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INTRODUCTION 

With love, I have written moments of the Fischer family and of my relatives that touched their lives. 

I have recorded them for my sons and grandchildren. I'm hoping they will learn to know and love 

them as I do. 

The stories are true as best as I can remember them, as told to me mostly by my mother. The dates are 

gathered from my records with Marion's help. 

There are so many moments left untold, but I tried to pick the ones most dear to me.  
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CHAPTER 1 

The Fischer household, at the time when my mother was a girl, consisted of two older sisters, their 

parents, one Irish grandmother and a maiden aunt of German descent. 

My grandmother was full-blooded Irish, born in this country. Her name was Georgena Aloysius. My 

grandfather always called her Babe. His parents were German. He was also born in the United States. 

My grandfather's name was Albert George. 

My grandmother died many years before I, my sister, Kathleen, and some of our cousins were born. 

Our older sister, Marion, and three of our cousins were babies or toddlers at the time of her death. She 

never heard any of her eleven grandchildren call her "grandmother". 

The only person who ever spoke of her, to me, was my mother. She told stories about her parents and 

how devoted and loving they were toward each other. 

My mother said that her father was so grief-stricken by her untimely death that they feared he 

wouldn’t recover from the loss of his sweetheart. 

Shortly after she died, he took the love letters they had written to one another, from a chest. They 

were neatly tied with a blue satin ribbon. After reading them for the last time, he took them to the 

dining room to burn them in the pot-belly gas stove. His daughters pleaded with him to return them to 

the chest. 

When I was older, I took the time to read the letters. I then came to know my grandmother as 

Georgena. Whenever I speak of her today, I call her Georgena instead of grandmother. 

I’m grateful to my mother and aunts. Had they not saved the letters from the fire that day, I would 

never have known my grandmother, with her wit, charm and tender heart. 

I called my grandfather, Papa. I never heard Papa refer to my grandmother or mention her name. It 

was as if, to whisper her name, would dredge up painful memories of his darling wife. Papa lived 16 

years after her death. He never married or kept company with a woman again. 

My grandparents attended school together in St. Louis, Missouri, as children. Papa’s family later 

moved to Springfield, Missouri. It would be eight years before they would meet again. 

Papa was traveling through St. Louis on business. While he was there, he visited a friend. He and his 

friend were walking in a residential neighborhood when his companion said, "Do you remember 

Georgena Hendy?" Papa acknowledged that he did remember her. His friend pointed to a house and 

said, "She lives there with her parents." 

Apparently, Papa had an eye for her when they were younger and he wanted to see her. They decided 

to take a chance and call on her, uninvited. 

Georgena could see the two young men coming up the walk as she looked out the window. She, too, 

must have been smitten with Papa in their school days. 

Georgena instructed her mother to tell Papa that she wasn't home at the time, but that she was 

expected back any minute. Her mother was to invite the gentlemen in and ask them please to wait for 

her daughter's return from a luncheon. 
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Georgena rushed to her room to don her loveliest pink party dress. She then ran out the back door as 

she was straightening her bustle and hurried to the front of the house. She came waltzing through the 

front door with a pink parasol over her shoulder, looking beautiful. 

After Papa's return to Springfield, he began his correspondence with Georgena. The greetings of his 

first letters were written, "Dear Friend". After several months and a few visits to her home in St. 

Louis, the salutations progressed to, "My Dearest Sweetheart". 

Ten months after their reunion, they were married on October 1 1890. After the wedding, it started to 

rain. Papa told his bride that the angels were shedding tears of joy for them on their wedding day.  
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CHAPTER 2 

Papa, at the time he was corresponding with Georgena, had taken over his father’s 

business, a tobacco company. He was honored with an award by the tobacco industry, 

acknowledging that his cigars were the finest made in the country. 

After Georgena and he were married, they made their home in Springfield. Papa was 

always on the go keeping up with the times. They would move and he would start a 

new business where the money was to be made. Papa never worked for anyone; he 

always owned his own business. 

One of his ventures, a hardware store, took him to Chickasha, Oklahoma, where 

his family would settle for several years. By this time, they had three daughters - 

Leona (Aunt Onie), Virginia and my mother, Gertrude. 

Opportunity seemed to be knocking on the door in oil in Duncan, Oklahoma, so he 

moved his family for the last time to the house on Elm Street. 

He was now in the land and insurance business. He was a land owner in the large 

Fox oil field. They are still successfully drilling wells on the land today in 

Oklahoma. I believe that his great-grandchildren will benefit from the wise 

investment in oil that he made around the time Oklahoma became a state. 

Papa by this time had accumulated some wealth. One Fall day, he went to 

Oklahoma City on business by train. 

While he was there, he noticed the horseless carriages traveling through the streets 

of the big city. The next day before returning home, he stopped at an es-

tablishment that sold cars to inquire about the new machines. 

After examining the machine, he handed the man cash for the car. Papa was given 

a few instructions on how to operate the horseless "buggy". He then proudly drove 

the "Stanley Steamer" back on the dirt roads to Duncan. 

He came driving down Elm Street with the car huffing and puffing. The family as 

well as the neighbors came running out of the house to see what all the ruckus was 

disturbing their neighborhood. 

There sat Papa in the car wearing goggles and a long light coat to protect his 

clothes from the steam and dirt being stirred up from the car. 

The Fischer females had never seen a horseless carriage except in pictures. They 

were thrilled but not surprised at the new machine. Nothing Papa did surprised 

them for he was always bringing some new invention home. 

Papa helped his wife and daughters into their long coats and assisted them as they 

climbed into the Stanley Steamer. 

He took them for a ride through Main Street to show off his automobile. Mother 

said that the car made so much noise that it frightened the horses. They started to 
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whinny and rear back on their hind legs. Since Papa I wasn't used to driving a car, 

he would run up on the curbs, scaring the people on the sidewalk. 

Between the horses being out of control and the people running to safety from the 

machine, Papa caused a riot I on Main Street that lovely autumn day. 

Papa decided that after the problems he caused, he had better leave the busy street. 

He started driving through the neighborhood. The family enjoyed the adventure 

for awhile but were ready to go home. Yet, Papa kept driving. Actually he was 

circling the same block, the block that they lived on. 

Finally Georgena said, "we enjoyed the ride in the new I machine, but the girls 

and I would like to get off the next time you circle past our house." Papa replied, 

"Now Babe, I'll stop soon and we'll all get out in time for supper." 

