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INTRODUCTION by Peggy Joyce Atnip Milliot
     The idea for this booklet came about at one of our Atnip Family Reunions on Wappapello Lake in Missouri.  As usual, we were sitting around laughing and retelling things that had happened in the family over the years.  Some of our stories had been told so many times, the younger members had begun to feel that they had actually been there when the incident happened, and could retell the story as well as we did.  In truth, they were either too young or had not been born yet when the incident took place.  It got me to thinking that just as I did not know the older members of my family; our younger generation would not know us.  So I passed around a notebook that year and asked the family members there to write down something about a member of the family.  I told them they could write about a parent or sibling or something about their own childhood memories.  Although very few stories were written in that notebook that week, those that were, gave the rest of us incites into personalities of our family members we didn’t know before.  Some of those stories are included in this booklet.  For me, one of the most interesting stories written that year was one about myself.  (It’s the last story in this booklet).  I never found out who wrote it.  I don’t know if whoever wrote it was trying to make me feel good and if they truly feel that’s the kind of person I am, but each time I read it, I always think how wonderful it would be to be remembered that way.  What a nice legacy to leave behind.  
     It wasn’t until I was grown and our parents and some of our siblings had passed away that I wished I had recorded all those stories our parents and grandparents had told about their own growing up years.  I would love to hear dad retell all those stories he told us of his years growing up in the hills of Missouri.  

     So I dedicate this booklet to future generations of Atnips who aren’t born yet or who were too young to know us older folks very well, and I’m hoping they will add their own stories to this booklet, and, as my niece, Melinda, so nicely put it, “continue to keep the Atnip family memories alive.” 

MEMORIES OF MY SISTER, MARIE by Evelyn Coffey

    For some reason I am still not sure of, I got to go to my sister Marie’s several different summers when I was a kid.  Maybe one of the reasons was my inability to pick even 100 pounds of cotton.  I loved going to Marie's.  She always kept me busy helping around the house with different little chores.  My worst fear was being sent to the basement for, I don't know, canning jars or laundry or whatever.  I was terrified of the snakes that I was sure were laying in wait for me.  I was sure they all knew my name.  Here comes.....EVELYN!  
    Marie would sometimes take me into town and while she ran errands, she would drop me off at the local swimming pool.  I remember I would have my swimsuit on and the pool would be packed with kids of all ages.  I would find a cool spot in the shade and lean up against the wall of the pool house until she would come back for me.  I can still hear "I Can't Get No Satisfaction" blaring over the loud speaker.  And whenever I hear that song, it always conjures up the same memory and the smell of chlorine.  I used to wonder if Marie knew that I couldn't swim and that I didn't go in the water.  But it didn't matter at all because when she came to pick me up, she always took me by the Dairy Queen for a vanilla ice cream cone dipped in chocolate.  Boy that was good stuff.  Sometimes she would take me to Aunt Lola's to spend the day and night.  I always enjoyed going there and hanging out with Mike.  And also I would get to see my fascinating and sophisticated cousin, Carolyn.  I was always in awe of her.  She always seemed to have beautiful dresses and just whirled through the house on her way out to someplace exciting.  She would run outside and jump in the car and speed away.  I use to think, "Wow, I want to be like her".  
     I'll never forget how Marie would always wear shorts all summer and not think twice about it.  But once, Daddy came early to visit and to pick me up.  She looked out the window and said "Oh, no, it's Dad".  She took off running into her bedroom and hit the hardwood floor with a skid into the end of the bed.  She smashed her hip on the bed but just kept on moving.   She slipped a skirt over the shorts and rushed outside, half-limping, to meet Daddy just as if nothing unusual had happened.  I didn't know whether to laugh or cry.  But I did know enough not to mention it to Daddy.

    My summers at Marie’s went by so fast and I don't know what I did except it was great.  Then every Christmas Marie would ask us to come to her house.  Daddy would never say we would go for sure.  I felt like he was teasing us.  And he would always say that it depended on if it snowed or not and if the roads were clear.  I would pray and pray that it would not snow until we got to Marie's.  Then I would pray and pray that we would get snowed in at Marie's house.  There was something so wonderful about going to her house for Christmas.  I don't remember presents or singing or any of those Christmas movie type of happenings but I just remember warm and cozy.  Cozy is a wonderful feeling when it "isn't" at home.  She always made everything so inviting and special. 
     I will never forget all the memories of going to her house, from the chowders to the little bobbing woodpecker in her kitchen and the multi-colored tin glasses that she always had.  I can still remember the summertime and the sweat running off the pink tin glass, which was my favorite one, and how much I hoped that she would make one of her wonderful pot roasts which I never had anywhere but at her house.  I guess I don't remember Marie hugging me with her arms but I felt hugged everyday that I was with her.  Cozy... That's my memory of Marie. 

CHRISTMAS MEMORIES by Betty Atnip Smith

I remember Christmases in the rolling hills of southeast Missouri or-----the flat farmlands of “The Boot Heel.” One Christmas when we were about 5 or 6 years old, Peggy and I were very surprised to find that our Mama and Daddy, Eva and Orley Atnip, had worked together to make sure the youngest of their youngons had a Merry Christmas. Two little naked baby dolls were renewed with new clothes, bedding blankets and wooden beds made just for us. They were both handy at making or repairing things to make them seem brand new. Of course, then our usual bag of goodies from Daddy's boss was an anticipated special treat of chocolate drops NT, oranges and nuts. No snow, but everything was covered with a coating of ice which made for A WINTER WONDERLAND. We forgot the dangers of driving in it because Daddy made it so much fun.  Even though Mama kept squealing Orley slow down, and even though she was laughing and enjoying it as much as us kids. Beautiful-----I can still see it today!!!!!!

MY FAMILY STORIES by Robert Blackford


    My first memory was when Mom and Dad took me to the doctor after fell out of the barn. Dad was bailing straw. My cousin Bruce and I were standing next to a railing and somehow I slipped and fell. I don't remember the slipping part but I do remember watching everything go by until I hit the ground. I hit one of the few spots of concrete on the farm. I remember gasping, probably scared to death for quite awhile after that even after I had seen the doctor. 
    I had to have rabies shots when I was a child. I was scratched by a rabid kitten while visiting the Groff place. I remember the cat but I don't remember the shots. I must have blocked the memory of the shots out. I understand I cried quite a bit. 
    I can remember once when we were loading hay into the barn. My foot got stuck in the elevator and started dragging me up the elevator like I was a bale of hay. I was on my back and trying to figure out what to do when Dad came down from the barn loft to turn off the tractor. 
    Dad and Charles seemed to have no fear of heights. I myself am terrified of heights. One of my jobs after harvest was to climb into the top of the grain bins and level out the corn so it would dry better. You hear all the time about people getting sucked down into the grain now and dying, but we never had that fear. One pair of bins was about 25 feet high. Instead of ladders on each of the bins, Dad had taken an old television antenna and used baling wire to attach it to the bin. You had to climb up the shaky antenna to get inside the bin. If you wanted to get to the other bin you had to jump across from top to top. Keep in mind the tops were at a slant so the rain would fall off of them. When you wanted to get down you had to jump back across and climb down the shaky antenna.
    I last told Peggy that I didn't remember Dad getting too worried about things and for the most part that is true but there were a couple of times when I do remember him getting emotional.
    He had picked up a riding lawnmower from someone and was mowing the yard with it. I was outside probably picking up sticks so he could mow. He was riding along the edge of the yard down by the end of the driveway where there was a hill. I remember seeing him mowing and turning around to do something. When I turned back around he was gone. There was no sign of him or the lawn mower. I ran over to the hill he was suppose to be mowing on and found out that he and the mower had slid down the hill. It could have flipped and landed on top of him but somehow it didn't. It had just slid down the hill. There was dad standing next to the mower breathing hard and I remember his hands were shaking from the experience. 
    There was another time when we were moving cattle like we often did. We moved them from field to field. Usually we moved them just down the road from each other and it didn't take too long. You just had to watch and make sure the cattle went where they were supposed to go. 
    This day it was different. For whatever reasons the cattle weren't cooperating. We were running them single file through a chute and dusting them so the flies didn't bother them so bad. There was always a danger of having a rough time with a cow or two when you were moving them but this day none of the cattle seemed to cooperate. A job that should have taken half an hour took a few hours. 
    When we got home dad had to prepare lunch. He had planned to have something for lunch but changed his mind. Instead of preparing it he brought out a couple of steaks. I remember laughing and thinking dad was getting the last laugh on the cattle. He was going to eat one. 
    While my cousin Bruce lived on the farm and had chores like feeding the cattle, I was more like an occasional visitor. I always felt out of my element. Dad would take me when he had something for me to do like bale hay or help sort cattle or feed silage during the winter. I also helped him plant. My training usually amounted to "Stand here and don't let any get past you." This was easy unless the cattle wanted to go past you. Once you got them headed in the right direction it was usually easy. It was only when the cattle stopped moving and started starring at you that you knew one of them might bolt on you. 
    When we baled a lot of hay, we baled it in the afternoon and unloaded it in the mornings when it was cool. Dad would rake the hay and Charles would be on the baler. I would be on the wagon stacking hay with at least one more person. The bales landed on the wagon and we stacked them. Once loaded, the wagon would make it back to the barn to be unloaded. Sometimes driving through the fields would cause the hay to shift and part of the load would fall off. Whenever part of a load fell off it was always the side of the wagon that I had loaded. It was harder work picking them off the ground and throwing them on the wagon, especially when it was only the top of the load that fell off. I do remember once when the top 12-14 bales fell off but it happened on a bridge so they fell into a ditch. We had to haul the bales up the bank then throw them on the wagon. 
    Every once in a while they would bale up a snake and when you picked up a bale you would be staring at part of a snake. I'm scared to death of snakes. So when we would bale one up I was always looking carefully at the next few bales for snakes. There was one time when dad and I were on the wagon together. I picked up the bale of hay out of the chute. Dad reached down at my feet and grabbed a snake that had made it through the baler alive somehow and threw it off the wagon. I remember another time setting on the top of a wagon and glancing over at the bale setting nest to me and seeing a dead snake staring back at me. I leaped off that wagon and fell about seven feet.

ADDING TO ROBERT’S STORY

By Peggy Atnip Milliot

    Robert's recent stories about falling from the barn loft and etc, reminded me of a couple of incidents I saw while visiting with Marie and Neal.  Robert would place his feet on each side of the door frame and climb up it like a monkey.  One day while we were visiting, Robert and our son, Mike was missing.  When we found them they were climbing to the top of the tall, t.v. tower fastened to the house.  We were all so scared.  Mike got a spanking and I think Marie gave Robert one too, but Neal said something like, "Oh, let the kids play.  They'll grow up all by themselves." Then there was the time Marie told us how when Robert was just a small kid playing outside in the front yard while she watched through the window and sewed.  She kept hearing Robert saying something like, "Go away.  Get away."  After a while Marie went out to check on Robert and saw that he was talking to a big black snake a few feet away.  Scared her to death and she chased the snake away.
Neal said, "The snake was there first, Robert should have gone somewhere else to play."    

MEMORIES OF MUMPS by Christy Milliot Bothel

    Some of my memories about my mom, Peggy is from her being in the kitchen preparing us a meal.  As an adult, with a child of my own, I am still amazed that mom can cut up an onion and a potato in her hand.  I have to use a cutting board.  I also remember that no matter how hot the water felt to me, mom never needed gloves, she just kept rinsing out her cloth and kept cleaning.  One of my favorite things that mom makes is fried chicken. I have never had fried chicken that tastes as good as hers. It has become a tradition on my birthday that mom makes fried chicken, mashed potatoes, corn on the cob, and her almost equally famous gravy.  I can remember being young and mom teaching me how to make gravy.  She would show me how to stir the gravy and she taught me patience as we waited for the gravy to get thick, but not too thick.

    Mumps always had a love for music and stories.  I seem to remember that we had all kinds of music playing when I was growing up:  50’s and 60s rock, gospel, county and western.  She would sing along with the songs as she worked on a project or we did something together.   She was wonderful about telling me stories from the bible as a child.  She always made them interesting.  She would tell me a lot of stories about her childhood.  About how she grew up and the things she learned and how she had fun.  I use to tease he by saying that she walked to school going uphill [both coming and going] barefoot in the snow.  She talked about the chores she had and how she had to work for the extra things that she had.  She talked about her mother and what it was liked when she died.  It was interesting to me that she had so many brothers and sisters and how they did things.  

    We use to watch movies together as well. We still do – it doesn’t matter if we watch something at home or we go to the movies.  She introduced me to musicals [I still love a lot of them – like the Sound of Music], some classic horror [when I was old enough to watch it], some romance, bible stories and other great movies.  She was always [at least almost always] willing to watch something that I wanted to watch as well.  That went for the music as well.  She use to tell me that her dad made fun of the music that she liked as a young adult and so she wanted to be more open or respective of mine.  

    One of the things Mumps and I talked about when I was an adult was the way she would give me chores.   I didn’t realize what she was doing until she told me as an adult, but she would come to me and ask me a question that would give me the choice of doing at least two chores.  And I would get to pick the one that I wanted to do.  When she told me that she did it on purpose, so that I would feel like I had a choice that meant a lot to me.  I also thought it was funny when she told me that she was almost always right about which chore that I would choose, but she wanted me to feel like I had a choice.  I really appreciated her thoughtfulness and caring in coming up with that plan.  

