MEMORIES TO AUNT TINE ON HER 90TH BIRTHDAY, JUNE 10, 1904

Nanny:


Now Nanny I have had so many wonderful and outrageous memories about the two of us together and I cannot even imagine narrowing it down to one.  So of course I have a couple of different ones here to remind you of some of the odd things I remember.


Well first one of the things I can even ever begin to remember is when you used to come out to the house for Easter.  You used to watch mom and dad hide the eggs, but when we would come outside you would always help me find the ones I never could.


I also remember on all your other birthdays.  I would make you the most outlandish birthday books instead of cards well how about this book that everyone made for you this year.  I guess I kind of quit making those a few years back, huh?


Another thing that comes to mind is how every time I would come over just to play during the daytime how we would get out the old tea sets and have tea parties, but of course we always had Dr. Pepper in them because you never used to think mom would let us have enough.  Or you would get us out the “flip toys” with Mickey Mouse and Donald Duck on them and we could always play with those for hours, as if it only seemed for such a short time cause I guess we were having so much fun the time just flew.


It may never of seemed like it, but I even enjoyed going up to the mailbox or go take out the trash for you.  I didn’t know what for maybe because I would get to meet everyone on the way, getting a Dr. Pepper or just cause it made you happy.


I think one of the most memories that had the effect on me was when mom and dad had to work the night shift and I was so little to stay by myself or with my sisters and I stayed the night at your house.  I remember as soon as I got there we start to put the couch down for me to lie on.  Then we would grab a Dr. Pepper, some food, and then some candy.  I don’t know how, but any time I got candy from over there it always seemed to taste better than from any store.  Then we would just sit there talking and getting so impatient for wrestling to come on.  We would leave it on that channel until we hear “Bad to the Bone” then we both started to get so excited for the first wrestlers to go out there.  Without even thinking we would both start yelling when the Vonerichs came on and it didn’t matter what one came on, I don’t think we ever found out who our favorite was.


I have so many special memories about you and they never seem to stop and I hope that they never will.  Everyday I remember something that we did when I was little.  I hope someday that I can be like you to be able to spoil my great grandchildren like you have me.  I just want you to know that you have taught me so much about life and I am so glad that I have a Nanny like you and that I have appreciated everything that you have done for me and that I love you in every way possible.


I love you…………………..Amber

HAPPY BIRTHDAY NANNY:


Carson and I wanted to wish you a very happy birthday!  We hope your day is full of happiness and that you have many more.


Carson enjoys talking to you about sports when he comes to see you.  He wanted to say to you that he has always enjoyed seeing what you thought about the Dallas Cowboys.


I want to tell you that I have a special memory about you.  I remember when I had my first Christmas at your house.  You had all of your grandchildren’s names on those special red balls on your tree.  I remember going to the tree and looking at all the names, and then I saw “Gigi” on one of them.  I felt really special to be one of your grand-children and that you took the time to make sure I had a Christmas tree ball on the tree that year.


We love you and hope you have a special day!


Love………………..Carson and Gigi Southall

Nanny still calls me Bobby so here are a few memories from Bobby McCullough:


I remember when I was still pretty little and spent several weeks during the summer with Pop & Nanny on the farm.  Well this particular day I had done something to get in trouble and Pop told me I’d be punished after supper that night.  I worried about it all day.  Sure enough after supper he got that old razor strap off the rail where it hung by the supper table.  I jumped up and high tailed it out the front door and ran towards the barn.  It was finally getting dark and I remember Nanny coming to find me.  She said it was all right that Pop wasn’t going to spank me.  She said that they laughed about it.  But she still had to talk me into going back to the house.


Another memory was one Christmas and I was still little.  I remember Nanny getting a little Teddy Bear for Christmas.  I remember making a dumb remark about she being too old for a Teddy Bear.  Well I remember hurting her feelings and seeing her cry.  That really tore me up and I would never forget it.  Later when I was a young man, I don’t remember how old, Christmas rolled around and guess what I got Nanny.  I got her a life size Teddy Bear for her very own.  What was funny about it was she and I were the only ones around that remembered and knew what the Teddy Bear was all about.

Wonder what ever happened to that Bear.