Somehow, between the time that he picked up the family and the riot on Main 

Street, he forgot how to stop the car. Papa didn't want the family to know he 

couldn't stop for fear they would be frightened. So, in silence, he kept cruising 

around the block, with everyone protesting. Finally, after dark, he ran out of gas. 

The next day, the girls didn't want to ride with Papa again for fear they would be 

in the car all day, going nowhere. It wasn't until years later that he told the truth 

about the long ride around the same block. 

Shortly after he purchased the car, he went into the auto accessory business. And 

later, he added a radio shop. 

Papa was a generous man with his family and he had empathy for his fellow man. 

If he knew someone would be alone, he would invite them over for supper or a 

game of cards. Georgena was always ready to set an extra plate at the table. 

Papa had a habit of picking up hitch hikers. His wife warned him of the dangers of 

offering rides to strangers. She said, "Someday, someone is going to pull a gun on 

you, then rob and maybe kill you.” 

One night after returning home from a neighboring town, he came in the house as 

pale as a ghost. He vent straight to a chair and just sat there with a glassy look in 

his eyes. Georgena and the girls asked if he was ill. After he was able to speak, he 

replied, "No, but I just had a narrow escape from death." He told them that he 

picked up a friendly-looking young man on the highway that needed a ride. They 

were talking about Papa's car and the man said that he always wanted a car but 

that he couldn't operate one. 

He then put a gun to Papa's head and instructed him to drive down a side road. 

Papa, without hesitation, did what the man said. The stranger then took his pocket 

watch and his wallet and fled into the night. Papa added, “He would have taken 

my car but he didn’t know how to drive it.” Georgena was grateful that the 

friendly-looking young man didn’t kill Papa was so frightened by the experience 

that he never offered a stranger a ride again. 
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Papa was 70 years old when I was born. My earliest recollection of him was that 

he was handsome and gentle and soft-spoken, with an extreme amount of 

patience. 

Kathleen and I spent a lot of time with Papa because he was now retired. I don't 

once remember his raising his voice or even acting annoyed with us. He taught my 

sister and I card games and how to speak a little German. We also walked to the 

store everyday with him and he would buy us each a double dip ice cream cone 

for a nickel. 

Papa suffered financially from the fallout of the depression. After the banks closed 

and the stock market crashed, he lost most of his money. His business was no 

longer doing well because of the economy. He decided to retire at the age of 64 to 

live on his oil investments. 

He never financially recovered from the bad days of the depression. But he 

remained rich in his heart with the devotion and love he gave to his family. 
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CHAPTER 3 

A visit to my grandfather's house in Duncan, Oklahoma, was like traveling on "H. 

G. Wells Time Machine", back to the late 19th century. The home on 1010 Elm 

Street was captured in a moment in time, in a capsule, over 50 years ago. 

My older sister, Kathleen, and I spent several months with Papa in the summer 

every year. The days were always an adventure, as we scurried through the rooms, 

looking at the oddities that didn't belong in our modern world of the late 30's and 

early 40's.  

Various parts of the house were locked, nailed shut or forbidden for us to enter. 

These were areas of the house no longer used by the remaining Fischer family. 

At night, the house became a frightening place for my sister and me. The 

flickering gas lights cast eerie shadows on the wall of every size and shape. The 

shadows leaped around the dimly lit walls as if they were beckoning us to join in 

their satanic dance. 

During the day, we pleaded to enter the forbidden rooms but at night, we were 

afraid to pass the locked doors. Since my mother and her two sisters were half 

Irish, they had stories to tell about banshees and spirits beyond this life. Kathleen 

and I would secretly listen to the folklore. I'm sure that added to our fears of the 

nights in the house on Elm Street. 

During the day, the house stood proud and tall, though it was no longer in the 

fashionable section of town. It was a two-story frame house, with gables that 

loomed out of each side of the second-story. The house stood high on a foundation 

that Kathleen and I used to crawl under to play.  

The porch held a special fascination for my sister and me. It stretched across the 

length and down one side of the house. The roof extended over the porch, with 

seven stately pillars extending down from the roof to the railing. The railing was 

solid wood with a wide, flat surface to support the big pillars. 

My mother told us that she and her sisters used to dance with their young men on 

the large porch. The music they danced to was provided by the piano or perhaps 

the hand- cranked Edison in the living room. 

As you walked up the three steps to the porch, there were two doors that entered 

the house. The door directly in front led to the bedroom and the one to the right 

took you into the living room. 

The Fischer house was located in the center of the block with a house on either 

side. 

The front and side yards were enormous and had many trees that provided shade 

for the house. To the left of the house was a rose garden with different colors of 
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roses. To the right of the house was a beautiful flower garden that helped hide the 

boarded-shut cellar.  

Behind the roses was Papa's vegetable garden. He grew corn, green beans and a 

number of other vegetables. He also had watermelon and cantalope. Nothing 

tasted so good as fresh corn from Papa's garden. Also in the back yard was a 

chicken coop with a fenced in area that still held chickens. 

The grounds were large enough to accommodate a stable in the back, which used 

to hold a number of horses and a surrey. The stable was boarded and nailed shut. 

It was also off-limits to us. 

Kathleen and I found a small opening in the back of the stable that we could slip 

through without being seen by the adults of the household. 

We would explore the now-deserted stable, finding relics from the past. There 

were horse shoes still on a shelf, part of a bridle hanging from the wall and an old 

buggy wheel. 

The cobwebs were so thick that we had to brush them aside as we worked our way 

over to the ladder that led to the hay loft. I really didn't want to sneak into the 

stable because it looked so foreboding.  

One summer day, Kathleen and I were playing in the hay loft. I was just starting to 

run toward an old lantern when a rotten board gave way from under me. I started 

screaming as I began to fall through the floor. Instead of falling all the way to the 

cement below, I became wedged in the rotten board. 

Kathleen tried to free me from my predicament but it was impossible for her. She 

would have to get help, so she ran to the house to tell Papa. 

After she left the stable, I was alone. That was more frightening to me than the 

possibility of my falling the rest of the way to the cement floor. The stable was so 

quiet that the only sound I heard was the pounding of my heart. 

It seemed forever before I heard someone at the stable door. Papa couldn't crawl 

through the same opening that Kathleen and I crawled through, for it was too 

small for him. He had to remove the boards before he could enter the stable.  

Papa came rushing up the ladder with tools to free me. After he released me from 

my prison, I put my arms around Papa’s neck and he carried me down the ladder 

and back to the house. 

The Fischer family didn't believe in punishing children, so my sister and I not only 

escaped danger but also a spanking. Papa went to the store to purchase my favorite 

ice cream and the rest of the day, I was treated like a princess. Papa again had 

become my hero. 