    Mumps also taught me the love of reading.  She loved to read and she often to read to me. She made stories fun and fascinating.  I didn’t get her love or even like of writing, but I enjoyed reading the stories she wrote.   

MY MOM by Michael Milliot

    I'm sure there are a lot of stories I could tell about mom, but I'm choosing to tell how I feel. My dad met the most loving and caring person a child could ever ask for, Peggy Atnip! My maternal mom has not contacted me since I was 6 yrs. old, I do not feel that she would have done as good of job as my real mom, Peggy Milliot! My dad met mom at her place of work. He took me in to get my picture taken.  That is where it all started. Of course, me, being so handsome, made a lot of difference-Ha! I remember when we all met at Avalon studios, I thought Wow, what a pretty lady! I believe dad was saying the same to himself. One evening, dad had Ms. Atnip over to our house and she cooked BBQ chicken, hope my memory serves me correct. It was the best cooking I had had in while, not knocking Dad because he has meals that still knock my socks off. When we became a family it was one of the best times of my life, I felt in my heart that it would be forever, and looks like I was right. Mom was very good at disciplining too; I needed it and got it when ever necessary. I thank God for her and dad being who they are; it made me who I'm today. (Don’t anyone laugh!) Mom has taught me many things that dads usually do not, you know, about woman and what to do and not to do. Till this day mom is very loving to us, my children, and to my friends. I could not ask for a better mom.  Our family is very blessed to have a mom so good. I could go on and on with all the good my mom means to me, but I know everyone knows her as I do- one great person. I hope this story fits the criteria of what is needed, thanks to all the Atnips for a GREAT MOM!

WORKING WITH DAD by Tom R. Atnip

First let me say these things about Dad. He had a great sense of humor, very long legs and fast feet, also a very good throwing arm. Dad didn't have to say much, his size spoke for him, so he didn't have to fight or argue at work, what he said went.

One of are favorite things to do (don't know how it got started; mind you this was at work at the cotton gin). All of us younger guys I was 14 or so would come up behind him when we thought he was not looking and kick him in seat of his pants and run away as fast as we could he always got us with those work boots and he always was harder. With those long legs and fast feet he won every time.

Also we had fun throwing green cotton balls at each other. We would hit him and run away with great joy. We had work to do and he knew where we were going to be so he always got us back and yes it was always harder. One time I was using the suck to empty a trailer next to the gin and I was getting ready to move and he was standing in the door way so I hit him with a ball from behind, so I ducked down to hide from him, he threw one that missed I jumped up to get him again but the suck was up and my head hit the edge knocked me down and almost out he laughed so hard and never said, Tommy you ok, I guess he thought I got what I had coming.

One time I was working in the cotton house sitting on the suck and the other guys were racking down to cotton to send to the gin because I was the boss’s son they played a trick on me they buried me in cotton so there was no cotton going to the gin. Here comes Dad and he is pissed. My leg was up in the suck and my shoe was in the gin. Dad said dig him out, no more horse play, and to the two guys who did this to me Dad said you and you I will fire, and son I'm going to kick your ass.

Going out to help him spread ammonia fertilizer, he thought it was great fun to let the spreader up at the end of the row and cover me with ammonia my eyes would burn he never said a word.

One time on the dock at the gin a known bad man was driving a truck to haul the bales of cotton he was smoking and Dad asked him to stop, he didn’t, Dad picked him up by his belt and his collar and threw him off the 8 foot dock, and that was that.

MEMORIES OF EDRICE, MY STEPMOM by Evelyn Atnip Coffey

    Edrice.  One of the strongest memories I have of Edrice is that she was the hardest working woman I have ever known.  She never sat around without something in her hands to work on.  She loved to work in her gardens and on her quilts.  I always use to joke that she could do anything.  She could snap beans or she could reupholster a couch, with equal ease. 
     She could be harsh sometimes.  I think she was impatient with me.  She often compared me to her granddaughters with great disappointment.  But then she could be so endearing when she talked about how much she loved Marie and Aunt Lola.  I loved it when she would tell some little story and I’d hear that little giggle of hers. 
     She was not a fan of Uncle Albert's.   I remember when Dad would get one of those old cars from Uncle Albert and he would say to Edrice, "It runs real good unless it is real cold out".  And Edrice would mumble to me under her breath "Or unless it is raining, or the wind is blowing or the sun is out".  I will never forget when I went back home after Aunt Nellie died.  I can still see Edrice's face when she talked about how Nellie died.  She got so angry and said Nellie's kids were worthless for not having kept that from happening.  
     Edrice was also one of the best cooks I have ever known too.  What some great meals she made.  I use to help her when she would make those big meals to take down to the gin when Dad had crews working non-stop, all through the night and all.  She could never make enough food because they all loved it so much and they would all go on and on about how wonderful it was.  She could throw a big meal together at the drop of a hat when people all stopped by on Sunday.  
    I guess I always felt that Edrice resented having to raise Dad's kids after she had already raised her own.  But I think she did the best she could.  She never showed much affection, but every once in awhile she would surprise me and do something so sweet, like when she made me a beautiful dress for a school dance. 
      I always hated when she would make me pick a bushel of whatever bean or vegetable for some neighbor.  I would always think that she should tell them to help themselves to the stuff in her garden.  I didn't see why I should have to be involved in it.  But that wasn't her way.  
     I also remember one Christmas when she showed me how bad she felt about our pitiful Christmases.  I asked her if we could please put up a Christmas tree and she said "What for?"  "There is never anything to go under it.  But, put one up yourself if you want."  So I did.  I put up this hideous silver metallic tree.  I don't know where that thing came from, but it went up.  I think that is the year she made me the Campbell's Kids pajamas, but she didn't put them under the tree, she just put them under my pillow.  I just remember thinking that I never before knew how much it bothered her that we didn't have much for Christmas.  
     She was as good a mother to me as I guess she could be.  I can still remember how mad she used to get at me when I would tease her and call her Edrice Bruton Pinkston Mayflower Harville Atnip.  
     I use to get so mad at Tommy when he would ask her to make something special for dinner and he would hug around on her and she would smile and say o.k.  When I would ask her, she would say that she wasn't there to be making things on my whim.  I should have had Tommy teach me how to kiss up, huh, Tommy?  We would go on long car trips and we were always afraid to ask Dad to stop to get anything to eat or drink.  Sometimes if you signaled to Edrice, she could get him to pull off the road and get an ice cream cone or something.  Remember how you signaled to her to get an ice cream, Bob?  Well, that is how I remember her.  Probably way different than all the rest of you.

MY BEST FRIEND, MY DAD by Wendy Atnip

I guess it is my turn!
 
    Bobby Gene Atnip is my dad.  He is also my best friend.  I wish all girls could have a dad like mine.  Of course he is not perfect and I don't

 Have him wrapped him around my little finger.  He is just a good man and lives a life that's a good example for me.  He doesn't just say it, he lives it.  He loves his family, he loves his church, and he loves his God.  He shows me how to be respectful towards others.  He listens to me EVEN when I am blubbering on the phone about stupid "girl" stuff.  I know my dad understands what I am going through because he is always saying. "I know you are my kid ‘cause I feel the same way."  
    He gives advice that I can trust because I know he wants the best for me.  He knows how to have fun, act up, and be silly.  One of my favorite things he does, and of course I have picked up the habit (which is probably just an Atnip trait), is sing...all the time and everywhere.  He sings his favorite hymns, Southern gospel song, or just a corny tune he thought up when a certain spoken word gives him the notion.  
    There are many good childhood memories to share, but here is just one for now that I always remember with a smile.  Dad used to bring my brother and me regularly to Chuck E. Cheese's for some pizza and fun.  I also faintly remember they had a big screen TV there for Monday night football.  It might be why we went so regularly!  On the way home most times, Greg and I would say "Please Dad, don't go down Fillmore Cemetery Road".  We were scared to drive past the cemetery!  He would drive down it to just to give us a scare and we would hide down in the floor boards so we couldn't see it.  A few minutes later Dad would announce, "We're home!"  We would climb out of the floor boards to see that we were home safe and sound.  One evening the same events occurred, but when Dad announced, "We're home!"  Greg and I climbed up from the floor boards expecting to see his house, but to our surprise...Dad had parked us right in the MIDDLE of the cemetery!

BOB’S SPECIAL MEMORIES By Bobby Gene Atnip

     There are some defining moments in everyone’s life that just seem to bring a smile or some joy in their life and is a great memory.  Being saved, birth of a child, trip to Yosemite, white water rafting, family reunions, etc. One of mine is being at Lorene’s wedding.  First of all she was hoping Dad would be there to give her away, but if he couldn’t come, she asked me to walk her down the aisle at her wedding.  Even though I wanted Dad to be there, way back in my mind I was kind of hoping he wouldn’t make it.  He didn’t arrive and I got the extreme privilege of walking my sister down the aisle at her wedding.  Remember now, I was very young.

     But before the wedding, I remember Ward and me coming into some kind of fancy dinner with all them rich people.  We didn’t know we were gonna be there so we were a little snockered.  Had we known, we would have been a LOT snockered.  I remember myself, Ward and Joyce almost being late for the wedding and me having some blood on my collar which we were trying to get off.  Lorene was doing okay, but of course Debbie was in a tither.  I think we might have been snockered again.

     I also remember Ward standing up in front of all those so called rich people telling the joke about how to pronounced Granada and Dairy Queen.  I believe they actually thought it was funny.  Or maybe it was because Ward was a little, guess what?  Snockered.
MY MOM, LORENE by Debbie Phillips

 What can a person say about my mom - now the matriarch of the Atnip family?

     Growing up I always liked it when people said I looked like my mom.  What a compliment!  She is fiercely independent and strived to help her children to be independent, also.  It took some of us a little longer than others (mainly me, I suppose), but I think she achieved her goal.

     To this day, I go in to work sick 99% of the time.  I can always remember mom saying, "Get up, take your shower and then if you still don't feel like going to school, you don't have to."  And that is what I live by.  Many times I have gone to work sick, stayed a few hours and then was TOLD to go home by my boss.  I swear to you, the morning after spending 6 hours in the emergency room with a kidney stone, I went to work only to stay 30 minutes, but gave it a shot!  I also went through the first 9 years of school without missing a day of school - until I almost fainted and they sent me home.

    Mom is a BIG believer in savings accounts, and I have always had one because of how she raised us.  I always loved her saying, "I don't know who told you life was going to be fair, but it wasn't me."

     I can't say that I remember a lot of funny things, but I do remember a lot of fun things.  Mom, coming home from work, putting on a housecoat over her work clothes to prepare dinner for us, and then going to a meeting or dancing or something.  I can remember her coming home with holes in the feet of her stockings from dancing!  I remember mom making matching clothes for her, me and my Barbie doll.  I remember mom helping me with my shorthand homework in high school.  I eventually excelled, but it never would have happened without her helping me.  We also used to play jacks on the kitchen table. And she would sing some Hank Thompson, Ferlin Husky and Ray Price songs as she cooked. 

     And then there was the road trip we took to see Mike when he was seriously ill at Wilford Hall Medical Center in San Antonio, TX.  I forgot all my jeans hanging on the door in my apartment and when we got to Texas we went shopping and I ended up buying a sweater and a shirt (instead of the jeans I NEEDED) and mom would take my jeans to the laundry room where we were staying and wash them for me several times when we were seeing Mike.  Now that is love! 

    I will always remember the Easter I was recovering from breast cancer and I got flowers from my mom.  I had never gotten flowers from her before.  I loved those flowers.  I saved the card which is now almost 4 years old as my diagnosis came 4 years ago the Monday after Thanksgiving.  

    There are a lot of "I's" in here, I suppose, but my memories are of the kind of person my mom helped to make me and the example she set for me and my brothers.

MY STORY OF DAD by Bobby G. Atnip

 One day Dad called me and asks me for my help. (Don’t believe he had ever asked me that before.) It helped that I had been forewarned, so I was ready with the proper reply. I said “Sure, how?” He wanted me to come help him move. On a Wednesday. I said I will be there. 

I talked with Ward and he agreed to go with me. We left at 4:00 pm on Tuesday when I got off work and headed to Missouri. We made it to Blytheville, Ark and got a motel room around midnight. Early next morning we had a quick breakfast, (Ward gets cranky when he is hungry) and headed out to look for a U-Haul truck. Forgetting that Blytheville isn’t that big of a town and no other big towns around, we found it very difficult to find a truck. We did finally, and it was the largest truck they rent. Though we thought that was way too big, we were glad to get it.

Here we go off to Hayti. Lorene was at Dad’s and they were already starting to pack. I backed that big old truck into place perfectly just like I knew what I was doing. Long time passed before I told anyone it wasn’t a stroke of genius. They probably weren’t fooled.

Anyone not having ever been there, Dad pretty much lived in one small bedroom of Jeanette’s house in Hayti. Lord, Lord, there was not one nook or cranny he didn’t have something stored. Couple things I remember particularly were a row of brand new (though dusty) caps still stuck together. All different kinds. He also had some pairs of shoes under the bed that looked like they had never been worn. He also insisted I take a gas wall heater and a porch swing home with me. I did, but am not sure why even today.

