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I am writing this 56 Years later, matter of fact I am starting it on my 74th birthday, Mar. 26, 

1981. As I ended up the first story, I think I said I met Lloyd Bever in Oct. if 1927. I had gone to 

a dance at MacAllister, Kansas. There was a large dance hall there and people came to dance 

from miles away. The music was usually very good, so it was a good place to go to enjoy an 

evening of fun. On this Saturday night I was having a great time when a young fellow asked 

me to dance. I was two or three dances promised ahead but told him I would later. He must 

have asked some one who I was, because when we finally danced together he gave me a big 

line about he used to play with me when we were little kids. I found out his name and the next 

day I was telling mom about this so called upstart that gave me a big bunch of bologna. When I 

told her his name, she told me his folks used to come over to Lundsway’s where mom cooked 

for harvest hands. She told me that Lloyd Bever came from a very large family and lived a 

short distance from Lundsway’s. 

That got my interest up, so later I begged a chance to visit some friends named Stickles. They 

had a big family too. I spent a week there and went someplace wth Lloyd every night. He 

bought me chocolates that were so delicious and expensive. 

On Jan of I928 we got married at Sharon Springs , Kansas. Neither one of our families knew 

a thing about it. I waited until Lloyd wrote to tell me he would be down after me the first part 

of the week. When I told mom she got busy and washed my clothes, I had very few , so it 

wasn’t a big job. My step father asked her why she was washing clothes when she had done 

their washing the day before. She told him I was married and my husband was coming for me 

that evening. That old Jim really hit the ceiling. He would have the marriage annulled since I 

was seventeen and not of age. I told him it wouldn’t do him any good. The day I became 

eighteen I would marry Lloyd again. Then he told me I couldn’t have my nine cows that I had 

worked so hard to get, all of them I had raised from baby calves. Once again I said I would get 

my cows if I had to get the sheriff to help me. He raved on and on about how he had fed me and 
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clothed me and how much it had cost to feed my cows. Later Lloyd and I drove down one 

evening and got them. Old Jim never said a word about trying to keep us from talking them. 

The night Lloyd came and got me, he took me to see and meet his sister Vera and her husband 

Jim. Vera was a pretty girl. She and Jim lived a mile or so west of Lloyd’s parents. They had 

the cutest little girl named Joan. She was so cute and Vera had her dressed in a little short 

dress and her panties showed. Down where I came from, little girls wore dresses below their 

knees and never, never showed their panties. I loved it. 

Lloyd had talked so much about his family – five sisters and three brothers – all I could think 

about was now I would have brothers and sisters. I couldn’t believe such wonderful things 

were happening to me. I liked Vera and Jim, they were so friendly and nice. Little did I know 

about what was going to happen to my dream come true of all these nice brothers and sisters, 

but it didn’t take long to find out. I was terribly shy, the first time I sat down to eat at his 

parent’s house, Lloyd’s dad sat across from me at the table 'and he never took his eyes off of 

me the entire meal. I wished I was anywhere but sitting there trying to eat and looking up 

hoping he would be looking somewhere else, but he just sat there never taking his eyes off me. 

Lloyd’s mother was a great cook. I had never eaten such good bacon and eggs in my life. Of 

course she cooked the other meals that were very good too. I learned a lot about cooking from 

her. 

The first Saturday we stayed there, Lloyd helped someone drive cattle. I think, to pasture 

some miles away. I stayed home and met his sister Alma. She seemed friendly and nice. Her 

folks were going to Oakley that afternoon and she suggested we go too. I thought it would be 

nice, so went up to Lloyd’s and my room and put on the only decent dress I owned. They were 

about ready to go when Alma said “Lets not go, lets stay home and play records.” I was so 

anxious to please and didn’t mind it at all so I went up stairs to change back into my older 

clothes. I just happened to look out the window and saw Alma get into her dad’s car and drive 

off with them, I was  so hurt and disappointed I cried all afternoon. I must have been a sorry 

looking sight when Lloyd came home. 

So much for Ala as a sister. She never bothered to say she was sorry and I never cared for her 

from that day on. Since we were living and eating there with his folks, I tried to help all I 
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could. I helped milk and do chores. I would go upstairs and make the beds. One day my mother 

-in-law told, me to leave those beds alone. It surprised me to find out they never made a bed, 

only when the bedding was washed. They crawled back in just like they crawled out of bed. I 

made our bed and never touched theirs again. 

The first time Lloyd and I got ready to go to a dance you could have cut their disapproval with 

an ax. We went anyway, but never went again while we lived there. Then came the Sunday 

that I was going to get to meet the rest of Lloyd’s family. By then the Alma incident had left me 

a bit doubtful about the rest of them. There was Stanley and Nita and their two children 

Geneva and Kenneth. Stanley was a real horse’s rear end. I grew to hate him more and more 

every time I was around him. Nita was never very friendly but I couldn’t have cared less. 

Irma and her husband Guido were nice, and then there was Lela. I have never been treated so 

cold in my life. She would barely speak at all and wasn’t about to talk to me, but at that time, 

as I said, I was so shy that I never tried to talk anymore than I had to. I look back on that time 

and know I must have been the most boring person alive, but at least none of them had no 

trouble talking  - they never quit. I would sit and listen to them all talk at once and would 1

wonder how on earth they knew what any one was talking about. 

Sundays were always the day you had better be at Lloyd’s folks for dinner or else you were in 

the dog house. Lela had three children, Irma two. I grew to hate those Sunday get togethers. 

and was glad when Vera and Jim moved to town so we could move into the little house they 

had lived in. But that didn’t stop the get togethers on Sunday. You had better go or you were 

treated pretty cool when they saw you. What amazed me was the fact that Lloyd’s mother 

would want to cook those huge meals every Sunday. I never figured any of them out in all the 

years I have known them. I enjoyed Zelma and Melville - they were just kids. Zelma was ten 

and Melville twelve at that time. Melville was a regular stuffed shirt. He didn’t like dirty 

language or any bad words. Lloyd thought for sure he was going to be a preacher. 

I was much happier after we moved, but I was in for a rude awakening. Every day Lloyd went 

down to is folks’ and I hardly saw him at all. I found out a lot of things that summer. First of 

all, I didn’t know how to cook. No wonder Lloyd has a bad stomach today. Then I planted a 

 End of page 1.1
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garden. It was doing great but I didn’t know you had to keep the weeds out. One day I took 

Lloyd out to see my garden. He stood there and looked at me like I was a creature from outer 

space. “Where is the garden?” he asked me. I parted the weeds and showed him, he stood 

there and roared laughing. You are supposed to hoe the weeds out, you cant raise a garden 

like that. I was crushed, I had never planted a garden in my life, I could milk cows, stack hay 

and shuck corn, even ride a wild horse, but I knew nothing about raising a garden or cooking. 

I felt like a miserable failure. 

Lloyd had planted wheat the fall before and it looked like it was going to make at least thirty 

bushels per acre. We talked and talked about how we could buy the things we needed. Every 

day he was down to his folks’ helping get ready for harvest. 

Lloyd could never have one dog he always had to have two. That spring he bought an 

incubator and I had to watch that thing twenty-four hours a day. He bought eggs to hatch and 

each egg had to have a pencil mark on one side so that when you turned them every day you 

would be sure and get all of them turned. I don’t remember how many we hatched out that 

spring but it was several hundred. For some reason they did real well and I was proud of 

myself. 