Needless to say, Kathleen and I didn't go back to the stable that summer but we 

did return again the next year.  
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CHAPTER 4 

Aunt Onie was Papa'a oldest daughter. She had never married. So she remained in 

the family home as women did of her day, with her father and his sister, Mollie. 

Aunt Onie was a kind-hearted woman. She always was there with a helping hand 

for her sisters and their families. 

After her mother died, she took over the job of caring for the large house and the 

remaining family members in Duncan.  

I believe every injured animal or bird in the area found their way to her door. She 

would always take them in to nurse them back to health. 

One time, a dog attacked one of the chickens. Before she could rescue it, the dog 

ripped open the hen's side. As Kathleen and I watched, she performed surgery on 

the kitchen table, sewing the chicken back together with a needle and thread. The 

hen recovered to run around the chicken yard again. 

I'm sure, if she had been born in later times, that she would have chosen a career 

as a veterinarian. She was a friend to man and beast. 

The big house she cared for had three bedrooms downstairs, which were all 

located on the same side of the house. The living and dining rooms were no longer 

used because heating them in the winter was difficult and expensive. 

Each large room had a small gas stove that was inadequate to keep the house 

comfortable in the cold winter months.  

There were two doors that led from the bedroom hall, one to the bathroom, the 

other to the kitchen, which was located behind the dining room. To enter the 

dining room, you had to pass through the kitchen.  

We entered the house from the front door that took you directly to the first 

bedroom. So it was easy to isolate the unused living and dining rooms. 

I always believed that there were too many doors in Papa's house and so many of 

those doors were locked, which added to the mystery of the old house. 

When my Great Aunt Mollie came to live with my grandparents, Papa had small 

quarters built for her that extended from the screened back porch. She had a 

bedroom that doubled for a sitting room and a separate small kitchen.  

When Kay and I visited the relatives on Elm Street, she no longer used the 

kitchen, so that was another locked door. 

The screened back porch had its own personality. It still held the water pump that 

was no longer functional. There was an old double bed on the porch that was used 

on hot summer nights for sleeping. And alas, there were three more doors. One 



13 

 

door was to Aunt Mollie’s quarters, one door was to the backyard and the other 

door led into the storm shelter.  

The tornado shelter hadn't been used for at least 15 years. That door was also 

locked. The storm shelter also had an entrance from the side yard that was boarded 

shut. The shelter from the outside was a large cement mound, which was great to 

play on during our summer stay in Duncan. 

My sister and I asked to see the inside of the storm shelter but everyone refused to 

unlock the door for us, to even look down the dark hole in the ground. We were 

told that it was full of spiders and probably snakes. After the mention of snakes, I 

no longer asked to go into the shelter. 

Early in the summer one year, we were awakened in the night by thunder and the 

flashing of lightning. Oklahoma has many thunder storms but this one seemed 

more threatening. 

Papa also became alarmed by the rumbling thunder and the lightning streaking 

through the skies. The wind was blowing something fierce. He told Aunt Onie to 

take Kathleen and me to the back porch. 

As we entered the porch, the rain was pouring through the screens. The wind was 

blowing so hard that we held on tightly to Aunt Onie for fear of being blown 

away. She held onto the bed post with her arms around each of us.  

Since Aunt Mollie had lost her hearing as a young woman, Papa woke her. He 

came from her quarters to the porch with his arm around her and the other hand 

dragging a mattress. Poor Aunt Mollie didn't know what was happening but she 

trusted her brother and went with him without questioning. 

He instructed Aunt Onie to quickly crawl under the bed with Kathleen and me. He 

assisted Aunt Mollie to the floor and he laid down beside her placing a mattress 

over them. 

We laid there on the porch floor soaking wet and trembling. We suddenly heard 

glass breaking in front of the house. A tree limb then broke through the screened 

porch and crashed on top of the bed. The crashing noise seemed to be coming 

from everywhere. 

We stayed on the porch under the bed for some time after the storm stopped. Papa 

finally helped us all up and told us to wait there while he checked the damage to 

the house.  

Papa lit the gas light to observe the rooms. Several windows were broken leaving 

large pieces of glass everywhere on the floor. 

Aunt Mollie's room was untouched by the storm so Kathleen and I went with her 

for the rest of the night. Papa and Aunt Onie begun cleaning the house of the 

debris and water. 
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It wasn't until the next day that we could see the damaged tree outside with its 

large limb on the ground. 

Papa made the right decision, taking us to the porch where there were no 

windows, less we be injured by the flying glass. 

 

Leona, Virginia, and Gertrude Fischer, daughters of Albert and Georgena 

Leona Fischer, Virginia Fischer Clarkson, Gertrude 

Fischer Robinson, Georgena Hendy Fischer, 

Catherine Hart Hendy 

Leona, Gertrude, Virginia, and Mollie Fischer 

volunteer for Red Cross during World War I 

Gertrude and Virginia 
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CHAPTER 5 

Every morning at Papa’s house, my sister and I would run to the living room to 

place the square ice card in the window. We had to be careful to place the card 

with the appropriate side to the top, so that the ice man would know how many 

pounds of ice were needed that day. 

We then ran to the kitchen to wait for Aunt Onie to prepare the family breakfast. 

As we sat at the kitchen table, we kept watching the back door, waiting for the 

man to bring in the ice.  

That morning I wasn’t hungry, so I kept pushing my eggs around on the plate with 

my fork. I was hoping that no one would notice me not eating. 

I began to look around the kitchen. Not only the ice box was different to me but so 

was everything else in the room. In the corner of the kitchen stood a large, black 

cast-iron gas stove for cooking the food. On a shelf above the stove were several 

heavy, cordless irons. 

Because there was no electricity in the house, my aunt still pressed our clothes by 

placing two irons on the stove to heat. She used one iron until it cooled, returning 

it to the stove to warm. She then took the other heated iron to use until it cooled. 

She kept alternating irons until all the clothes were pressed and ready to wear. 

There were several modern conveniences that penetrated the capsule of the late 

19th century house. Papa had plumbing installed in later years. They now had 

running water in the kitchen, instead of the old hand pump that was once used to 

bring water from the back porch to the kitchen. They also had an inside bathroom. 

The kitchen sink was an eye sore. It had a single basin with drain boards on either 

side. The pipes were exposed underneath the sink. There always seemed to be a 

leak coming from the joint of the pipe that left rust spots on the linoleum 

underneath the sink. 

To the right of the ice box was a large pantry. The pantry was built into the wall 

under the stair case. The inside of the pantry took the shape of the reverse side of 

the stairs. I was afraid to enter the dark pantry. 