I also recalled Dad seemed very, what I would call melancholy that day. He was very quite and he whistled very softly as we packed his things and placed them in the truck. Some things we discreetly (at least we thought so) placed on the street for trash pickup. The pile seemed large. I want you to know, we filled up that old big U-haul truck. Realizing we didn’t pack the truck well because we didn’t think we needed all that space and also, we were going only a short distance, there was still a lot in there.

Anyway, we gutter loaded and headed out for Dad’s new residence, a housing development for the elderly only a few blocks away. Yep, at 92 years old, Dad drove his own car and with up-to-date drivers license. Upon arrival, we saw that Alice, his home health care ‘friend”, I mean worker, had already been busy stocking his kitchen, bath room, etc. There were some of the current residents ever eager to help us unload the truck. I ‘m sure they couldn’t wait to get to know their new neighbor. At their speed, they probably hindered more than they helped, but we were very patient and enjoyed them.

After getting the truck unloaded and semi settled, Ward and I knew it was time for us to get the truck turned back in and head back home. I will never forget the last time I saw Dad alive. We had hugged and said goodbye in the parking lot. He died a week later in the little apartment we had just moved him into. I will always be reminded that God arranged that whole ordeal just for me and I am very thankful. Miss him.

GRANDPA, JOHN ROBERT ATNIP by Peggy Joyce Atnip Milliot

 Actually I can’t remember a whole lot about my grandpa, John Robert Atnip, maybe because I was only nine when he died, but what I do remember is mostly good.  When we were kids, dad took us to see his family up in the Ozark Mountains of Missouri.  At that time it was about sixty miles from where we lived in New Madrid, County in Missouri, probably somewhere on Lover’s Lane near Marston, but to us it was an all day trip.

     At that time dad owned an old Model T Ford with a cloth roof that leaked when it rained. Dad always drove, Mama and whichever one was the baby at that time, rode in the front seat with him, and the rest of u s kids piled in the back.  Since mama and dad had ten kids, the back seat of that car was usually very crowded, but we didn’t mind. No matter how wet we got in the back of that old car, nobody complained because we were afraid if we did, dad would turn the car around and head back home, which was the last thing any of us wanted.  We were all excited as we headed for the hills where Grandpa lived. 

      Mama always said she couldn’t carry a tune in a bucket.  Since I don’t remember Mama singing to us kids, I don’t know if she was right about that or not, but I do know she loved to hear dad singing base and the rest of us singing along with him.  On the way to Grandpa’s it seemed to me, we sang every song we knew.  At that time we attended the J Y Church of God near Conran and most of us either sang in the choir or sang “specials” with other members of the family.  Dad had his own quartet in the church and my sisters sang with him as well.  Sometimes my younger sister, Betty and I sang together.  We all loved to sing and we did a lot of it back then.  We still do.  We thought dad could sing base better than anyone, including the professionals.  As soon as we got in the car to go anywhere, we’d start singing an old gospel song. If we didn’t start singing right away, Mama would prompt us by reaching back and whispering, “Sing”.  One of us would start a song and as soon as we started singing, Dad would join right in and from then on, he chose the songs and led in us in our singing on the trip.    

     When we arrived at the two story old stone house, Aunt Rowena and Uncle Jim would have boxes of nuts and a few goodies out for us to eat, and if it was in the winter time, there would be fire blazing in the big fireplace in the living room.  Our Aunt and uncle were very nice, and we loved them too, but usually as soon as our coats were off, the first thing us kids would do, is run loudly up those narrow wooden stairs to see Grandpa.  

     I remember Grandpa as a short, little man.  (I always thought that was strange since dad was six- foot- four.), but people said dad got his height from his mother who was taller and larger than Grandpa.  I remember how when Grandpa sat in his rocking chair, his feet, like a young boy’s, did not touch the floor.   

     All my life I thought of that old stone house as Grandpa’s.  It wasn’t until after he had died and I had grown up that I found out the house actually belonged to our aunt Rowena and Uncle Jim Twidwell and that they took Grandpa in to live with them, after Grandma died, which happened before I was born. At that time in my life, Grandpa didn’t work and spent much of his time in his own room sitting in his rocking chair or resting in bed.

     After we reached Grandpas room at the top of the stairs, and settled down on the floor, Grandpa would begin telling us stories.  Grandpa had a little ceramic black boy that sat on his dresser.  Dad and Mama had bought the figure from one of those road-side gift places sometime back and had given it to him.   The little black boy, grandpa called Sambo, sat with his arms wrapped around his knees.  In between his hands was a hole and someone had stuck a stick in the hole and tied a string on the end of it.  On the end of the string was a hook.  Grandpa had placed the figure over his gold fish bowl to make it appear as though the smiling Sambo was fishing.  Grandpa often laughed and said, “Look how happy Sambo is.  He’s always smiling even though he never catches anything.  Wouldn’t it be nice to always be happy like Sambo?” 

     Many of Grandpa’s stories were about Sambo’s adventures.  While he told his story, we would sneak glances at Sambo, wondering if he would come alive or behave as Grandpa told in the story.  Some of Grandpa’s stories came from the bible.  He told us about God, the angels, the Saints and Jesus. From what I remember, most of the stories came from the Old Testament and had to do with the Israelites, what they did wrong and how God punished them.   Maybe that’s why I grew up believing God was sitting up there in heaven watching everything I did, waiting for me to commit a sin so he could make me sick,  cause me to be blind, or drown me in a flood.           

     Us kids spent many hours listening to grandpa’s stories.  I ‘m sure he repeated them, but to us they were just as interesting the first time as they were the second or third.  When he told a story, he usually let us know without coming right out and saying so,  if it was one he had made up, a memory from his childhood or a bible story.  But either way, he made them interesting, exciting and mostly fun.  

     I never knew anyone who was as good as Grandpa.  I thought he was as near to being perfect like Jesus as anyone I had ever known.  Dad didn’t talk much about grandpa except to say he was strict with his upbringing, but everyone said how good grandpa was and recounted all the good things he did during his lifetime.  Everyone agreed that he was a good man, a good Christian man, who loved God and never did wrong.  Back then, I figured the only thing dad and his dad had in common was they both liked to tell stories.

     During our visit to Grandpa’s, my brother Leroy and I would leave the house and roam over the hills in the area.  We’d look for shiny rocks, go swimming in the cold, clear creek nearby and ride the merry-go-round & swings in the small school playground just over the hill. Grandpa always cautioned us about watching out for poisonous rattle snakes in the area, but thinking back, I don’t remember ever seeing one during all our adventures there. 

     I was nine years old when Grandpa died in 1949, but I wish I had been there that day. Family members still tell how miraculous it was that Grandpa saw and talked happily to Jesus and the angels in those last few minutes before he smiled, closed his eyes and took his last breath.  When people asked me to name someone I thought was a good Christian, I’d always name Grandpa Atnip.

     I’ll never forget his funeral.  Grandpa had been much respected by his neighbors and very much loved by his family.  The church that grandpa had helped build was so full of people that day; many had to stand outside because there was no room for them inside the church. I don’t think I really knew what was going on that day.  I don’t think anyone actually explained to me that Grandpa had died.  I remember wondering where all the people had come from and why the church was so full.  Somehow I got separated from the rest of the family.  (Knowing me, I’d guess I had to go to the bathroom and couldn’t find my way back.)  Being very shy, I was afraid to ask anyone where my parents were, but I kept inching my way slowly up the aisle toward the front of the church looking for them.  I could see the coffin up front but had no idea what it was or who was in it.  Finally a strange woman grabbed me by the arm, which scared me even more, and pulled me out of the aisle.  In whispers she kept questioning who I was, but I was too scared to tell her my name.  People started getting up off the seats, walk by the coffin and go then outside.  The woman, who had grabbed me, pulled me along with her until we were right in front of the coffin.  She held me up so I could see inside and I started crying and yelling, “that’s my grandpa!”  Dad & mama heard me I guess, because I was finally with the rest of my family. The rest of the day was a blur.   

     We often went back to the hills to visit dad’s family, and we usually saw Aunt Rowena and Uncle Jim and visited in the old stone house, but it wasn’t the same after Grandpa died and I would never go back into that bedroom where he had lived the last years of his life. 

MEMORIES OF MY MOTHER, RUBY by Gwen Garcia

One fond memory I have of my mother involved her sisters and brothers. One summer several of you decided to make a trip to Wyoming to stay for about 2 weeks, as I recall. Long before you arrived, she had us cleaning, baking, painting, and getting our “ducks in a row” before you came. We were so excited, and I think she was too. There were a few tense moments because I think she wanted everything just right. 


You finally arrived, and we were thrilled. It seemed that we spent all day doing dishes, laundry or playing volleyball and all night playing cards. My poor dad tried to keep doing his summer farming while we stayed home and had fun. It was fun to hear stories of your childhood and how you talked so differently than we did, except for my mom, of course.


 No one spoke out loud of the day that you would be leaving.

That day finally arrived. The laundry was done and the cars were packed and ready to go. I don’t remember crying aloud but I remember crying on the inside. “We stood there in our pajamas and waved you off in the dark. We watched the relatives disappear down the road. We crawled back into our beds that felt too big and too quiet.” (taken from The Relatives Came by Cynthia Rylant).We look for any remnants of the last two weeks: clothing, toiletries or anything at all. But of course, you had packed everything up. I’ll never forget that time.

    Another fond memory Carl and I have is when he had a garage door sales conference in San Francisco about 10-12 years ago. We left our two kids home and headed west. I had contacted Aunt Evelyn so see if we could catch up with her and Aunt Linda. They arranged to meet us at our hotel. Aunt Linda drove up, and we hopped into the back seat. As I recall, she and Aunt Evelyn rarely ventured downtown but had agreed to do so to see us. We started touring around; Aunt Linda going here and there. She had a furry steering wheel cover which Carl and I got a kick out of. Several times she tried to go down one way streets or got confused and stopped in the middle of the intersection, only find the trolley heading our way! We eventually found our way out and headed to see beaches and beautiful flower gardens. It was such a memorable day, and we talk about it still. Aunt Evelyn had called in sick that day, but I think she ended up going back to work with a bit of a sun burn. 

I REMEMBER MAMA by Lorene (Atnip) Shackelford

     My memories of our mother has to be a whole lot different than the rest of you although somewhat the same, too, because of our age differences, which I refuse to discuss.

     My first memories of Mama was us living on the on the bank of Little River in southeast Missouri. I think that was the first place we lived after coming from the hills. I remember standing between her knees as she braided my hair and then licking her fingers and pushing down my bangs, a habit she kept long after I grew up. I wore my hair long until in grade school I came home with head lice and Mama teared up a little when she had to cut it to get rid of them.   

     Robert and I used to roam the banks of the river, catching frogs, fishing and picking blackberries, which she always praised us for and then cooked for us to eat. Dad worked for the WPA and brought home boxes of food given to him by the government and lots of the time he came home about half drunk. (After I was grown I wondered where he got the money for the booze, but not then.) We used to all sit on the porch at night and listen to him recite poetry and sing old songs like Old Shep and many others. He always had a good memory and Mama encouraged him.

     One night when he was drinking he decided he would visit a family who lived in the field across the road from us. Mama had learned that the whole family had some dread disease (I think it was diphtheria which at that time was often fatal) and Dad decided he needed to go check on them. Mama begged him not to go afraid he would bring it back to us kids, but he kept trying to get up off the porch where he had laid down when he got home. (At that time and a long time afterwards Dad wore overalls) Anyway, Mama got a rope and tied him to the porch post by his galluses. He couldn’t get up although he kept trying until he wore himself out. Mama laughed so hard she cried and we sniggered a little. The next morning he was fine and nobody told him he had been tied to the porch. We never told him until years later because at that time he would have whipped us for laughing at him.

     Things got better for us when we moved to the Sullenger farm on highway 61 and I think that was the first time I remember Mama making a garden. Mrs. Sullenger came to the house and told Mama if she and us kids would help her make a garden, we could have half of the stuff when it came in. It was big and we all worked very hard all spring. Mrs. Sullenger would come out and watch us but her kids never helped. One day in the summer when we were in the garden cutting some cabbage, one of the Sullenger girls came and told Mama that her mother told her to come tell Mama to quit stealing stuff from their garden. If she didn’t stop Mr. Sullenger was going to fire Dad. Mama couldn’t believe it so she went to the house to talk to Mrs. Sullenger but she wouldn’t talk to her. Mama cried all the way home. We had never seen her cry before and we were really mad. When she told Dad about it, he told her to stay away from the garden because he didn’t want to get fired. Robert was so mad he called Mrs. Sullenger a bad name which impressed the fire out of me since I knew we weren’t supposed to talk like that. 

     That night when everyone else was asleep, Robert made sneak out of the house with him, go to the garden and pull up everything we could and throw it over the fence. We were afraid to tell Marie, because we knew she would tell Mama. I was so scared I peed my pants on the way home because the Sullenger dogs were barking like crazy, but Robert was so mad, he didn’t care what happened. He was always very protective of Mama even when he was little. Nobody ever suspected it was us because they thought we were too timid to do such an awful thing. Everybody blamed it on the black kids. 