I became pregnant that spring and was ill a lot. One day while Lloyd was gone I heard what 

sounded like a big fight coming from the hog pen. I ran out to see what was going on and found 

Lloyd’s police dog and bulldog in the pen. They had attacked the hogs and I never saw such a 

mess. The hog’s ears were in ribbons and they were bitten all over. I tried to yell at the dogs to 

get out of there, but they didn’t pay any attention. I finally had to get one of them at a time and 

put it in the coal house. When I finally got the other one, I opened the door to shove him in and 

the one in the coal house leaped at my throat. I get back just in time to keep from getting 

killed. When Lloyd came home that evening he was kind of put out to think his beloved dogs 

would try to kill the hogs but he still didn’t think they would do it again. He fixed the pen so 

they couldn’t get in. Shortly after, those two monsters got into the chicken pen, where our 

young chickens were just ready to fr,y and killed two hundred and seventy five of them! I 

hated those dogs after working so hard to raise those chickens and have them kill off so many. 

Lloyd drove out of the yard one day and the bull dog ran into the side of the car and was killed, 

much to my delight. 

The Years After - Page �  of �4 27



We got a tiny little rat terrier we called Pug. She was the bravest little thing that was ever 

born. She would tackle anything from a chicken hawk to rats, or even a badger. We had a cot 

in the one room that was a kitchen, dining room, and living room. One day Pug was on the cot 

and Lloyd kept teasing her by blowing into her face. She finally get tired of it and bit him on 

the nose. He didn’t tease her after that. 

I also found out more about my young husband. He made a vow, when he got married, that he 

would never eat a cherry or apple pie again. He hated curtains at the windows. I had a treadle 

sewing machine and I bought some unbleached muslin and made curtains for our bed room. It 

wasn’t too bad a job for a unskilled seamstress. There was yellow ruffles all down the inside so 

I could tie the curtains back. They were nice when I got them washed and starched and 

ironed. It made the room look so cozy. A day or two later, I went into the bedroom and found 

my new curtains tied in a knot. I untied them and straightened them out the best I could but I 

was pretty discouraged at such an attitude. 

Lloyd’s parents had a man and his wife hired to work through harvest. Her name was Mary 

and his was Hansel Wilhite. I found her to be a nice friend and became closer to her than 

Lloyd’s family. Harvest began and, as I was to discover through the year , his wheat was the 

last to be cut. Days went by and Lloyd’s dad picked up the money for our wheat and started 

doling it out to us as the way he decided we should have it. Lloyd finally told his dad he wanted 

all of the wheat money and no more giving it to him like he was a five year old and might 

spend it all for candy. Lloyd told me later his dad had always got his money away from him. 

Lloyd would trap skunks and when he got the money out of the hides, his dad would trade him 

a calf or something. Then when the  calf or pig grew up, and Lloyd sold it, his dad would 2

manage to get the money and trade Lloyd something else. So Lloyd grew up raising a lot of 

livestock but never having any money, He has dreams yet today about these ornery deals his 

dad pulled on him. 

His dad reluctantly handed him his wheat money. I don’t remember what we did with it. It 

might be the year he bought the Twin City tractor. 

 End of page 2.2
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Ramona was born that January seventeenth. I was in labor for twenty four hours. Vera came 

to help and the doctor and his nurse arrived. I knew nothing about “bearing down” so the 

hours dragged by. I was given something to let me sleep for a short while and then given 

something to start the pains again. Lloyd made our cot into a bed so the Dr. and his nurse 

could get some rest. Once when the nurse came in to check me, she had the nerve to tell me 

“You got yourself into this mess, now you will just have to get yourself out of it.” That kind 

message made me wonder if she ever had a child and what a miserable mother she would 

make. Ramona was born at noon the next day. The Dr. drove in the yard just as Ramona made 

her debut into this world  

I will never forget the nurse handing me that tiny little bundle. I pulled back the blanket and 

knew there had never been a baby born as beautiful as this one. She was such a wonder to me. 

I had never been around a baby for more than a moment or two in my life. Now this miracle 

was something I had produced. This beautiful little girl. We decided to call her Ramona Jean. 

Then Lloyd went over to Pete Weiland’s and his wife told him she thought Ramona was a 

beautiful name. He came home and was all thrilled about naming her Ramona. It just 

happened my stepfather was there and he and mom wanted to have her middle name Maxine. 

I didn’t want old Jim to have anything to do with her name, but Lloyd thought that was a good 

middle name and as I always I gave in to what he wanted. 

The next fall Clyde Washburn wanted to sell his farm. Lloyd wanted that farm so much, he 

borrowed some money from his dad and he bought the place. We moved in and it didn’t take us 

long to find out all of the things wrong with the place. First was the bedbugs, then the rats. 

They were big rats and would chew their way into the house. Lloyd would get the places fixed 

where they got in and they would go to another place and make a new hole. I was scared they 

would bite Ramona and hardly got a foot away from her bed. 

Lloyd’s dad decided he had to have his money and Lloyd knew mom and old Jim were selling 

out, so he got old Jim to buy into the farm. To say I was disappointed is putting it mildly. In 

less than two years, I was back living in the same house with two people that I had been glad 

to get away from in the first place. What a life. 
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I don’t believe there was ever a house as cold as that one. We had the cooking range that kept 

the kitchen warm, but the two bedrooms and the little wash room off the kitchen were always 

bitter cold. 

Jimmy was born on Jan. 22 of the next year, just a little over a year after Ramona, so I had 

two babies on my hands. It seemed there was never a time at night that I wasn’t up with a 

bottle of milk in one hand and a diaper in the other. Mom never tried to get along with Lloyd, 

or me either. She would get mad at us and would stay in her room and refuse to come out and 

eat her meals. She would sneak out at night, after we were in bed, and fix herself some food. It 

got on my nerves pretty bad, but there was nothing I could do to get her to act sensibly. 

Harvest came and Lloyd hired some men to help get ready. The next thing he knew, old Jim 

was taking the men and going to town to get drunk. Lloyd got fed up with this foolishness 

pretty quick and fired the whole bunch, including old Jim. That old devil thought Lloyd 

couldn’t fire him but he soon found out he was wrong. Mom and Jim moved out and I never 

heard from mom for over a year, although they lived less than two miles from us. I didn’t care. 

I was fed up with both of them and was glad to be free of them again. 

The banker at the Farmers and Merchants bank wanted Lloyd to move to a farm south of 

Brewster. Lloyd sold the Washburn place and we moved again. Just two days before we 

moved to this place, the man and his family were being forced out by this old banker. They had 

no money or any place to go. The man’s name was O’Brien. He took a tall can and stood on it 

while he tied a rope around his neck and over rafters above and Hung himself. Once again we 

were living on a place that haunted you to think such a thing could happen. I hated that place 

too. We had gotten rid of the bedbugs at the Washburn place but soon discovered we had more 

at this place than we had before. 