To the left of the ice box was a locked door, which hid the stairs that the pantry 

was built under. The upper floor was one of the areas of the house that was no 

longer needed by the family. 

Even during the day, I was afraid to pass the locked door unless someone else was 

in the room with me. I was like the cowardly lion in "The Wizard of Oz”. Almost 

everything frightened me in that house. 

I did have a bad experience behind that locked door. One afternoon, my sister and 

I begged my aunt to take us upstairs so that we could explore the contents that it 

held so secretly within its walls.  
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My aunt said that she would go with us to the attic room. She took a flashlight 

from a drawer to use because there weren’t any working gas lights on the second 

floor. 

She unlocked the door and we entered the stairwell, which was completely 

enclosed on both sides by two walls. There was almost total darkness except for 

the open door that led into the kitchen and the small flashlight that she carried in 

her hand. The windows upstairs were boarded shut, so no light could pass through 

them into the room. The flashlight revealed the booty that any antique collector 

would have coveted. There were half a dozen large trunks in the room, all of 

which held various possessions - old satin dresses with fine lace trim, china, 

crystal, silver, linen, old photo albums and so many more family treasures. 

The second story was one large room with four doors leading into each gable. 

After we insisted, our aunt opened all four doors so we could look in the small 

empty rooms. We started back down the stairs to the kitchen. All three of us 

passed through the door to the kitchen. Then I remembered that I had left my doll 

at the top of the stairs. I ran quickly back upstairs to retrieve the doll. 

I guess my aunt didn’t see me go back through the door because she closed and 

locked it before she went straight to the garden to work. Kathleen hurried next 

door to tell a friend about the treasures she had just discovered.  

I don’t know how everyone scattered so fast, for it only took me a second to 

retrieve my doll. When I came down the dark stairs, I saw that the door was 

closed. I turned the doorknob and discovered that the door was locked. 

I began to pound on the door, thinking my aunt would let me out but no one came 

to my rescue. Papa was in the house, but he was napping in the front bedroom and 

couldn’t hear me. My Great Aunt Mollie was in the kitchen but, although I could 

see her through the key hole, I couldn’t get her attention. I finally slumped against 

the locked door exhausted from yelling. I began to cry and fell into a deep sleep. 

My aunt thought I was with Kathleen next door and my sister thought I was with 

my aunt in the garden. It wasn’t until they all gathered in the kitchen for supper 

that they realized I was missing. Papa was getting ready to go next door to call the 

police when they heard a noise behind the closed door. 

My aunt pulled the key from her apron pocket to unlock the door and they found 

me asleep at the foot of the stairs.  

Again I was treated like royalty. I always enjoyed that part of my misadventures. 

But I don’t think I’ll ever forget the terror I felt that day, alone in the dark, behind 

the locked door of one of the evil areas in the house on Elm Street.  
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Leona Fischer (Aunt Onie) 

Mollie Fischer and Henrietta Multhaupt Fischer (Aunt 

Mollie and Her Mother) 

Mollie Fischer, Catherine Hart Hendy, Georgena Hendy Fischer, Albert Fischer 

Mollie Fischer and Pete Clarkson, May 

1949, San Antonio 
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CHAPTER 6 

If Georgena were to walk into my compact kitchen exactly 98 years after her 

marriage, I wonder what she would say. What would she think when she flicked a 

switch and there would be bright light without flickering? What would she think 

about a machine that swished the dishes clean and then dried them automatically? 

What would she think about a small oven that didn’t have gas but could bake a 

potato in minutes? Or what would she think about an ice box that could keep food 

fresh for months? 

If she were to look into my laundry room, she would see a machine that shook the 

clothes clean. Then she would see another machine that somehow dried the 

clothes without her having to carry them to the clothes line outside. Would she 

say, "By gosh and by golly, the little people have taken over the kitchen"? I think 

she would be as fascinated with my world as I am with hers. 

My mother told me that Monday was wash day at the Fischer home. They would 

start early in the morning, no matter what the weather. They had two tubs on 

either side of the water pump on the screened back porch. The first tub had a scrub 

board on which they hand-scrubbed each piece of clothing. The second tub was 

used for the first rinse. Then the clothes were moved to a third tub for the final 

rinse. The fourth container held the homemade thick starch. The tubs had to be 

emptied frequently in the yard and refilled with fresh water. 

The women then had to carry the laundry to the back yard to hang it on the clothes 

line to dry. Each time, the laundresses hoped that it wouldn’t rain or that the 

Oklahoma wind wouldn’t blow too much dust into their clean clothes. 

Mother told me that after the clothes dried, the bloomers, petticoats and Papa’s 

shirts were so stiffly-starched that they looked like flat boards hanging on the line. 

She always knew that the "starched boards" story made Kathleen and I giggle. 

The women were so exhausted Monday night that they didn’t cook supper. As my 

Aunt Onie would say, "They just had pot luck." They didn’t even have a 

McDonald’s so that Papa could stop on the way home from work to pick up 

hamburgers. Georgena and Aunt Onie would bake every day except Sunday and 

Monday. One day, they baked bread; the next day, they made pastries. 

The ironing, cleaning and cooking chores were divided among family members. 

Usually the older members did the sewing and mending of the clothes. 

Mother often spoke of the simple pleasures they enjoyed in their leisure time. 

They would get together with their friends and family to sing around the piano. 

Card games were always a favorite in the Fischer home.  

Mother told of the taffy-pulling parties they enjoyed. They would cook the taffy 

on the stove, then put butter on their hands and with a partner pull the taffy until it 

was soft enough to eat. I am not sure why that was so much fun. 
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Mother also told us about the games that they used to play in the yard. And with 

one game in particular, the whole of Duncan was within bounds. It was called 

"Run Sheep Run". The captains of the two teams would move their teams away 

from the danger of being caught by the opposing team by calling signals. The 

game wasn’t so different than one Kathleen and I played with our neighborhood 

friends. 

Oh, Georgena, you and your family worked so hard, but you also took time to 

have fun together. 

  

Albert and Georgena with daughters Virginia, Gertrude, and Leona 
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CHAPTER 7 

There are several female ancestors I have admired for certain qualities that I feel I 

don’t possess. Great Grandmother Hendy is one of the females I admired. Her 

great attribute was courage and strength. 

She was born on December 25, 1828 in Ireland after her parents had come home 

from a Christmas dance. She was baptized Catherine Hart. 