Dearest Nanny:


When we decided to put together a memory book for your birthday, I did not realize how hard it would be for me to actually sit down and put them down on paper.  I kept telling the kids that I just could not remember anything that had happened to me that also involved you.  Each time one of the kids would say, “Don’t you remember when…”, I would have to admit and say, “Yeah, oh yeah.”


I do not have an idea of the years in which these following incidents happened, but they were growing years when you lived in Sidney.  I remember when us kids used to come to see ya’ll.  We would beg Mother and Daddy to let us stay the summer.  We always had to promise to obey.  What Pop and Nanny said, we had better mind.


Cleaning out the well seemed to be a particular fun thing to do.  Why, I will never understand.  Each of us kids would take a turn being let down on a rope into the well to get frogs out from inside the well.  Can you ever believe that we used to drink that water?


The hayloft was a dangerous but fun place for us kids.  I can remember when we used to swing from a rope out the end of the building.  We would try to reach out as far as we could.  It seems there was also some type of grain stored in a silo inside, maybe maize.  We used to play in that silo and would itch like the dickens when we got out.  I think the barn was our favorite place to hide.


There used to be a tree named Judy.  Who ever heard of a tree having a name?  How did her name get picked?  That tree used to hold a lot of secrets in her branches.  I remember we used to laze around on the lower branches, all laid back, and talk about ‘boys’.  And speaking of trees, there was a dead tree on the back corner of the white house that I thought I could climb.  I fell on the barbed wire and cut my left leg.  We went inside and sneaked into the bathroom, the only type of medicine we could find to put on it was alcohol.  Man, did that ever hurt!  I still have the scar.


 There was a creek that ran at the back of the property.  I think it ran into Granny Sook’s land.  We used to swim in the creek when it would get so hot we couldn’t stand it.  And there was a plum thicket somewhere close by.  We used to eat green plums while lying on the bank.  Most times, we would end up with the stomachaches, but that never made us stop.  I guess the most favorite day of the week for us kids was “Saturday”.  Washday at the laundry mat, but still a good day to enjoy getting to go to town.


We would all get in the back of the pick-up except maybe one of us got to sit up front with you and Poppy.  That’s probably how we learned to drive, sitting next to Pop, holding the steering wheel.  And when we got home, a stop at the mailbox took place and we would put the back end down and sit on it and hang our feet off.  Once or twice, a shoe would drop off.


By late evening, we would set out the lawn chairs under the trees out front.  You and Pop would sing old songs to us kids.  Some of our favorites were “Barbara Allen”, “Old Jim’s Dog” (I think that was the name of it), “Floyd Collins”, “The Great Titanic”, just to name a few.  Recently, when Sondra and Jimmy, Elaine and I were in Mother’s hospital room, we started remembering these songs and sang them.


I am including some pictures with the letter.  They didn’t turn out as well as I would have liked, but you can tell what they are.  Each of us girls got a last doll for Christmas.  These pictures are of my Posie Sue doll.  That’s what I named her.  I don’t know how you did it, but those blue dresses and petticoat were made my by My Nanny.  And you even made a coat for her, too.  I can remember thinking, one of these days I will have a little girl I can hand these on down to, but instead, the Lord blessed us with Chad.  Maybe one of these days, Chad will be blessed with a little girl and I will find it in my heart to give up something so precious to me.


In more recent years, I have the fond memories of all the wash clothes you hand- crocheted around and gave to us for Christmas.  Some have been used, but more have been kept in a good place, some day to pass on to Chad.  Maybe your talent has rubbed off on me, as I love to crochet.


I really have been rambling, haven’t I?  Get me started and I can’t seem to stop.  This is fun!  Nanny, I just want to keep remembering all the good times and fond memories not only of you, but of Pop and the old home place, Sidney, friends…..it’s never ending.  I love you very much and want to wish you a very HAPPY BIRTHDAY and many, many more to come………………..Diane

To Eula Scott:


Fourteen years ago, B.W. (before Wal-Mart), K-Mart was our shopping heaven.  We had some good times there.  It was hard to keep up with her while I was looking for something.  I’d turn around and she would be gone.  I found her several aisles away.  She had no trouble walking.  We were enthralled with crochet.  We made pillows, hot pad, afghans, candles, dolls, Santa Claus any anything else in style.  We shared, divided, borrowed and loaned.  May this birthday be a head start on the next 90………..