Lloyd had hired a boy by the name of Henry Nichols and after he was no longer needed, he 

stayed with us. I honestly believe Lloyd never had a time in his life when he got to play like 

any normal child, so he and Henry played like two little boys. They rode wild colts. As usual, 

Lloyd had two dogs - both of them bull dogs. He would keep them tied up, but once in a while 

turn them together and have a good dog fight. Keeping them tied up all the time got tiresome, 

so one day, when we were on our way to town, Lloyd turned both dogs loose and we left. He 

figured one would whip the other one out and he wouldn’t have to keep them tied up. When we 
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came home, one bull dog came out to meet us, pretty battered up. There was no sign of the 

other one and we never saw him again. Lloyd got to trading about the. He would trade 

anything away. He had put our old incubator up  in the attic. I knew where I could get some 3

eggs to hatch out and every day I would ask him to get the incubator down so I could get the 

eggs setting so we could have some hens for the winter and frys to eat during the summer. He 

always managed to get away before I could get him up in that attic. One day he got a ladder 

and went up to get the incubator down and said is wasn’t there. That someone must have 

taken it and I believed him. Then he gave me some cute little pigs that I could raise and make 

some money on. Goodness knows we needed money. We were right in the middle of the 

depression and there was no money. We had our meat and milk and Lloyd got some laying 

hens someplace. We had eggs for a while but then he traded someone out of a couple of hounds 

and our hens disappeared fast. Lloyd found out the hounds were killing and eating them. He 

got rid of the hounds but we didn’t have money to buy more hens so we bought eggs when we 

could and went without the rest of the time. Lloyd had a little mare he named Sassie. She was 

gentle and easy to handle. Henry got to racing her against some other saddle horses and 

found that Sassie could leave any of the others a mile behind, so Lloyd and Henry got the 

racing bug. They knew where a fellow had a colt for sale or trade that was out of some terrific 

racing stock. By that time we didn’t have many cows of our own but were milking a herd of his 

dad’s cows. Before I knew what had happened, Lloyd had traded off about every head of stock 

we owned for this colt. To put it mildly. I was shocked that he would do such a thing. He 

brought the colt home one night and brought her right into the house. The colt was nervous 

and kept walking around shaking her head. Lloyd kept telling me to look at her slender legs 

and nice full chest so she would have plenty of wind when she was running in a race. As it 

turned out, that colt couldn’t run for nothing. Little old Sassie could run off and leave her so 

far behind she wouldn’t know where Sassie had gone. 

Soon after that my pigs disappeared. I drove up and down roads and stopped at neighbors to 

see if they had seen them, but no one had. It was months later that Lloyd told me he had 

traded my pigs and the incubator off. I was very worried during that time. We were expecting 

another baby and the only money we had was from the cream we sold. Now and then the boys 

would catch a badger and sell its hide. One day we had been gone somewhere and came home 

to find someone had been in our house and eaten every bit of food we had. There were plates 

 End of page 3.3
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turned upside down on the table and under every plate was a dollar bill. A few dollars bought 

a lot of food in those days, so we went to town and spent every dime of that money for 

groceries and tobacco. Lloyd smoked a pipe in those days and Henry rolled his own cigarettes, 

Lloyd emptied half of one can of tobacco out and filled it with coffee and gave it to Henry and 

Henry always said there was sure something wrong with that can but he smoked it any way. 

In March of that year, a terrible blizzard hit and lasted for three days, we were lucky. Lloyd 

went out the morning the storm hit, Henry was in bed with the flu and Lloyd had to do all of 

the chores by himself. He opened the pasture gate to let the cows out, the sun was shining and 

every thing seemed okay, but he got to thinking he would have to go get the cows in the 

evening and herd all of those cows back. There was plenty of feed handy, and a big long stall 

for the cows to stay in, so he shut the gate and kept them in. In less than an hour this storm 

hit. It turned bitter cold and the wind blew the snow into big drifts. When the storm was over, 

Lloyd’s dad and hired man managed to make it to our place. They had been told that Lloyd and 

Henry had gone out to try and get the cattle in and had frozen to death. Lloyd’s mother had 

sent over some canned meat and other things. Everyone was sure happy that Lloyd hadn’t 

turned the cows out that morning. People lost every head they had. It wasn’t unusual to see a 

cow standing up frozen to death, or a dozen. That was the storm that a school bus got stalled 

in eastern Colorado. The bus driver went for help and froze. The bus was loaded with children 

and one boy kept those kids awake and walking so they wouldn’t freeze. He turned out to be a 

real hero and, if I remember right, he saved them all. 

Before Barbara was born in May, Lloyd got a job working on the road over by his folks’, he was 

darned glad too. It was good that he got the job. You couldn’t get a job or get money out of your 

hogs or cattle. Everyone was in the same boat. We took our cream to town one day and the 

creamery had started to charge for testing cream. We ended up having to pay them instead of 

them paying us. 

Lloyd was afraid to leave me at home, so every day I went with him and stayed at his folks’. 

The first few days weren’t so bad, but they began not even speaking to me when we got there. 

It was a miserable feeling to be treated so coldly. Then one afternoon I went into labor. Lloyd 

called the doctor from there. We had to go in to town to pick up  Zina Wade, Lloyd’s cousin, so 
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were a bit late getting home. The doctor and his nurse were already there. As usual Lloyd 

thought it was funny and yelled “What is it Doc, a boy or a girl?” I felt pretty silly. 

Shortly after Barbara was born, someone told me that Zina had told everyone our house was 

so dirty she had a terrible job getting it cleaned up, I knew it wasn’t dirty because I had 

cleaned it the day before Barbara was born. it was Sunday and we were home, I was getting 

more convinced that the Bevers were cruel people. 

The neighborhood was surrounded by friendly thieves. I went to Colby with a neighbor, her 

name was Anna Hanson. We each got a permanent. By the way, a permanent was only three 

dollars. We bought a lug of bing cherries to can. I canned ours and put them in a cellar under 

the room that  Henry slept in. A short while later I went down to get a jar of cherries and 4

every one was gone. I could have cried. With times so hard, and to have someone take what I 

had canned. I always thought that Anna and Dave sneaked over and stole them. She was a 

Swartz and they weren’t too honest. 

We raised some pretty good cane for our cattle. One year, when Lloyd and Henry hauled in a 

load of cane, they found a jug of moonshine. He drank a lot of it himself. The moonshiners 

were pretty busy making the rotten stuff but didn’t want to get caught with it in their 

possession. I went out to where Lloyd was farming a piece of land, taking sandwiches and cool 

water. It seemed to take him longer to get back from the other end of the field. I noticed Lloyd 

seemed to be getting  sillier and he couldn’t even drive the horses straight. I knew there was a 

fellow waiting at the other end so I told Lloyd to watch the kids and I would go a round for 

him. Sure enough, there was one of his drinking pals waiting to have a few more drinks with 

Lloyd. I never knew I could get so riled up over anything as I did that day. I gave that bum a 

good tongue lashing and threatened if I saw him hanging a round, I would shoot him. He took 

of like a rabbit. 

But the rotgut the moonshiners made seemed to show up at our place all the time. Lloyd and 

Henry must have enjoyed that year more than any year they had ever had. 

 End of page 4.4
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Lloyd raised some geese that year, they grew up to be big fat birds. At Thanksgiving one of the 

geese disappeared. On Thanksgiving we went over to Bill and Pauline Swartes to visit and 

there they sat eating goose, they never even looked guilty but we knew that was our goose. 

