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ig, full petticoat
petticqat the t;?riog%.thitd‘:i:saagdgit madepthe dress
 (asadioni %he ihan ever. But it was a heavy one made of
igg:sgrsigésrand it was hard to fix so it wouldn't show.
But fix it she did. She took_a heayy pigc:r.; Qi' (;nrij
and tied it tightly around her waist. bhg tu; 1[ lﬂ'd
good knot so that she would t_"eel safe durlng Eu, :;W and
wouldn't have to be pulling it up all the tlmu‘ She
pulled up her long sLocking§ and fasteney(_J them above her
b\ knees with rubber bands. Wlth'a happy kiss for her
mother, she started down the dirt road to school with her

brothers and sisters.

As they walked down the street (now Fourth Avcr{mu)
they could see the men fumigating the lemon trees in the
orchards. The brown canvas covers on the trees looked
like big tents. They knew that they must not go near

From tne i ¢
om the Historical Collection of the Union Title Insurance Gompany

e they were dangerous. The men, who were
the tents :gi?zzbrigs.. had put hot cyanide gas under the
2 wagO";he gas was very poisonous and Jane's father had
e that one of the men who had been too near the
tOldhl’lzrbeen taken to the hospital in National City for
g::at:}ent. They were afraid he would not live. She knew

that one of the mules the men gsmi to pr__zll the rig h,q(j
died from the cyanide gas. While the rig was standing by
one of the trees, the mule had pushmll his face under the
canvas and breathed the gas. The children knew about
these dangers. They stayed far away from the orchards
when they were being fumigated.

"But why do they have to do that?" Jane's little
brother asked.

"Do you remember those funny looking black, round
bumps about the size of the end of a matchstick all over
the branches of the lemon tree in the backyard?" replied
Jane. "That was black scale. It takes the strength away
from the tree. Father was looking at our own orchard
last night and he said he would have the fumigators in
soon, "

"?\’ell, when he does, we're going to stay far, far
away," the other children replied.

The children passed the steep canyon between what is
now Center Street and G Street, and ran up and down the
bank where the canyon was filled to the roadbed level
They looked at their favorite Toyon Berry trees and
:ggdered how long it would be before the berries turnea
e The cactus was also beginning to set fruit, and

€y loved to watch the beautiful blossoms turn from

blossom to fryit and to pick it when it was ripe.
They soon say i i i
" the
o sing: railroad crossing sign and began
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"Railroad crossing

Look out for the cars.
See if you can spell G
Without any R's!”

After they had swung around the two old scraggly
cypress trees at the corner of Fourth Avenue and F Street,
they could see the children playing in the schoolyard in

front of the F Street School. The flag was already flying

from the flagpole and they knew that they had better hurry.

The children in the school were lined up ready to go
into their classes by the time Jane arrived at her room.
The teachers were there, too, and the principal. Every-
one was quiet. It was more like soldiers getting ready
for battle than children getting ready for school.

None of this mattered to Jane that day. She looked
very pretty and she knew it. Even Katie's best beau
looked at her and once he even smiled! Recess was still
ahead and she just knew that she would be asked to play
ball with the boys. She could hardly wait!

But before recess came, a messenger came to the
teac‘her with a note. The teacher smiled and seemed
excited, but she said in a quiet voice, "We are to
assemble around the flagpole right away. The principal
has a message for us.”
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ngomething jmportant must have happened,” Jane thought.
if some of the children are in trouble again

"1 wonder 1
‘ e all going to get a lecture.

and we aT!

The children marched out to the flagpole. They waited
quietly until the principal told them where to stand.

They wondered why they were having an assembly out in
front when they usually had them in the auditorium. They
wondered why another assembly was necessary since they

had just had one that morning. It wasn't long before the
principal took a place near the flag. Everyone waited to
hear what he had to say. When he announced in a firm but
proud voice that the war was over, everyone seemed glad,
everyone except the teacher, thought Jane. She was crying.
Jane knew that her husband had been fighting in France for
many months and she wondered. . but her teacher smiled
brightly through her tears and Jane felt better. Or did
she?