     Mrs. Sullenger also raised ducks and Robert and I used to steal the duck eggs and cook them on a fire we had in a cave we’d dug in the side of the ditch bank. Once in awhile we also cooked a duck, too. We packed it in mud, feathers and all, and threw it in the fire. The skin & feathers came off together. It was good. I think Mama suspected but she never said anything but Dad gave us a whipping when he found us in the cave. He filled it in so we couldn’t use it again. We moved soon after that.

     On my first day of school, Mama made Marie take me to my class room. Marie was so mad, she pulled my hair on the bus and of course I came home and told Mama. She got a spanking. (Mama’s spankings never amounted to much, but you were sorry she was mad at you). Of course for a long time after that Marie didn’t like me and Mama had to referee some quarrels between us because I used to wear her clean panties and white socks and steal her hair barrettes. Robert and I used to team up against Marie and make her so mad she’d smack us and then we could tell Mama. You have to remember we didn’t have too much to entertain us back then.

     Some of the best things I remember about Mama were her ability to laugh and tell us funny stories about when she was young. We could make her laugh until tears came into her eyes by our antics, dressing up and putting on shows for her and singing songs we’d made up. Of course we always did it when Dad was gone.

     Mama always loved flowers and planted them any place where she had a place even along the garden fence. Where ever we lived, we always had a front porch and she would plant morning glories at one end and put strings up for them to run on. She loved morning glories. We always had a porch swing and she loved to sit out on the porch and visit with her neighbors. I used to sit and listen to them and when they were talking about something she didn’t want me to hear, she’d send me on an errand. I would always sneak back, climb under the porch and listen. Heard a lot of good gossip. 

     Mama’s gardens were always big and had to be watered. Tired arms were no excuse for not carrying water to the garden. (No running water or hoses.) For some reason, she always planted a bunch of beets and oh how I hated them things. We always canned every one that grew. They had to be boiled in the kettle outside and peeled and sliced. Jars had to be washed and scalded. She canned lots of other things, too, but the beets were the most memorable. Corn was hard because we had to cut it off the cob but it was good.

     We moved a lot back then and some houses were awful. Mama would make paste from white flour and water and past newspapers to the wall to cover the cracks, and then tack cheap wall paper over that. Made it much warmer.

     As far as I remember, Mama never worked in the field but she used to bring us water when we were close enough to the house and she always had dinner ready when we went home at noon. I think almost every day of her life back then she cooked great northern beans. We had them with every thing and sometimes by themselves. She always cooked enough for supper. Fried potatoes and great northern beans were staples for us when I was young.

     I’m not sure when Mama began to order baby chickens by mail and raise them. They came in boxes with holes in them. Dad used to say Mama started eating them as soon as they got feathers and I think he was right. I hated it when Robert cut off their heads and slung the blood on me and Marie. Mama never listened to us when we complained, just told us to stay out of the way. Later we got some more animals, mules, milk cow, which Mama had to stake out on the roadside so it could graze on the grass. When Mama and Dad were gone, we used to ride that old cow when we could catch her although we were told over and over not to do it. It’s a wonder she ever gave any milk.

     It was in the same house that the preacher gave us a runt pig because he didn’t want it. We named it Clarence, I think, and made a pet out of it. When it died a little later, we had a singing service and the preacher’s son preached the funeral from a stump and we put it in a wooden box, made it a headstone and buried it behind the barn. After I was grown and had a kid, Mama and I were at the Little River store and a woman in there told us about living where we used to and how there was still a baby’s grave there. She said they had kept it up since they bought the place thinking somebody might come back for it. I told Mama after we left about the pig and she wanted to go back and tell the woman but I wouldn’t because I knew how embarrassed she would be.

     Mama sewed all the time. She made almost everything we wore, lots out of flour sacks. She used to hit me on the head with her thimble when I said or did something she didn’t like. If she had a knife in her hand she’d use the handle. Never hurt much but I loved to pretend it did. A few tears would get to her. The first and only time she ever slapped me was one day when I was sitting on a stool beside her and we were shelling green peas. I must have been about 13 and I ask her what a rubber was. I’d heard it on the school bus. She slapped me so hard she knocked me off the stool. Marie told me later what it meant.

     I never doubted she loved me although she never said it to me until I married and left home. It was just way she touched me when she passed or sat with me when I had a fever or held up for me against Dad. 

     Mama loved our big brother Robert so much. He was always a big boy but so gentle and caring. I can still see him leaning against the warming closet of our old cooking stove, teasing her, telling her jokes and making her laugh. When he’d do or say something that wasn’t very nice, she’d whack him. He’d get serious and tell her not to hit him because she would hurt her hand. She’d laugh and flip her apron at him. I think Dad was a little jealous of her and Robert because they were so close and Robert was never very close to Dad.

     There was a silly tradition in the family that when you had a birthday they put you under the bed. It was always dusty under there. Well, the last time Dad tried to put Robert under the bed, Robert wouldn’t let him. He was bigger and stronger than Dad and Dad finally had to give up. Then when it was Dad’s birthday Robert and the rest of us put Dad under the bed. He was so mad he was spitting nails when he crawled out dusty and spider webby. Mom was laughing so hard there were tears rolling down her cheeks. I thought sure he was going to hit her, but she never stopped as he ran out and got in the car and left until that night. 

     I never saw Dad very mad at Mama and I certainly never saw him hit her. She never got very mad at him either no matter what he did. 

     When we moved in the house close to Mounds Cemetery, there was a big dried blood patch on the floor in our bedroom. We were told that the house used to be a black people’s honky tank and a black man was killed in that room. That was my first experience with a ghost and when we told Mama, she scrubbed that blood spot with lye soap and purex until the boards were white, then she had Dad put down some linoleum and move their bed in there. No ghost would dare bother my Dad when he was sleeping.

     I cannot began to count the times Mama sat in the car with a baby on her lap while us kids went to the movie and Dad went to the beer joint. One night at New Madrid, we all came back to the car ready to go. We waited a long time but he didn’t come. We knew where he was, so Marie and I went into the beer joint where he sat drinking beside a woman. When we told him Mama wanted to go home because the baby was crying and all us kids were tired, that woman tried to crawl over the back of that booth. He drug us out of the beer joint threatening us all the way, but nothing ever came of it because Mama told him she sent us.  

     One day Dad and Robert got into a quarrel over whether Dad could give him a whipping or not. Finally Robert told Dad he was going to let him whip him this time but never again. Robert was bigger than Dad by then and he would just stand there and look at Dad, just waiting for him to finish whipping him which frustrated Dad no end. The whipping that time was over our cutting firewood and Robert messing around with us and tipping us over when we sat on the log. (He whipped all three of us.) Dad said that Robert couldn’t live at home any more if Dad couldn’t whip him, Robert decided to leave. A few days later he caught a truck and went to Indiana to work in the corn crop. I don’t think he ever intended to stay. We were told later that he was leaving on Friday to come back to MO the week he was killed. That was one time when I saw Mama cry a lot. In fact we all did. Dad ignored us but I think he was very sorry to see him go.

     Of course, you all know what happened after that. He was killed working in a welding shop. Mama didn’t get hysterical or anything when Dad brought him back, she just went about quietly doing what had to be done, finding us all clothes to wear and talking to the neighbors that came. When we cried, she tried her best to comfort us but it was hard for her.

     Mama very seldom stood up to Dad except when she totally disagreed with him. I remember the first time she told Dad I wasn’t going to the field because it was my time of the month. I was scared to death, but she just kept saying I wasn’t going, and he finally stomped out mumbling to himself.

     Dad, Marie, Ruby and I used to sing at funerals at the Jaywye church. It was hard on us and we used to get up after everybody else was in bed and set on the porch steps talking about it because we couldn’t sleep. One night Mama came out and asked us what was the matter. We told her about having to stand on the stage and look down in the open casket. She sat with us a little while and then went back in. The next time they came after us, she told them no. Dad glared at her and said of course we would come. Mama got up off the porch swing and almost got in Dad’s face. “No they aren’t going. They aren’t going any more,” she said. She told the preacher not to come after us again. Dad was so mad because everybody thought he was boss over us all. He said, “I’ll go by myself and we’ll straighten this out later.” Mom said, “Go ahead but there was nothing to straighten out. My girls were not going any more.” I don’t know what happened that night, but we never had to go again. What a blessing.

     The night Evelyn was born it was cold, wet, and windy. Dad took the other kids to a neighbor’s house and was going to bring a woman back to help Mama. He was a long time coming and Mama finally told me we were going to have to have the baby without them. I always told everybody I helped deliver the baby, but I was terrified. She calmly told me what to do and actually did most of it herself.  After the baby came she, sat up and cleaned it up, wrapping it in a little blanket and handed it to me. “You were fine,” she said. “You can name it if you want to. I’m going to rest.” She was asleep when Dad finally got back. I named the baby after Mama, Evelyn (Eva) and Dad, Arletta (Arlie). Wasn’t that clever? 

     Mama loved her brothers and sisters. When one of them came to visit, they would sit up all night talking and laughing. I always wondered what they talked about until we all grew up and left home. Now I know. Of course she was like that with her grown kids too. I never tired of talking to her when I was home. How I wish she could have lived to go to our family reunions. She would have loved them.

     The year I graduated, Dad decided I was obligated to stay and help him put in a crop and harvest it. I was eager to get away. When I returned from my senior trip, Mama told me she had talked to grandma and I could go stay with her and work. When Dad found out I was leaving, he threw a fit. Mama didn’t say much, just that I was old enough to make my own decisions, but when he wasn’t around she encouraged me to leave, so I did. He never liked me much after that. 

     Mama loved to get mail and write letters. When I was in the Air Force, she wrote me all the time and of course afterwards when I married and had Mike, we wrote back and forth.

     The reason I was in Hayti when she died was she was supposed to go to Springfield for surgery and Dad called me and asked if I would take her. We had just bought a new car. Before I could get there they had an accident (Dad said his brakes failed and he pulled out in front of a car) and the car hit on her side and caused horrible bruises on her right side. I blamed him for that for a long time. We never thought the bruises were bad enough to kill her but they did.

      The night she died in the back seat of my car, we were leaving for Springfield. Edrice was supposed to go with me but she hadn’t gotten there yet. I didn’t know what to do but Dad told me to go to the sheriff’s office at New Madrid and he called a doctor. When the doctor told us she was dead, I couldn’t believe him and kept telling him she couldn’t be dead, she was my mother, and I can still remember how kind he was when he held my hand and told me, “Mother’s die too.”

     After that everything was kind of a blur until the night after we buried her and it stormed so bad, I worried about her being afraid. Silly, huh? 

     After I got back home to Louisiana, there was a letter in the mail box from her and it took me a long time to get around to reading it. 

     I know, as all you do, that you never quit missing her. For years after she died, when something would happen, good or bad, my first thought was I have to tell Mama about this.

My GRANDPA, Charles Leroy Atnip by Jessica McDonough Drake

    There are many things I remember about my grandpa.  Too many to put down really.  But I’ll try my best to put what stands out the most.  I’m going to go chronologically – since I was around the last 11 years of his life, and I was a child, my memories at first are fragmented, and most are from the perspective of a child that didn’t know him as anything other than my amazing grandpa.  I wish I could have known him better, but many things others know about him, I never had the chance to find out.

    The little things I remember are that he loved Werther’s Originals, red apples, pepper on his eggs and bologna sandwiches.  When he was in good health, on any given Saturday, you could count on him to be working on his Ford El Rancho, or working on the yards.   I always loved to help him with yard work by doing little things like raking or pulling weeds, and if he was working on a car, I would ride my little tricycle in the drive way while he worked on the car.  He loved to watch Raiders and 49er football games on Sunday after church. When his health started to decline and he went on disability, he was always sitting at the dining table reading something, and he loved anything by Max Lucado.  

    So the stories…

    This was not one specific instance, but happened repeatedly.  For some reason, when I was little, I was obsessed with combing his hair and spraying it with water, pretending I worked in a barbershop and he was in my barber seat.  For hours, while he would watch TV on a week or weekend night, I would spray his hair, comb it, spray it, comb it, over and over again.  He never seemed to get annoyed with it, and for the life of me now, I don’t know how he didn’t!  He just had such amazing patience with little children I guess.

    Grandpa liked to drink Diet Pepsi.  He always had cans of it in the fridge.  I wanted one, and he said I could have it, but he told me if I was going to bring it into the family room, that I had to use two hands.  I said okay, but resorted to using one hand pretty quickly.  And of course, the soda fell out of my little hands and all over the carpet.  It wasn’t but two seconds later he spanked my butt.  I knew I had it coming, but it was so awful – I hated any time I did something to make him upset.  I went in a bedroom and cried and cried.  He was always fair though – if he got upset, you knew you had been forewarned, and you deserved the discipline.

    As I would guess a lot of kids do, I would walk dragging my feet, or chew with my mouth open.  Anytime I did that, he would stand next to me and purposefully and loudly drag his feet next to me until I realized what I was doing and stopped.  Or he would start smacking his mouth really loudly until I realized how I was chewing and shut my mouth.  He had a way of showing me what was proper and what wasn’t.