We would lose gasoline and other things would disappear. I hated the people and their 

stealing, 

We were getting harder up every day it refused to rain. We couldn’t raise feed for the 

livestock. Lloyd’s dad thought we ought to move over to their place and live in their cook 

house. I knew it would be the wrong thing to do, but we really didn’t have much choice. At 

least we would have a better place to live and perhaps there would be a job now and then. The 

farm we lived on now was depressing and I wanted to get Lloyd away from his drinking 

friends, and the stealing “so called” friends. I even thought about the possum Lloyd got 

someplace. He probably traded the best cow we had for it. He didn't have it long when it got 

away from him. A few nights later, there was a scratching noise in the wall. It was in the night  

and I found myself sitting straight up in bed. “My God!” I thought. Mr. 0’Brien every night the 

same scratching went on and on. Lloyd decided it was that possum. He had gotten in between 

the walls. There was no way to get him out. It was the the honest fact that I am a terrible 

coward and this place had gotten on my nerves a lot. 

The drought was getting started an jack rabbits were multiplying like, well rabbits. Grass 

hoppers were getting dangerously thick, eating their way from field to field. 

We moved into the cook house. Lloyd turned every thing over to the bank, much to the 

bankers anger. The first night we stayed in the cook house I slept like a log, except when I had 

to give Barbara her bottle or change her diaper. I soon found out that Lloyd was at his parents’ 

beck and call. Once again, the only time I  saw him was for meals. Later in the winter he got a 

job taking care of Harold Hills’ sheep. He was gone at nights now but came home every chance 

he got. Every time he came home he would empty a big boiler of ashes from the cook stove. He 

kept it on the screened-in porch. He didn't want any nails dumped where one of the cars or 

trucks could run a nail into the tires. So one day, Lloyd’s dad came by the cook house and saw 

the boiler full of ashes. He carries it to a place to dump it and really told me off. “I never had a 

hired woman that dirty!” he told me. Yet, he set the boiler back on the porch. I went out and 
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set the boiler behind the garage and went back to the house. A few minutes later I saw him 

bring the boiler back and set it on the porch. There was something so unbelievable about 

calling me dirty and yet to bring the source of his irritation back as if he wanted to give me 

heck for the same thing again. I was furious and went out and took that boiler and wrapped it 

around the light pole, throwing it back behind the garage. He left it there. 

Lloyd finally rented the Dell farm, about three miles from his folks’ place. We were much 

happier living by ourselves, but Lloyd couldn't seem to keep from going over to his folks’ every 

day. After Ramona and Jimmy started to school, he would take them to school and go straight 

on down to his folks’. He hadn't milked the cows and, most of the time, he was helping clean 

their chicken house or haul hay for their cattle. It was something I began to hate - his being 

over there and not getting his chores done before he left. I was unable to go out and milk or 

feed the chickens, Larry had been born before we left the cook house, he was born on 

Christmas day. Mom had come up with a lot of gifts for the kids. They wouldn't have gotten 

much that year if she hadn't brought all of those nice things. I did something I have regretted 

ever since. Since the kids weren't going to get much from us, I talked her into acting like old 

Santa brought every thing. I know she was disappointed and I didn't blame her. Sandra. was 

born on the Dell place during a bad snow and dirt storm. The doctor couldn't get out of his 

garage, so Vera and Marie Dall got there to help out. Sandra was born before midnight and 

Lloyd delivered her. He did it calmly and tied the cord too. The doc got there at noon the next 

day. He found every thing in tip-top shape. Weighing the baby, she weighed thirteen and a half 

pounds.  5

The drought was getting much worse, we drove over to Lloyd’s folks’ one day, after we picked 

the kids up at school. Looking out towards the north was a sight to make your blood run cold. 

It was a boiling mass of dirt but looked like a fire. In only a few moments, it was completely 

dark out and we waited until almost dark to go home. This happened before Sandra was born. 

Those storms continued to come up and they scared me to death. Lloyd borrowed Jim Keck’s 

truck to go to Monument to get some coal. On the way home, a dirt storm came up. He 

stopped in at a neighbor’s. He couldn't see to drive home so he started walking home, which 

was a very brave thing to do. We were looking for Sandra any time and he was afraid I would 

go into labor and be there with no one to help me but the kids. By the time he made it home, 

 End of page 5.5
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and I will never know how he did it, he couldn't even get his eyes shut they were so full of dirt. 

He thought the house was full of dust and hung wet sheets up, over the windows. Its a wonder 

he didn't come down with pneumonia. 

The grasshoppers came in swarms, eating the wheat. So the farmers began to throw poison 

bran around the edges of the wheat fields. That was a tiring job so Lloyd made a machine that 

threw the bran and saved a lot of time. 

One year our corn was up and not doing too well, but it could have taken off in good shape if 

we could have gotten rain. One evening it clouded up and looked like we were going to get rain 

at last. Lloyd and I were sitting on the porch and we said we weren't going into the house until 

we got wet and knew it was really going to rain. We sat there and the rain came down getting 

us wet. We got up and went into the house, knowing it was going to soak up the wheat fields 

and the corn that needed it so badly. We had no more than gone in the house when it stopped 

raining and we didn't see any moisture for a long time after that. 

Lloyd was working some ground west of the house, with the corn field between. The rabbits 

had moved in in droves and each time Lloyd went by the corn field he could see where the 

rabbits had taken more rows of corn. He came home for lunch one day and remarked that 

there was only one row of corn left. When he went back to work after lunch, the corn was 

gone. 

Those were really bad times. The drought, rabbits, and grasshoppers. It was a bad situation. 

We couldn't raise feed for our cattle but Russian thistles grew everywhere. Rabbits and 

grasshoppers didn't like them much. Lloyd cut and stacked a lot of those stickery things and 

we fed them to our cows all that one winter. They didn't give much milk on them but at least 

the cows didn't starve. Anyone that had stacks of cane, left from some year when they got 

rain, had to fence the rabbits out. It finally came to the point where the farmers had to string 

up fencing and have rabbit drives. There would be men for a long ways driving those rabbits 

into these places that was almost like a corral. Rabbits would run into these places and get so 

thick they would pile up next to the fence end jump over to freedom. But between the drives, 

and the poison, the farmers got rid of a lot of them. By the next year, they were getting pretty 

scarce. 
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We had a good well at the Dell place and Lloyd fixed the cistern and put a small pump in the 

house, that was pure luxury. We raised a good garden after a lot of the grasshoppers were 

killed. One year we had the nicest yellow wax beans and gave every one of them to Lloyd’s 

folks because They didn't like the green ones as well. Sheila was born the next year after 

Sandra. She was born feet first. It was the first time the doctor had that problem, and it scared 

him to death. But he got her born finally and the very next night, another woman had a 

breach birth too. The doctor began to think he was jinxed. 

We lived on the Dell place off and on for three or four years, Lloyd had a tractor but no farm 

implements to farm with. As much as he went over and helped his folks out, they always 

seemed to think he owed them. He never got his grain planted or the ground ready to plant 

until they got theirs done first. They went to California. and talked Lloyd into moving over and 

taking care of their place. We would move our feed for the stock too. When they came back in 

the spring, we would move back to the Dell farm. Lloyd would never ask for even part of our 

feed back and they never offered to give any of it to us. By then I was really fed up with the 

way they treated Lloyd and our children. 