While the children were clapping and watching the
principal, Jane felt something strange happening to her.
Something seemed to pop. Before she knew it, her big,
full petticoat which she had fixed so carefully that
morning, was on the ground. The string had broken. "Oh,
how awful,” thought Jane. '"What shall I do?"

Just then the teacher glanced down and saw what had
happened. Shielding her from the eyes of the children
cl?se by, she helped her step out of it. She said
quietly, "Go into the lavatory and fix it, Jane. This
is a good time for such a thing to happen. Everyone is
so interested in the big news that this is not important."”

How grateful Jane was for these words. How glad she
was that it had not happened while she was playing ball
with the boys.

he When she told her folks about it at dinner that night,
Will‘ father said, "Well, I guess this is one birthday you
1 remember, isn't it, Jane?"
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L e ink! Everyone will be ce
mother said, Just thin e
braggrtg your birthday from now on. November 11, 1918,
will always be a pig day for the people in the United
States.”

"It will always be 4
"1'11 never take chances with a pe

tticoat again!"

a big day for me, too,” thought Jane,

10 A Way, Way Out Flight

"See me, see me,"” shouted Ted as he balanced on the
highest peak of the roof of the old barn. "See me, I
can stand on the highest place and see way, way off1"

"How does it look?" asked George, who was busy feed-
ing the rabbits. But before Ted had time to reply, he
began to sway like a tree branch in the wind.

"Oh, help me, I'm falling!" he shouted, but George
could not reach him in time. He lost his balance and
fell head over heels to the ground, or did I say ground?
He fell right into the middle of the fresh pile of hay
which father had just stacked by the corral the night be-
fore. Was he scared! And was George scared! But he
got up unhurt and brushing the hay from his clothes, he
thought, "Gee, that was fun!' George had the same idea.

."Come on, Ted, and help me feed the animals and we'll
do it again!” said George. The boys set to work in a
hurry to feed and water the cow and goat and to put
tf,:e.sh hay into the corrals for the horses. They had to
.ndC;reflul of the horses, They were young and spirited
" ather had not worked them lately, thus they were

J€r to get out of the corral to have a good run.
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corral
i very
f to try

Father had warned the bozs ;ot to gghizt:hzl\tn
ence. 3

but to put the feed over the 1

careful‘l,y then hurried on their way to the roo

Ted's stunt again.

What fun to slide down the steep root.‘ into the pile
of hay. They did it over and over again, but after a
time they just didn't seem to go fast enough.

e old shingles the wind blew

"Let' t some of thos 7 "
Let's ge them and slidel

of f the barn last winter and sit on
suggested George.

"If we pour some water down the roof, it wi}‘l m,?ke
it more slippery and maybe we will go faster,” said Ted.
The boys were soon carrying buckets of water up the :
ladder to the top of the roof, pouring it down the side
and sliding on their shingles to the softness of the

waiting pile of hay.

They saw their mother washing in the washhouse and
they were glad she had a machine to help her now. They
remembered when she had had tubs of water on the back
porch and had scrubbed their clothes with a scrub-
board. She was always so hot and tired then. They saw
the baby toddling along on unsteady feet, talking in her
own language. They wondered what mother would say if
she saw them standing on the roof.

"I've got a good idea,” said Ted suddenly. "Let's
p\}t soap on the roof where we pour the water. Then it
will really be speedy!"” They set to work with eager-
ness, but when they went to the house to get some soap,
they heard the laughing and giggling of their sister
Anng and her girl friend, Sarah. They seemed to be
};:vpg so much fun that the boys couldn't help stopping
mzlx‘zdov.m play to see what the girls were doing. They
ity :ndthe living room. The girls were doing the
b bs ance, sort.of kicking up their heels in the

ck but keeping their knees together. The boys had
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never seen dancing like that and
funny. The girls must have thouc
they would stop every onc v
giggle.