At the age of twelve, she accompanied her parents from Ireland across the ocean 

to the United States. During the voyage, the captain of the ship was about to throw 

a member of his crew overboard for disobeying his orders. The passengers were 

horrified as the man was raised to the side of the ship, but no one said a word. Yet 

twelve year old Catherine yelled "Stop, you can’t kill him!" 

She didn’t plead with the captain to save his life. She demanded that he be saved 

from his watery death. She suggested a less severe punishment for his crime. The 

crusty old captain so admired the young girl’s courage that allowed her to speak to 

him in such a manner that he spared the sailor’s life. For the rest of their voyage, 

Catherine and her parents were invited to the captain’s table for their evening 

meals. 

Catherine’s family moved to Newport, Kentucky, across the Ohio River from 

Cincinnati. She later married my Great Grandfather, Mr. Hendy, as she called 

him. She met him in Cincinnati while she was visiting a friend. He too, had come 

from Ireland to this country as a boy with his parents.  

Catherine was a staunch Catholic but my Great Grandfather was opposed to the 

Catholic Church. He forbade her or their children to attend mass on Sunday. Great 

Grandmother Hendy told my mother that no matter what the weather, she 

frequently started her pilgrimage to church with a baby in each arm and a couple 

of children holding on to her skirts. She had a long way to walk to attend mass, 

but she said that Mr. Hendy couldn’t stop her from going to church. 

Her strength again did not falter. Her children and her grandchildren remained true 

to the faith till they died. 

Her real courage was tested after her seventh baby was born. One of the older 

children was holding the baby and she accidently dropped the infant and the baby 

died. The same daughter that had the accident with the infant died several months 

later. Some say that she grieved herself to death over the baby. Another story is 

that she swallowed an English penny and became ill and died. 

Later that year, the remaining children were stricken with whooping cough and the 

measles at the same time. Within one week, she lost and buried four children. The 

fifth recovered. She now had only one living child. Her name was Sally. 
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I have such a pain in my heart when I think of how she must have suffered at the 

loss of her beloved children. She often spoke of the daughter that dropped the 

baby, Mary Emily Kate. She would say, "Mary Emily became so withdrawn after 

the accident with the baby." 

Georgena was born after that tragic year and later her brother Frank was born. 

Frank and Georgena remained close to each other for the rest of their lives. 

Catherine, after the death of her husband, made her home with my grandparents. 

She was 76 when she moved to Chickasha to live with the Fischer family. 

In the early 1900’s, young ladies always had chaperones when their young men 

called on them for an evening. Grandmother Hendy was the one that usually sat in 

the same room with the Fischer girls. She would close her eyes and pretend to be 

asleep, so the young people could have some privacy. Their grandmother was a 

favorite chaperone. 

Twenty years after she moved into my grandparents’ home, she died at the age of 

96 in Duncan, Oklahoma.  
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CHAPTER 8 

Great Aunt Mollie was another member of the family that I admired. Her 

outstanding qualities were her striking beauty in her youth and her talent for 

music. She was not only beautiful and talented but she had a winning personality. 

Aunt Mollie was Papa’s older sister. They were the closest in age of the five living 

children. Papa would tell Kathleen and me of the adventures they had as young 

people. He also told us that their father was a captain in the Union Army in the 

Civil War. Their father also owned a farm in St. Louis that is now Main Street, St. 

Louis.  

Aunt Mollie had talent for many musical instruments but she played the flute with 

the St. Louis Symphony. She also had a gifted voice. At times she was asked to 

leave the flute section to sing a solo accompanied by the symphony. 

As with my Great Grandmother Hendy, Aunt Mollie’s young life was filled with 

tragedy. 

The suitors flocked to her door for her attention. She was engaged to be married 

three times and each time, her fiancées died from illnesses. 

At the age of 27 she was on a ladder hanging curtains when she fell to the floor. 

The accident left her deaf. 

Papa wrote to Georgena in one of his letters before they were married about the 

mishap. He wrote, "We have just come from the doctor again with Mollie and he 

said that she will never be able to hear." He also went on to write, "I don’t believe 

Mollie will ever be the same. She no longer laughs or joins in our activities." 

Aunt Mollie’s loss of hearing abruptly stopped her musical career. She no longer 

kept company with men.  

Because Aunt Mollie never married, she was left the family home in Springfield, 

Missouri and some money. She remained in the family home till the money was 

gone. Papa and Georgena then welcomed her into their home in Duncan. 

After Aunt Onie died, she came to live with my parents. Aunt Mollie was in 

excellent health until a week before she died. She asked my mother to please not 

take her to the hospital. She wanted to die in her own bed at my parents’ home. 

After consulting a physician, they complied with her wishes. 

Several nights later, my parents kneeled by her bed. While praying, Mother held 

her hand as she painlessly slipped into another world. Aunt Mollie was buried on 

her 96th birthday.  
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Frederick Fischer, father of Albert Fischer 

Mary Juanita Fischer (Aunt Mollie) Albert Fischer with his father Frederick 
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CHAPTER 9 

There was a handsome young man that worked for Continental Supply Company. 

After his father died, he became financially responsible for his mother and two 

sisters. The company he worked for transferred him to another state, Oklahoma. 

The first Sunday in their new town, they attended mass. He was looking around 

the church when he saw a beautiful young woman. He whispered to his mother, 

"I’m going to marry that girl." The lovely girl was my Aunt Virginia. She 

resembled her Aunt Mollie and she, too, was a beauty. 

I also thought she was beautiful, but she had an additional quality - one that I 

admired and one that I hope to emulate and give to my sons. She gave her family 

unconditional love. She also had the gentleness and generosity that seemed to be a 

Fischer characteristic. 

After a romantic courtship, Aunt Virginia and Uncle Paul were married in April of 

1921. They went on their honeymoon to San Antonio, Texas. After their return, 

my aunt moved to the Clarkson household with her new in-laws. They remained 

in Duncan for a few years and started their family. 

Uncle Paul was later transferred to Ardmore, Oklahoma. His mother and sister 

accompanied the growing family to their new town. Uncle Paul was financially 

successful for a young man. As it turned out, he needed to be, for he now had 

eight living children. 

His brother, Tom, had tragedy strike his life. He married three times and all three 

wives died after they started a family. Tom became ill and could no longer care 

for his children.  

Uncle Paul and Aunt Virginia stepped in to help Tom’s family. At first, they 

moved the six children into their home. Later, they established a second home for 

them. Uncle Paul’s sister and aunt raised the young family. My aunt and uncle 

supported the family financially until they were grown. 

They were such wonderful people, but as a child, what I remember most was that 

they had a live-in maid named Vee and a chauffeur. I never had known anyone 

before or since that had a chauffeur. 

