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VERAL L. KLEIN LIFE STORY
MY BIRTH 

I was born on January 20, 1929 at 1:35 p.m. in the Deaconess Hospital in Spokane, WA.  The attending physician was Dr. Edward Lawrence.  Mom went up to Spokane earlier and stayed with J. J. Klein's, who lived at their South Manito house, since the weather was uncertain that time of the year.  When Dad got the call, he rode horseback to Edwall, got on the train and got to Spokane in time for my arrival.  I was named Veral Lloyd Klein.  Dad and Mom had heard the name "Veral" and liked it, but weren't sure how to spell it.  So when they spelled it V-E-R-A-L, it didn't end up like they wanted.  They planned to pronounce it "Varrel" like "barrel."

MY BROTHERS 
I had two brothers, one older, Linas Eugene, one younger, Dwaine Richard.  Eugene was born January 17, 1925 at the Deaconess hospital in Spokane.  His doctor bill was $50.00 and hospital bill was $54.00. I don't remember much about Eugene since he died at age 6 1/2 when I was about 2 1/2 years old.  He and Gordon Fritsch had been playing and swimming in the horse trough a few days before he got sick.  They didn't know if there was contamination in the horse trough, or if he got chilled.  The folks were strong  believers in divine healing and had many miraculous healings. They took Eugene up to Spokane to have him prayed for by people who had a ministry of praying for the sick.  (I think it was August Wendlandts, Uncle Harry's parents.)  He didn't get better, so they finally took him to a doctor who thought he had spinal meningitis.  The doctors didn't have the abilities to make tests they do today so sometimes they had to guess what was wrong, He passed away on August 23, 1931.  Dad and Mom had a hard time accepting this and she had her first breakdown soon after.  There was no medical help available at the time, so she suffered a lot and  it was horrible for Dad.  He hired Helen Schaefflin to help out--keep house, cook and care for me during the day.  At night he had to tie himself to her so she wouldn't run away.  I'm not sure how long this  lasted, but it must have been for about 6 years.

I have two memories of Eugene.  One was of him pulling me in a wagon, and the other one was seeing him in the casket when it was in the parlor by  the west window at the home place.  In those days, the body was oftentimes kept in the home prior to the funeral.  Eugene's funeral was in the Edwall church and he was buried in the Edwall cemetery.  At that time there was no cemetery district and it wasn't maintained like it is now.  When J. J. Klein died (July 19, 1945), the folks bought 3 lots at Greenwood Cemetery by Dad's folks.  They planned to have Eugene's remains moved up there, but later decided not to when Edwall was being fixed up.  Dad and Mom decided they wanted to be buried in Edwall, so they sold their Spokane lots to Gerald and Marjorie.

Dwaine was born January 20, 1935 at the Deaconess when I was six years old on my birthday.  I can  remember that Mom again went up to Spokane early and stayed with  Mrs. Harry Butler (family friends)  When the time came for Dad to go up, again there was a lot of snow and it was cold.  Dad had a 1933 Pontiac (Straight eight) that didn't start very well, especially when it was cold.  He  finally got it started and we went up to Spokane.  Since the difference in our ages was six  years, Dwaine and I weren't pals until later years.  He was always the little guy following me around and wasn't appreciated at all!   One time Norman Rosenkranz and I were playing in a sand pile.  We built a mountain for our trucks to go up and down.  Dwaine came and jumped right in the middle of it and wrecked it.  I was pretty mad and think I spanked him!  Then Mom was mad at me for doing that to him.

DISCIPLINE 

I guess I got some whippings when I was small, but I only remember one. When Mom would spank us, she would go out and get a switch off the tree outside and spank us with that. One time Norman Rosenkranz and I went and got some eggs from the chicken house and were up on a hay stack throwing the eggs at the cows.  We liked the way they splattered on the cows!  I remember I got a spanking for that. Another time we got some little rakes and went into the bedroom and started knocking plaster off the wall.  We got spanked for that.  I don't ever remember Dad spanking me.  Aunt Hazel tells of another time Norman and I were throwing rocks at the garage and broke some windows.  She spanked Norman, but Mom sent  me to bed.  She was disgusted with Mom, as she thought I should have been spanked also.  Another time I should have been punished was  when Norman Buob and I were playing in  a ditch by  the road when Emit Cosgrove and his sister went by in his Model T Ford.  We threw rocks at them.  They stopped and really cussed us out.  The folks didn't know about this.

DID I ROLLER-SKATE AND ICE SKATE?  

I went roller-skating with the Sprague Church C.E. group.  We went up to Pattison's, north of Whitworth.  One time we were on our way to Spokane taking some kids and Dad was along.  I was driving through Spokane and got stopped for going too fast.  The policeman said to take the ticket to the Juvenile Hall to pay.  We went there and I went in to pay the ticket.  The lady took me into a room and there I sat.  After a long time, Dad came in to see what was taking so long.  She was going to keep me until who knows when!  Finally, she released me to his custody.  If Dad hadn't been along, I might still  be there!  We went roller-skating, but Norman R. was  taught that was sinful.  However, the youth at Calvary Temple in Seattle, went ice skating at a rink with music, just like roller-skating.  I went ice skating several times with him over there.  We used to go ice skating on the ponds around here (one pond was on the Lyons place, and the other was up past Norman's by the Y to go to Reiha's place).   We had bonfires and parties.  We would get a line of 6-10 skating together and "crack the whip."  Once we got a car out there and had fun doing "whoop-to-dos." 

GAMES I PLAYED
The games I remember playing are Old Maid, Flinch and Battleship.  Mom and Dad would play with us.   I loved playing Battleship, only we made the game on paper.  Mom used to dress up and go out in the snow and make "butterflies" and play "fox and goose" with me.

BIRTHDAY PARTIES  

One birthday party that stands out in my memory was when I was a  senior in high school.  Mom had a surprise birthday party for me.  She had me go somewhere, but I was told to be home at a certain time.  When I got home, some kids from school and church were down in the recreation room in the basement.  I was really surprised.  One other one I remember was in 1950 when Lois and I  were snowed in.  Dad, Mom and Dwaine walked up from the highway corner  to celebrate our birthdays.  On my 40th birthday, January 20, 1969, Mom made Dwaine and I a cake and put 74 candles on it (40 for me and 34 for Dwaine).  By the time we got them all lit, the frosting started melting and we could hardly blow them all out! 

FAVORITE TOYS

I really liked my tractor, stationery thrashing machine, erector set, electric steam engine and shop.  I vividly remember getting the old red truck I have.  I used to go to town with Dad, and when we went into Frank Larrabee's hardware store, I'd see that little red truck on the shelf.  I would ask Dad over and over if I could have it.  After a period of time, he finally got it for me.  I was so happy!   I got my first bicycle for Christmas when I was 7 or 8.  It was red  and white with a two-speed shift.  I used to ride it over to  Polenske's and to school once or twice.  I still have it down in the shed.  I made it into a girl's bike that our girls used later on.

 DID I HAVE A RADIO?
 When I was small, we had an old table radio.  Then, when we got electricity, Dad got a more modern console.  I used to come home from school and listen to "Jack Armstrong, the Great American Boy."  Later on, Dwaine liked "Superman."   I had a crystal radio with earphones I used to listen to and play with.  In high school, I built a cabinet and put a radio and phonograph in it.  I had many popular records  that Lois thought were sinful, like "Carnival of Venice," "St. Louis Blues," "Blues in the Night," "Star-dust," "Dancing in the Dark," "Sentimental Journey," "Rhapsody in Blue," "Sabre Dance," "Hora Staccato," and Tommy Dorsey, Artie Shaw, Guy Lombardo, Harry James and their orchestras.

MY PETS
I had some pet lambs I fed with a bottle, raised and played with.  Sheepherders used to come through the country, sometimes stopping at our place overnight.  Dad would get a lamb from them when a ewe had triplets or one died.   When I was about 10, Dad got me a horse.  I called him "Pretty Kitty Kelly."  I used to go out in the field after school and bring the cows in for milking.  Dad milked eight to ten cows twice a day and I had to help also.  Pretty Kitty Kelly was quite spirited and sometimes I had a hard time catching him.  One time I got bucked off and after that I was through riding, so we sold him.   When I was 5 or 6, some guys came and robbed Dad's shop one night and shot my dog.  I was really sad about that.  He must have barked at them and they killed him.  Sheriff McCaffrey came and checked things over, but they never found the thief or things stolen.  After that, I had a dog called "Dick" and Dwaine had one called "Tim."  We each thought our own was the best and the other one was no good.  

DID ANYONE TEASE ME? 

I was bullied and picked on a lot in school.  Junior Black and Keith Cederblom picked on me the most.  They would do it together or back up kids my age to do it.  They were older and bigger than I, and I was afraid to fight them.  But if I could get them one on one, I think I would have tried to lick them.  Mom taught me not to fight, but that was a mistake.  I should have been told to "go get 'em."  One time in high school, we were practicing a play and I was backstage with Frank Titchenal.  He was picking on me, so I got enough courage to sock him in the nose.  It really popped!  After that he left me alone and we became friends.

MY FRIENDS 

My best friends in school were Marvin Elliott, Ed Kuhn, and Robert Kintschi.  Norman Buob was the closest one, since we were pals and were together a lot from early on.  Buobs lived at the Kirsch place. He would come over to our place and I would go over to his.  We went places together, double-dated girls together and  have been close friends all through life.  Norman Rosenkranz and I were together a lot during the summers.  Aunt Hazel and Uncle Reuben usually came over from Seattle every summer for their vacation so we were pals from early age until we married.  He would come over to stay and  work all summer.  I'd go over to Seattle and visit and stay awhile with  him.  One time when I was there, we went to Juanita Beach on Lake Washington by bus to go swimming.  We were in the sun all day and got burned so badly we were sick in bed the next day.

"KUPPY"
Claude Kuppinger lived in Sprague and we knew him from the church in there.  He had one sister and two brothers and their dad was in jail for molesting the daughter, so the family was destitute.  Kuppy was just out of high school when he first started working for Dad.  It was during World War II and help was hard to get.  He didn't have to go in the army and was classified as 4-F because he had flat feet.  He was about 6 years older than I.  He was a little different and rather slow to catch on.  We had a great time giving him a bad time.

Kuppy and I went to visit Gerald one night and when we went to come home, the lights didn't work on the car.  We started home with me holding the flashlight out the window to see.  The state road was still gravel at that time.  As we came to the steep bank past Moos' orchard, we ran off the road and rolled Kuppy's car over the bluff, landing on its wheels again.  We walked back to Gerald's and he took us home.