I noticed that Lloyd’s dad was acting strange. He told me one day that he was on his way to 

town but there seemed to be a cloud over his brain and he couldn't think of the reason he was 

going to town. Then, all at once, the cloud lifted and he could think as good as ever. I had gone 

to town to get repairs for something Lloyd was fixing and had brought something out that his 

dad needed. That was when he told me about what had happened to him. When I got home I 

told Lloyd there was something wrong with his dad. Lloyd didn't think there was any thing 

wrong, but a short time later he too realized his dad was failing mentally. One day his dad 

came over and talked to Lloyd out in the yard for a long time. I wondered what they were 

talking about but in my wildest dreams I never thought of what it turned out to be. He told 

Lloyd that Stanley was a good boy and Melville and Virgil were too, but he needed someone to 

take his farm over, someone strong and that the Devil couldn't tear down. “And, that is you.” 

he told Lloyd. In a way, I think Lloyd was flattered at his dad’s faith in him and he agreed to go 

back and run the farm. “You wont be like I am.” he told Lloyd. “I am my own boss but you will 

have nine bosses because they will try and boss you. But I  think you can do it.” The next 6

 End of page 7.6
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thing we knew, Lloyd’s brother-in-law came out and had papers for Lloyd to sign. The 

machinery was signed over to Lloyd. The Federal Land Bank gave Lloyd seven years to pay off 

the big mortgage that was on the farm of nine quarters of land. That was a real challenge to 

Lloyd. 

Guido thought I should raise chickens and my mother-in-law get half of the eggs and half the 

chickens. I didn't like the sound of that kind of partnership, but Lloyd said to do it and, at that 

time, I was still doing about everything Lloyd told me to do. We were to milk all of the cows 

and his mother was to get cream to churn and cook with. So that was settled. 

Alma came out and made fun of us. She said we could never get the place paid off and we had 

taken on a white elephant. I wanted to hit her for the nasty laugh that went with her little 

speech. The rest of Lloyd’s family was about as bad. 

Lloyd worked so hard to pay the debt of., that he became a nervous wreck. His stomach would 

get sour at night and he would burp up sour stuff and got so choked I would think he was 

never going to get his breath again. He didn't think the wheat was going to pay off the debt so 

he bought sheep and had fifty brood sows to have pigs. Lela and Lloyd’s mother took his dad to 

Scott City to see if a doctor there could help his dad. Lela was there to help her mother, so 

Lloyd was left with the job of getting Lela’s land farmed. Her allotment signed up, he hired a 

man to live on her place. Gave him chickens and pigs and a cow to milk and paid him good 

wages. He got so little sleep I will never know how he held up under it. He would farm the land 

for his folks in the day time and go over and farm Lela’s land at night. 

When it looked like Lloyd was getting the place paid off, his brothers and sisters began to 

think they might be cheated out of their share so they began finding fault with everything. 

Lloyd harvested a lot of wheat that went on the debit and the sheep were helping out too. I had 

the chickens to raise and the hens to feed, besides the cows that the kids and I milked. Lloyd 

never had time to help, so I found myself working so hard I couldn't sleep at night, being so 

tired. While they were getting ready for harvest, I had to herd the sheep and cows besides 

cooking for seven or eight men. I did a lot of getting meals ready after everyone else was in 

bed. It was rush, rush every moment. Of all the men around there none of them ever helped 

me carry big buckets of water to the hogs, or the baby chickens that Lloyd had put the brooder 
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house away out in the wheat field so the would be on fresh ground, or carry feed to the old 

hens and on and on. Lloyd’s mother bitched about something all of the time. She asked him 

one day why she didn't get her share of the pretty sacks the hen’s mash came in. It 

aggravated Lloyd and he told her that when she paid for some of the feed she could have her 

share of the sacks. She never helped pay for the chics or any of the feed. It was back to her old 

way - “I want my share and I will get it one way or other.” She never did pay for her half of 

anything but I went along with giving her half of the eggs and chickens. One Sunday, all of her 

kids were out and when it time to gather the eggs, Irma went out and gathered them. She 

came into the cook house where Lloyd’s mother and some of the rest of them were sitting 

around (which was rather strange as they usually didn't visit me), when Irma came in and set 

the bucket of eggs down and proceeded to count them into another bucket. That was the day 

the pullets decided to really start laying. I can’t remember how many more Irma collected 

that day, than we had been getting, but it was quite a bit more. Most anyone knows that hens 

do things like that. Irma had such a gleeful look on her face - like she had caught me in the act 

of stealing eggs from her mother. The funny thing was, if there was an odd number of eggs I 

would give Lloyds mother the extra egg. I was being so honest and here the bunch was 

proving I was being a dirty crook. To say I was hurt to the quick, is putting it mildly. From that 

time, those hens never laid one egg above the amount that Irma brought in that day. I would 

go out and get the eggs and any above that amount, I would put back in a nest and go out after 

dark and get them. I never felt one bit of guilt. 

In the winters Lloyd got very little sleep. There was all of his ewes to lamb cut. If you didn't 

stay with them twenty four hours a day, they would have their lambs and refuse to claim 

them. The old ewes would do pretty good but the young one acted like they were scared of 

their lambs. So, he would take his old buddy, Colonel the sheep dog, to growl and bark. The 

ewe would think the dog was going to get her baby and she would start to claim it. There was 

a. lot of work connected with the care of sheep, but they were helping get the farm out from 

under the Federal Land Bank bank. 

 All of the work Lloyd and I were doing bothered his selfish mother and family. We were 

supposed to do it and that was our problem not theirs. Lloyd’s sisters would come out on 

Sundays and their kids were into every thing from our house to the shops. We would take our 

kids and go visit the Stikle family, to get away from it all. When we came home, we would find 

The Years After - Page �  of �16 27



most of cream gone from the mornings milking. There was nothing said about the sisters 

getting' cream for nothing. I got to where I detested Lela’s kids. The youngest would pick up 

anything and hit Jimmy. They would inform our kids that they had more right there than 

ours did. A lot of it was jealousy but Lela never bothered to make her kids act decent to ours. 

It got so bad that I began to miss things out of our pantry. I told Lloyd that someone was 

taking my canned food and he thought my imagination was working over time. I knew what I 

had up in the cupboard, so I laid a trap of sorts. I broke up tiny bits of paper and sprinkled 

them over the tops of the cans. Sure enough, the first time we left on Sunday, when we came 

home, there was little pieces of paper on the floor. They never said a word about borrowing the 

canned food and never paid it back. One time, when we got home, I had planned on having 

peaches and cake for supper, but when I went to get the cake out of the cupboard, it was gone. 

Lloyd’s mother knew she had to admit taking the cake, but all she said was she never got 

around to making dessert, so she took my cake and had peaches and cake instead of us. I 

thought it was pretty nervy on her part, especially when she didn't even say thank you.  

The girls were out a lot by this time, putting ideas in Lloyd’s mother’s head. She called him up 

to the house one day, when they were there. He had sold a few hundred bushels of wheat and 

she wanted to know what he had done with the money. Lloyd was shocked at her coming right 

out and accusing him of taking the money. He told her to get her bank statement and he would 

show her where the money went. On the bank statement was the amount he had deposited in 

her account. She whined that she didn't know but she hadn’t bothered to  look either. She 

never said she was sorry for that. There wasn't a one of them that would ever say they were 

sorry. I guess they didn't know how. 