Margaret Love

Dear Sondra:


I am sorry I have been so late in writing to you.  I hope that you like my special memory of Aunt Tine.


After Mother died Aunt Tine, Uncle Arch and I flew out to California to see Aunt Nannie.   Harris and Jean Clark had us to hide so we could surprise her mother, but Aunt Tine didn’t want to, as she was afraid Aunt Nannie Harris would have a heart attack or stroke.  I don’t know if you will like it or not, but that is my special memory of Aunt Tine.  Hope to see you at Aunt Tine’s birthday.  I will come with Ira and Clara, bye for now……………Your cousin, Melba

Dearest Nanny:


A half century has past since I was born and as I look back over the years to reflect on memories of you, s many come to mind.  Most of them also include Pop, Sidney, the farm, and those wonderful visits we would make to see you.


I remember the old house, the one that had the windmill in the yard.  It seems there was a lilac, or was it a crepe myrtle bush, in one corner of the yard too.  I may not be right about the kind of bush, but we have a picture taken of you and us girls in front of that bush.  I remember the living room where perms were given with the old electric curlers and the fireplace where we would hang our stockings at Christmas.  Of course, they were actually Pop’s gray socks with the red toe and heel in which “Santa” always left an orange, an apple, and some hard ribbon candy.  I can remember the bedroom where all the kids would sleep waiting for Santa Claus to come.  We were always told he would not come as long as we were awake.  I remember one time when the Caffeys were over (Stuart and Jan) and we found some baby mice that didn’t even have their eyes open.  Those times were so long ago, but they were special times.


The memories that I have of the smokehouse, the barn, our jumping out of the hayloft, the wagon in the cow lot that Pop would put the dried cow paddies on so he could fertilize the fields, the driving of the tractor, the oat bin where we would play and itch like crazy, the peanuts and other fields that were planted, cultivated and then combined, the tank at the west end of the fields, ole Judy-the tree near the barn that we climbed and played in, the walk to the mailbox, the creek banks to play on, the grape vine to “smoke”, the many Scott Reunions at the farm, Dinka and Sparky and that old outhouse with the Sears catalog are all sweet memories.  I hope, as Jordan and Tyler grow older that they will have as good memories of us as I do of you and Pop.


After the old house had burned and you moved into the white house, I can remember the rain barrel (I don’t know why we called it ‘barrel’ since I believe it was square and galvanized) that caught water for us to wash our hair with.  Isn’t it strange that we didn’t use a crème rinse then?  I can remember you in the kitchen with the flour pan that you made biscuits in.  You always kept that pan with about an inch of flour in it inside the metal flour can.  And your fried chicken, it was out of this world.  Of course, watching you ring the chicken’s neck and throw it under a tub was associated with that wonderful taste that resulted.  


It was while you were in this house that one memory stands out in my mind.  I don’t remember who all was there, but I know that Elaine and I were.  Someone had discovered some new baby kittens under a brush pile some twenty yards north of the house and had come in to tell us all to come look at them.  I was about to go out the front gate and I fainted.  The first and only time I have ever fainted.  Of course, I don’t actually know the reason that I fainted but you believed it was because I was constipated.  Well, I’m sure remembering you always kept Syrup Pepsin around for things like that.  You gave me a dose (a tablespoonful).  Lo and behold!  It wasn’t Syrup Pepsin, but vanilla extract. Ooooooooh!  Still to this day, I don’t understand how vanilla can make ice cream so sweet when it tasted so awful straight out of the bottle.


I remember that old telephone that hung on the wall in the white house and the party line.  Do you remember what your ring was?  Seems to me it was two longs and a short, but that’s probably not right.  I remember all of us kids wanting to chew tobacco.  We would bug Pop to let us have some until finally he let us try it and it really wasn’t quite the thrill we expected.


Some of the wonderful times we had going to town to do the washing are so pleasant to think on.  Not the washing or hanging of the clothes to dry, but the riding in the back of the pickup and singing all the songs you and Pop had taught us when we would sit outside at night and visit.  I still think the sky is so much more clear and the stars shine brighter at Sidney than anywhere else.  I remember all the beds that would be moved outside during the summer for us to sleep on.  Air conditioning was never thought of and mosquitoes must have been in another world because I don’t remember them bothering us.