WERE THERE TRAINS AND AUTOMOBILES?
My earliest memory of a car was Dad's Model T Ford.  He had to jack up the back wheel and crank it to get it started.  In the winter he would put hot water in the radiator and hope to get it started  before the water froze.  He had a 1933 Pontiac and a 1929 Model A Ford pickup that I learned to drive on.  In 1937, he got a new Dodge truck from Harold Tierney, a dealer in Reardan.  He went to Spokane to get it at Regal Bros.  I got to skip school to go with  him to drive it home.  He also bought a 1937 Dodge car that year.

There was a passenger train that went through Edwall.  It would go west at 9:20 a.m. and east at 5:20 p.m.  Dad used to take 5 gallon cans of cream and eggs in to send on the train to Spokane to the creamery.  They would send the empty cans back a few days later.  "Little Al" (the Greek that lived in that little shack behind the hardware store) would carry the mail back and forth to the post office in a little push cart.  The station agent had to know Morse code and be received and sent messages on the telegraph in the depot.  He also got messages and gave them to the engineer on the train.  The station agent held up a fork stick with the message on a string between the fork.  As the train passed by, the engineer stuck out his arm and scooped up the message on his arm!   Grammie occasionally came down or went back on the train when we were first married.  Dorothy Teller also visited by train a few times.  I remember going to Seattle on it once and was impressed going through the 8 mile tunnel in the Cascades.  When Gerald and Carol got married in Yakima on June 9, 1945, I went  down with Gerald in his 1936 Ford Coupe.  Norman R. came to Yakima from Seattle on the train, met me  there, and we came back to Sprague on the train.  We left there about midnight and got to Sprague early in the morning.

DID I GO SWIMMING? 
We would go swimming over at Medical Lake.   I remember one time at Medical Lake, Uncle Luther swam out quite a  ways and took off  his swimsuit and held it up.  Marjorie was there, and she swam out to him so he had to get it on quick!  Sometimes on a hot day, Dad would say, "Let's quit work and go swimming," in the afternoon.  So we would go to Medical Lake or Sprague Lake.  When I was  about 13, Dad dug a hole up in the upper flat by the creek here at our place (which he farmed) and made a swimming hole. It wasn't very big, but we had fun up there.  We got two old bus houses (used for  kids to wait in by the road when they had to walk quite a way to the bus).  We put them up there, one for the boys and one for the girls to change in.  The old outhouse back of the bunk house is one of them.   We also went to Diamond Lake once in awhile, where  Dad would rent one of the cabins at Camp Diamond and we'd stay for a week.  Sometimes Rozenkranzs would come stay with us.  We had our Senior Sneak up there (6 of us and our teacher).  

In the fall of 1950, Dad bought the cabin at Diamond Lake.  Uncle Albert bought his a year earlier.  From then on, we went up almost every weekend in the summer, attending services in a Grange Hall near the Lake, or at Newport A/G.   We have many happy memories from Diamond Lake.   (Milt informed us we should be more faithful at our church during the summer!  Lois was playing the piano, but there were many other pianists to cover for her.)

DID I HAVE ICE CREAM & CANDY?
We had home-made ice cream.  Dad had an ice house at the northeast  corner of the house.  He would go to the lakes or ponds around and cut ice in the winter and haul it home by wagon or sled.  There was a hole in the roof through which the ice was put down and packed in sawdust.  One time he was below stacking the blocks and one fell and broke his arm.  The ice was kept here all summer and fall.  They would put a block of ice into the ice box on the  porch to keep food cool.   When in grade school, we would go downtown at noon and buy candy.  There was quite a variety you could buy for a penny.  A nickel would  buy a candy bar.

SICKNESSES AND ACCIDENTS 

I didn't ever have any broken bones.  I had pneumonia 3 times during my first and second grade years.  The third time it happened, some older kids put snow down my neck and I was wet and cold before I got home.  The doctor said if I got it again I would die, but praise the Lord, that was the last time until I was an adult.  When I was 8 or 9, I would go to sleep and then wake up in a few hours and vomit.  This happened almost every night for some time until the Lord healed me of that.  Another time I was quite sick with a high fever and got delirious.  Mom got scared and went out to call for Dad to come.  He was over in the back "80" by the Kirsch place on horseback getting the cows and he heard Mom over a mile away!  He left the cows and hurried home.

Norman R. was over in the summer of 1941, and we went swimming in Sprague Lake.  A few days later, I got terribly sick with a high fever.  There were others who had polio that summer with similar symptoms.  The folks took me up to Dr. Robinson at the  Rockwood Clinic on July 20.  They did some tests, took a spinal tap, and I was diagnosed with polio. When Aunt Hazel heard I had polio, Norman was immediately sent home on the train. They were going to send me to the Riverside Sanitarium since polio was quite contagious, but I was too sick to move.  They quarantined my room and let Mom sleep on a cot in the room with me.  She nursed me and only left once in awhile to go for a walk outside where it was cooler.  It was 95-100° at that time and I was in a south room with no air conditioner.  I had a very high fever and she would bathe me to make me more comfortable. I had two more spinal taps.  They were very painful because they used a long needle to go into the spine to tap the fluid to relieve the pressure.  I can still feel the pain when I think about how that hurt.  I was there 10 days there before we came home.  Dad was haying at the time and had men to cook for, so he got Marjorie Klein to come help while Mom was in Spokane with me.  When we got home on the 30th, my left arm and leg started aching really bad.  That was a sign paralysis was setting in.  Mom and Dad got an anointed handkerchief from Mrs. Butler (Ruth Knigge's step-father's first wife, who had a gift of praying for the sick) and put that on me and prayed for me.  Praise the Lord, He healed me and kept me from being paralyzed.  Even though I've had some weakness and pain in my back and left side since, I have lived a normal life.  He healed me but left a little weakness on my left side as a reminder so I wouldn't forget what He did for me.

On September 15, 1958, I had Dr. Ramsey pull two wisdom teeth.  The left upper one wasn't too, bad but the bottom right one was lying sideways in the jaw bone.  He finally had to pull out the molar ahead of it and then cut the wisdom tooth into pieces to dig it out.  I still have the right upper and left lower ones.  After that ordeal, I didn't have the other two pulled out.

On November 20, 1965, I was in the shop rebuilding an old wheel barrow. I was ripping  a 2x4 on the table saw.  Lois came down to talk to me and as I looked up at her, I ran my right thumb and forefinger into the saw, cutting them quite badly.  It just about split them in two.  She took me over to Dr. Hasse in Cheney.  He cleaned them up and sewed them together. They healed quite nicely.  I  have had full use of them, except the feeling isn't quite as good, and the finger healed a little bent..

In May of 1988, while  mowing the lawn at the lake, I was by the retaining wall turning a corner and backed the lawn mower over my right foot.  It cut off the top on the shoe and the top of my big toe.  Lois took me to Deaconess emergency.  I sat there quite awhile.  They would go by and say, "Oh, so you cut your toe,"  and go on.  After being there about three hours they finally took me in, cleaned and bandaged it up.  It healed OK, except I have a funny toe nail. 

May of 1988 - For some years prior I would have times when my heart would skip beats.  I was short of breath and felt light-headed.  I was to Dr. Simpson numerous times and I wore a heart monitor for 24 hours.  Finally, he diagnosed I had atrial fiberlation.  He gave me medication to regulate it.  However, at times it is still irregular when I get too much stress and pressure.

On July 22,1988, I was up in the pasture fixing fence.  While I was digging a post hole, I got severe chest pains.  I laid down for awhile on the pickup seat and the pain left.  I started digging the second hole and got the pain again.  I came home and called Dr. Simpson.  He couldn't see me until 3:00 p.m.  I had an appointment with Pastor Buell at 1:00, so I went to Davenport first, then on up to Spokane.  Dr. Simpson examined me and sent me right over to Sacred Heart for an angiogram at 7:00 p.m.  I called Lois and she came right up.  Since Dr. Simpson was leaving for the weekend, Dr. Mouser did the angiogram and became my doctor.  He determined my two lower left extending arteries were plugged.  He didn't want to do the angioplasty right then, so scheduled it for Monday at 1:00.  I stayed in the hospital over the weekend.  The angioplasty was done at 3:00 p.m. on Monday and I came home on Wednesday.  Praise the Lord, I have not had any problems since then.  I only have to take medication to keep my heartbeat regular.  We changed our diet considerably, cutting out fats and cholesterol.  I walk 1¼ miles 3 or 4 times a week.

OUR HOME 
I lived in the house Dwaine lives in now until I married in 1949.  J.J. Klein built it in 1902 and my parents moved there in 1924.  It was a modern house for that day, with running water from the cistern on the hill.  Water was pumped up to the cistern with a windmill.  We had an indoor bathroom, an oil stove in the living room, and a wood stove in the kitchen Mom used for heat, cooking and hot water.  We had electric lights that were provided by a light plant and a bank of batteries in the outside cellar.  Dad started it up every so often to charge  the batteries.  An ice box on the back porch kept food cool.  Later on, Dad got a kerosene refrigerator.  

In 1936, the neighbors got together and built an electric line to Edwall and connected to W.W.P.  It was called Sassen Power and Light Co.  It went from Edwall out to Kintschi's and over to Elmer Polenske's. They also built their own telephone line and maintained it to Edwall.  The cost was 29 cents per month to connect to Pacific Northwest Bell.  There were 16 people on our line!  When they were building the electric line, Dad was with a man who was delivering the poles.  With a big load of poles, they were going  up the road to the Kaiser place.  While crossing the railroad  tracks, the truck stalled on the tracks and wouldn't start.  They knew President Roosevelt's campaign train was soon to go through  Edwall on the way to Seattle.  They were scared to death the train would come while the truck was stalled on the crossing.  They finally got it started and just pulled off the track when the train came by.   When we got electricity, we got an electric stove, refrigerator, water heater, and one of the first dishwashers.  

I slept in the folks' bedroom downstairs until I was about 8 or 9.  Then I moved upstairs  in the room over the dining room (Karen's room).  There was no heat up there--only a vent in the ceiling through which some heat came up from downstairs.  Later on I slept out in the bunk house for a couple of years with Claude Kuppinger.  In 1942, Dad remodeled my room upstairs.  A year later he put in an oil furnace so we finally had heat upstairs. 