they thought it looked
el h? $0, too, because
€ 1n a while to shriek and

"What are you doing?" T s
e g ed asked. "It sure does look
You get out of here right now," said Anne. "We're

practicing some new dan e n't
ces and we don' v y
. Tl 0 want any snoopy

"Is that dancing?" asked L )
e M me?” sked George. It doesn't look

Sarah, Anne's girl friend, explained, "Ti g v
dances are called the Charlestonpand thé Bl:iithi:ow
we want to be able to dance them by Saturday night )
A.\nne has a date for the dance at the old Watch Faciorv
in Otay, :?m] I hope to have a date, too, by that time:
Everyone is dancing this way now and we don't want to
be old-fashioned."

5 "Now you know all about it," said Anne snippily,
so please GET OUT!" ;

The boys had much more fun to think about than those
silly old dances anyway, so they found the bars of soap
and hurried back to the barn. Yes, the soap did work
better, and how much faster they slid! Before long Ted
had another idea.

"You know, George, I'll bet if we got a parasol and
held it up as we slide, it would carry us way, way out!”

"I don't think a parasol would do much good. It
isn't big enough. Let's get that 0ld canvas we used
for beach parties and see if it would be strong enough
to hold up lots of air."



canvas while Ted did some more soap-
i the canvas with pieces
i hey tied each corner of iec
“tlg;opz tyo hang on to. Before long they were sa11%ng
:hrough the air way, way out, landing on the far side

of the hay pile.

George got the

" " kil 'ns tio. uickis
It works! It really works!" Ted crie ?

s1id and sailed down the roof and then slowly climbed
back to the top.

Each time they reached the peak they could see the
tops of the lemon orchard, the fields of celery, the
lemon packing sheds near Third Avenue and K Street and
the one in the center of Chula Vista at Landis and Center
Streets. They could see the bay and the strand and
Coronado. They wondered when father would take them to
the Coronado Plunge again. They could see the San Miguel
and Otay Mountains and the train puffing down Third
Avenue on its way to the packing house for a load of
lemons. They could see their own front yard and their
grandparents' house with its steep roofs and attic and
they could see -- no, not the baby! It couldn't be!

Not the baby just stooping to go under the fence into
the horse corrall

"Please let it not be the baby,” they thought as they
moved swiftly into action. Down the roof they slid and
grabbed the baby just as the brown horse nuzzled his

nose on the top of her blonde head and the baby reached
up to pat him,

The hoys could see mo i 8
calling to them o ther hurrying through the orchar

call help her find the baby. '"Here she
;:; a:-:? :zlled, and as mother took the child in

s that’theeb‘a’o,s told her all about it. How glad she
b didnk"z was safe and how proud she was of the
all over the Groun‘a’ L e 5 P o

near the rabbys pe:s?r the canvas lying in the dirt

E a8 Ry ? SN |

By now the boys had enough fly
one day. After they put the canv
went back to the house to see what the girls were doing;
as usual the girls didn't want to be bothered. They ;
were doing something with their hair, making big pu;“fs

over their ears. It didn't look very exciting, the boys
thought. ”

ing and sliding for
as and soap away, they

At dinnertime that night, they told father all about
the fun they had that day and how the canvas seemed to
really hold them up for a little while. Mother told him
about the rescue and how proud she was of the boys.

Father had a bit of news of his own to tell. He was
so excited; he glowed as he said, "You boys tried some-
thing today that men have been trying to do for centuries
-- to fly. You have heard about the many attempts to
fly across the ocean., Well, today, May 21, 1927, one of
the men in our country who has been as curious and as
interested in flying as you are, flew alone all the way
across the Atlantic Ocean!”

Mother couldn't believe it. "Do you mean, all the
way across the Atlantic Ocean without stopping -- and
all alone?"

"Yes," father said. "Charles A. Lindbergh flew
from New York to Paris in thirty-three hours and twenty-
nine minutes, all alone without stopping. What makes
us even more proud, he did it in an airplane made by
Ryan Aircraft Company of San Diego.