There was another young man that worked for the same company. His name was 

Loren Robinson. He had just moved to town and didn’t know anyone. 

My mother, Gertrude, was selling tickets for a church Ice Cream Social. She 

approached Loren at his job to ask him if he would buy a ticket. He replied, ”I’ll 

buy two if you’ll go with me.” My mother sold my father two tickets that day. 

That was the beginning of a beautiful love that lasted over 50 years.  
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They fell in love that summer and became engaged. Daddy was transferred to 

Ranger, Texas, just before Christmas. He wanted to marry before he moved but 

mother wanted to be a June bride. 

My parents, too, wrote love letters during their five months separation. 

Occasionally, I’ll take several letters of my parents and grandparents and re-read 

them. 

My mother always thought that Aunt Virginia was the pretty one but I’ve looked 

at their pictures when they were young and my mother was equally as beautiful. 

Mother was a true Fischer with the same fine qualities of a kind and tender heart. 

My father had almost the identical temperament, personality and ambition that my 

mother’s father possessed. He was a soft-spoken gentle man. He was always 

bringing home the latest discoveries on the market. He was generous to a fault. 

Even as a child, I noticed the similarities of my father and grandfather. 

My father was a self-made man. He left his family in Pittsburg, Kansas, at the age 

of 15 to seek his fame and fortune. 

He moved to Tulsa, Oklahoma and lived at the YMCA. He tells of his first year in 

Tulsa in 1918, the year that so many died of the flu. He, too, became ill with the 

flu. Before he made his way from work to his room at the Y, he stopped to pick up 

a sack of fruit. He said that he was so sick that he couldn’t eat or lift his head from 

the pillow. Into the second week, he was able to eat a little fruit. He must have felt 

so alone, that boy, so sick without anyone to help him. 

My parents married June 1, 1921, 

several months after my aunt and 

uncle had married. My oldest 

sister, Marion, was born three 

years later in Fort Worth, Texas. 

It was eight years before 

Kathleen came bouncing into this 

world. Kathleen was born in 

Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. 

Eighteen months later, I made my 

debut in Duncan, Oklahoma. 

 

 

Virginia Fischer Clarkson, Robert Clarkson, Albert Fischer, Leona 

Fischer, Pete Clarkson, Georgena Hendy Fischer, Marion Robinson, 

Gertrude Fischer Robinson 
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Gertrude Elizabeth Fischer Robinson 

Robbie and Gertrude Fischer Robinson Virginia and Gertrude with Robbie Robinson 
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CHAPTER 10 

My father was an ambitious, hard-working, young man. He moved quickly up the 

ladder in his company. He was transferred a number of times, each time with a 

promotion. 

He was offered a job in Oklahoma City with an appliance company. The new job 

would increase his income so he accepted. 

At that time, the electric refrigerator was introduced on the market and Daddy 

believed that everyone would replace their ice box for the new refrigerator. 

My parents had enough money saved by now, that Daddy was able to start his 

own appliance store in Oklahoma City. This self-made man was now on the road 

to his fortune. 

Then the depression came, the year following the opening of his business. The 

Frigidaire was a luxury no one could afford. My parents lost their savings and 

bank account, when the banks closed their doors. They suddenly were left without 

a penny or any income. 

Daddy had to sell his car for money that was needed to buy food and pay the rent. 

He walked all over the city looking for work. Occasionally, he found odd jobs that 

kept the family going for several years in Oklahoma City. After Kathleen was 

born, the odd jobs became few and far between. 

Mother tells the story about the gas man who came to their home to turn off the 

gas because they couldn’t pay the bill. She asked him to wait until she warmed 

Kathleen’s bottle. And of course, he did. I’m sure that must have been a hard job 

for the man who had to turn off the much-needed gas in the homes of people who 

were unable to pay their bills. 

Mother never mentioned the depression to me that tears didn’t roll down her 

cheeks. I believe those bad years hit mother the hardest. Even after Daddy’s 

success, she never felt financially secure. 

My father was desperate; he no longer could provide for his family. Against my 

mother’s wishes, he called Uncle Paul to ask him if he would come to the City to 

take Mother and my two sisters to Ardmore with him. 

Uncle Paul still had his job. If you had a job during the depression, you were 

alright, because the necessities were cheap. 

When Uncle Paul came to the City, he loaned Daddy some money so he could 

remain there to look for work. Mother and my sisters went back with him to 

Ardmore. 
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Daddy found a room in a home with an elderly woman, who let him live there in 

exchange for doing odd jobs around the house. My father was still walking the 

streets looking for work without success.  

Instead of the short time he thought he would be separated from his family, it was 

now a month. Papa drove to Ardmore to take mother and my sisters to Duncan to 

live with him. Daddy hitch-hiked to Duncan every weekend to be with his family. 

Mother would prepare food for him for the week to take back to the City to place 

in the landlady's ice box. 

In 1933, prohibition was repealed. There was a job advertised in the paper with 

Schlitz Brewing Company. Daddy applied for the job. Even though there were 

many waiting in line for an interview, Daddy's resume was so impressive that they 

hired him immediately. 

That was the beginning of my Father's long association in one way or another with 

Schiltz beer. He was still associated with Schlitz Brewing Company when he died. 

The future began to look brighter for my father and his family. Daddy now had a 

job. Mother still remained at Papa's for my father had to travel all over the state. 

He was gone much of the time and I was to be born that summer.  

After mother had gone to bed one night, she woke up with labor pains. Papa didn’t 

have a phone, so he went next door to call the doctor and my father in the City. 

Daddy left immediately in his car to be with mother. But before he could get there, 

I arrived. I was born early in the morning on August 23, 1934, at Papa’s house in 

the front bedroom. 

My sisters were taken to Aunt Mollie’s quarters in the back of the house. After I 

was born, my Aunt Onie told Marion that she had a new sister. A little later, Papa, 

without knowing that Aunt Onie had already told, said, "Marion, you have another 

little sister.” Marion was pleased. She thought Mother had given birth to twin 

girls. 

Almost a year after I was born, Daddy moved his family to Ardmore. My parents, 

my two sisters and now I were together again. We lived in the same town with our 

Clarkson cousins. Those were good years. When I was six, Uncle Paul moved his 

family to San Antonio, Texas. 

Several years after that, we moved to Oklahoma City, where Daddy had his own 

corporation. He was a wholesale distributor for Schlitz and a number of other 

beers. 

Twenty-five years after he left his home in Kansas, my father had made his 

fortune.  