There was no basement under the house, only a small room Mom used to store fruit.  Dad got a man from Spokane to come down to dig the basement.  He used a team of horses and a scraper.  They dug a hole under the house on the north side.  Then he would back down there to fill the scoop and go out and dump it.  As the hole got larger, they  propped the house up on posts.  He would drive the horses pulling the  scoop down there, turn them around, and go out again.  Dad hired Johnnie Braun to lay the cement blocks.  While jacking up one place with a jack and post, the jack tipped over and the post broke Johnnie's leg. Dad then had to finish the blocks himself.  After he finished the basement and had the furnace installed, he got the large freezer down there.  I helped him some on the recreation room down there that we enjoyed (Jack's room).  We didn't have air conditioning, but we lived in a cool draw and by opening the windows at night, the house was quite cool all day.

Growing up, our neighbors were:  Charlie and Kate Fritsch at Gordon's place, Menkles on the Menkle place (Gail Heide's grandparents), old Otto Schmidt at the Schmidt place,  Chris Buobs at the Kirsch place, Henry Schmidt at Al Wollweber's place, and Oscar Polenske at his place.  (Hampton's place wasn't built until during World War II.)

JOBS I HAD
My job in the earlier years was to fill the wood box and coal bucket after school.  The wood and coal was stored in the building on the south side of the bunk house.  This was the kitchen addition J.J. Klein put on the old two-room house on the farm when he moved there.  In the fall, Dad would go down to the creek, cut down trees, bring them home, and cut them up with the old buzz saw he and Uncle Albert had.  He would split it up and put the wood in the wood shed, and that is where I got it to fill the wood box. I still use that saw to cut up wood for the shop today.  I also had to get the cows and help milk when I got older.  When I was about 14, I started driving the tractor and helped Dad out some after school.  I helped Mom in the kitchen, cooking and baking.

On Sept. 13, 1946, Dad, Mom and Dwaine took Grandma Klein and Aunt Esther down to Moscow to see Grandma's sister, Lena Bursch.  Between  Pullman and Moscow, a man went to sleep ran into them head-on.  They were all badly hurt and Grandma Emma died in the hospital the next day.  Dad had  fractured ribs and a smashed kneecap.  Mom had broken ribs, facial lacerations and bruises.  Dwaine had facial and leg cuts and bruises.  Aunt Esther was scalped and bruised.  I hadn't gone along  because Dad had just bought an acetylene welder and I wanted to make a cart for it and play around with it.  I also had a date with  Maebelle Titchenal that night.  I got the phone call that they had been in an automobile accident before leaving on my date, but they didn't tell me the seriousness of it.  We made arrangements for Uncle Albert, Norman and me to go down to the hospital the next morning.  I was utterly shocked to see how badly they were hurt and I didn't even recognize Mom.  She was so swollen and bruised, she couldn't see out of her eyes.  Dad had to have surgery on his knee and was in the hospital for 6 weeks.  Mom and Dwaine stayed with Stanton Bursch for a couple of weeks after they got out of the hospital.  Aunt Esther was in the hospital a month (Chris was dead by this time).  I was a senior in high school at the time, so I had to take over and see that the seeding got done that fall, with the help of neighbors.  I had to do the business, take care of milking the cows, the chickens, and run the farm while they were gone and in the hospital.  I got Claude Kuppenger to come stay with me and help out.  I also had to cook our meals and keep things going.  Needless to say, I missed some school that fall.  After Dad got home in 6 weeks, he was on crutches.  It took him most of the winter to get his leg healed and  limbered up.

VISITS TO GRANDPARENTS 

I used to stay with Grandma and Grandpa Klein occasionally when they were living here at this place.   When I went there after school, I thought it was a long way from the road up to the house and it took forever to walk up the lane!  Grandma always had sugar cookies and home baked bread that I liked.  One time when I was over there,  I was up in the barn jumping off the big bin on the north side of  the hay loft into a pile of hay.  My knee hit my eye and I had a big  black eye for awhile!  Grandpa Klein was a jewel--so sweet and tender, but Grandma was critical and not as sweet. I didn't care to be around her too much because it seemed she was always picking at me for something.  One time Norman B. and I were down in the flat by the  highway shocking hay, and it was a hot day.  We got tired and hot,  so we took off our clothes and were playing in the creek.  Grandma saw us with binoculars and we got in trouble over that.  Aunt Esther and Lillian were her favorites, so Norman, Geraldine and Marlyn were her favorite grandchildren also.  She was always picking at Dwaine and I.  

I probably favored Grandpa and Grandma Streyffeler over Grandma and  Grandpa Klein.  They usually came to see us every year and we sometimes went down to Portland to visit them.  He was semi-retired, but was kind of the associate pastor of the Assembly of God church there.  They were very happy, jovial, and fun to be around.  I can still see Grandma making and cutting noodles.  They had a little farm for awhile and Grandpa would kill a rabbit or butcher a chicken and we would have chicken and noodles for dinner.  Grandma's favorite piece of chicken was what she called the Pope's nose ( the tail).  We got walnuts from their trees.  Grandpa built a tool box for me and I was so proud to have my own box to put tools and things into.  I still have it, under the lathe, and I use it to store my lathe parts in.

CHRISTMAS
For as long as I can remember, we had the Klein gathering.  They began Klein gatherings in 1933-34.  We always went over to Grandpa and Grandma Klein's for Christmas and sometimes Thanksgiving.  On Christmas, 1934, the folks gave me my first Bible (cost $3.50).  I took it over to the Klein gathering to show.  Norman was looking at it and tore a corner of a page.  I felt so bad I cried.  We have continued to have the Klein gathering every  year since, except for a couple years.

WEATHER & WINTERS
We had big snow storms some years.  I think it was the winter of 1937 we were snowed in with drifts 6 to 10 feet high.  We had one between the house and barn so high you couldn't see the barn from  the house.  Dad made some skis out of 1x4's.  He bent the fronts up and put on leather straps and tried going down the big drift.  They didn't work very well, though!  We were snowed in for quite awhile and no one had equipment to open the roads.  The farmers around rode their horses down to Art Thorpe's place (where Jim Kintschi lives) and made a V plow that they pulled with Art's and Elmer Polenke's tractors.  After working 2 or 3 days, they finally got the road open to Edwall.  The winter of 1943, we had a big snow and school  was closed, but we could get to Edwall.  We went to town and got my teacher, Josephine Ryan, and another one, and brought them out for  the day.  They, Dad, Kuppy, and I built a snow man about 10 feet tall.  The winter of 1948 was also bad when I was going out with Lois.  One time coming home from seeing her in Spokane, I could only get to Edwall.  I stayed at Burnham's (the school superintendent) overnight until I could get home the next day.  The winter of 1949-50 was also bad.  We were married and living here then.  We didn't get to church for 6 weeks.  It would snow and blow and I worked all week to get out.  Then it would snow and blow again just before Sunday.  I would try to break a track with chains on the '37 Dodge truck and shovel to get our lane open.  No one had snow plows then.  I remember several lightening storms.  One was when I was little and sitting on a chair in the middle of the kitchen with my feet up on the rungs.  A lightening bolt hit the telephone line, came into the house to the phone, and down across the floor like a snake under my chair to an open window across the room.  My feet ached for several hours after that.  Another time in harvest we were having an electrical storm and it started to rain.  Dad got me up about 4 a.m. to go out and cover up the drapers on the combine so they wouldn't get wet.  The thunder and lightening was about one second apart, and we were scared to be around the metal combine when it was so close.   Another time Grandma and Grandpa J.J. Klein were sitting out on the front porch over here watching the lightening.  They saw it strike 13 places and start fires.  One was up in the field north of the house.  Soon it started raining real hard and put out the fires.  Dad lost only one acre of wheat.

In July of 1955, we were up at Diamond Lake and it was real hot for a few days and we all got sunburned.  We came back to First Assembly for June Shaffer's wedding on a Saturday night.  The girls were real sunburned  and dressed up in yellow frilly dresses with crinoline slips.  They were so miserable sitting there through the wedding in the hot church!  It caused a hail storm that came through our place and almost destroyed the whole crop.  When we came home, it looked like we had a bad wind storm.  It wasn't until the next day, Sunday, we knew we had a hail storm.  On Monday, it was still hot  in the 90's.  We went up in the field and found hailstones the size of marbles and larger, still lying in banks like drifts of snow.  It wrecked all the composition roofs on the buildings and dented the metal roof on the big shed.  There were a few places in the field the wheat wasn't hurt too badly, so I harvested those and got 18 bushel to the acre.

SCHOOL
I went to school all 12 grades in Edwall.  The first and second grade room was down in the basement of the old high school building.  During the noon hour, Katherine Johnson, Florence and Ethel Lave, high school girls, would come down and play with us.  I thought that was neat.  In 1938, when I was in the third grade, we moved into the new building (present building).  I remember Elmo Steinke, the Superintendent, would come around and put a cupful of raisins on a paper towel for us to eat.  These were government supplies.  I got sick on them and didn't like them for many years.  My teachers were: 1st & 2nd grades - Miss Schick; 3rd & 4th grades- Velma Moos; 5th & 6th grades - Miss Van Slyke;  7th grade - Rex Brown; 8th grade - Josephine Ryan.  My High School  teachers were:  Helen Jans (English); Mrs. Dean (Music, Math), Carol Larson (Math), Marjorie Klein (Typing), Henry Kempken (Shop), Supt. Wade Moore (Business), Jo Green (Home Ec), and William Krespi (Manual Training).  Manual Training was wood-working.  I made those two checkerboard coffee tables in that class.  My College Teachers were:  Mrs. Gray (Biology), Dr. Koehler (Bible), Dr. Slaugh (Economics), and Al Culverwell (History).  I can't remember who my English and Band Teachers were.

I could have finished high school in three years, since I only needed 2 credits my senior year, but the Superintendent, Wade Moore, wouldn't let me.  So I didn't have to study very hard my senior year.  I put a lot of time in working on the school paper and annual.  One time I was working on the annual up in the paper room and Wade Moore came up wanted to know why I wasn't down in the gym helping others decorate for the prom.  (That was where everyone was supposed to be.)  I told him I had this project that needed to be done.  When he left, I said something like he "was an old buzzard" and he was outside the door.  He came back in, furious, and told me to get down to the office.  He grabbed me by the back of the collar and literally shoved me down a flight of stairs.  Luckily, I didn't get hurt.  I lettered in basketball all four years and tennis two years.  I was in two plays a year all four years.  (The casts of two plays are written on the wooden post in the room off the stage.  Patti saw them when she gave piano lessons in that room, and they are still there.)  I still have the play books for the two plays:  Professor, How Could You?, Aunt Tillie Goes to Town, Almost Summer, Here Comes Charlie, and The Campbells are Coming.  Betty Simpson Bundy and I competed for the highest grades.  I was Valedictorian when I graduated and gave a speech on "Youth and the Atomic Age," which I have on a record.