    There are countless times I sat on his lap and he would read to me – especially Bible stories.  I know God used him to plant the seed of my faith.

    When I had my 7th birthday party, I lost at “pin the tail on the donkey”, and being an obnoxious little brat, I started crying because I felt it was my birthday, so I should win.  I made all of my friends feel uncomfortable, especially the girl that did win the game!  Grandpa called me over to where he was (I think mom has this on video tape – ugh) and sat me on his lap.  He said very seriously to me that I was being a brat and I needed to knock it off, and stop ruining my own party.  He wasn’t mean about it, just truthful.  He had a way of getting through to me that made me stop my bad behaviors just because I loved him and wanted him to be proud of me.  I collected myself and went back to my party.  

    When I was older, and his heart got really bad, grandma and him moved into the condo because I guess maybe he didn’t want to live in a house where he wasn’t able to take care of the yards himself anymore.  He went on disability, and as I said, he could often be found reading at the dining table.  However, he also had a great love of music.  He bought some 1950’s-1960’s Dick Clark music collection, which included hits he loved, like “Mother-In-Law” (I think this was a personal favorite, ha-ha), “Yakity Yak”, “Poison Ivy”, “Run around Sue”, and “The Lion Sleeps Tonight.”  He also loved Glen Miller Orchestra.  When he got really sick, he would walk around singing the hymn “I’ll Have a New Life”, and he would sing the part the most that says, “I’ll have a new body, praise the Lord, I’ll have a new life.”  I think he was really looking forward to having that new body (
    When he went on disability, he had a lot more time in the summers to spend with us grandkids.  He decided one day to take us (David, Sarah and me) up to the top of Mt. Diablo to the observatory.  Mt. Diablo (near where we lived in Dublin) is 3,800 feet, and the drive up is mostly a one-lane road that does not always have guardrails.  I was pretty freaked out by the height of the drive going up, and maybe he was in a goofy mood – he would swerve the van towards the edge to scare me.  I would squeal, and he would laugh and say he wouldn’t do it again…only to do it again five minutes later.  It was a fun day.

    The summer before he died, he decided that he wanted to take David, Sarah and me on a fun trip to Disneyland with grandma.  We ended up going to the Santa Cruz beach boardwalk, Disneyland and Knotts Berry Farm.  It was so much fun.  I think he knew he didn’t have much time left, and he wanted to make some fun memories.  I have some good pictures from that trip, and I held onto that trip for a long time after he passed as a precious memory.

    I feel so blessed because my last memory of him was the day before and the day that he had massive heart failure from which he would not come out of.  I spent the night at grandma and grandpa’s house the day before he died.  We ordered Kentucky Fried Chicken (he loved Caspers Hot Dogs, Nations Hamburgers and Kentucky Fried Chicken).  He helped me with a school report and we watched TV.  I asked him to take me out to breakfast in the morning before school, and he said he would if I got up early enough, but he was pretty confident that I wouldn’t.  I woke up the next morning, which turned out to be the last morning of his life (at least, conscious life – he was in a coma for a few days), and got ready while HE was still sleeping.  He woke up and I was hiding behind a corner, ready to jump out and surprise him.  He took me to CoCo’s, and we had waffles with strawberries and whip cream.  That night, after school, I watched some TV with grandma and him, but mom said I had to come home.  I told him I loved him (and grandma, of course) as I left.  Maybe 10 minutes later he had massive heart failure as grandma and he got up to go to bed.  I am thankful to God that was my last time with him.

    I’d like to say too, my grandpa loved the Lord passionately.  He was always in the Word, reading a devotional or theological book, never came a minute late to church and sung hymns like he was preparing for being in the choir in heaven.  He loved his family and worked hard.  These are things that stick with me the most.  I hope today he’s enjoying his new body and singing hymns in the heavenly choir.  I can’t wait to see him again.

MY STORY OF LEROY FOR JESSICA by Peggy Atnip Milliot

   Your grandpa and I were close in age.  When he was playing basketball I was cheerleading.  He was a handsome dude and all the girls, including my best friends, were crazy about him.  In his senior play he played an older man with grey hair, (they put baby power in his hair to make it gray) and during the play, the girls were swooning so loudly, the older people complained.  Ha.  He was very particular about his clothes and wanted them ironed just right with creases going straight down the front of the pant legs and guess who had to do the ironing?????   One day dad walked in without your grandpa knowing it.  He heard your grandpa fussing at me because the creases were crooked and dad turned him around, pointed his finger right in his face and said, "From now on you will iron your own pants."  And to me he said, "And if I find out you have ironed his pants again, I will whip you."  

For a while I was glad I didn't have to iron his pants, but it wasn't long when he'd con me into ironing them again, but I never told dad.   

MEMORIES OF MY FAMILY by Peggy Atnip Milliot

    One of my siblings said my stories of family are too sad, so I promised to write about the good times.

     Some of my best memories were of dad singing the old Irish tunes or whistling while he worked or whittled. I thought there was nothing he couldn’t do.  If something needed fixing or repairing, we thought dad could do it all.  Dad was a different man when I was little, but after he was saved (seems to me like it was soon after Robert died) he changed.  I watched from the banks of Little River as he, Mama and Ruby were baptized.  As they held hands and the preacher took them down single file into the water, the people on the bank sang, “Now We Gather at the River.” It was an awesome experience.  (No that was not a scene from a movie, I actually remember this.) From then on dad attended church often, never cursed or gambled and read the bible often...almost every night.   In the years that followed he got to know his bible well and unlike me, he seemed to remember every thing he read.  No matter what question I asked him, he usually knew the answer by quoting a particular scripture in a book in the bible with chapter and verse.  If he didn’t know it by heart, he could usually find the answer in the bible with only a few flips of pages. 

       That leads me to memories of walking a couple of miles to the Pentecostal church near Conran.  On the way there Lorene would teach me a verse from the bible. Then later, the preacher would call us little children up front and ask if we could quote a scripture from the bible.  As each child, all probably no more than 5 or 6, quoted a scripture correctly, we were given a candy bar. (Something we didn’t get much of back then.)  During church service there, I remember seeing the people fall on the floors as if in a trance, and I remember one man reached his hand down into a fiery stove and didn’t get burned.  Scared me to death! After the meeting on the way back home, Lorene and I shared the candy bar.  I loved walking with Lorene, Marie and Ruby to church.  There was a lot of singing, a few hand holding couples and fun for me ‘cause I got to go along with my older siblings, without our parents.  I can’t remember if Robert or Leroy was along or not.  After we started attending the J.Y. Church of God, we stopped walking to the Pentecostal Church.  I think dad started taking us there because he loved the good singing. Some of my best memories take place at J.Y. Church of God.  We had a wonderful young people’s bible class led by, what I thought back then was, a very old lady.  Looking back I realize Mrs. Hilliard was probably 50 or so.  She was wonderful. She made the bible stories very interesting and exciting.   And the singing at the church was great!  Dad use to sing with Marie, Lorene and Ruby during church and every now and then Betty and I sang together.  The Hoggard family always asked Betty and me to sing “Old Country Church”.  Dad also had his own quartet at that church. And they would walk onto the ??? (what is that thing called?) stage? No.  Platform?  Well whatever it was called, they would walk up on it singing the chorus to “Have a Little Talk With Jesus”.  Every so often everyone from the church would gather at other churches for what was called the “Old Singing Conventions”.  The Chuck Wagon Gang and the MacDonald Quartet were only a few of the good groups we saw back then.   I was happy sitting for hours listening to some really, really good singing.  Makes me feel wonderful our family get together and sing those old gospel songs.  

    Long before running the cotton gin there in Marston, dad worked in a saw mill, he pushed logs on the river and “walked” the rolling logs as they went downstream.  He drove the big tractors as they built the levy along the Mississippi river and he made doll furniture at the “Doll House”. 

      I can see Dad in my mind’s eye now driving a tractor as he did many chores around the farm like plowing and disking the soil, leveling it with that thing that had a lot of little spikes on the bottom (oh yeah, it was called a harrow, I think) and planting cotton or soy beans.  He loved to brag about how straight his rows where he plowed and most would agree that they were straighter than anyone else’s. It was always fun when he let us kids take turns riding the tractor with him.  I loved listening to his stories of his family and friends in the hills of Missouri. I loved the one he told about how his buddies rebuilt an entire neighbor’s wagon on top of their barn on Halloween?  Then there’s the funny one he told about the woman who always testified in church that she was ready for Jesus to come, but ran screaming out of the church when dad and his friends lowered the dummy down from the attic. Remember the man dad told us about who danced so lightly on his feet; he could dance on a mirror without cracking it? 

    Sometimes there were a lot of big machinery near our yard at the Johnson Grass farm and us kids had a lot of fun climbing over, inside and around them.  Wasn’t it fun to jump from the sides of the wagons and turn flips in the cotton?  ‘Course we knew we’d get into trouble if dad caught us.  His warning that a little piece of wire or bobby pin could get in the cotton and cause a fire at the gin, went right by us.  We didn’t think about the danger.  We were just kids having fun. Having fun, reminds me of the cave we made out of hay in the barn on Lovers Lane.  We sneaked candles down there and told ghost stories.  Yeah, candles! And the time Chuck...oh heck we called him Leroy and Leroy he’s gonna be.  Anyway, one day Leroy and I took the bosses two horses back in the woods and made a corral for them so they couldn’t get away.  A few days later when the boss was looking for them, Leroy and I went to find them, scared to death they would be dead from starvation.  They were alive and healthy, but the tree limbs were bare of leaves as far as they could reach. One day it had snowed a lot.  Some of us had colds and when dad went to work that morning he told us to stay inside and not go out in the snow.  But while he was gone, us kids went out and built the best snowman we’d ever seen.  Too proud of our creation to tear it down, we waited in fear for dad to come home, find out we’d disobeyed, and get out the razor strap. We waited and waited for him to say something.  When he didn’t, we thought maybe he hadn’t seen the snowman when he came home.  So we went in to the kitchen for supper.  “Good snowman.”  He said.  He could really surprise us sometimes.
     When I was very young Betty and I went with Dad and Mom to a neighbor’s house.  The man told Betty and I if we would each give him a hug, he would give us each a duck.  Oh, I wanted a duck so bad!  They were so cute.  Betty went over like a beautiful little princess, hugged the man and kissed him on the cheek.  He gave her one of the ducks.  Now it was my turn.  I shook my head and backed away.  The man kept reaching out toward me and everyone was encouraging  me to go hug the man so I could get my duck, but I kept backing away and shaking my head, no.  I was scared spit less.  Finally, the man said, “that’s alright I’ll give you a duck anyway”.  But I still kept shaking my head and backing away, telling him no.  Dad, Mom and Betty looked at me like I was crazy.  But I wouldn’t take the duck, and I wanted it so bad.  Dad never said anything, but he kept looking at me really funny...like he couldn’t figure out what was wrong.  Mama took the duck the man said was for me and when we got back home, she gave me it to me.  When she took me up on her lap, she discovered I had wet my pants.  When she asked me why I had been so scared, I told her I was afraid to take the duck because I didn’t want to pay the man.  Mama reminded me that the duck was free.

But I shook my head and told her that some how I knew if I had taken the duck I would have had to pay the man for it and I since we didn’t have any money,  I was scared of the way I’d have to pay.  Mama didn’t seem to understand, but she dropped the subject.  Betty and I loved our ducks and spent a lot of time playing with them.  Months later, a fox killed the ducks and we cried we were so sad.  But Lord help me, for some reason I couldn’t explain, I felt relieved that the duck was dead too, because I knew I would never have to pay that man for the duck. Kids!!!

     One of the most awesome times of my life was when Betty and I went to a 4-H camp for a bout a week our near Wappappello Lake. We had a great time playing games, swimming and listening to some guy talk about the wildlife in that area and one time he picked up a snake and asked who wanted to hold it.  Needless to say, I ran the other way.  ON the last night, Betty and I and a young man who played the trumpet, climbed up a hill and sat on a big rock.  After dark, all the other kids carrying a torch, would their way, single file up the hill, while the young man played “Taps”.  Betty and I sang a song, but I can’t remember what it was.  I do remember how bright the stars were that night and how awesome they looked and how beautiful for the torches looked in the dark as the kids wound their way up the hill.     

    Betty, can you remember the time when the Elliot family was visiting on the Johnson Grass farm and us kids went down to the Mississippi and found a bunch of pennies? They were piled in a line along a sand bank.  We went home and showed Mama and the others what we had found and they didn’t believe us.  I thought for a while we were all going to get a whipping for lying.   I heard dad say later it had probably been some men who were gambling by pitching pennies and had to leave quickly, maybe because of the police were coming, and didn’t have time to pick up the pennies.  I believe there’s a picture somewhere of that day where Raymond and Suzy Elliot and some of us kids were picking a chicken. 

     Some other wonderful memories was when our family got together with the Baker, Moore and Pfeffer families for a barbeque or when we went over to Real Foot Lake and spent the day.  