"And,” said Ted, "we thought we were flying way,
way out!"



i Afraid Of The Dark

the dark?" Pete asked his big

" id of
Are you afraid o the way home from school.

brother one night on

i g d Ralph. "There's
& ourse not, silly, answere : ;
noth(i)lflgcin the dark that isn't there in the daytime!l
So why should anyone be afraid?

"Well, you're not sO prave," retorted Pete, "I heard
father say the other night that there were dark days
coming and he was afraid. If he is afraid, I guess I

can be, tool"

"That isn't what he meant, silly, he was talki.ng
about the banks, and jobs, and money, when he said th?'t.
and he is afraid of what will happen in this country.

"Then why did he say it was going to be dark?" asked
Pete again. But by that time they were home and mother
was greeting them with the words, "Please hurry and get
your school clothes off and your working clothes on.
Father wants you to help him pick lemons this after-
noon."

"Mother, may I have something to eat first? I'm
hungry!" Ralph said.

"There are cookies in the jar and milk in the cooler.
Help yourself. Please don't take more than you can eat.
We must plan more carefully about our food from-now on.

With all the men out of work, it is luck
* t r
father still has a job." < ey

"Mother, are you afraid of th v i

. e dark?" Pete asked his

:ztihe;. iAnc'i‘ when his mother laughed and said, "No! I'm
afraid.” "Then why is father?" he asked.

56

Mother tried to tell him about
the country had been living. She
them had bought so much on cre :
for the things they bought. g
the country had closed the
business. She also told him how
in the bank couldn't ge

"You know that your father work

can have food and clothing and a home

have a job and we did not have any
things. What would we do? Fathe;
dark. He is afraid of failing his
lose his job."

"When he said that there are dark da

mean that?" asked Pete again.

——

the way the i
y people in
told him that many of

dit and hadn't $
2 et

. She said tha i
ir doors anc

t banks all over
1 were not open for

A people who had money
1t and how worried they were

S to make money so we
Suppose he didn't
money to buy these

1s not afraid of the
family if he should

ys coming, did he

"Yes," replied his mother, "that is exactly what he

meant."

"But you boys hurry now and help your father with
the lemons. You know that he needs all the help he can
to'geF them off the trees even though they are not
bringing in much money. People who used to buy lemons

have less money now. They think

other food for
they are right.

The boys ran

tell the size.

that lemons are not as important as

the diet. Perhaps
But your father

needs to get them off the trees.
"Hurry along now.'

'

to get the picking

sacks and picking rings. They stuck

their thumbs through the smaller ring

which was attached to the side of the

big one. The big ring remained in

the palm of their hand. Then they i
could slip it over the lemons to

If the lemons were
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t big enough to £i11 the ring, they were not big
no

enough to pick.

h though, the boy thought,

g safnlt(st::;eo:eieg :::li‘g shoulgers and started for

::etgzhgrd. The heavy sacks hung below th;ir knges
and it was hard to climb the tall ladder. hhen teflzu :
had them filled ome-fourth full, they were heavy g g

to empty. They took many trips to the boxes to empty

their heavy loads.

i 111 have to
"As soon as we finish the picking, we w
) ditch the orchard and irrigate. The trees are getting
r ) very dry," father said. "The fig trees at the foot o
[ the orchard are full of fruit, though.. Perhaps your
K mother will want you to pick some for jam or for pick-
ling."

| "The quince trees are full of quinces this year,"
' said Ralph. "I wish I had some quince honey right now
| on a slice of mother's good homemade bread."

"We will have to make good use
of the fruit on the place this year,”
sald father, "and your mother will
probably be making bread again soon.
With all the men out of jobs, we

must be as careful of everything as
we can,"

"I hope you do not lose your job,
Father," said Pete.