I rode to school on a bus.  Keith McDonald was the driver when I was younger.  Later, Bernice Shalock, Harvey and Kenneth Franseen and Marjorie Klein drove our bus.  When I was in the 8th grade (during the war), bus drivers were hard to find.  A measles epidemic started and lots of people were sick, including Harvey Franseen our bus driver.  No one was available to drive the bus, so I drove it for about a week..

I didn't ever play hooky from school, but one time a few of us kids hid out one afternoon under the stage.  No one knew where we were, but I don't remember if we got punished or not.  One time the school was out of coal.  Dad, who was on the school board, had Marvin Elliott and I skip school and take the truck up to Spokane to get a load.  We thought that was great as the other kids had to be in school and we were going to Spokane.  It was fun, until we got back and had to shovel off the whole load by hand since trucks didn't have hoists in those days!

COLLEGE
I entered Whitworth College in the fall of 1947.  I went up alone and was scared.  I drove on the campus and was met by an upper classman who showed me where my dorm room was.  My roommate, Ray Olsen, was already there, and we hit it off right away when we met.  We were good pals all year and got along real well.  He was about 6'3" and a basketball player.  We were shown around campus and got registered for classes.  I was very lonesome and was happy when I went to my mailbox and found a letter from Mom.  She was very faithful to write to me every week.  During the first quarter I went home most every weekend to take my dirty clothes and get clean ones.  Mom didn't teach me how to wash and iron.  I also got stocked up on food.  The meals in the cafeteria weren't very good, so I would always have snacks in our room.  For breakfast and lunch we were served cafeteria style and could come and go as we needed to get to our classes.  In the evening, everyone ate at the same time (6:30).  We sat at tables of eight with a host and hostess at each end.  The girls went in first and sat in every other chair.  Then the boys were allowed to go in.  We would make a mad dash to sit by the girl we wanted to.  We were served family style.  The girls had to dress up in dresses, and the boys had to have a jacket and tie on.  However, some wore jeans, tie and coat.

The latter part of September, we had a men's retreat at Deer Lake.  It was cold and raining most of the time that weekend.  There was no heat in the cabins, so the only way to get warm was to go to bed.  We got tired of that so some of us went out and started a bonfire and finally got warm again.  I didn't think that retreat was too good.  I had a lot of fun at school, but didn't like the studying.  I had a new 1947 Nash and I guess it was thought of as kind of "flashy."  I was asked quite a bit to take kids downtown or other places.  Al and Ethel Culverwell were living on campus while he was teaching there.  I would go over and visit with them once in awhile. I took U.S. History from Al.   He was tough and I hated it.  Earl Plankenhorn (Uncle Luther's brother) lived in a dorm next to mine and I got better acquainted with him also.  There were some neat kids there, but I've lost contact with them over the years.

One night Ray and I were kind of naughty.  Mr. and Mrs. Gray, our Procter and wife, were newly married that summer and the laundry room was next to their apartment.  About midnight we filled the washing machine with glass pint milk bottles and turned the machine on!  We got to our room and jumped in bed before he got up.  He went up and down the hall trying to find out who did it.  He was pretty mad.  Winter quarter I got a sandwich toaster, so I made my breakfast in the room.  With cookies and cake from home, bacon and eggs, and canned fruit from the store, I got along quite well.  Spring quarter I took Criminology and our class had a field trip to the Walla Walla Penitentiary.  That was very interesting to get to go in and through it.  I took golf and enjoyed that, along with tennis.  I was glad when school was out and I could go home again.

CHURCH
I started attending church in the old Kik house, between Dwaine's and Al's place.  Pentecost came to our area in 1906, and it split the community.  The Pentecostals continued at the Kik house and the others went to the old Sasson schoolhouse.  Bro. Raines would come down each Sunday at 9:30 a.m. on the train to Edwall.  Someone would go in and pick him up, bring him out, and keep him for the day, taking him back to catch the 5:30 p.m. train to Spokane.  Someone would also have to go down to the Kik house early and start the fires.  We would have Sunday School and then church.  Usually, when he was half done preaching, Uncle Chris and Aunt Esther would arrive, so he would start over again.  We had quite lengthy services, since he didn't have anything else to do all afternoon.  After our church disbanded from dwindling numbers, we joined the other group at the Sasson school for a short period before going into Sprague.

Uncle Luther held revival meetings in the area in 1934.  I was saved in his revival meeting in the Edwall church on December 9, 1934.  He returned to start the Sprague Community Church in April of 1935.  I was baptized in water by him in Sprague Lake on August 24, 1937.  We started attending church in Sprague, along with Alberts, Buobs and J.J. Kleins.  Plankenhorns pastored there for eight years before moving on to Opportunity Baptist in Spokane Valley.  Ransom Marvin was pastor during my later grade school and high school years.  We had a good C.E. group that I enjoyed attending.  During high school years, the kids from Lamont came up and joined us, so we had a nice group.  In 1945, when Rev. Marvin was pastor, a coal stove in the basement of the church blew up and set the building on fire, burning it to the ground.  We met in the old Masonic hall and the school until the present building was built , starting in the fall of 1946.

Rev. Hansen followed Rev. Marvin as pastor and he preached very adamantly against speaking in tongues.  Etta and Harry Wendlandt attended Davenport Gospel Tabernacle, and urged Mom to come visit often.  Leroy Duncan was pastor then, and Dwaine started dating Dot.  For a couple years, Mom wanted to go there, but Dad wasn't ready to leave yet.  In the fall of 1950, Dad went to California to visit John and Wanda Dickey, friends of my folks who had moved from Spokane to San Diego.  Wanda had attended the camp meetings at Bursch's grove (by Kruger's place) and was praying with Mom when she received the Holy Spirit.  They were also friends of Lois' folks, but we didn't know Groses at that time.  Wanda had a diamond ring Dad wanted to buy for Mom, but she wouldn't wear a ring, so he didn't buy it.  Later, Wes bought it for Pearl, and that was the ring she wore and Lois has it now.  While there, Dad attended some revival meetings and was refilled with the Holy Spirit.  When he got back home, he was ready to leave Sprague and go to church in Davenport.  Mom, Dad, Dwaine, Lois and I started attending the Davenport Gospel Tabernacle in the fall of 1950.  Lois began playing the piano shortly after attending, because Aunt Etta wanted to retire.  The name was changed to Davenport Assembly of God Church in 1969.  We have attended there until April, 2000.  I served on the Board for over 24 years and played my saxophone in the orchestra.  I also led song service for a few years and served as Sunday School Superintendent awhile.
TRIPS
From a very young age, I remember going on trips.  We would go to Seattle to visit Aunt Hazel or down to Portland to visit Grandpa and Grandma Streyffeler.  In the fall of 1939, we went down to San Francisco to the World's Fair held on Treasure Island.  Dad got a new 1940 Dodge to go in.  We took Gerald along with us and we stayed with Aunt Louisa Kik, Wilhelmina, Lillian, Mark and Virginia Bell.  We had our weekend trips to Diamond Lake during the summers.  Dad also took us fishing at the lakes around here.  The summer of 1946, we went up to Canada to go trout fishing.  It was supposed to be real good fishing up there, but we didn't catch many fish.  One time we went to Lake Chatcolet with Dickeys.  We put the food in the trunk with the outboard motor and gas.  Some gas spilled and we had gas-tainted food.  Dwaine and I slept out in a tent on cots and I remember we froze to death.  After I graduated from high school, Mom, Dwaine and I went to Bellingham to visit Aunt Faith, to Seattle to see Aunt Hazel and Portland to visit Grandpa and Grandma.

DATING
I started learning to drive in 1938 when I was 9 years old.  I learned by driving the truck between shocks when Dad was hauling hay.  Prior to that, I would sit on Dad's lap and he would let me steer, but I don't remember the age I started that.  A year or so later, Marian Fritsch was visiting Charles and Kate Fritsch.  Mom made arrangements for her to come down and play with Norman Buob and I.  Dad let me drive our Model A pickup there to get her.  On the way back, I made Norman ride in the back so Marian and I would be alone.  I felt pretty big and grown-up when I did that.  So I would call that my first date!

June Polenske was a girlfriend from early on.  We would play together quite a bit.  When I got to the 7th grade, I dropped June and Evelyn Franseen was my girlfriend for a year.  My sophomore year in high school, I went with Billie Jean Eichner from Sprague.  My junior year, it was Maebelle Titchenal.  She was a year ahead of me, so when she graduated, she moved away.  My senior year I dated Gay Sarchet (Swift), Yvonne Steward (Krupke), Ruth Merkel (Knigge) and Donna Swift.  I would drive down to Lamont in my '47 Nash to pick them up and then drive to Spokane for a Youth For Christ Rally, roller-skating, etc.,  It was a 2 hour drive one way! The summer after I graduated, I started going with Ruth Trostad and that lasted till Thanksgiving.   Due to the distance from Seattle,  Ruth and I both dated other people, so that romance didn't last long.  During the time I was at Whitworth, I dated about six different girls.  Then in May of my college year,  I started dating Lois.

HOW  I MET LOIS
I made acquaintance with Vernon by going to First Assembly and we both were in the band at Whitworth.  Vernon got me playing in the orchestra at church.  I had seen Lois and noticed she was a pretty gal.  She got Vernon to introduce us one night at church in the prayer room where we kept our instruments.  A short time later I was asked to take a group down to Latah for a service.  Nearine Marcus arranged it and asked me to drive them down there.  I picked her and Geraldine Knobel up at school, then picked up another couple (he preached), Vern and Lois down by the church.  Going down, Nearine and Geraldine sat in front and the other four in back.  After the service, we stopped at Knobel's house for refreshments.  I  took a liking to Lois, so told her to get in the front seat by me on the way home.  However, Geraldine ran out and got in the car before Lois did.  She probably didn't want to sit on Vern's lap!  When we got back to Spokane, I took Vern and Lois home, so I noted the street and address.  I was chicken to ask her for a date face to face, so I got their phone number and called her to ask for a date.  For our first date, we went to a Lincoln County Youth for Christ Rally at the Reardan school on May 1, 1948.  We probably held hands, but it was on our sixth date that we double-dated with Norman and were driving by Geiger Field when I put my arms around her and asked for a kiss.