The old cows got out one day and were eating on a field we called “the forty acres.” That was a 

no, no. I took the kids and went out to chase them home. Stanley drove by and didn't even 

offer to help me get them out of the field. When Lloyd got home from town, his mother yelled 

at him to get up to the house right now. When he got up there she demanded to know why he 

was pasturing the forty acres. Lloyd told her he wasn't pasturing the field and asked her 

where she got that idea. She told him Stanley had gone by and the cows were out there eating 

the wheat. When Lloyd came over to our house he was puzzled about his mother, saying that 

Stanley had seen it with his own eyes. He didn't bother to tell her I was out there getting them 

out. I told Lloyd how Stanley had seen me and didn't offer to help, knowing that I was carrying 
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Sheila in my arms because she was too little to keep up. From then on, I could see what a real 

trouble maker and I could hardly stand him. He pulled these dirty tricks time after time. He 

spent his life whining about how abused he was. He let his corn get too high to cultivate with a 

cultivator he pulled behind his tractor, so he came whining to Lloyd. So, Lloyd took his horse 

drawn cultivator over and worked his big field of corn. He gave Lloyd a half can of tobacco for 

his trouble and a couple days later he was making fun of Lloyd calling him a chicken shit 

farmer. 

Lloyd’s dad died before Lloyd got the place paid for but he planted the last wheat that finished 

paying it off. Things had become so bad, Lloyd went out and bought a section of land south of 

Monument. It had some pretty good buildings and a house that was a sturdy little thing, but 

too small for our family. We planned to build onto it when we got enough money, so we made 

do. Lloyd told his mother he was moving. She had Guido hurry up and get Lloyd to sign the 

machinery back to her. We had bought a Baldwin combine and had it paid for. She threw such 

a fit that Lloyd left it and she turned around and gave it to Melville. He sold it and drank up 

what he got out of it. That dirty deal made me sick and I couldn't get over Lloyd letting her 

have it. How mean can you get I wondered? 

Lela had given Lloyd a bunch of tin that was over at her place. He got that for doing her 

farming for her. He put it up as a wind break. He had also moved a tall barn that he moved 

from near Levant. He had used it over on the Dell farm. When we got ready to move, Lela 

informed Lloyd he was not going to move that tin fence. Lloyd said he had never seen such a 

mean look as she had on her face, I expected her to tell us we couldn't move our barn and I 

figured if she did I would pull every hair out of her head. Lloyd later wished he had refused to 

sign the machinery back to them, but he wanted to get away from there with out any more 

trouble. 

We had a lot of work to do on our new home. We fenced it sheep tight all around the whole 

section and a cross fence dividing the farm land from the pasture. We had a little house by the 

windmill where we had the cream separator and the washing machine. For the first time I had 

all of the hot water I needed to use for the big washings I had to do. There was a nice coal 

range to heat the water and I really enjoyed putting out a big washing. I would always ask 

Lloyd’s mother if I could use her clothes line, but Zelma was so spiteful she would rush out 
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and hang up dry towels and tea towels just so I would have to hang a lot of my wash on the 

yard fence. She had also decided to milk their cows but Lloyd’s mother still wanted her half of 

the chickens. She never tried to keep Zelma from taking the milk cows away from us, although 

that had been part of the deal. So, one more dirty trick was played on us. I could have 

accepted this last mean trick if Zelma had been half way decent, but she would wait until I had 

our cows in the barn to milk them and here she would come and turn our cows out and put 

hers in. I tried waiting until she did her milking first but she had no intention of letting me get 

by without her causing all the trouble she could. What a mean, selfish person she turned out 

to be. 

This is a story of greed and selfishness and hatred. It may sound like a real exaggeration, but 

all I have written, every word, is the truth. I could never reconcile myself to the bitter truth. 

We got moved to our farm South of Monument, the kids got on the bus the first day they went 

to school. I was glad we were away from the stress of living on Lloyd’s parents place, the kids 

were excited  about starting to a new school. There was high school and grade school too, so 7

they could go with a chance for college later if they wanted to. I was content and went about 

my work feeling free and with no one watching to be sure I didn't run off with some fifteen 

cent article. When the kids got home that afternoon, I was in for another shock. I had 

forgotten about Patty Bever, Stanley's girl. She set out to turn all of her friends against 

Barbara. Barbara was a very sensitive child, and Patty realized she could hurt her, so she 

gathered her friends around her and told them to have nothing to do with Barb, claiming her 

dad was a thief and had stollen a lot of things from her grandmother. Barbara would set over 

by herself to eat her lunch, while Patty would be whispering and giggling, looking at Barb all 

of the time so Barb knew what she was telling the other kids. I know she got a lot of it from 

Stanley at home. At that moment I hated Stanley even more and I never liked Patty again. 

When I see her yet today, I can’t be friendly towards her. She always comes up to me and says 

"Do you remember me?” and I look at her and tell her pretty coldly, “Yes, I remember you very 

well.” and walk away from her. 

We met a lot of our neighbors and found them to be friendly and most of them very nice. About 

a quarter of a mile south of us was the Stwally family - Sid and Flora and their two girls, Mary 

 End of page 8.7
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Louise and Dorothy. The girls were the same age as two of our girls, so they became good 

friends. We could holler down to them when we saw them outdoors. 

We kind of came out of our shell, so to speak, and went to movies or to school functions or 

even showers. Of course Lloyd wouldn't go to showers but I drove where ever I wanted to go, 

so that was no problem. Sid’s folks lived a half mile west of us, so Flora and Sid’s sister would 

pick up grand mother Stwally and we would go to Colby for the day. It was a lot of fun and I 

missed it when we left that farm and moved to Colorado. I never did try to get acquainted out 

here. We could see that Barb and Larry were headed towards asthma and were going to have 

to get them away from the wind and dust of Western Kansas. On a windy, dusty day, a man 

came along and bought the farm. I hated to leave that place. we had good neighbors and, 

except for the house being too small, it was perfect. But, if it helped our kids, we would have 

moved to China. 

Lloyd and Guido took off for Colorado. They looked at places down around Elizabeth, and 

liked it there but they didn't buy there, thank goodness. That part of the country is pretty cold 

and icy in the winter time. They came north of Longmont to Loveland and found a farm east 

of town. It had a nice house and big barn with sheds behind to shelter the stock in the winter. 

There was a brooder house and a long chicken house. Lloyd came home and told me all about 

the place, and I told him he had better take it. Guido did all of the paper work for us and we 

now had a place to move because we had already sold our home  We had to be out by Feb. first. 

We had a sale and sold our farm implements and a lot of things we couldn't take. The day of 

the sale was warm and no wind. People came from every where to buy, and Lloyd’s family 

came to snoop. I think they thought they would catch us selling some of their things. What it 

could have been I will never know we had nothing that belonged to them and never had. 