Some of the most fun we had was to go to the mailbox.  When we would be at your house, usually all of us kids would walk to the mailbox after we saw the mail carrier’s car go up the hill.  I remember one time that I got to ride the bicycle to the mailbox for the mail.  On my way back, just about even with the barn, I ran over a snake.  It scared the living daylights out of me.  I remember picking up feet up and going over it and screaming to Pop to get the hoe.  Of course, Pop killed the snake, which was a spreading adder, and it had a bunch of eggs in it.  Maybe that is why I cannot stand snakes.


When y’all moved into Sidney, things were different, but we still enjoyed getting to come see you and spending a couple of weeks during the summer.  Of course, you usually had some sheep and a few lambs you would be feeding on the bottle.  Feeding the baby lambs was an extra special “chore”.  Nanny, as you can see these are memories that happened some years ago, but as always we grow up and don’t have the opportunity to ‘play’ like we did as kids, but memories are still made throughout our lives.  They are still wonderful memories, just a different kind.  I still enjoy getting to go to 
Sidney and visiting all the old places we used to roam as kids.  I’m sure a lot of the memories that I’ve recounted really didn’t happen just as I remembered them because they were made with a child’s memory and mind.  But you can bet Nanny that I enjoyed making those memories every bit as I have enjoyed remembering them.


Now as we make another memory by celebrating your BIG 90th Birthday, I wish you the very best that life has to offer you.  May God bless you and keep you in a special way.  I love you!                Your granddaughter Sondra

To Nanny:
From Elaine


First I would like to tell you I love you dearly and when I think of all the life time of memories of you, it fills my heart with love and pride and I thank God that out of all the Grandmothers in the world He game me you.


I do not have any unhappy memories and the most memorable time I guess were on the farm at Sidney.  As soon as it got summer time and school was out I could hardly wait until I could go spend part of the summer with you and Pop.  The happiest times were after the good times and fun at play all day.  We would sit out in the lawn chairs at night and you and Pop showed us the stars and constellations in the sky.  Then you and Pop would teach us old songs and we would sit out under the stars at night and sing those songs until 10:00—which was bedtime and time to go in.  I can still think of the title of most those songs and still know the words to many of them it means more to me than I can say to know you spent that quality time with me and gave me these memories to cherish always.


There is another memory that stands out in my mind when I think of you.  It was my senior year in high school and Paula’s junior year.  We thought we had everything under control when we asked Danny not to say anything if we weren’t in school the next day and he agreed to keep quiet.  So the following day Paula and I skipped school and Kenneth Williams drove us to Stephenville so Paula could see Ronnie Morrison at school and spend some time with him.  We got back to Sidney just in time as school was out.  Imagine our surprise when you walked across the street from the Pruitt’s that afternoon and asked us why we were not in school for the day.  Talk about scared out of our wits!  We sure were.  Needless to say we forgot that Nicky and Karen Pruitt might miss us both being at school and ask you where we were.  We were so scared you were going to tell Pop on us and we would get the spanking of our lives.  I can remember us begging you not to tell Pop and we promised if you wouldn’t tell him that we would never do anything like that again.  You wouldn’t promise us that you wouldn’t tell Poppy and we sat on pins and needles all night waiting for him to lower the boom.  That night he never said anything to us and we thought you had kept our secret for us.  The next morning just as Paula and I started to leave for school, in a voice so calm and cool Pop said, “You girls just make darn sure you get to that school today”.  Paula and I looked at each other and hurried out the door as fast as we could go.  So we knew you must have told him, but you must have also done a lot of talking to have kept us out of the trouble we deserved.  So you have always been there for me to depend on and I thank you for that.


I could go o and on and write memory after wonderful memory to go in this memory book for you.  I don’t think that would leave room for everyone else to write theirs.  So in closing I just want to say THANK YOU for all the precious memories and let’s make many more in the years to come.  