I'd gone to college to get a wife, but I didn't feel that any of the girls I dated at Whitworth were the right ones.  They were fun to be with, but no one seemed right to get serious with.  Lois and I had each been praying for the Lord to send the right one into our lives to be our lifetime companion.  After going together, my feelings changed and I started falling in love with my "one and only."  After school was out, I returned home again so it was quite a drive to Spokane on a gravel road from Edwall to Reardan and on to Spokane.  I usually went up once a week or more.  We didn't have any rivals and got along real well during our courtship.  I can't remember having any fights. We also wrote love letters to each other during the week.  Mom had Lois and her folks down during the summer, and our family was invited up to Groses.  Our parents liked each other and were good friends the rest of their lives.  We were together many times on holidays and birthdays over the years.  I would bring Lois down for a weekend sometimes.  The first time was during harvest.  I also stayed up there several times.

The night we were engaged (November 23, 1948), we went to a wrestling match at the Masonic Temple.  When I took her home, we were sitting on the davenport in front of the front windows.  I asked her, "Would you like to spend the rest of your life with me?"  She said "yes" and I pulled out the ring (cost $350) and placed it on her finger.  I was chicken to go into the bedroom and ask her folks if I could marry her, so I never did ask them.  That was just before Thanksgiving in 1948.  That winter was a cold and snowy one, so it was difficult to spend much time in the car making out.  One time while up seeing her, there was a bad snowstorm and I could only get to Edwall because the road was closed to home.  I stayed at Burnhams (Edwall  School Superintendent) that night and went home the next day.

BEGINNING OUR LIFE TOGETHER
After our engagement we started making preparations for our wedding on April 2, 1949.  Her folks thought that was too soon, but we had to get married before spring work started.  For Christmas that year I gave her a mixer and she gave me a toaster.   Aunt Esther was living here, so Dad had to ask her to move so we could live here.  She moved up to her place (Norman's), so Gerald's had to move out of there to John Moos' place (Loren's).  John retired at that time so Gerald was able to rent his place and move there.  We made plans to do some fixing of the house that winter.  When we came over to start working on the house, the water pipe from the house to the well was frozen.  We got Carl Franseen to dig out the ditch by hand from the house down to about the shed and got Huttons (machine shop in Edwall) to come out with their portable welder to thaw it out  The folks helped me paint the dark brown woodwork white, and calcimined (painted) the walls of the living and dining rooms and bedrooms.  We got a 12x12 piece of linoleum ($20) for the dining room and the folks gave us a pink rug for the living room.  We bought our stove, washer, refrigerator, freezer, water heater and vacuum cleaner from Tierney Bros. in Reardan for $1,515.  Our dining room set from Wards cost $359.47.  The davenport and chair (green scratchy) from Burgan's cost $318.27, end tables and rocker cost $162.53, drapes were $177.72, and the spare bed, mattress and vanity (upstairs at lake with purple skirt) cost $76.53.  I had my own bedroom set (the pink room set at lake) the folks got for me in 1943 for $183.  When I went to Spokane, Lois and I would go shopping for these things.  I had enough money to buy them, but had to borrow $2,000 from Dad to live on until after harvest.  On Lois' birthday, I gave her a pink cashmere sweater and a gold necklace she still has.  I gave her the cedar chest for a wedding present. The house was finally ready and we were excited for April 2nd.  Dad and Mom went with us to get our marriage license, which cost $4.50.  Dad had to give his consent since I wasn't 21 yet.  

OUR WEDDING
We got married on April 2, 1949 at 8:00 p.m. in  St. Paul's Methodist church on Monroe because First Assembly was building their church and still meeting in the basement.  (Vernon and Phyllis had the first wedding in the new sanctuary.)  Grammie served a rehearsal dinner Friday night at the house.  I rented a room at the Desert Hotel for Norman Buob and I to stay in that night ($3.50) and the men dressed there for the wedding.  That morning I went to get Lois' luggage to put in the car.  When I got there, she had washed her hair and had it in rollers. She had her old robe on because her good one was packed.  She was so embarrassed to see me!  I put her luggage and mine in my '47 Nash.  Norman and I took the car up on the south hill and parked it on a street.  We came back and I got a haircut for $1.00.  The men got dressed at the hotel and arrived at the church for pictures before the ceremony.  There I saw my beautiful bride in her exquisite dress her mother made for her. 

Lois had Dorothy Teller (Lewis) as Maid of Honor, and Jackie DeAlton (Eide) and Joanne Biggerstaff as bridesmaids.  Diane Barchertt (Stroble) was flower girl.  Terry Bruce Jorgens was ring bearer.  I had Norman Buob as Best Man, Ray Olsen and Vernon as ushers, and Dwaine and Jerry as candle lighters.  Rev. R.J. Carlson performed the ceremony.  Rev. Ransom Marvin sang, and Jean and Geri Finch and Roberta Solem sang a trio with Marjorie Klein at the organ. 

Norman B. and I went out to fix Norman R's car so it wouldn't start, since I knew he would try to chase us.  The hood was latched from the inside, so we couldn't do anything to it.  While we were out, the wedding started.  While the trio was singing, the electricity went off because a car crashed into a light pole down the street.   As we came in the back door, Marjorie came back there and said the organ had quit.  The trio kept singing without accompaniment and then the electricity came back on again.  I don't think anyone knew what happened.  After the ceremony, we went downstairs for the reception.  We had such a large wedding and it took so long for the people to get downstairs, some left.  During the reception the lights went out again and stayed out.  We had candles down there, but it was rather dark.  The reception lasted so long, most everyone was gone by the time we were ready to go.  We changed our clothes there and left with Vernon driving us away.  Both folks had to pack up the gifts and take them out to Groses.  Norman B. was responsible for taking the tuxes back.  Vern drove us up to the South hill where our car was parked, and no one chased us.  Only Norman B. and I knew where the car was.  We left Vernon with Lois crying, since she had a very close relationship with her brother and knew it would never be the same again.  We drove down to the Ridpath where I had our room reserved and spent our first night together.  It was one of the nicest places in Spokane at that time.  (On our 40th anniversary, we stayed there again--maybe not the same room, but the same area.)  We started having our devotions together that night and have continued every morning through the years.

OUR  HONEYMOON
The morning after our wedding, we had a late breakfast and got ready for our trip to California.  We stopped by Lois' folks and then down to my folks in Edwall to tell them good-bye before driving on to Pasco to spend Sunday night.  We attended evening service at Pasco Assembly.  The second night we stayed in Klamath Falls and went to Aunt Ruth's in Dunsmere the third night.  We went on to L.A. and stopped in Hollywood, saw the movie actors' handprints in the sidewalk in front of Gormons Theatre.  We went on to John and Wanda Dickeys at Del Mar where we stayed a few days.  Sunday morning we went to First Assembly in San Diego with them.  That afternoon Lois got real homesick and was crying, so I talked to her and we went out for a walk on the beach.  Then she felt better and I don't think that ever happened again.  The next day Dickeys drove us down into Mexico about 50 miles and had lunch at a nice hotel.  On our way back home, we spent the next Saturday night with Grandpa and Grandma Streyffeler in Portland. We went to church Sunday morning with them at First Assembly.  Grandpa taught the Sunday School class that morning.  In the afternoon we drove to Seattle, taking Grandpa with us to Aunt Hazel's.  On the way we drove by the Capitol at Olympia and saw the damage that was done to the buildings by an earthquake that just happened a few days before.  We headed home to Edwall and settled into our home that was waiting for the newly married couple.  Our two week trip to California cost us $90.38.  Motels in those days were $2.50 to $3.50 a night, gas cost 19¢ a gallon, and meals $1.00 to $1.50.  We went to Spokane and got all kinds of groceries to stock our cupboard for $30.

MARRIED LIFE
A couple of weeks after getting home, we were chivareed by the neighbors.  About 9:00 p.m. they arrived honking horns, banging on pans and yelling for us to get up.  Mom had tipped us off so we were kind of expecting them.  Someone brought a truck load of junk and dumped it in the middle of the yard and a lot of the glass broke.   I had a job cleaning and picking it up the next day.  

We got a cow so had our milk and sold or traded the cream for butter.  We had some chickens which provided us with eggs and we sold the extras.  That summer I had Jerry Grose work for me 16 days at $3.50 a day.  He helped with the haying.  Our first crop that year yielded 2588 bushels of wheat and sold for $4828.27 ($1.86 a bushel).  Our light bill then was about $12 a month for 500 kilowatts.  There were 8 on our phone line and the monthly charge was 75¢.

Lois got pregnant in July and had morning sickness during harvest.  We planned to go up to Radium Hot Springs and Banff with the folks and Aunt Hazel and Uncle Reuben after harvest.  I remember the day I told Dad we were going to have a baby.  We were up the creek either spraying weeds or getting the cows when I told him.  We went on the trip anyway, but Lois was sick and tried to hide it.  We didn't want Aunt Hazel to know yet, but I think she caught on before we got home.

That fall we had an oil  furnace put in so we would have central heat.  When we moved here, there was an oil stove in the dining room and a wood stove in the kitchen.  There was no heat in the bedrooms.  The winter of '49-50 was real cold and had lots of snow.  The man that installed the new furnace didn't put in a big enough one, so it didn't keep the house warm.  Our bedroom was so cold that we moved our bed out in the dining room and closed off the bedroom.  A year or so later we got a larger furnace and I installed it myself.  It is the same one we presently have.  That winter we didn't get to church for six Sundays.  It would snow and drift us in near the weekend and it would take me all week to shovel out the road.  Then it would snow and blow again!  I would take the old '37 Dodge truck with chains on and try to break a trail.  Then I would shovel the rest of the road so we could get out.

On April 13, 1950, I was down by the highway working on the hay patch and Lois drove down in the car and said she thought we should get up to Spokane.  We went up and spent the night at her folks.  She didn't have any labor pains the next morning, so I came back home to work.  They took her out for a ride in the afternoon, then later on her labor pains started.  They called me and said they were taking her to the hospital.  I went back up , saw her briefly, then waited in the waiting room with Grammie until almost midnight when Yvonne was born on Saturday night, April 15.  She was a beautiful baby as she was born breech.  Lois was in the hospital for five days and the bill was $122.50.  Dr. Parr charged $85.00 to deliver her.