"'I' Pray that will not happen,
son,” answered his father solemnly,

Mother canned the fruit, made
and pickles. Fath 2 Jam,
thongls 14 e er cured olives and sold them. Al-

an added job for mother, she baked, too.
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The boys were so happy. When the bread was
smell was so delicious that it made everyone hungrier
and the bread disappeared faster. Father sald that
maybe baking was not a saving after all,

baking, the

The boys did all they could to help father with the
orchard after school and on Saturday, but they didn't
get much money from lemons and sometimes they wondered
what good it all was.

The day came when father brought home a notice from
the lemon packing company. The notice said that the
company was sorry they had to let him go. They were
cutting down on help. Father had worked at the lemon
packing company for twelve years.

When the boys came home from school, mother was making
guava jelly. Pete and Ralph looked at her and knew the
heat from the stove couldn't cause her eyes to water that
much! How quiet she was as she said, "Change your
clothes, boys, and run on out to play." And when father
came in, the look on his face said, "Yes, I am afraid of
the dark, and the dark is here with my family. What
shall I do?"

Mother said, "Don't worry, dear, we'll get along
somehow. "

And the boys thought, "We just won't eat so much;
that will help somel"

Every day father went job huntiug,. Eve::y night h:he
came home with the same look of despair. Every day iy
boys tried to help with the chores. They d1dizlnany :i"
things so that father would be pleased and sm r: :ge i
Every day mother would find some new dish ;o }i’t gost
the family. She would brag about how 1'1“{6 - had-

As the days went by and all the money fhe gliuff{cult -
saved disappeared, it became more and more
get a smile out of father.
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1 took away the
rom the store came anc : .
. thzh’;z: gecause no payment had been made on it
washing ma aths, the boys were afraid that father would
for three mo ' and so hurt. Mother tried to

i e was SO angry her
:l§ t:;}z'SZe that he was only one of many millions of
p:ogle in the country who were out of work and that it

wasn't his fault, but father still had that hurt look
on his face. Everyone who saw it was sad.

Mr. Lamb, the man who had built their house came to
see the family one night. Mother and father were
frightened for fear that Mr. Lamb would ask them to
move so he could take the house back. Although they had
paid regularly every month before father lost his job,
they had not made a payment for the last three months.
What would we do, they said to themselves, if he wants
the house?

With fear, they asked him in and when he said, "You
folks are behind three months on your house payments,"
they knew that the darkness had really fallen. But as
he continued and said, "Now, I realize that you are out
of work for reasons which you cannot control, and I have
complete trust in you. Whenever you can, make a payment.
When you are unable to do so, don’t worry. I would
ratlingr"have faith in you than all the houses in the
world.,

= Father's eyes fillled with tears as mother stepped to
: s side and said, “Thank you, Mr. Lamb, for giving us
ope again. It is as though you have opened a window!"

oFx;ther did find a little work doing jobs for other
}!;: glzow;lo needed the strong arm of a willing worker.

He got y o:nd work in the celery fields at harvest time.
frosty cgldery early those mornings and worked in the
into crate bcutting and packing the stalks of celery
s for shipping, This work lasted for only

short periods
poggeie o, of time and the money he made just wouldn't
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Mother said one morning, "I hear
a nurse again in his office and p"‘rh;::lhgr&oif{:eie:e;:s
come back." Father wouldn't hear of it at first, but ]
time went on and no jobs opened up for him, he f;nallyﬂs
gave his consent. Mother went back to work on the job
she had before they were married.

Father learned to help with the cooking; the boys
even learned to fry eggs and to make pancakes. They
even tried to make a pie one day but decided that
baking was not in their line. Mother worked from eight
until five for Dr. Jones, and the days and years of
1932-1936 went by in a hurry.

One day on the way home from school Pete said, "I'm
not afraid of the dark, George, are you?"

And George answered, "No, Pete, there is nothing in
the dark that isn't there in the daytime. If you face
whatever you think might be there, it will soon go away!

"

J‘” 19

"That's just what father said this morning,” Pete said.