     Sometimes I think of the fun we had way back in the field where the tall wire corncrib was.  There was running water back there.  We didn’t have running water at the house so we’d go back there, hang the hose up on a tree limb and take showers in that cold water.  Sometimes we played in the little shell of a shack and in the old cemetery nearby.  One year we felt like plutocrats because we had a field full of geese that did the weeding in the cotton fields and we would steal their eggs, cook them and eat them.  Remember the baked taters on wash day?  After the water in the big black kettle was simmering, we’d get some taters from the garden and place them in the coals under the iron kettle and let them bake.  When they were done, we’d scrape off the blacker than black burned peelings and eat them taters.  Boy!  Were they good!  

     Mama use to cook us the best tasting corn on the cob in the oven.  They were not wrapped in foil, like today, and the corn was crispy and delicious! We picked tomatoes from the garden, wiped them on our clothes and ate them like apples.  You can’t find good tasting tomatoes like that anymore. How about the raisin and rice pudding Mama made and the tomato cobbler, chocolate gravy, cinnamon and sugar baked moon pies. Mmmmmm.

    Remember how dad held us up on his shoulders so we could touch the naked electric wire that went to the chicken house/coup?  The shock would tingle all the way to our toes. Can you imagine what a stranger would say if we told them that story?  They would really think we were crazy if we admitted we begged dad to pick us up and let us do it again. It was even more exciting when we would hold hands with someone on the ground so that person would feel the shock more.   

    Dad always bragged that he had enough kids to form a soft-ball team, and when we played, he was usually the hind-catcher and the ump. Remember we use to play jump board?  We would go so high in the air, it’s a wonder we didn’t break an arm or leg, but I don’t remember anyone getting hurt.  Dad sure put a damper on our fun when he said we couldn’t do it anymore because we were ruining our shoes or we’d break a leg and he couldn’t afford another doctor bill.  We took care of that little problem.  We put the board up parallel to the clothes line and held on to the lines as we went up in the air.  I wonder if dad ever figured out how the clothes lines broke.  

    Most recent memories finds us at all the family reunions.  Bless Marie’s heart for starting them.  ‘Course she may not have actually planned it, since the first one we had at Marie’s just kinda got out of hand because we found out Tommy was going to visit Marie and we all decided to go to see him at Marie’s.  What a good time we had at the VFW.  Chuck doing the dirty dance with blushing Aunt Lola and Evelyn pushing a red-faced Uncle Dude all over the floor, then when the music stopped, she pushed him gently away and said, “Why you dirty old man!.”  Or something along that line.  And yeah, that was me...too much to drink and sitting on Chuck’s shoulder’s “knocking three times on the ceiling.” I still haven’t figured out where our cousins, Roy, Paul and Carolyn were that night.

    The later reunions over the years with cousins that are more like brothers and sisters have meant more to me than any of you will ever know.  To spend time with all of you, to sing the old gospel songs, to laugh and pray together and just act silly like we did when we were younger. I love all of you so much and I’m so proud of all my family, my siblings and their children.  Wow!!!  We’re something else. Huh!

     Dad asked me once, “Peggy did you hate me when I spanked you?”  I said, “Well, of course I did, I was a kid” He asked, “Did you ever get a spanking you didn’t deserve?”  I looked at him long and hard and finally admitted, “No dad, I probably deserved every one of them.”  He said, “I guess I could have been a better father than I was.”  I said, “Maybe.  But you must have done something right.  None of your children ever went to prison, none ever got hooked on dope, that I know of and all your children are respected by their peers”.  Dad smiled and nodded.

     We worked hard in the garden, raising enough food to can and hold us through the winter.  We worked hard in the fields, chopping, picking and pulling cotton, but I don’t regret any of that.  ‘Course I’ll admit I wouldn’t want to do it again.  We didn’t have much, but dad always made sure we always had something to eat, had a roof over our heads and a bed to sleep in.  That’s more than a lot of people had back then.  I know how blessed I am that I had loving parents and lots of great brothers and sisters.  I love all of you.    

     I know that dad often praised Uncle Albert and Edrice’s kids more than he did us, but there is no doubt in my mind that Dad was proud of all of us.  He just had a hard time letting us know that.  I pray that all his children are “saved” children of God; so that some day we’ll all be together again in heaven with Ruby, Marie, Robert and Leroy singing the old gospel songs together with dad, while mama taps her foot and smiles.    

DOUBLE-DATING WITH LEROY by Bobby G. Atnip

One time Leroy was home from the Navy, not sure why or exactly when, but I was about 13 and we lived in the "housewhereMommadied" in Marston. There were two young ladies that lived in town named Doris and Delores Parks. Leroy had decided he would ask Doris on a date. She and her Dad said ok, but only if they went on a double date. That is where I came in. He wanted me to get a date so they could go. Me being very timid, shy, and innocent, it was not likely I would ask someone. Anyway, Leroy knew I liked Gaila Baldwin, who didn't, so he said he would ask for me. That meant he had to ask her and VIRGIL Baldwin. He did, ummm, I guess he did. So off we go to the Midway Drive Inn movie there on Hwy 61 at Lilbourn turnoff. Somehow I will always remember we saw "Francis the Talking Mule".

 

Boy howdy was I excited, being with Gaila Baldwin and learning from the Master. After all, how many guys do you know that dated two, yea that's right two, high school superintendent's daughters? Remember me being timid, shy, and innocent didn't just up and leave all of a sudden. My being excited was probably more be scared than anything. So, when I put my arm around Gaila I thought I had "got some". Too young to smoke. I was certainly relieved to find out later that hadn't "gotten some". I was concerned what to name it.

 

Ok, ok, so I didn't put my arm around her. I almost put my arm around her. So, that meant I almost "got some". 

 

Don't think I really learned much from the Master that night. Mercy, wasn't much he could do in the front seat. I know, I watched him closely. Wasn't doing much else. Movie weren't that good. He did put his arm around her though. Whew! He made me not to tell.

 

I will always know that Leroy and Tommy were the Stud Muffins of the family, but I was a a a a a a... Hard to believe I have been married 5 times.......huh? Do what? That was Paula. She said I have only been married 3 times, just seems like 5 times. I told her I thought is was 5 and seemed like 10.

 

Love being an Atnip reunion ready, Bob(by)

 

PS The story is true. My attempt at humor..Anyone can correct me if they like, but I wouldn't if I was you.

OUR PARENTS by Tom Atnip
     I remember I had a different childhood than the rest of the kids and I know there were hard times with Dad drinking and Mom being sick a lot.  I know all of you had to work hard around the house and fields and as a whole, I didn’t have it all that bad.

    It seemed to me that Dad was on me all the time because I stuttered and talked too fast.  I still talk too fast. When we would go to see Grandmaw Davis, I would be talking and Dad would say something about it.  Like, “Now son, stop and slow down.”  Grandmaw would take me on her lap and say, “Now Orley leave him alone." He’s doing just fine.”  I think that is what she said, it was hard to tell sometimes, because she talked faster than I did.

     I remember working with Dad at the cotton gin in Pasacola, MO.  One day a truck driver was smoking on the dock and Dad asked him to stop.  The driver told Dad to go to hell.  This driver was very tough and mean and was known around town to give more than he took.  I saw Dad pick him up and throw him off the dock like it was nothing.  “I said don’t smoke on the dock,” dad said.

     I know it sounds crazy looking back and I don’t know how it got started, but working with Dad at the gin was always fun.  One game we played was when we’d sneak up behind Dad and kick him in the ass and run as fast as we could, but Dad had the long legs and big boots and fast feet.   He’d kick up so hard we’d fly ten feet and it hurt. Man that was fun!!!!!!!!!
     We also hit him with cotton balls and hide behind whatever we could find, and he always knew who did it and pay back was hell!  Good times!  

    One of the things, I’ve wondered about was what did I get from my parents?  When it comes to Mom, she died when I was so young, so I didn't know her well, so I don't know what trait she might have passed down to me. I think about Dad and couldn’t think of anything we had in common. But after more thought I remember dad teaching us that there were always people who were worse off than we were and I should feel grateful for what we have. He gave me a family!! I have always had the feeling of pride in myself.  He taught us that we had to work for what we wanted and not to expect it to be handed to us on a silver platter. I also got my good looks from them.  We always had food and a home. But once I left home, I always felt l never had a (home) to go back to.  Someone ask me the name of my home town and I didn't have an answer. I love to read so I like to think my parents read to me all the time (not true but...) I read the Bible a lot of the time like Dad did, but can’t remember most of what I read. I know we went to church when we were kids, but I don't remember Dad making me go. I enjoyed Dad singing in church and I got my love of music from him. I am not judging him because when it comes to me I have more minuses than pluses by far.  One thing I do have and I don't know where it comes from is (To live and let live).

I do feel thankful for all of my brothers and sisters, even if I haven’t said so.

MY SISTER, BETTY by Peggy Atnip Milliot

         Some of my fondest memories were of growing up with my sister, Betty:  swinging from the limbs like Tarzan in the fruit trees over at the Summers’ house, borrowing Lorene and Marie’s old circle-tailed skirts and dancing the can-can or jitter bugging for Mama while she watched from her bed.  We had her laughing so hard at our antics she ended up crying. Betty was my best playmate and my dance partner as we learned to dance the “Rock and Roll”.  (I always led which is why I can’t follow a dance partner today).  We practiced twirling our batons together, turning back flips and cartwheels in the sand, and cheerleading together at the basketball games.  
    Then there were all the 4H meetings and trips we shared.  Remember the float we built with chicken wire and paper napkins that won first place in the parade at New Madrid?  Wait a minute...I think we made two floats in consecutive years and they both won first place.  I loved the square dancing, maybe because Jimmie Baker was my dancing partner.  For the heck of me, I can’t remember the name of Betty’s partner, but I can see him in my mind.  I remember the time our 4-H group was on the radio and the time we visited Columbia University and Jefferson City and the Food Preparation Competition.  We had two boys who were brothers, I think in our group who always won those particular contests.  I’ve often thought of the two older Harbou ???? sisters who lead our 4 H group.  I wish I could have thanked them before they died and made sure they knew how much we appreciated all the good things they did to help us grow into mannerly young people.  

    I always envied my sister, Betty.  She always seemed to have much more confidence than I did.  She was more like Leroy and Lorene who knew exactly what they wanted and went after it, while I sort of accepted what came my way.
     Betty was always smarter than me, especially in Math and more limber than I was, which is why I made her do the most difficult jumps, squats and twirls when we were cheerleaders together.  I was the captain of our squad and could get by with that but she didn’t seem to mind.  She always had more energy than I and was always willing to jump right into whatever aerobatics we were trying to do and we tried them all.

     I also envied her hair, which was always thicker than mine, shinier than mine and no matter what she did, it flipped and swirled like a movie star, while mine was thin, fine and limp even after I rolled it.  Betty’s hair always looked great even after a night of cheerleading while mine would be hanging down in my eyes, as limp as strings.  Chuck would reach over and give Betty’s hair a toss and then he’d turn to me and say, “Why don’t you go fix your hair.”
MY FAMILY STORY by Peggy Atnip Milliot

     My name is Peggy and this is my story.  I’m number six in a family of ten children.  As the one almost in the middle, I could understand why Mama often called me Petty, or Reggy, Meggy or simply, hey you!  Like some of you, I was a shy, bashful, self-conscious girl. I never felt good enough, smart enough or pretty enough, at least not back then. It wasn’t until much, much later (with a few good friends, good advice, lots of encouragement and faith in God) that I finally had the self confidence to believe in myself.  I was a good kid, a fairly hard worker and seldom disobeyed mama and dad; probably because I was afraid of the consequences, like the spanking. If that made me a coward...so be it!  

    I’ve written several short stories over the years about Mama and how patient, soft- spoken and caring she was.  And how, no matter what my problem was, she and I would sit down together and figure out what to do; Whether it was how to come up with 75 cents for a school workbook, the cost of material for my cheerleading outfit and later for Betty’s or how we were going to keep dad from finding out something one of the kids had done.  Most of the time to get the extra money I needed, we’d gather up any old iron we could find and sell it to the junk yard place or we’d kill and clean one of our hens and sell her to Mr. Baldwin to get money. Though she wasn’t perfect, I don’t remember ever hearing mama curse, yell, (unless it was to keep one of us out of danger), or complain.  Before Mama died, we didn’t have much time to talk because she was ill and I was so busy taking care of my younger siblings or cooking the meals or doing housework, but...  I remember how I use to tell her that there were many times when I felt like I was two different people; one walking on earth doing the normal things and another watching what was going on, but never really getting involved.  Mama said, she had felt like that at times, too.  It wasn’t until I was twenty-four that my feelings started to make sense.  It was then the surgeons removed my ovary and kidney and told me I should have been twins.  It’s weird, but I haven’t felt like two different people since.        

     Dad was always THE BOSS and king of our small castle, a castle with four or five rooms, water we got from a pump outside (or hauled it in a wagon from a neighbor down the road), where the toilet seemed to be a mile from the back door, especially when the nights were dark and cold and in the winter.  The front room and kitchen were the only warm rooms in the house.  Usually four kids slept in the same bed and glad to have the extra body heat in the winter. Dad raised us to have high morals, to be honest, to earn what we got and expect nothing from nothing.  He took us to church when the church doors were opened usually on Sunday morning and Sunday night and Wednesday nights, and if there was a revival going on we went every night of the week.  And to make sure we paid attention, he’d sometimes asked us questions about the sermon after we got home. I can’t remember a night when he wasn’t reading the bible when I went to bed.  Then, after he had a falling out with the preacher, dad and mom stopped going to church and the rest of us went to different churches...sometimes the Methodist and sometimes the Baptist.