Hi Nanny!  It’s me Kim!  A special memory?  Gosh!  There’s too many.  Let me see I remember when you use to pick me up from school and we would head to the little house in River Oaks and you would fix me a hamburger.  You would fry up a hamburger pattie, 2 slices of bread, and mustard.  Those were great!  I also enjoy these days that we spend as much as the past.  Dannie enjoys as much as I do coming over each week and heading to the grocery store.  And we can’t forget the What-A-Burgers!  Remember when they gave us that whole bag of little ones after they made the mistake and gave us a wrong order of the small size?  They know to give us the Big Burgers and oh!  And we can’t forget our newest crave for the Bratwursts hot dogs!  Ken wanted me to tell you he enjoys our afternoons that he comes over and works in the garden and cooks out.  Well I love you Nanny!  Oh!  One more thing, we can’t forget Chevy Chase!  I love and wish you a happy birthday and would like to tell you that it’s always on mind, and that I only hope that within my years to come, that I will grow to be as an intelligent, good-humored woman as I know you today.  Lots of love, Kim, Ken & Dannie

Aunt Tine:


I remember the first time I saw you, it was in July 1949.  We took Arch and Vennie to visit the relatives.  I believe it was around Comanche, any way we saw all sorts of folk.  At the time May had all these little blond haired girls and Fred and I had our two girls Charlotte and Marsha Ann and our baby boy, Paul.  When we got to your place, we found you out chasing pigs into a pen, or trying to.  You came to meet us and you were laughing.  I’m not sure you were expecting us, but you went to the kitchen and began to prepare a meal for all of us laughing and talking all the while.  I was sure impressed how you just went to work to feed us.  I would have probably sent out for chicken or fell ill or maybe both.


I still marvel at your composure and your sense of humor about it all.  It was many years later before I saw you again that I can remember.  We took Arch to visit you in Ft. Worth after Vennie died and we all had such a good time eating sandwiches, visiting, and watching the ball game on TV.  That’s the time Fred and I slept in your front yard in our pick-up camper.  I have always enjoyed your company and we hope you have a wonderful 90th birthday celebration.


Nona Riddle Carson

Well Nanny, as a birthday gift to you we were all asked to write about a special memory we had of you and have it placed in a memory book.  How can I even begin to do that Nanny?  From my first and very earliest memories I have had special memory after special memory of you and it continues to this very day.


I remember so many of the early days on the farm and the hours and hours that you and Pop and Paula and I spent together.  I remember the excitement of the little lambs being born, then watching them jump and play out in the sunshine.  I also remember the thrills and giggles while watching a new baby calf get its first dinner.  Nanny, I can still see you milking the cows and pouring the milk into a pan for the cats.  You could always milk so fast.  I remember you teaching me how, but I never got it down good.  


I remember the little miniature calf we fed on the bottle, also all of the little lambs we fed.  You would warm the milk and then pour it into a RC bottle so we could hold it.  I can see them now, getting on their knees to drink, and us struggling to hold that black nipple on so they wouldn’t pull it off.  You could tell that they were happy because they wagged their tails so fast.


I remember you taking us to Comanche on Saturdays and giving Paula and I some money so we could go to Perry’s and buy us a toy or make-up.  I remember Pop dropping us off at that laundry with that big tree out front, and us washing while he went up to have the car oiled and greased.  Boy, that was some hard washing.  I remember you using the stick to put clothes up to the ringer and then going from tub to tub to rinse—don’t forget that ‘blueing’ for the sheets.  Ha!  I sure hated getting home and having to hand them all on the clothesline.


Nanny, I also remember the sad day you picked us up to tell us about Dinka and the way it hurt so much.


I remember you and Pop coming to my basketball games and how y’all always stressed the importance of good grades in school.  Nanny I remember you ironing all of my clothes for me and how you would make me a special dress for Saturday night.  I was surely spoiled.


Hey, no one had as pretty a majorette uniform at Sidney.  I was always being told how beautiful they were.  I don’t know how you did it, they were so hard to make.  Thank you for all the many memories of my carefree childhood.  I could write books and books and never cover them all.  


Nanny, I couldn’t write about one special memory of you to put in your book because you’re a special memory to me everyday.  You are my role model.  I love you, Nanny, and I wish you a very happy 90th birthday.







Love…………….Carolyn

Dear Sondra and Jimmy:


Hope all of you are staying well.  We're just fine.  In reply to the invitation and request for the memory book:  Here goes…….