Two years later Lois was pregnant again.  We were eating dinner and Norman came over to visit.  We were talking and Lois said her labor pains were about 5 minutes apart.  Norman said we should get going to the Doctor.  We called Dr. Driscoll and said we were coming.  We left Yvonne with Grandma and Grandpa Klein and stopped at his office in Reardan about 6:30.  He looked at her and said to get to the hospital as fast as we could. We got up there, checked her in and Cindy was born on Monday, June 16, 1952 about 8:30 p.m.  The hospital bill was $102.40 and Dr. Driscoll charged $121.00.

Two years later, Lois wanted another baby.  She had been so sick with the other two that she wrote a letter while pregnant with Cindy one night after we had artichokes for supper and she was too nauseated to eat any.  She stated she "never wanted to be pregnant again!"   When Cindy was born, she threw the letter away in the wastebasket.  I found it and put it away.  When she wanted to get pregnant again, I got the letter out and showed it to her.  She laughed and said she wanted another baby anyway.  On  Monday, September 10, 1955, about 1:20 a.m. she woke up with pains.  We woke Yvonne and Cindy up and took them to Grammie's and went to the hospital.  We hurried to get there because Cindy had come so fast, and then here we waited until Patti was born at 3:00 p.m. in Sacred Heart.  We almost lost her because the placenta broke in two, cutting off her oxygen and blood supply.  A good nurse was listening to her heart beat and told the doctor.  He immediately delivered Patti and she was O.K.  Janet Cederblom was also there and Randy was born the next day.  Patti's hospital bill was $126.80 and Dr. Caldwell charged $100.  We had three wonderful girls that have been a real blessing to us through the years.  We've had many wonderful times together.

One thing we enjoyed together was our music.  I started taking piano lessons from Mrs. Clark in the 1st grade.  I started with class lessons, then had a couple years of private lessons, but I stopped because I didn't like it.  When I was in about the 5th grade, I started on the saxophone.  The music teacher, Mrs. Luna Dean gave me lessons and I played in band.  I remember going down to the Women's Club in the downtown library building and playing "Indian Love Call."  I think Evelyn Franseen accompanied me.  When I went to college, Dad bought me a new Conn alto sax from Hoffman Music Store, paying $239.48 for it.  I took lessons one quarter and played in the band at college.  As the girls were growing up, we had them take the sax also.  We had good times playing trios and quartets.  We had a good accompanist who was a real asset to us!  Lois would write out our music and  many times arrange it as well.

CARS
I got my first car in the spring or summer after I was 16.  Grandpa J.J. Klein couldn't drive anymore and wanted to sell his black 1935 Chevy.  Dad and I went over and talked to him and he sold it to me for $400.  I was so proud of it.  My first barrel of gas cost $9.50 for 50 gallons, or 19¢ a gallon.  In September, 1946, I got a new 1947 Nash Statesman for $1735 and sold my 1935 Chev to Claude Kuppinger.  In June 1950, I traded Ross and Evelyn Ragsdale the '47 Nash for their '50 Nash Ambassador for $1050 difference.  In September, 1953, I bought a new  Super Buick, costing $3540.  Dad Grose sold me a new Chev in May 1958 for $3488 when he worked at Harms Rofinot, later Camp Chevrolet.  From then on, I made the following purchases:


 1/63 
used blue and white '56  Chevy Stationwagon 
     $675
(a second car)


 2/64
used white '63 Chevy 




   $2495


 8/67
used light blue '66 Buick Electra


   $2850   (to Yellowstone with trailer)


 1/69
used brown '61 Chevy Stationwagon


     $450
(a second car)


 2/70
used dark blue '70 Buick Electra

    
   $3795


 7/73
used white '62  Plymouth Stationwagon

     $495
(a second car)


11/73
used gold-tan  '72Buick Electra


   $3997


11/75
new maroon  '75Buick Electra


   $8700


 2/77
used brown  '73Hornet S.W.



   $2495
(a second car)


 5/80
new creme '80 Pontiac Phoenix


   $8268
(a second car)


11/86
used rust brown  '83 Cadillac



   $8495


11/91
used rust brown '82 Chevy Citation


   $2750
(a second car)


 2/93
used blue  '89Cadillac




$10,999


10/94
used  white '91Cadillac



$18,998


 2/97
used blue '92 Plymouth Voyager


$10,998
HARVEST TIME
My earliest memory of harvest was in 1934-35 when I was 5 or 6 years old.  Dad was still farming with horses.  The men would get up about 4:30-5:00 to feed and harness the horses.  They would come in and eat breakfast, then take the horses out and hook up to the machine to go at 7:00 a.m.  At noon they brought the horses in to feed and water.  Dad stayed out with the combine to oil and grease while the men ate dinner.  The combine had a grease cup on each bearing that he filled with grease.  During the day while harvesting, he would have to turn the grease cup a few turns to grease the bearing.  I would walk up to the field to take his lunch to him and eat mine with him.  One time I was running around and fell, getting a small piece of stubble in  my wrist like a sliver, and they couldn't get it out.  It remained there and formed a cyst over it.  I had a round ball there for a number of years.  I prayed for the Lord to remove it.  One day some years later, I bumped it.  It broke open and the piece of straw came out, preserved like a fresh piece of straw!  I still have the scar where it was.  

In 1936, Dad got a new IH-51 combine and an AC Model K Tractor.  Times were getting a little better after the depression, so he could afford it.  Mom agreed to his trading the horses for a tractor if he would get rid of Joe Sobek (Irv Sobek's uncle).  Joe worked for Dad from harvest of 1926 through November of 1935.  He was a big eater and had a terrible temper.  Mom was tired of having him around all the time.  One Sunday we were gone all day and got home about 8:00 p.m.  Dad thought Joe would have gone ahead and milked the 8-9 cows he had at that time.  Joe came to the house furious because Dad didn't get home to milk the cows.  Mom was terrified to have him go out because Joe was so mad.  I can still see how angry and red in the face he was.  She was afraid he might harm Dad, but he went out to help him anyway.  After this incident,  Dad let him go then, and made the trade to get the tractor.  Harvest of 1936 was different, with a tractor pulling the combine instead of horses.  This was also the beginning of hauling the wheat bulk instead of in sacks.  Dad and Uncle Chris Buob harvested together.  Dad did the harvesting while Chris hauled the sacks of wheat into town.  I remember his old Model T Ford truck.  He had to back up the steep hills so gas could get to the carburetor.  They didn't have a fuel pump and the gas tank wasn't high enough for the gas to run down to the carburetor.  Gerald Morton was the first man to drive the tractor in harvest that year.  Francis Hoadley worked for Mom that summer.  She and Gerald Morton got married and lived in the old bunk house Dad fixed up for them.  He worked for Dad until May 1941 when he left to work in defense during the war.  I really thought a lot of both of them, and they were so nice. In 1935, Uncle Chris bought a new Chev truck and made bulk racks for it so he could haul the wheat to town.  This was the first year of not hauling sacks.  They were still harvesting together at that time.   In 1938 Dad bought a new red Dodge truck which I later bought from him when I started to farm.  (I painted it yellow.)  Uncle Luther drove that in harvest of 1937 and for several years after that.

One time Dad and Gerald were working on the back end of the Model K tractor.  They had to take the top of the deck off to fix the steering clutches.  I came out and accidentally knocked a wrench down into the steering clutch chamber.  They had to take it apart again to get the wrench out.  Dad wasn't very happy.  In 1938, Dad traded the Model K tractor for a Caterpillar RD-6.  In 1940, he traded the IH-51 harvester for a John Deere 36 with a 16 foot header.  He used to cut 750 acres each year at 30 acres a day for 25 days.  We got up at 5:00, ate breakfast, and had the combine ready to go by 7:00.  We cut until noon, took a 1-1½ hour break and then harvested until 7:00 at night.  Wheat averaged from 25-35 bushes to the acre, so he cut 800-1000 bushels a day.  That was about six 150 bushel truck loads a day.  World War II started December, 1941 and many men went into the armed forces.  Help was very hard to get, so the harvest of 1942, I started driving wheat truck at the age of 13, hauling into Edwall and Canby.  I worked 22½ days and got paid $135 ($6 a day).  As of 1996, I have put in 55 continuous harvests since I started.  I mainly drove truck until I got the Massey  self-propelled combine in 1950.  Since then I have mainly driven combine, except for the last 3 or 4 years.

Uncle Chris was quite a tease.  When he worked with Dad, he was always playing tricks, like putting grease on the steering wheel or tractor steering clutches.  One time in 1944 or '45, when Norman Buob, Claude K. Dad and I were harvesting, we had a big water fight out in the field with the tractor and combine left running.  Dad had a rose gun that was great to soak someone with in a water fight.  Dad would hide it and we would find it.  Norman and I found it and soaked him and Claude.  The battle began with canteens and any water we had.  I harvested together with Dad until he retired in 1958, then with Dwaine until 1980.

The Massey combine was a miserable combine to run.  You sat right over the header spout where the grain went in and dust poured up in your face all day.  I was allergic to the dust and some days  my eyes would hurt and itch so bad I would just have to stop and cry.  It didn't have good brakes, so when you went down a steep hill the rear wheels would come off the ground and you had to try to steer it with what brakes you didn't have!  No one else wanted to run it, so in November of 1952, I bought the JD-36 combine.  It was one of the first  models made in 1936.  It had a screw leveler on it that didn't work very well.  I rebuilt the leveler and put a big hydraulic cylinder in its place. But it didn't work very well either, and I didn't feel safe on steep hills.  I then bought another old combine, junked it out, took its newer style rack leveler off and put it on mine.  Glenn Fox drove tractor for me the years of 1953-55.  In 1956, I hired Jim Hasket to drive tractor.  He wasn't any good and after complaining about the food, I fired him after 3½ days.  Larry Hardy was driving truck for us, so I put him on the tractor for the rest of the harvest.  I had just gotten the 1956 Dodge in June (the truck Lois and I drove from the Detroit factory).  That harvest Larry backed Dad's truck into the left front fender of my new truck and wrecked it!  In 1957 Glen Starr drove truck and Larry drove tractor.  Larry always wanted to go wide open throttle and I had a battle to slow him down.  So one Sunday afternoon, I went out and drilled a hole in the throttle so he couldn't go as fast.  He was rather upset about it the next day.  I was disgusted with tractor drivers who wouldn't drive like I wanted, so in 1958, I converted the combine over so I could drive the tractor myself and operate the machine from the tractor.  In 1969 Dwaine and I bought a 1958 JD-95 for $4,000 that I ran until the summer of 1975 when I bought a 1965 JD-95 for $13,500.  Jack ran the old JD-36 pull machine from 1969 to 1975, then he ran the 1959 JD-95 from 1975 to 1983.  In 1980 I bought a 1976 JD-6602 from Dwaine for $47,235 and sold the 1965 JD-95 to Noman Buob.  In 1983 I bought a 1974 JD-6602 for $15,000 and Jack ran that until he retired in 1988.  Mike Bishop then ran that until 1995.