     We were actually three different families.  My older brothers and sisters would probably say there were four.  When I was growing up Ruby was the oldest and we were sharecroppers.  Although dad usually worked in the local cotton gin, us kids, at least me and those older than me, had to pick, chop and pull our cotton crop without pay.  To earn money to buy clothes and any extras we needed for school, we had to chop, pick or pull cotton for other farmers. During the winter when the cotton had been harvested, I would pin curl women’s hair to make extra money.  

      I loved school.  I loved learning although I wasn’t the smartest in the family; I seldom made an A.  I loved singing in the choir, attending basketball games and cheerleading.  After Mama died and I left home and moved to Shreveport, dad and the younger kids did little farm work. Their days were so different than ours, and without mama, they were a different kind of family than we had known.  I thought of them often, tried to help when I could, and I went home to see them as often as I could.  Two years after mama died, dad remarried and they had another family with a step-mother and step sisters at home. I often wondered about them and how different their lives might have been if our mother had lived. I still miss mama.  I wonder how she would have felt if she could have met my husband, and our children and later our grandchildren.  I know she would have loved them, because that’s the kind of person she was, but I wonder...    

     Marie was a lot like Mama and I loved her dearly.  She was soft spoken, kind and a docile wife.  Without saying a word, she showed that her husband and later her son was what she lived for. They were the most important things to her.  She dreamed of her and Neal owning their own farm, but I never heard her complain that her dream was never fulfilled.  I loved visiting with Marie and Neal on the farm when I was a teenager.  Neal taught me how to play cards and how to chase cows through the mud.  Marie taught me how to cook and sew as much as Mama did.  What I remember most about Marie was how she would nearly break her neck to keep dad from seeing her in a pair of shorts and how terrified of snakes she was. One day she was outside hanging up clothes on the line and I was in the kitchen washing dishes. I heard her screaming like a banshee and I started running toward the front of the house where she was, to see what was wrong.  Before I got to the front door, she ran screaming past me, almost knocking me down. I kept asking her what was wrong but she wouldn’t answer except to scream. When she ran as far to the back of the house as she could get, she finally stopped running and screaming.  And she finally told me what was wrong.  Trembling from head to toe, she said, “There’s a great big snake out in the yard right by the clothes basket.  I can’t go back out there and finish hanging up the clothes.”  Trying to act brave, I told her I’d go see if I could chase him away.  Now I was as afraid of snakes as she was, but I grabbed the broom and started outside.  I’m not sure what I would have done if I’d found the snake, but I looked all over the yard and couldn’t see one.  I went back inside and told her she must have scared him away.  She slowly made her way outside to the clothes basket that still held some wet clothes.  Taking the broom from my hand, she poked those wet clothes and poked them while I stood guard.  We never did find that snake that day.  But I can testify that she did have snakes in the yard, because several years later, she showed me two huge black snakes hanging from one of the tree limbs in the front yard.  That ruined by whole visit knowing those snakes could fall down on me any time.  I never went out near those trees again and like my sister, I never went down in the basement without shivering and looking for snakes, because Neal told me they could come into the basement through the drain pipe.  But Neal always added, “They won’t come up there, it’s too warm. They’re cold blooded.”   But it was cold down there to me and I was always terrified when I had to go down there. One of my favorite memories was a family reunion at Maries when they lived in a duplex that use to be an old school house.  Even though we used the other side of the duplex which was empty at the time, I still don’t know how she found room and beds for all of us in that small house. I do remember my husband and I slept in the same room as dad and Edrice.  We kept telling family stories to each other through out the house and we laughed like ninnies.  There’s a good picture of us together that year.  Ruby was the only one of us missing that year except for Robert, of course.       

     I can barely remember my brother Robert.  What I do remember was that he was always kind and good to me.  Since he died when I was about ten years old, I must have been eight or nine the year most of the family went to Aunt Nola's for Christmas. I was sad and whiney because I was sick as usual and had to stay home.  I’m not sure what was wrong with me, but I did know it was “catchy”, because I couldn’t come into contact with anyone outside the immediate family. We went into town and while Lorene and Marie went to see a movie, Robert stayed with me in the car.  He disappeared for a few minutes and when he came back, he had the prettiest nurse doll, which he swore Santa had given him to give to me.  Although he denied it, I knew he had bought it for me himself, which made me love him more.  He entertained me for an hour by making the doll dance on the back of the front car seat.     

     When I was a teenager Marie and Lorene had already left home.  I was so in awe of Lorene because she seemed so brave and worldly.  She had defied dad and graduated from high school, something the older two had not done and she had joined the Air Force even though she knew dad didn’t want her to.  To defy dad to me was the highest form of bravery.  I always loved getting the photos from her and I would look at them for hours, wishing I could be more like her.  I learned a lot from Lorene.  She told me to be proud of myself and to walk like it.  When I lived with her in Louisiana and had started dating, she warned me not stay out after midnight on a date because it would encourage the boys to “take certain liberties.”  She was right.  

     I don’t know what to write about Ruby, except she seemed different than the rest of us.  More perfect...righteous.  I grew up with her, but I didn’t really know her except she could sing great alto.  She and I use to sing every song we knew while we cooked or cleaned up the kitchen.  She insisted on making the family resourceful, respectful, and orderly and clean, which meant when we weren’t at school or chopping, pulling or picking cotton we were cleaning the house. After she had left home and came back for a visit she always made sure our dresser drawers were neat and the floors were scrubbed before she left.       

    I was very jealous of my older brother Leroy.  He was tall and handsome and all the girls and female teachers loved him and he knew it.  He could con them into believing anything.  Although he was only a couple of years older than me, I always felt like a dumb, ugly step sister around him.  I don’t think I was ever near him, even after I was an adult, when he didn’t tell me to go fix my hair.  While I was busy cleaning house, washing and ironing clothes or baby-sitting my younger siblings, he was out somewhere with Mama or driving the tractor which looked like more fun to me than what I had to do.  He got by with things I never dreamed of trying to do, much less have the guts to actually do them.  On rare occasions he’d let me go along with him in the car, but not before he’d make me promise I wouldn’t tell what we did or where we went.  I never told, but somehow (probably because we lived in a small town and everyone knew everyone else), dad always found out that we’d gone where he’d told us not to and one way or another, we’d get punished for disobeying. But to me it was worth it to get to go with Leroy.
     My sister Betty and I were fairly close.  We shared everything, from clothes, what few toys we had and the measles.  We also fought like cats and dogs.  She was usually the strongest and would win any fight until she started pulling my hair.  As soon as she did that, she’d get this, oh oh big mistake, look on her face, because she was more tender headed than I was and knew when it came to pulling hair, I would win.  During the years when mom was so sick and I was doing all the work, or so it seemed to me.  I’d run to mama and ask her why she didn’t make Betty help do the work.  Mama would reply, “She is helping.  She’s helping me.”  I remember how Betty and Mama talked together and I was envious that I wasn’t as close to Mama as I wanted.  And I remember how Betty wrote Mama’s letters for her. After Mama died and I left home, I thought of Betty often and wondered if I had done the right thing.  She was in charge of caring for our younger brothers and sisters now but she didn’t have mama to run to as I did.  Yet, Betty was so much more independent and determined than I was and I knew she would be better at that job than me.       
     After Ruby left home and mom was sick a lot, it was my job to take care of the younger ones.   If the younger ones misbehaved, I was the one who had to spank them because mom was unable.  It was my brother Bob who gave me the most trouble.  He was not a bad kid, but mischievous as all get out and wouldn’t mind me.  When he didn’t mind and it was time for punishment, he’d run and crawl under the house, which back then set on cement blocks, (I guess because it was low country and near the Mississippi River), and Betty and I would have to crawl under there and drag him out.  One time I was mad at him because he wouldn’t mind and struck him on his butt with my hand which drove him into the window fan.  He bled like a stuck pig and scared the peewaddling out of me.  I remember going off alone and crying and vowed I’d never spank him again and instead I’d tell dad and let him do the spanking.  But after watching dad spank him one time, I couldn’t tell on him and went back to dealing out the punishment myself.

     My memories of my bother Tommy is of him playing with his cars making a funny noise as he rolled them back and forth across the floor.  Many times I was aggravated because he was underfoot, playing on the floor in Mama’s room where she lay in bed too sick to get up.  After she died, he never went inside her room, but would quietly roll his cars back and forth on the floor outside her door.

     Evelyn was the baby.  Mama and I made most of her clothes.  She was as cute as a bug’s ear.  She was so cute, one year when I was in charge of my senior Class King and Queen contest, I decided I wanted her to be the flower girl. Mama and I took an old dress of Marie’s or Lorene’s and made a long, pretty gown for Evelyn to wear on the big occasion.  She looked so cute walking down the aisle carrying the basket of flowers that night, but no matter what I whispered, said or threatened from the sidelines, she would not sprinkle the flowers on the floor ahead of the queens as we had rehearsed. 

THE CAT by Peggy Atnip Milliot

Some of you may have heard this story before, but here it is again for those who haven't:

When we lived on the Johnson Grass Farm (some people called it the Sand Farm) I spent the night with the Summers family who lived across the street and back out into the woods.  (Us kids spent many times climbing in all the fruit trees playing Tarzan. Anyway Mrs. Summers had lost a little baby I think not long after it was born and I was spending the night with the family, especially the girl my age, I think her name was Pat.  Something woke me up in the middle of the night and I went into the living room.  I saw the little coffin with the baby lying inside.  It was  covered with a see through net or something.  On top of the baby was a cat that was digging its claws into the baby or so it seemed to me.  I started screaming bloody murder and ran all the way home.  When I got home I was still screaming when dad opened the screen door and met me on the front porch.  I kept screaming.  He slapped me and suddenly I stopped screaming and told him what I had seen.  He yelled for mama who came outside and got me, wrapped her arms around me and held me in their bed the rest of the night.  I knew dad had gone to see if the family knew what the cat had done and I don't think he came home that night, but I never asked and was never told what damage was done to the baby, but I've hated cats ever since and I had nightmares for a long while.   

OUR BROTHER, ROBERT by Lorene Atnip Schackelford

     I don’t know how many of you remember our older brother, Robert. He was a tall, well over 6 feet, and a strong boy almost from birth. As we grew up, he was our protector. He didn’t talk much except when you were alone with him, and then he would open up and tell you his thoughts. 

     He loved our mother and tolerated our dad. I can still see him leaning up against the warming closet on our old wood cook stove telling Mom an off color joke and making her laugh until she cried. She would slap at him with a dish cloth and he’d take it away from her and pop her with it and then run.

     Although he never went to high school with us, he was the reason we felt safe walking home from the bus. Everybody knew him and was afraid to cross him. One night I went out with a neighbor boy and after the movie, he took me out to the river bank that was the parking place then and attacked me. I fought him off with my shoe and finally talked him into bringing me home. I guess he decided I was too much trouble. He told me if I told anyone, he’d tell everyone at school, we did it. Anyway, when I came home crying, Robert was sitting on the front porch. He made me sit down and tell him what was wrong. When I told him, he said go on to bed, everything would be okay. I found out later that the next day he went to the boy’s house and beat the crap out of him. Told him if he ever said anything about me, he’d come back and break both arms and both legs. His sisters told me about the fight, but said their brother didn’t know what it was all about. He never told anybody about our date.

     When he was 18, he moved out into our old smoke house so he could have a room of his own. Sometimes he let us visit him, but not much. He made an old stove out of cans and he used to cook the pigeons that played in the yard and eat them. Sometimes he’d let us share with him. Sometimes he’d have a pet pigeon, name him and feed him for awhile and after awhile, eat him. We thought that was awful, but he’d just laugh and wrestle us to the ground and hold us there until we agreed with him. 

     He could chase down a rabbit and catch it. If he didn’t catch them before they got home he would reach back in their holes and pull them out. We ate them whenever we could catch them. He could chop twice as much cotton s anybody in the field and he could lift a tractor tire back on after a flat was fixed by himself. He didn’t like to pick cotton and in the end I think that’s the reason he finally left home. Dad got onto him for not picking enough cotton and he said something back and Dad decided to whip him. Robert said you can whip me this time but this will be the last time. Dad said he couldn’t stay there then, Robert said okay and the next day he joined a bunch of people going to Indiana to detassel corn. Mom cried for a week.  The last thing he told me was as soon as I graduated from high school; he’d come back and take me with him. 

     He was well liked by everyone. He used to keep peace in the movie theater at New Madrid on a Saturday night for the manager. If somebody wouldn’t stop hassling the girls or throwing things or got to loud, Robert would throw them out. He was fun.    

     We had an old Model A car and sometimes Dad would let him take us to town on Saturday night especially if it was cold. We always had a car load with us and the neighbor kids. We’d have to drain the radiator to keep it from freezing. Afterwards we would drive it to the service station and fill it back up. One night the service station was closed and we couldn’t get any water. There was one restaurant in town and Robert sent us all into it to ask for a glass of water. We all went in and got water and brought it back to the car and he poured it into the radiator. It was funny later.

