up and | do understand.

And | am stunned at what you did

And maybe crushed at what you are still doing

| am now 94 years old and trying to survive the most recent Shocking
Fallout.

Osa

July 15, 2017

July 30, 2017

And Mom,

After much consideration and troubling thoughts

| am sending the bible back to Debbie - It has no place with me.
It should stay with Nida's family

Osa Corkill Moore
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September 12, 2015

| realize that | started writing short stories four years ago today September 12, 2011 (my

wedding anniversary) A WS Ff SOG A 2 y & ¢ Agaih, foday/1&am rEmeMiering 4 G 2 NB @
that day as it was and still is a very special day. | have found much pleasure in writing

the stories and hope you have enjoyed reading them.

| am sure there are other stories somewhere out there--Stories that | will be inspired to
write--Stories that can be added to your book.

So this is to say:
¢CKFGiQa FEf FT2NJ b2g o0 dzi y20 F2NI Ffgleao

Osa Corkill Moore
September 12, 2015
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