The day we took off for Colorado was pretty nice but we had had a snow storm just before and 

the big truck with our milk cows got stuck a short distance from where we lived. It took a long 

time to get the truck going so we were late even getting to Colby, where we had to unload part 

of our hens. There was too many for the hay wagon Lloyd had fixed up by putting woven wire 

over the sides and top. The hitch broke on one of our vehicles and that took more time. I was 

pulling a small trailer behind the old Mercury. Lloyd told me to meet in Colby and I took off 

losing a bunch of rolls for our player piano and a bunch of other things they had to pick up. Sid 
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and Jimmy were in our truck with a load of something or other. It was two thirty in the 

morning before we got to our new farm. The kids and I were exhausted. We went into the 

house as it had turned cold. There wasn't a light bulb in any of the lights, so Lloyd went down 

into the basement and found one tiny little bulb that the formers had missed taking. The men 

moved a bed into the house and the kids and I laid down to wait for daylight. Larry began to 

scream with a terrible headache. He would grab his head and moan in pain. We gave him 

aspirin and after awhile he calmed down, but at the time we didn't think the high altitude 

caused it. Poor Larry. I look back on that incident sick at heart. 

The kids got to ride to school on the bus again. They were anxious to go to this big, high school 

that made the one in Monument look pretty small. If I remember right, Jimmy and Ramona 

were both in high school. The principle, Mr. Truscutt, was pretty put out when the teachers 

refused to accept Jimmy’s grades from Monument. He thought Jimmy was a very smart 

student. So, when later Jimmy got Phi Beta Kappa in college, Mr Truscott never let those 

teachers forget their mistake. We started out selling milk to the city dairy. Everything had to 

be very clean. The inspector came out for the first time and found milk scum under the tops of 

the milker machine. I was pretty embarrassed, but he told me what to do and what to use. 

From then on, he never complained. Only when we left the cows out in the pasture too long 

and the milk tasted like pepper weed. So, in the Summer, we had to be careful about the weed 

and get the cows in by three in the afternoon, so they could chew their cud and belch up the 

effects of the weed.  8

Lloyd always wanted to get up at four AM every morning, to sit and visit and drink coffee. At 

that time of morning, the kids and I were tired and sleepy, but old Lloyd would be wide awake 

and he had a lot to say. Then at five he would yell, “Come on kids, lets all go out in a body.” I 

wanted to kill him. 

Soon after we Moved out to Colorado, Lloyd’s mother decided to give each kid what their dad 

had wanted for them. Most of the land had volunteer wheat on it. Lloyd asked Lela if the 

wheat went with the land and she told him “No.” I didn't believe Lela and begged Lloyd to go 

back and find out for sure but he took Lela’s word to be the truth and sold his quarter to 

 End of page 9.8
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Melville for next to nothing. Lloyd wanted to buy eighty acres of pasture land down by the big 

Thompson river, which he did. 

The names were to be drawn out of a hat for each piece of land.  That was the only fair way to 

do it so they said. I offered to bet Lloyd that when it was all settled, Lloyd’s quarter and 

Melville’s and Lela’s would be right next to each other. Lela knew Mel wouldn't hang on to his 

land. I was right. Lela got her way and ended up with Lloyd’s and Mel's land. We found out the 

wheat did go with the land and Mel cut over eighteen thousand dollars worth of wheat off of 

Lloyds quarter. What a dirty trick on Lela’s part. She always took away from Lloyd to give to 

Mel. I have wondered for years how she could come right out and be so dishonest just so Mel 

could get by in this world without doing a bit if work. When Mel had to go into the Army, he 

borrowed money from every one in the family. At that time, we didn't know he had done all of 

this getting around. He gave us a sad story about how he didn't have a cent to get to California, 

where he would take off for some place or other, so Lloyd gave him forty dollars and later 

found out that Mel had hit every one of his relatives for the same amount. What a rip off. 

When we lived on the Dell farm, Mel was always going to dances on Saturday night and getting 

into a fight. He would head for our place to get patched up and brag about how the other fellow 

came out in pretty bad shape after the beating Mel gave him. From the looks of Mel he didn't 

look like he fared too well. We had to sell our eggs to buy him medicine to get rid of crabs he 

picked up somewhere. He never seemed to mind asking for money, even if he was taking food 

away from our kids. Once in a while, Lloyd’s dad would get Mel on a tractor and send him to do 

some field work. Lloyd would look and see Mel driving that tractor, the dirt billowing all 

around him, and he too acted like it was a shame that Mel had to be out there getting dirty, so 

Lloyd would say “I guess I will go do a round or two to let him rest.” So, Lloyd would go to the 

field and tell Mel he would go a few rounds for him. Lloyd wouldn't any more than get started 

and Mel would get in the car and that is the last Lloyd saw of him. I can’t see why they babied 

Mel all of those years. He never worked at any job, he bought Lela’s little restaurant one time, 

and ran it for awhile, but that tied him down too much so he gave that up shortly. He went to 

Bob Fitzhugh and sold him a good overcoat. When Bob and Alma left, he went back and got his 

overcoat and that was the last Bob ever saw of it. Mel had a nice personality when he wanted 

to. I guess that’s the way he got through life without doing one thing worth while. He was as 
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healthy as a horse and big enough to do his share, but he never had to work because he had a 

bunch of fools making it for him. What a waste. 

Larry got up one morning and sat down in the corner of the breakfast nook, he leaned back 

against the wall and said he was so tired he could hardly move, He had wanted to play foot ball 

at school but all of the boys had to have a physical. Larry and a couple of other boys didn't 

either, he had a heart murmur and the doctor said no more hard work. Just the things he had 

been doing. We was so sure he would grow out of it. We found out one of the coaches was 

making him and the other boys that couldn't play, go out and pick up big buckets of rocks and 

carry them off the football fieId. That was a terrible strain on their hearts. I always wanted to 

see this coach and knock his teeth out, it made me so mad. Anyway, on this morning, Larry 

was so tired. He wanted to go down to the pasture and catch a burro he had down there. He 

wanted to ride a bike down and have Jimmy catch the burro and Jimmy ride the bike back. I 

didn't think he should go, but he begged so hard I gave in. Lloyd had taken the milk to town 

and as he came towards home he passed a pickup not knowing that Jimmy was holding Larry 

on his lap and they were rushing to a doctor. Jimmy had caught the burro and Larry was 

jumping up and down delighted that he could ride the burro home. He fell and was dead 

instantly. Poor Jimmy had to stop the fellow that had the pickup and get Larry to a doctor. 

Jimmy was in college at the time and he said he was sure even then that Larry was gone. 

What a sad time it was for us, Barb was married to a fellow that was in the service and they 

were living in Cheyenne. Ramona had gone up to spend the night. Ramona's husband called 

them and said Larry had had a heart attack. They rushed right home and I will never forget 

Ramona walking in saying “He is going to be alright, isn't he?” She felt so sure he was going to 

be fine. We had to tell her and Barb that Larry was dead. That was June eighteenth, nineteen 

forty nine. Larry had a garden north of the house, Lloyd had plowed it for him, so he planted a 

bit of every thing. His corn was up good and a weed didn't dare try to grow. After Larry was 

gone, his garden was something to look at that tore at your heart. You could almost see him 

out there working away. Barbara was expecting her first child and Larry kept telling her to 

name the baby after the great Larry Lee Bever. She did.  And after her husband, Robert 9

Kielian. She called him Bobby Lee. 