Mama and Dayy’s love and care for family, relatives, neighbors, and friends are the greatest.  Ruby and Marvin
     You all take care and thanks for doing all this for mama.  I love you much.

Nanny:


Hello Birthday Girl!  Well it seems that for a change for your Birthday we are writing remember whens.  Those are always fun to read.  I have many fond memories of you Nanny, and I remember some of the good time I have shared with you; matter of fact, I remember a lot of good times we have spent together.


The one I feel that I remember the most clearly, just like it was yesterday, would probably be the nights I would stay the night with you.  That was so much fun!  Mom and Dad dropping off Amber and I while they went to work and we would automatically start having a great time.  We would fold out the couch, hop right into our nightgowns, eat a TV dinner and then get ready to watch wrestling.  I remember how I just couldn’t wait for Kerry Voneric to come out because I thought he was just to good looking.  Oh!  And what about when Kerry and Kevin would play tag team against the Freebirds.  They always won!
    You know Nanny it seems like I never stayed awake to watch all of it.  I would fall asleep before it was over and then it would be early in the morning and mom and dad would be there knocking on the door and waking us up to go home.


I remember on the way home not being able to wait to come back the next day and do everything all over again.  Well, Nanny there are so many memories it was hard to narrow it down, but I hope this memory has made you happy and I hope you have a very Happy Birthday.





Love you very much………Kamie

Dear Aunt Tine:  I wish we could be with you on this special day, but there’s to many miles that keeps us at home.  I know you will have a wonderful day seeing and visiting with everyone.  Just remember the Nevada group loves you.  HAPPY BIRTHDAY!

Faye & Bill Hart, Mike, Karen, Sean & Joshua, Ralph, Kathy, Jessica, Kyle, and Courtney, Paul and Cami, and Susie Pecorino

Aunt Tine:


There are so many sweet memories of U. Delbert and A. Tine, words could never express the love I feel when I was with them from the first memory years of a small child thru the adult years when I brought my children to visit them at Sidney next door to Mother and Daddy.  I guess if there was a place I loved going as much as going to Mother and Daddy’s is going to U. Delbert and A. Tine’s and I loved them both as much as I did Mother and Daddy—I guess in a different kind of love.


I guess one of my earliest memories when we lived on the side of the mountain and they lived down the way.  Then I remember them out in the country from Sidney and we lived up on the ‘Holland Place’.  As a young child how I loved to spend the night and Aunt Tine made some chocolate pie and cream gravy for breakfast.  Then the times we played in the loft of the barn at her house—then I grew up—had a family.  One of the latest wonderful times is the week she spent with mother while mother was ill and Jim and I were able to be there.  Jim has wonderful memories of Taking Uncle Delbert and Aunt Tine to wrestling and I love to hear the fun stories.


Aunt Tine, I love you, words can’t express how much.  When I think of you, Aunt Tine and Uncle Delbert, I was very luck to have second parents as you two.  I am thankful my children knew and loved you both.          Love, Edna

Aunt Tine there is no one certain time that I can think of but anytime J. D. and I and our children visited with Aunt Tine and Uncle Delbert we were always made to feel welcome and we always enjoyed being with them.  We wish Aunt Tine a VERY HAPPY BIRTHDAY……………..Mary Jo

I cannot begin to mention any particular special time or incident Aunt Tine.  All the times spent with you and Uncle Delbert were special times for us.  HAPPY BIRTHDAY AUNT TINE…………………J. D.

Dear Elaine:


Sorry to be so tardy in responding to your letter of several weeks ago concerning Aunt Tine’s party.  I simple procrastinated, put the announcement on my dish and just discovered it this week.  We sure wish her a Happy 90th.


She and Uncle Delbert were like a second set of parents.  I love them dearly and I can recall many happy times with them.


One of the greatest and fondest remembrances of Aunt Tine was her great personal strength and character.  She was a loving caring wife yet she was a helpmate on the farm.  She worked in the fields and was stronger and more productive than any man.  I can still see her pulling corn and heading maize and taking 2 rows while my brother Bryan and I could handle only one.  Then she would stop and prepare lunch while we rested at the noontime.  What strength!  God bless her!           Love, Jack