My truck drivers after that were Glen Starr and David Starr from Spokane, Gene Landoe in '63-64; Doug Duncan in '65-66; Cindy started in 1969 and drove through 1972. Others that drove truck for me were:  Walt Zabel (a teacher at EWU), Lonnie and Myron Butcher, Jim Terry, Steve Robertson, Wes Evans, Mike Bishop, Karen Klein, Linda, Janine and Denise Hoffman, and Bob Kuehl.  Patti helped out once in awhile.  

In 1954 I fixed the big bin in the barn for barley and bought the yellow Mayroth Auger for $425. We filled the barn that year with barley, but it was quite a job to get it out the next year.  It required a lot of shoveling.  Then in 1955, I put up the first and second grain tanks and kept adding them until 1975, when I put up the seventh one.  I added the eighth one in 1996 which holds 6300 bushels.  When Myron Butcher was working for me in 1975-77, we put in the center augers.  In 1991, I bought the two small seed tanks from a man in Quincy.  Mike and I hauled them home and hired a crane from Spokane to stand them up.  When we first had home storage, semis hauled the grain to Seattle.  They could haul 700 to 750 bushels.  Now the trucks hold 1100-1200 bushels and haul the grain to the river terminals.

FARMING
I started farming the fall of 1948, when Dad rented me this place of 420 acres and 300 acres of pasture.  I borrowed $2,000 from Dad to get started.  My first crop was in 1949, getting 2588 bushels which I sold for $4,828.  The fall of 1953, Dwaine and I took over farming the Schmidt place of 145 acres.  This gave me 72 more acres.  We farmed this together until 1956, when I farmed it myself.  Dad purchased the place from Otto Schmidt in April of 1948 for $18,000.  The fall of 1963, Dad heard Charlie Weidemann was retiring and the Johnson place was up for rent.  He went to see Victor Johnson who agreed to rent it to me.  So that fall I took over farming that 160 acres.  After harvest in 1965, Johnsons came down and wanted to sell, so Lois and I bought it for $36,000.  I then had 725 acres. 

In the spring of 1966, Jones and Smick Realtors stopped by to see if we were interested in buying the Holznagle place.  I didn't have any money, so I talked to Dwaine and Dad.  Dwaine agreed to buy half of it, if I would let him farm the Schmidt place.  So he put down $35,000 and I financed the balance for my half.  We bought the two fields of 370 acres for $70,000 and I paid it off on Dec. 31, 1986.  I then had 950 acres.  In the early 1980's, interest was up to 18% at Metropolitan Mortgage, so I borrowed all the cash values from my life insurance policies and put it in Metropolitan.  It cost me 4% to borrow, so I made 14%.  At the end of 5 years, I had enough to pay the insurance policies back plus the balance on the loan for the Holznagle place!

I was also able to rent the Anderson place of 145 acres from Martha (Holznagle, Heinemann) Anderson.  Now I had 1095 acres.  In April 1977, Charlie Weidemann's place came up for sale.  I bid $65,000 for 160 acres, but Frank Titchenal bought it instead.  In September of 1981, the Lehn place came up for sale.  Ed Gunning from Tomlinson Realty stopped by to see if I wanted to buy it.  I was making an offer when during our discussion, I found out I was bidding against Dean Heinemann, one of my landlords.  He hadn't made a high enough bid, so it was going to someone else.  I called him and explained the situation and said if he didn't raise his bid he would lose it, but I was out of it and wouldn't bid against him.  We'd been in turmoil over the deal and after talking to him, we had a peace settle over us.  He did buy it and rented it to me.  That was his grandpa's place and he was raised there, so he really wanted to buy it.  I now had 1250 acres.

In February of 1982, Bruce Kintschi asked me if I wanted to buy him out and rent his place.  I was farming alone then, and couldn't handle anymore by myself.  I asked Steve if he would be interested in farming with me, but he was unable to come at that time because he had to work/pay off his school grant.  I asked Mike if he would like to farm and he decided to give it a try.  So I made the deal with Bruce to buy his machinery for $50,000 and obtained a ten-year lease.  I liquidated the machinery for about $22,000.  Mike and Patti moved down into Mom's house in Edwall and he started working for me.  I now had 1550 acres.  In September 1982, Plott's place of 800 acres came up for rent.  I talked to the owners and made an offer but was turned down and Jerry Meserve got it.  By January of 1990, I was 61 years old and looking to retire.  We formed a corporation  (B. K. Farms, Inc.) bringing Mike and Patti into it so we could make the transfer for me to retire and Mike to take over.  I officially retired the fall of 1990 after harvest.

In June of 1992, Dorothy Kintschi Braun said they wanted to sell their place.  Our ten-year lease was up so we either had to buy it or loose it.  She wanted $225,000 for the 315 acres.  Around the same time, Bob Simpson also asked us if we would be interested in buying him out and renting his place.  He wanted $200,000  for his machinery and a ten-year lease on 500 acres.  We seriously considered this but decided that we would buy Kintschi's instead.  We put together a deal that purchased it with Verlo, Lois and I, and Steve and Cindy each having 13.39% interest,  Mike and Patti 2.23% interest, and B.K. Farms 57.6% interest.  Together we put $90,000 down, with B.K. Farms paying the balance over 20-30 years.

MACHINERY
When I started farming in the fall of 1948, I had no machinery, so I worked for Dad and used his machinery a couple of years.  Then I started buying a few pieces at a time.  After my first crop, I bought his 1937 Dodge for $575 and a 1948 GMC pickup from Thorpe Implement in Edwall for $250 in 1953.  Dad purchased an IHTD 9 tractor in 1948 for $4670 and I used that until September, 1951 when I bought a 1936 RD-6 Caterpillar for $3500.  In November, 1950, I bought a Massey Harris 27 self-propelled combine for $4,311. The Massey was a miserable combine to run, so in  November of 1952, I bought an old 1936 JD-36 combine for $1,000.  I bought an old wood harrow, spring tooth, plows, disks and weeders from Dad.  I got a couple of old wood box double disk drills.  In 1955, I bought the old JD LL double disc drills.  At that time we disked the stubble in the fall, plowed in April or May, spring toothed, weeded before harvest, weeded and seeded in the fall.  We didn't fertilize or recrop until 1953.

The summer of 1949, I started with a few cows and needed haying equipment.  Norman Buob and I bought a IH baler and Sears Side Delivery rake so we could do our haying.  This baler was a miserable thing to run, so in June of 1958, we traded it for a JD-14T baler.  I also built the old hay wagon using the axles from a Model A Ford.  I bought an 1930 Chev truck and built an elevator on it to put the bales up in the barn.  We pulled the wagon behind the baler, loaded the bales on it, then pulled it to the barn and unloaded it.  Then we built a sled and pulled it behind the baler and someone would stack 7 bales in a pile and then slide them off the sled.  We then loaded the piles on the truck with the wheel tractor.  Gene Landoe, Denny Hardy, Doug Duncan, and Terry Heindl helped me with haying.  I had built my herd up to about 20 beef cows.  In 1967 I sold all the cows.  I invested the money in the apartment triplexes in Spokane that we had for 4-5 years.  I had one or two milk cows that had to be milked twice a day, from the time we were married until the girls were in high school.  The girls didn't like the taste of the milk after drinking the milk at school, so I sold them also.  The names of some of the cows were:  Bisker, Matilda, and Browno.  All we had left then were chickens and cats.  We had chickens for years, but the coyotes, dogs, owls and racoons killed them so we got rid of them. We had a collie dog named Kit.  Grandpa Grose thought we needed a dog while the girls were little, so he brought one down one day.  The girls enjoyed playing with him and were sad when he died at 14 years old.  He was a ladies dog and never really did much with me.  I couldn't train him.  He used to make me so mad because whenever we went in the house, he would run around the house, barking, making grooves around the corners of the house.

When I started farming the Schmidt place, I needed something to haul the RD-6 tractor over there with.  I bought an old low boy trailer, fixed it up, and pulled it behind the '56 Dodge.  In 1964, I got the D-4 Cat for $8,000 and I could haul it on the truck then.  I bought the 1951 9UD-6 in November of 1971 for $3500 and sold the RD-6.  In 1980 I bought the 4690 Case wheel tractor for $58,800.  I got the second one  in May, 1985 by trading the 1470 Case wheel tractor of Bruce Kintschi's for $50,000 difference.  The old spring tooth wasn't very good if there was any stubble, because it would plug up.  In 1961, I got three 12' goolies that were much better.  I didn't have any way to move these, the disks or the weeders, so Norman and I made the machinery carrier in  January, 1963.  Then I bought a Calkins cultivator for $2,100.  This was a great improvement over the goolies.  I got the cultiweeder in March, 1981 for $13,350.

Before the 1950's, we had a terrible time harvesting with all the mustard.  It was always bad the first round around the fence.  When 2-4-D first came out, Dad made a little sprayer on the wheel tractor that had a 20' boom.  He would spray around the fence and up the ditches which was a real help.  Then we made the sprayer to pull behind the wheel tractor with the 40' folding booms.  This was better yet.  Then the Chemical Company got the big sprayers and this was terrific!  October, 1987, Norman and I bought an 80' sprayer for $10,750 that we have really enjoyed.

FAMILY TRIPS

October 16-23, 1953 - We went to Seattle and stayed with Vernons.  We took pictures for Christmas cards, with Cindy and Rhonda crying away!

October 21, 1954 - We went to Coulee Dam, stopped at George Dormeier's, and stayed in Wenatchee that night.  We saw Bob and Midge Nelson, then went on to Seattle to stay with Vernons Friday through Wednesday.  One evening we went to Norman Rosenkranz's for dinner and he gave me the green telephone.  We came home through Moses Lake, stopping to see Uncle Ben and Aunt Faith on the way.