"I'm glad father isn't afraid any more, aren't you?"
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12 The House Looks Back

The old house stood far back from the road. It was a
proud and happy old house even though the paint was peel-
ing off and the roof looked like it had been patched many
times, It was proud and happy today to see the many
things going on in the place it had called its own for so
many years. Instead of the lemon orchards, the barns and
corrals which had been its partners for years, there were
now houses and paved streets and sidewalks. Instead of
the olive trees, the fig, guava, quince and tangerine
trees, there were the flumes the Japanese farmer used
for irrigating his tomato and cucumber crops.

As the old house looked out over the town, in this
year of 1950, he could see the new Chula Vista High
School on Fourth Avenue, the Junior High School on
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Fifth Avenue and the several ele
built to take care of the many,
moved to Chula Vista since 1940,

mentary schools already
many children who had

He saw the Federal Housing area, called the Vista
Square Project, and when he looked east he could see the
Hilltop Project. He thought of all the little children
who lived in such close quarters. He wondered how they
had room enough to run and play. He was glad that in
this house there had been plenty of room but he was glad
now that the family had grown and had found homes of
their own. He knew that he had provided a safe shelter
for them and he was proud!

He remembered when the last two babies had been born
in the big upstairs bedroom. How glad the parents were
that the youngest one of them turned out to be a boy.
He remembered, too, how sick this boy became when he was
about seven years old and how the doctors had put a tube
in his throat so that he could breathe. He remembered
that diphtheria in the old days was a very serious
disease. Doctors didn't know how to cure it as well as
they do now. He remembered how spoiled the boy became.
Everyone gave in to him until he thought the world was
made only for him. The old house remembered that when
he was well again, he still thought the world was made
for him. He expected everyone to do exactly what he 2
wanted. The first time the mother spanked him and said
to the father, "It would be better for him not to be
well at all as to be so rotten spoiled that no one.would
want him near,” the old house remembered how surprised
the boy was and how quickly he changed his ideas.

He remembered the Christian Endeavor al:ld Sunday school
parties the children had. He smiled to 'l!mself ashl‘w
remembered them playing "Run, Sheep, Run through 1;
friend, the orchard. The trees in the orchard se:m:h
to bend down their branches to hide the members :he e
family. He could also remember the other gar:es anyms
played outside and he wondered how many of these g
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v . He had forgotten just
e childrin :gu:gmglg}' :;:ag:;ess such as "Dare Base,”
tnvow.theynp 3(); "Drop the Wicket" but he couldnr(.e‘mf:’mbor
gt hanotrers "Steal Sticks," "Beckon, Kick the
some"of g "E'Duck‘ on'the Rock.” He closed his eyes for a
g,i:énta:hinking that he could hear the happy laughter of

the children as they played.

the time that two of the girls in the
fam?iyr::il:b;;zging that circle game where each om}:)runs
in the opposite direction and tries to beat the other one
back to the empty space in the clrgle. He re?memberof]
that it was getting dark and the glr}s were in so much
of a hurry that they bumped head on into each nt_her,
They hit so hard that one of them had to have five
stitches taken in her forehead.

He thought of the ice cream socials with all that
delicious ice cream made with real cream from real cows.
"Now," he thought, "there are so many kinds of ice cream
to buy. Even the Good Humor man goes by the house every
day so that it is not a treat any more." He remembered
the games the children played in the house, Dominoes,
Flinch, Authors, Checkers, Croquinole and Anagrams. He
remembered how good some of the children became at Ana-
grams. They often said that the game helped out their
spelling grades at school. He thought of the many hours
that the mother in the family had read to the children
and he felt sad for a moment to think that the
television, the movies and radio had spoiled all that.
Then he remembered how much more the children could
le:arn if they watched the best programs and he said to
himself, "Nhy should anyome be sad when new things
come into use? They are all important. We just have to
learn to be careful how we use them!”