One afternoon, Marion and her cousins were talking about the gables on the 

second story. They were wondering if some mysterious person or perhaps a 

Leprechaun lived in the gables upstairs. Since there were four of them, they 
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summoned the courage to sneak past their mothers to explore the gables. They 

were hoping to find one of the little people. 

The adults could hear the patter of eight little feet stumbling up the stairs. My 

mother liked to tease them, so she stood on a chair and with a broom handle, 

began tapping on the ceiling. Within seconds, Pete, Robert and Richard, followed 

by Marion, came flying down the stairs. They were so scared that they kept 

running until they reached the comer of Elm Street. Mother had to find them and 

admit that she made the noise that startled them into racing downstairs and out of 

the house. 

Because Marion was the only girl in the first group, she used to get a lot of 

harassment from her boy cousins. One day, young Richard hit her and knocked 

her out cold. Pete ran to tell their mother and aunt that Marion was lying 

unconscious on the ground by the stable. 

When Aunt Virginia found out what happened, she was so angry that she took off 

running after Richard. I have never seen my aunt angry and probably Richard 

hadn't either.  

Richard fled into the old out-house and locked the door behind him. He was so 

afraid of the consequences of his action that he wouldn't come out. After dark, 

Aunt Onie took some food to him and slipped it through the moon-shaped hole in 

the door. 

I don't know the end of the story, except that Richard is still alive. Apparently, 

Aunt Virginia didn't kill him that day. I don't know when he finally left the out-

house or what his punishment was, but thank goodness both he and Marion 

survived the incident. 

The second group of grandchildren in birth order are Jack, Mary, Dorothy, Joe, 

Kathleen, Mildred and myself. 

Mary was born with infantile paralysis, so she was never able to walk or run 

around the house with the rest of us. Mary has always been special to the family. 

Papa had a small machine for the purpose of making his own cigarettes. You 

placed the tobacco on one side in the paper. You then turned a handle and out 

came a cigarette. This always fascinated the grandchildren. Papa would let us roll 

the cigarettes out by the dozens.  

When the second group of cousins visited in Duncan, the fascinating cigarette 

machine was snuck out to the stable, where we could not only roll them but try to 

smoke them. It's a wonder we didn't set fire-to ourselves and the stable. No one 

ever caught us. 

I guess since I was the youngest, I was the one that got hurt when we played 

together, or that's the way I remember it. 
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The girl cousins were playing in a room at Papa's when Jack and Joe locked the 

door where we were playing. The girls pretended that we were being held 

prisoners. The boys would stand outside the windows and make faces at us. 

We were having fun until I urgently needed to use the bathroom. 

I finally convinced Joe that I was desperate. He wouldn't unlock the door but 

agreed to let me out the window. As he was helping me through the window, he 

pulled me across a nail that tore a gash in my right leg three inches long and 1/2 

inch wide. 

My mother rushed me to the bathroom to try and stop the bleeding. All my 

cousins, sisters, Aunt Onie and Papa were crowded in the bathroom to see if I was 

going to bleed to death. My bleeding leg wasn't bothering me as much as my dire 

need to still use the bathroom. 

Another time, my cousins' puppy came around the comer of the house barking so 

fiercely that he frightened us. Everyone went running to the safety of the house. 

They could all easily climb the four stairs to the porch rapidly, but I was so small 

that I couldn't get up the stairs. The puppy bit me on the ankle. 

The next day, they were going to take the puppy to have him checked for rabies, 

but they found the puppy dead. I had to have the painful rabies shots. 

I don't remember their being painful but I do remember the doctor and my parents 

telling me that I was such a big girl after each shot. I was happy that everyone was 

so proud of me. 
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CHAPTER 12 

And as I live, so in me you shall live 

And through my children, after I'm dead.  

So long as we love, death cannot be  

So then forever, shall you be with me.  

Hanna A. Saadah 

While writing my memoirs of the Fischer family and other relatives, I sometimes 

laughed until tears rolled down my cheeks or my eyes sometimes filled with tears 

at the sadder events. 

There are emotional stories that go with the death of each family member. I 

decided that it would be too painful for me to write the stories, so I've just 

recorded the facts of each death that wasn't mentioned earlier. 

In the winter of 1943, Papa was taken to the hospital in Oklahoma City on Sunday 

morning. When surgery was performed, it was discovered that he had cancer of 

the colon. There was nothing that could be done for him. The following Sunday in 

the morning, while my parents and my aunts were at mass, Papa died in the 

hospital at the age of 78. 

During one of the Clarkson cousins’ summer visit to us in Oklahoma City, July, 

1951, Daddy received a call from Aunt Virginia, telling him that Uncle Paul had 

just died. We started our caravan of three cars for our sorrowful journey to San 

Antonio with our cousins and the relatives from Oklahoma. Uncle Paul had been 

sick for at least eight years with a lung condition before he died at the age of 54. 

Mother received a call from Aunt Onie in Duncan telling that she had just been 

diagnosed as having appendicitis. They rushed her to Oklahoma City by 

ambulance for emergency surgery. She died several weeks later from 

complications. The year was 1954; she was 63. 

While working in Radiology at Baptist Hospital, I received a call from Marion 

saying that Mother thought that Daddy was dead. He died without being sick, 

peacefully in his sleep in 1971 at the age of 68. 

I’m going to take exception with my second paragraph to tell of a recurring dream. 

In my dream, Daddy has deserted his family. He just left us one day and we didn’t 

know where he was. Mother, my sisters and I are waiting for him in our house on 

18th street, hoping he will return. In my dream, I keep thinking, "How could he 

desert us when he knew how we needed him? He didn’t even tell us goodbye." 

Perhaps if I had had the opportunity to tell my father goodbye, I wouldn’t have 

those dreams. 
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Aunt Virginia woke one morning in 1977 too ill to get out of bed. Mary called 

Pete for help. Aunt Virginia used her last ounce of strength to unlock the door for 

Pete. She died at the door at the age of 84. 

My mother lived 13 years after Daddy died. Those were lonely years for her. After 

a long illness, she died at the hospital, with Kathleen with her, in 1984 at the age 

of 89. 

Two generations die and two more are born. In my sisters and cousins I see so 

many of the fine qualities of our ancestors. They don’t really die; they live again 

through their children and grandchildren.  

I'm blessed with two fine sons, Bob and Jerry. They remind me of my father and 

Papa. 

Jerry and his wife, Kayna presented me with a granddaughter, my darling Taylor. 