May 30, 1956 - Lois and I went by bus to Detroit to get the '56 Dodge truck.  We left Memorial Day after the picnic at Nat Park.  I'd taken Patti over in the morning to stay with Bob and Edna Hardy.  Yvonne and Cindy stayed with Geralds until Grandma and Grandpa Klein got back from moving Dwaines here from Seattle.  Then Yvonne stayed with them and Cindy stayed with Dwaines.  It had been a hot day and Lois was sick with a terrible migraine during the trip.  We were on the bus from 8:15 Wednesday until midnight Friday night, when we arrived in Chicago.  We had to walk about 2 blocks to our hotel.  There were all these black people hanging around, and late at night it was rather eerie.  We didn't get to bed until 2:30 a.m. Saturday, but got up later and took a bus tour of Chicago.  We left Sunday afternoon, getting to Detroit at 10:45 p.m. On the way, Lois' suitcase got lost and she never got it until we got home!  She had to buy necessities in Detroit and wore the same thing the whole trip!  We left Monday morning in the truck and pushed it to get home Friday afternoon.  Jerry's rehearsal was Saturday morning, with a family picture taken later and the wedding that night at 8:00 p.m.  We waited to get Patti until Sunday, and she didn't recognize us.  Lois was heartbroken!

October 26, 1956 - We went to Seattle to see Vernons, stopping awhile in Moses Lake again.  While there we saw Aunt Hazel and Wanda's new homes, visited Culverwells in Edmonds, Willard and Mae in Richmond Beach, and saw Carlsons (he was pastoring at Calvary Temple).

August 22, 1957 - We went to Seattle and stayed with Vernons a couple days.  We stopped to see Carlsons in Woodinville, but he wasn't there.  She had just washed her hair and was embarrassed to see us.  We went to Port Angeles and ferried to Victoria, seeing the Parliament buildings, Butchert Gardens, drove along Marine Drive, and ferried back to Port Angeles.  The next day we went to the Olympic Hot Springs.  We stayed in an old rustic cabin witha wood stove for heat.  We caught colds at Vernon's, and with going in the Hot Springs and staying in the cold cabin, we began to get sicker.  We came home by way of the peninsula to Centralia and Yakima.  I was too sick to drive, so Lois had to drive most the way.  Yvonne had bronchitus and I had pneumonia by the time we got home.

September 25, 1958 - We went to Seattle on Thursday, had a seafood dinner at Crawfords, then went on to Vernon's.  I helped Vernon work on his basement.  We visited Jerry's at their new home.  Mother also came over for the weekend and we came home on Monday.

February 23, 1959 (Monday) - Went to Seattle and stayed at Vernon's.  On Wednesday, Lois and I went to Olympia to visit the Legislature.  Gerald, Marvin, and Uncle Albert were also there.  Don Moos took us out to lunch and then over to see their house.  We visited Shirley on Thursday, then to Grandpa Streyffeler's graveside service in the afternoon and to Wanda's for dinner.  We came home on Friday.

July 8, 1960 (Friday) - Milts, Statons, Schneiders, Lois, Yvonne and I left to go to Montana camp.  We came home on Monday.

May 30 - July 9, 1961 - We went to Winnepeg, taking Dad Grose with us.  We made it up there in two long days of driving.  Then we went to Virden and stayed with Gordon Grose.  July 4 was Uncle Herb's 50th wedding anniversary celebration.  We came home across Canada to Calgary, Banff and Radium Hot Springs.

May 23-26, 1962 - We went to the World's Fair in Seattle and stayed with Aunt Hazel.

August 26-28, 1963 - We left for Lake Chelan and stayed there 2 nights.  Yvonne and I took the boat trip up to Stekein and back.  Geralds and Marvins went up the day before and stayed overnight, so they came back on the boat with us.  On the way home, we stopped to see Glenn and Swede in Peshastin and went through a cannery and the applet/cotlet place in Cashmere.

September 27-30, 1963 - I went over to Seattle and to Sekiu to go salmon fishing with Norman R.  We were very successful.

December 20 - January 4, 1963 - We went to California for Christmas with Vernons and Jerrys.  We stopped at Aunt Ruth's in Dunsmuir, getting to Jerrys on Sunday afternoon.  Went to Disneyland, Knotts Berry Farm, Griffith Park Observatory, Forrest Lawn, and Marine Land.  We went to see Roy and Edie, and Bob & Vi were also there.  Everyone got sick on Christmas.  On the way home, we stopped at Hearst Castle, Marjorie's in Palo Alto (played the "Barbie" game), and Plankenhorns.  Aunt Lillian took us to San Fransicso for a day.  We stopped at Aunt Ruth's overnight also.

August 23-27, 1965 - Dwaines went with us to Sol Duc Hot Springs (chocolate in Dwaine's new car?).  We stayed in Port Angeles, toured a saw mill, and drove up to the Hot Springs for a day.

August 15-17, 1968 - We had a rain during harvest, so we left on Thursday and went to Couer d'Alene and around the lake to Lewiston.  The next day we stopped at Spauldings (Cataldo?) Mission, picked blackberries along the road over Lolo Pass to Missoula.  We came home on Saturday.

September 22-27, 1969 - We took Yvonne over to Northwest to start college.  We stayed in a motel at Bellevue on Friday night and at Aunt Hazel's Saturday and Sunday.  Monday and Tuesday nights we stayed with Roy and Edie, then came home.

June 15-21, 1970 - This was our Yellowstone trip with the trailer.  We drove to Butte the first day.  The next day we went to the Lewis and Clark Caverns, Virginia City, and to West Yellowstone.  We drove around the Park two days.  The next day we left and went through Grand Teton Park, stopped at the Church of Transfiguration, Jackson, went back into Idaho through Craters of the Moon and stayed in Ketchum that night.  We drove through Sun Valley, Ontario, and stopped for the night at Hat Rock Campground.  It was really hot.  Sunday, we went to church in Kennewick and on home.  This was Father's Day, and I missed spending the last one with my dad.

November 2-17, 1970 - Lois and I drove to California, staying with Vernons and Jerrys.  We went to Whittier to see Vernon get his honorary Doctorate degree.  Vernon drove us around Hollywood, showing us Pat Boone's home and others.  We went to Universal Studios.  Patti stayed at Gerald's.

November 3, 1972 - Bremerton and Seattle

October 24 - November 6, 1973 - Lois and I left on a Wednesday by plane for Chicago, arriving at LaSalle Hotel at 4:20 p.m.  We went to the Board of Trade, took a night tour, saw Museum of Science & Industry, shopped, saw Florence Bowen (a Klopp relative). I took a subway and train to Evanston to look at cars.  We rented a car Sunday and drove to Champaign to see Dick Castle (another Klopp relative) and to Richmond to get the '73 Ford bus for Edwall.  On the way home, we stopped at Bernadine & Gene Carey's, Springfield, IL (Lincoln's place), and Truman's home and library in Independence, MO.  We stopped to see Casebolts (Mother Grose's cousin),  and Eisenhower's Library in Abilene, KS.  We went through Salt Lake on the way home.  The trip cost $933.

November 13-16, 1973 - We went to Portland, taking Mother and Dad Grose with us, for Patti's All-Northwest Choir concert on Monday night.  We went to Bixler's church Sunday in Vancouver.

February 14-28, 1974 - We went to Hawaii for our 25th wedding anniversary.  We left Seattle and went to Honolulu, spending most the time there except for 2 days in Maui. We stayed at Cindy's a couple of days before coming home.  The trip cost $1150.

February 14-20, 1975 - I flew to Orlando, FL to do some work on Mike Meyer's storage shed that burned.  Dwaine was down there, so we stayed with Meyers.  On Monday, Lois called to say Dad Grose passed away.  I really had to work to get done in time to be home for the funeral on Friday.

November 25 - December 5, 1976 - To Seattle to Cindy's and to attend the School Directors Meeting

??  October 27 - November 1, 1974 - We left after church for Vancouver, via Winthrop where we spent the night.  We drove on over the North Cascades pass and stayed at Mayfair Hotel in Vancouver.  Saw Stanley Park, shopped and went to New Westminister to see Grandma and Grandpa Quantz' house and graves.  Went to Uncle Ern and Hulda's for dinner.  We went back through Seattle and stayed with Cindy before coming home.

February  1978 -  We flew back to Cincinnati.  Cindy and Steve took us to Richmond and we drove another big bus out for Reardan.

October 15 - November 8, 1978 - This was our Eastern Airlines Unlimited mileage trip.  We left after church on Sunday for Seattle and stayed with Aunt Hazel.  We flew out of Seattle the next morning for Los Angeles, via Atlanta.  We were with Vernons and Jerrys for 3 days and left for Miama, via Atlanta, then on to Antigua, spending 2 days there.  We went to Trinidad one day, to Saint Martins for a day, stopping for a few hours in San Juan, Puerto Rica.  Then we went on to Orlando to spend a week with Dwaine and Dot in their condo.  We flew to Cincinnato (via Atlanta) for 2 days with Cindy and Steve.  Then we went back to Seattle via Atlanta again.  We landed 14 different times!  We spent the night with Aunt Hazel again (Mom Klein was living with her then) and came home.  The trip cost $1357.

August 20-22, 1979 - Lewiston, Lolo Hot Springs, Missoula.  Took Yvonne, Patti, Mike and baby Jason.

February 22 - March 4, 1982 - to Cindy's in Elkhart

October 12-30, 1982 -  We drove to California again via Salt Lake, Grand Canyon, Phoenix and Los Angeles

October 21-24, 1983 - to Seattle for Mom's birthday

October 3-29, 1984 - We flew to Washington, D. C. in 1984, spending a week with Vernon's.  We rented a car and drove up to Boston and New York and back before coming home.  

October 3 - November 1, 1985 - We went to Germany, Switzerland, Austria, and England for four weeks. 

October 15-16, 1986 - We drove across northern Washington, Chelan and Leavenworth.

October 23-24, 1986 - Took Mother to Leavenworth

October 18 - November 2, 1986 - To Cindy's at Elkhart for Thanksgiving

September 21-30, 1987 - To Seattle, Cannon Beach, Portland, Mt. Saint Helens

May 30 - June 14, 1990 - We went back to Washington, D.C. and southern Virginia  with Vernons. 

In November, we drove to California to spend Thanksgiving with Jerry's.  Vernon, Phyllis, Jim and Nan were also there.  1990?

June 11-20, 1991 - Went to Boston, Vernons, New Hampshire and Maine

October 15 - November 6, 1991 - Cincinnati, Kentucky, Tennessee

August 20, 1992 - Kellogg, Mullan, Couer d'Alene

August 24-27, 1992 - Seattle, Vancouver, Victoria
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