But he thought, "I'm glad that we didn't have to
choose between radio and the music in this house. I
;emnta:be; when the girls took piano lessons and practiced

¥ the hour. How beautiful it was. When the oldest girl

sang, and the younger one played the piano

than all the old radio programs I'ye e hit was better

eard,"
The old house breathed g dee
things that had happened. But,
should I be thinking of all thes
And he knew the answer. Tonight
morrow I will be going away and s
with many other houses for man i1 s
friend, the orchard, had long i’igz:ege:j:m;ii::& i
into fields of tomatoes and cucumbers. He knew ;);er i
was his last day to stand proudly and tall and to ?t ;hls
over the country he knew so well but the one, too (i)o
which so many changes had taken place that hé same'ti;lxe
thought he didn't know it at all, 5

P sigh to think of all the
he said to himself, "Why
elold things anyway?"

1s my last night, To-
oon I will be replaced

And then he thought, "I have been close to the end
before. I nearly saw my own doom many years ago." He
rem§mbered when the grandchildren first were allowed to
go into the attic to play. They put all the old papers
into little piles on the floor and lit them. He remem-
bered how frightened he was and how he hoped someone
would discover these fires before he was burned so badly
that he couldn't hold out any longer. When the girls
came home from school and saw the smoke pouring out of
the attic windows and called to the men in the orchard
to come and help, how grateful he was. It was a surprise
to watch the piles of burning paper floating out the attic
windoxs which he had used for his eyes for many a day.
He was glad the men were so quick and saved his sight for
other scenes in Chula Vista.

And again he thought, "How I wish someone else had
been as quick when one of the older boys in the family
Went swimming in the ocean at Imperial Beach and didn't
Teturn.” He thought of the rip tides at the beach and
how dangerous they were and of how the happiness of the
family ebbed when the body of the boy was brought home.
€ was glad that nowadays they have lifeguards at the
beaches so that other families would not have to suffer
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He thought also of the other
family which followed soon after.

as his family had done.

tragedy in the

£ how much more the doctors know now than
hat had the middle girl
knew then. He was sure t
;2:?: treated as children of today are treated she would
not have died from the blood poisonlng.. ﬂe was glad that
doctors know more now so that other families would not
lose their children. He thought of the bravery of the
mother and of her faith in God which seemed to deeps.an
with every tragedy. He hoped that he could face things
as bravely as she did.

He thought o

He thought, "There is always something to be happy
about,” and he remembered the fun of the weddings and
receptions held in the home. He chuckled out loud when
he thought of the trick a special bride and groom played
on the guests as they tried to steal out of the house
after the reception. He remembered how difficult it was
to get away from a honeymoon in those days. People made
so much of weddings and played such tricks on the bride
and groom that to get married and to get away safely was
a problem. But this bride and groom really fooled the
people and were the young men in the family mad!

When the time came for the bride to go upstairs to
change her clothes from the wedding gown to the going
away dress, the bridesmaid of course went with her.

The groom and the best man also went upstairs. The
people knew that the bride and groom would be coming
out of the house very soon to try to get away. The
guests had their old shoes and rice ready to throw at
them. The young men in the crowd were ready to fix up
the car so it wouldn't run. The guests went outside to
bedsure the place was well-surrounded, when all of a
(S::m:e:;let):;i;he.back door, running as fast as they could,
L bt;“;ns}‘::.lovely wedding gown and the groom
"There they go,"
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everyone shouted and down through the

e

orchard they chased them sh i :

At that moment, the real br?;?:gdw;::o:}“ their mighy,
out the front door, got into a waiting ¢ quietly walkeq
The chgsers were disappointed to find th:: and drove off|
the bridesmaid and the best man instead they had caught
couplel ead of the weddeq

He thought of other weddings
family and he knew that because'o
he felt that he had given somethi
Vista. He knew that the she
fires of love within the house hag i i
the next generation strength., He kgexe:lzzetggilxen s
courage e'md stability of the young couple who had 1? d
within his walls and had become first parents, then Vi d
parents, and then great-grandparents had not l')een logtarl :
that through them the values of the culture and the tirhe
would be forever carried on! And he closed the windows

of his eyes without fear of the future, knowi
had done well! . g e

births and deaths in the
f them life went on and
ing to present-day Chula
ltering arms and the warm
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