 End of page 10.9
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Lloyd seemed to lose interest in the farm. His brother, Virgil, had moved out from Kansas 

buying a small place down not far from the river he had moved back to help his mother after 

we left. Im afraid he was of little help. He moved up on the little place west of the home place 

where we had lived when we were first married. His mother let him take some of her milk 

cows not knowing he hated to milk cows. 

Always, when he and his wife, Diana, and kids came back from California, they were treated 

like the royal family. That changed pretty fast. Zelma would watch from the upstairs window 

at home to check on what Virgil was doing. She knew he was always late getting the milking 

done. The sister-in-law she had been good friends with, was now the rotten in-law. Diana told 

me the whole family began to be cold and unfriendly for no reason. She made friends with 

Mrs. Dave Dahl and even went to church with Mrs. Dahl. That irritated the Bevers and they 

tried to make Diana feel even more like an outcast. It got to Virgil too and he came to 

Colorado. I never did get too well acquainted with Diana while they lived here. I didn’t have 

time to visit. So now they were on their way back to California and Lloyd thought he might 

like it there. We sold our farm, and most of every thing we had, and took off going up through 

Idaho and headed for Oregon. If we liked it in Oregon, we would  settle there. We only got to 

Southern Oregon, Lloyd was anxious to try California, so he barely looked at Oregon. I 

thought it was beautiful. The bushes and trees. The huge redwoods and wild flowers every 

where. But on to California we went. The closer to L.A. we got, the less I liked the country. As 

for L.A., I hated it. Virgil was supposed to be there shortly after we were but when we found 

his house, his mother-in-law was staying there and Virgil hadn't arrived yet. We rented a 

motel room and would go over to see if Virgil had gotten there yet. I was about half sick at the 

idea we didn't have a home and for sure I didn't like this city. One afternoon, Lloyd said we 

were going back to Colorado. I wanted to start that very moment, but he wouldn't budge until 

the next morning, I knew I was very homesick for the kids back in Colorado. Sandra and 

Sheila were with us. 

How glad I am that we didn't settle out there. Part of our kids would have married and stayed 

there. I forgot to mention that Patty kept up her plot to keep Barbara from having any friends. 

She made the mistake of keeping her vicious tongue going day after day, so most of her friends 

became tired of her constantly telling them not to have anything to do with Barb. They began 
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to get acquainted with Barb and liked her. Patty wound up with one or two girls that were just 

like her for friends, it was a real blow to her. I don't think she ever got ever it. 

When we arrived back in Colorado, we stayed with Floyd and Ramona until we could find a 

place to live. I had become so nervous wreck, getting to the point where I couldn't get enough 

air. At least it seemed that I wasn’t. The doctor gave me capsules to settled me down. We 

looked at homes for sale but couldn't seem to find what we wanted. Lloyd found an apartment 

house close to town and bought it. So we began a new way of life, especially for me. Lloyd 

couldn't stand not working with his hands so he bought some land on first street and build a 

shop where he did welding and a lot of black-smith work. I was left to run the apartments. 

Getting renters and watching that they didn't have pets. It was a complete change for me, so 

the first year the tenants ran me and the second year I got my backbone stiffened up and let 

them knew they no longer could do any thing they wanted to. Our apartment was on the south 

and in the winter nice and sunny and cozy, but the summers were bad. The place had a flat 

roof and all of the upstairs apartments were hot. We had fans but all that did was stir the hot 

air around. I got to where I didn't like the life of keeping peace among the renters. There were 

fights between married couples. They would get mad and throw any thing they could lay their 

hands on, including the furniture that was in the apartments. To show you how brave I was at 

some points, I had had it with one couple and wanted to get them out so I gave Sheila a dollar 

to serve them with an eviction notice. The woman came storming around to our apartment 

telling me I couldn't make them get out in three days. She was going to show me a thing or 

two. But I didn't give in. I told her to call the police or her lawyer and she would find out that I 

didn't have to put up with undesirable tenants. That her throwing things when she got mad 

made her very undesirable. They moved. 

Lloyd bought some more lots west of the shop and built a house, he sold the apartment house 

and the day we moved into our new home, every one of my renters at the apartment house 

moved too. It must have been a blow to the new owner but the renters didn't like him at all. He 

kept it for a long time before he got it sold. We got the house built and settled down to having a 

garden once again. Lloyd was very busy in his shop so I had free rein to plant what I wanted 

to. Did I ever have fun. Our kids were all grown by now. Ramona worked at Ma Bells and Floyd 

at Duffs store. They had clothes and material,.Barb lived east of town on a farm. She had three 

children, two boys and a girl. Ramona had two boys. She and Floyd moved to Denver where 

The Years After - Page �  of �25 27



Floyd had a gas station. He later quit the station and worked for a company the made artificial 

limbs. Ramona worked for Mt. Bell for several years and retired at fifty four years old. 

Their two sons got married and live close to Brighten where their parents moved to. 

Jimmy served some time in the service after he was married and graduated from college. 

They lived in Europe and Hawaii, finally coming back to the U. S. and settling in Merced Calif., 

where h'e is  in partnership with four other orthopedics. They built their own clinic and have 10

a lot of people to get put back together after being in wrecks, skiing accidents, and motor cycle 

accidents. They have a nice home there also they have two boys and a daughter. 

Barb lived on a farm east of Loveland. She has two boys and a daughter. she and her husband 

Bob, later moved to Denver where Bob ran a Service station. He soon tired of that and bought 

a place west of Longmont. He later sold that place and bought a farm east of Longmont, but 

things were happening to their marriage. She divorced Bob and married a man named Don 

Johnson. She seems much happier. They bought a big house west of Longmont. She sold part 

of her farm and has sold her house west of Longmont and bought a big house in Greeley. 

Sandra married a boy by the name of Malcum Sheppard. They have two children, a boy and a 

girl, and one grandchild a boy named Wesley Grant. 

Sheila married a boy named Don Miller, they have a boy and a girl. They lived in Japan About 

eight years while he was in the Air Force. they came back to Loveland to help his mother out 

as Don’s step father was dying with cancer. They bought a beautiful home up by Loveland 

Lake. 

We have five great grandchildren. The grand children are all grown now, and out making their 

own living. Sandra is a beauty operator. Sheila works for Hewlett-Packard and Don works at 

the St. Vrain atomic plant. Floyd just decided to retire from his job. Don Johnson sells real 

estate. And of course Jimmy has his job at the clinic. 

 End of page 11.10
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There was another thing I forgot to mention. When we moved to Colorado, I swore I would 

never let Lela or Lloyd’s mother in our house. They had been to our sale south of Monument, I 

walked into the house where some ladies were serving lunch and Lela deliberately bumped 

into me, spilling my coffee and almost causing it to go on a small child. She didn't even 

apologize, but went on as if she was happy about what she had done. 

One day, not long after we got out here, I looked out the window and saw Lela and her mother 

drive in. I couldn't believe the nerve they had and I stood looking at them not knowing what to 

do. Then I said a little prayer and walked out and invited them in. In a way, I felt like I had 

been the one that gave in gracefully. I never acted mad or said a word about anything that had 

happened, yet to this day I have kept quiet but I don't have good feelings toward them. More 

because of the way they treated Lloyd and our children. I didn't care what they did as much, 

but I will never forget any of it. Lloyd’s sisters came out and I cooked up a lot of good meals 

and today, I am glad I did.11

 End of page 12.11
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