Eight months later, my oldest son, Bob and his wife, Laura, gave me another 

beautiful granddaughter, Rachael. Their little girls are budding and soon will start 

to bloom.  
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ANCESTOR (Loved One) BORN DIED 

Great Grandmother Hendy 1828 1924 

Great Aunt Mollie Fischer 1862 1958 

Georgena Aloysius Fischer 1866 1927 

Albert George Fischer 1864 1943 

Paul Clarkson 1897 1951 

Virginia Fischer Clarkson 1893 1977 

Leona Fischer 1891 1954 

Loren Larkin Robinson 1903 1971 

Gertrude Elizabeth Fischer Robinson 1895 1984 
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October 14, 1988 

Dear Ginny, 

Your book is excellent. I thoroughly enjoyed reading it. Many 

memories came flooding back of our lives in the past. You did a 

great job! I'll be waiting to read some of your children's books. 

That's something I've thought about doing, but never got down to 

it. 

I used to love to go to Duncan. We always played croquet and you 

and Kathleen would also be there. Aunt Onie knew that my favorite 

cake was pineapple-upside and she would have a fresh one ready 

whenever I came. 

Aunt Mollie lived with us for a number of years. She was with us 

when we lived on the farm, because I remember that Vee and Aunt 

Mollie took care of us when Mother and Daddy were out of town. She 

loved to darn our socks and "hated" to see us walking around in our 

socks because she knew she would soon be darning them. As children 

would do, whenever we saw her coming we would jump up and down on 

the beds and she would always scold us. She taught us how to talk 

to her, using our hands - to this day I still remember the alphabet 

as she taught it. When we moved to San Antonio she came with us. 

She slept in the same bedroom with Mary, Mildred and I. The first 

year we came back to Oklahoma for a visit, Aunt Mollie moved to 

Duncan with Poppie and Aunt Onie. We really missed her when she was 

gone. Although we teased her, we loved her dearly. I guess she 

was like a grandmother to us. 

Chapter 2 I remember Mother telling me how she worked for Poppie in 

his tobacco company. He had her put the rings on the cigars 

because he liked the care she took in doing this. Mother told us 

the story about the hitch-hiker so many times – I guess to 

discourage any of us from picking up people on the roadside. 

I remember that the upstairs on Elm Street always held a 

fascination for me, also. I 'would have given anything to go down 

the storm cellar. 

Chapter 6 - You talk about wondering what Georgena would think of 

the world as it is today. You know Daddy has been dead for 37 years 

now. I often think of how things have changed in San Antonio. I see 

the expressways, the tall buildings, his children, his 

grandchildren, etc. and think what a shame it was that he died at 

the age of 54 and missed out on so much of his family. He gave so 

much and was not able to reap the rewards of a long life. 

I've always heard that Aunt Mollie was painting the house when she 

fell a fall that injured her spine and prevented her from hearing 

the rest of her life. While she was living with us Daddy bought her 

a hearing aid. She didn't like it because of all the noise she 

heard, so never used it. 
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Oct 14, 1988, page 2. 

I remember when we visited in Oklahoma City your Dad made the 

remark that if they didn't serve coffee in Heaven, Aunt Mollie 

would not be happy. 

The day was arrived in Oklahoma City, our last visit before Daddy 

died, I was standing holding baby Mary Margaret in my arms. 

Someone, I believe it was Kathleen, called Uncle Robbie to the 

phone. When he came back outside he took the baby from me and gave 

her back to Marion. Then he pulled Mary over close to him and had 

Mildred and I sit next to him. He put his arms around us and told 

us that Richard had just called to tell us that Daddy had just 

died. 

Your Mother and Dad left with the three of us a couple hours later 

and we drove through the night to come back to San Antonio. Several 

times your Dad would stop the car and say he needed to sleep for 5 

minutes. Immediately, he would start snoring and within 5 minutes 

we would be on our way again. It was a sad reunion when we met 

Mother at the door. I always felt so badly because we were not at 

home when Daddy died. It was like the little boy who yelled "wolf". 

Daddy was sick so many times I suppose we thought he would live 

forever. 

Chapter 9 - When Daddy came out of church he caught his coattail on 

the fence. Poppie came over to help him get loose. In talking to 

Daddy he found that he was new in town and didn't know anyone in 

town. He invited him to come have dinner with them that day. Daddy 

immediately fell for Mother. He said he called the next day and 

just hoped that she would be the one to answer the phone. He said 

he wouldn't have hurt any of their feelings and would have asked 

one of the others out if they had answered the phone. Luckily, 

Mother answered the phone. 

We had our chauffeur, James, when we lived on the farm. He took 

care of the livestock on the farm, milked the cows, drove us to 

school and did whatever else needed to be done. 

Page 51 - You say, "Those were the good years." I feel that way, 

too. We all had each other and I do believe we were as close as any 

family could be. I remember going to your house and you coming to 

our house. I remember when Mary and I played house with you 

Kathleen always wanted to be Mary's little girl and you always 

wanted to be mine. I don't remember whose little girl Mildred was. 

I still remember walking up and down the sidewalk in front of your 

house. There was sadness in leaving and still great expectations 

for the new adventure that lie ahead. 

Page 53 - I've always heard the story about Richard and Marion - 

but it happened at our farm. Richard went to hide in the hayloft 

and Aunt Onie brought him food all day. 
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I've read your book several times and will probably read it again 

and again. I'm anxious for some of the older ones to read it to add 

some of their memories to it. I know Pete has quite a few memories 

of Poppie that I don't have. The boys all tell of getting Poppie's 

cigar butts and smoking them. Pete had Poppie's Father's sword. His 

son, Paul, now has it. 

After reading the book I again went through the letters of Poppie's 

and Georgena's that I have. Most of them are before they were 

married - a few after they were married. In the latest ones Mother 

was born, but not Aunt Gertrude. Poppie always referred to his 

babies as "Leona and the baby". He never called Mother by name in 

any of the letters I have. Evidently, Georgena went back to visit 

her family often and it seems from the letters that Poppie was 

very, very lonesome when she was gone. You can tell by their 

letters that they had a deep love for each other. 

I thought you might enjoy having a copy of the attached 

announcement of Daddy's and Mother's marriage that appeared in the 

paper on April 12, 1921. I think it is rather unique the way it is 

written. One thing that I notice is that your Mother was not 

mentioned as one of the guests. I suppose immediate family were not 

considered "guests". 

Thanks again for sending me a copy of the book. I will enjoy it for 

years to come and will pass it along to my Kathleen. 

Your idea about having a family reunion sounds great! When I get 

together with all the family and find out their feelings I will let 

you know. 

Keep up the good work. 

Lots of love, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