     I sometimes still wonder what kind of a man he would have been and how much my life would have been different had he lived.

MY DAD, CHARLES LEROY ATNIP by Ruby Marie Atnip VanBenthuysen

I could write a novel about all the wonderful things exemplifying my dad as the best dad ever!  However, I will try to keep it short (yeah, right!). 

    I will start off by talking about things we did when I was a little girl.  I remember a trip, in the middle of the night, to Disneyland, with Aunt Evelyn, and dad thought it would be a great idea to take off, probably around 2:00 a.m., since we were all so excited and couldn’t sleep.  I remember piling into the car, still dark outside, and we were all ready to bust with excitement as we pulled away from the house.  Actually, we always took a family vacation every year, but that one was so much fun because we took off in the middle of the night after everyone trying so hard to sleep, unsuccessfully.  As a little girl, to hear your dad say, “OK…let’s load up the car and just go,” well, it’s something you remember in vivid detail.

    I remember watching American Band Stand and Soul Train, every Saturday morning, faithfully, with my dad.  We also watched Fantasy Island and Love Boat at night.  Whenever Fantasy Island came on, he would poke up his finger, like Tattoo, and say, “Da plane."  Da plane.”  Used to make me laugh.  We watched Hee Haw, Lawrence Welk Show, Sonny and Cher Show, Johnny Carson, Dukes of Hazard, Twilight Zone, Starsky and Hutch, Star Trek and many more.  We would also sit on the floor, in my room, for hours, and listen to my records, on my little suit-case-like phonograph (meaning mostly Donny Osmond and Sean Cassidy), and we talked about the lyrics or how the tune was catchy and cute.  Dad always loved his music, and I can remember him listening to Patsy Cline, Marty Robins, The Everly Brothers, Elvis, Johnny Cash, big bands and gospel music.  

    My dad was also the grounds keeper, for ten years, at our church in Dublin, The Lutheran Church of the Resurrection.  Danny and I would go with him, almost every Saturday, and we’d play around in the courtyards while he meticulously manicured them.  He would also help us catch lizards (and let us bring them home, which our cat would eventually kill), and he’d take us to the Dairy Bell (which was right next door to the church) for sodas.  Sometimes, we would go to the Handy Pantry and get candy.   He was also a Jr. High Sunday School teacher, and one time he threw a party for his class, in our backyard, with the pool, and we had a slide that was high enough that we could stare into the neighbor’s backyard.  Not coincidentally, our nudist neighbors decided to have a party in their backyard.  Suddenly, the top of that slide became very popular, and dad was scrambling trying to keep the kids off the slide and wanting to choke the neighbors!  I can remember just kinda sitting back watching the entire thing unfold wondering if he was going to go over there and kick their (the neighbors) butts or what.  That did not go over very well, and after that stunt, my dad wasn’t very “neighborly” to them anymore, especially since he had asked them to behave themselves while his class was over.  

    I also remember trips to the dump (for some reason, we thought going to the dumps was just the greatest), and we’d get to help dad empty out the truck into that big pit!  On our way home, we would always stop and get sodas at this little shop in Pleasanton.  He also loved KFC, Casper Hot Dogs and big, fat deli sandwiches.  He would always tell us that deli meats were a luxury when he was growing up, so he savored every deli sandwich he could get his hands on.

    There was one time my crazy brother brought home a huge bull frog without my dad knowing.  Later that night, I heard this scratching, of sorts, behind my bedroom door.  I listened for a while then decided I need to get dad to find out what it was.  Dad reluctantly got out of bed and came into my room thinking it was probably just my imagination.  But, nope!  There was this huge bullfrog behind my door, and it took him by surprise.  He decided to get a paper lunch bag and a stick.  He laid the opened lunch bag on the floor and was using the stick to push the frog in the bag.  All the while saying, “Here froggy, froggy.  Don’t you want to go in the bag so I can set you outside?”  At the time, it wasn’t funny.  I just wanted that creature out of my room.  But after a few days had passed, and I really thought about it, I thought it was hilarious and shared the story with all my friends.

    Our family holidays were the best, especially Easter and Christmas.  Dad was always very involved with the Easter egg hunt, giving not-so-discreet hints to the kids as to where the eggs were hidden.  For Christmas, he always put up outside lights and strung the tree with lights, and he always carved the turkey.  After dinner, we would all play Tripoly or Hearts, and you did not want to play against him at Hearts.  If had the wicked Queen of Spades, it was guaranteed he was going to plot and lay it on the person who was winning, and he would let out an evil laugh every time he slapped it on the table.  He also taught me how to play checkers, but I never could beat him.

    As I got older, I remember my dad working hard to take care of the family and always staying busy doing jobs around the house or working on the cars.  He loved working on cars.  And even in his final days, when he was supposed to be taking it easy, I would catch him under my cars trying to fix something.  I would scold him, but he would just ignore me and smile.  And when it got to where he was on disability, he even did most of the housework and cooking, and he actually did a great job!

    I remember one of my mom’s birthdays, he taped about a 25 birthday cards to our kitchen cabinets for her.  They were waiting for her when she woke up that morning.  I thought that was so romantic!  And they were always a very touchy/feely couple, always sitting together watching TV at night, and they always went to bed at the same time.  They always spooned, all night long.  You could always walk past their room, on your way to the bathroom, peek in and see them all cuddled up.  I loved that about them!

    As a teenager, I didn’t get into much trouble (all it took was “the look,” and I knew better), but I did come home late one night (senior in high school), in a truck, with three guys (only because the car I was in, with my girlfriends, had broken down, so the guys brought us home, and my girlfriends got dropped off before I did), plus I had had too much to drink.  He was sitting at the kitchen table, in his tighty whities and tee-shirt, waiting for me to walk through the door.  I no sooner got in the door, and he stood up, to his 6’3” max, with the death look on his face, and he started in.  He got on me for being late and drunk, but I yelled back, slurring my words, and that was a mistake!  Being late was bad.  I knew that.  Being drunk was bad.  I knew that.  However, mouthing off was totally unacceptable. As I was running down to my room, still yelling, I shut my bedroom door on him, and he barged in anyway, threw me over his knee, told me to never speak to him in that manner again, and he spanked my butt but good.  I cried myself into sobriety that night and went down to their room the next morning, sat on their bed, and apologized profusely. 

    My “male callers” always had to come to the door.  He would also try to get to know them by working on cars with them, or just talking about life’s issues with them.  He always gave me his “take” on all my “male callers” as well, and even when he didn’t like one of them, he would simply state it once and hope that I would figure it out for myself.  He never lectured.  He was a man of few words, much love, and meant what he said.  

    When we lived in Wyoming, and he had his mechanic shop, he would have to take repair calls, in the middle of the night, if a semi-truck broke down.  Some nights the weather was blizzard condition.  Of course, depending on what needed to be done to the truck, we never knew how long it was going to take him (and cell phones didn’t exist back then), so we tried not to worry when he was gone for a long time.  There was one morning, when I was getting ready for school.  I knew he had taken a repair call that night.  There was a blizzard outside, and he still wasn’t home.  Finally, he came stumbling in the door, almost frozen to death.  His hair was frozen, he had icicles hanging from his eye brows, eye lashes and nose and his coveralls were almost frozen solid to where he could barely move.  That was the day he went against his own advice and did not follow the fence line back home.  His personal truck had skidded into a ditch on his way home, and he cut across a field, getting lost.  I can remember thinking that I had almost lost him that night, and thoughts of him aimlessly roaming through a field, in a blizzard, haunted me for months.  I just could not stand the thought of my father lost in such brutal weather.  To me, he was always such a man of quiet strength, and I greatly respected that.  I always believed he could conquer anything…even a wicked storm.  Of course, he made it home, but that was the night I realized that you just never know when your time was up, and that is the night I realized that dad’s advice was almost always right.  If he told you something, especially something involving common sense or fear of what nature could do, you had better listen.  There was another time, shortly after we moved to Wyoming, when a tornado came through, and he was at the mechanic’s garage.  I knew he didn’t have a basement, so I called him, and he hadn’t seen it.  It took him three trips outside to finally see it, and I could hear the concern in his voice as he told me to get in the basement and NOT to try to find our dogs.  Me, being a city girl, found the dogs anyway, not realizing the severity of the situation, and I took them to the basement with me.  I worried excessively wondering if he was going to try to come home or just ride it out.  Minutes passed like hours, but he stayed at the shop and just kept an eye on the twister.  Of course, it didn’t get close enough for him to worry too much about it, but if it had, he said he would’ve jumped in his car and tried to out run it.  Oi!  

    He also got a perm, when I was in high school (the Conway Twitty phase), and I remember mom thinking it was so sexy.  Man, she just thought that perm turned him into the hottest thing since sliced bread.  Needless to say, my dad decided the perm was a great idea and kept doing it for a number of years.

    I think one of the funniest stories was when he took me to the hospital when Sarah was born.  How it all came about was truly a God thing.  I was home alone (separated from my then husband), living in San Jose, and I knew dad was in town for a conference.  I don’t even remember how I managed to get a hold of him at the hotel WHILE he was actually in the conference, but I did (and I thank the Lord for that), and I asked him to come over for dinner.  Right after dinner, my water broke loudly enough that he could hear it.  He asked, “What was that noise?”  I told him my water had just broken.  His face froze, and he said, “What does that mean?”  I told him I thought we should get to the hospital, and I never saw the man move so quickly before in my life.  He was trying to gather up Jessica (who was 7) and David (who was only a year old), while I was moaning in pain.  When we finally were on our way to the hospital, Jessica was asking all sorts of questions, and dad could tell I was in a lot of pain and not wanting to say much of anything.  He turned to her, in the back seat, and said, “I think you’d better just be quiet!”  Then I noticed he was obeying all the red lights, etc., and I said, “Unless you want to deliver this baby, you’d better mash on the gas and run the lights.”  Again, his face froze, and he heeded my advice, driving down the streets like a mad man.  We were all getting tossed around in the car, but nobody cared due to the sheer look of terror on my dad’s face.  I could see he was panicked, though he never said a word.  The last thing he wanted was to deliver his grandchild in the back seat of his car.  When we got to the hospital, he skidded (I swear, he left tire marks) up to the E.R. door and quickly said, “GET OUT and get in there.”  I wanted to laugh at his uneasiness, since I didn’t see that often, and I would have if I hadn’t been in so much pain.  However, if he had not been there that night, I would’ve had to call a friend or 911.  I truly believe God made it so I could reach him at that conference that day and that he was there for me.  Sarah was born less than an hour after we arrived at the hospital.  Of course, if you were to ask him if he was nervous or panicked about the entire ordeal, he would tell you he was just fine!

    I remember going to his company Christmas parties with him, and after a drink or two, he would be a real hoot out on the dance floor.  He sure knew how to have fun on the dance floor!  And he always seemed so proud to have me there and would introduce to me to everyone he worked with.  I would also meet him at work, for lunch sometimes, and he would always give me a tour of the warehouse (like I hadn’t had one before)…so proud of me.

    After he had his bypass and couldn’t work anymore, the things I remember most fondly are our trips to the lakes, rivers or the ocean, with my kids.  We would walk for hours, beside the water, dad holding their hands, and we’d talk about life.  He and I could have some very deep conversations, and I so looked forward to those talks.  Sometimes, he’d even let me drive home, and that’s when I knew he really wasn’t feeling well.  But his brain stayed sharp as a tack.

    He also helped me with my day care, and there were times when he would stay home with the day care kids so I could go get my kids from school.  He was always so good with kids.  I would come home, and he’d have at least three kids on his lap, laughing with them.  Anyway, he was supposed to be on a strict diet, and I would come home from picking up my kids, and go through my frig looking for some snacks for them, and stuff would be missing.  I would just look at dad and say, “Did you eat…..?  You know you’re not supposed to be eating that stuff!”   And he would just give me that quirky smile and giggle.  What could I do but smile and shake my head?  I respected the fact that he wanted to live, what time he had left, on his terms and doing things he enjoyed.  

    I guess, besides the fact that he was such a great father to me, I remember how great he was with my own kids.  He would read to them for hours.  He would curl up, on the floor, in the sun, in front of the sliding glass door, and get the kids to naps with him.  When they were babies, they would nap on his chest, and dad would stay perfectly still so he wouldn’t wake them.  He would take them to parks, and he even built a swing in his backyard for them and would push them for what seemed like hours.  He adored my children, and they adored him.  I am especially grateful for the Christian upbringing he brought into my children’s lives, especially Jessica as she was old enough to understand and appreciate it.

    I remember my father having a great sense of humor, though a bit naughty, and I have definitely inherited that from him.  He had a very contagious laugh and was usually in a great mood.  His smile lit up his entire face.  He loved nature, especially trees; big, tall trees.  He loved his country, he loved his family and he loved the Lord.  And if anyone bashed any of those things, you’d better run!  He would quickly put you in your place.

    In his final years, when he wasn’t with me, the kids or mom, he would write.  He would write and write and write…about religious stuff.  He studied and studied and studied, with his glasses hanging right on the edge of his nose.  This is a picture that will be forever in my mind.  I always saw him as a very studios man, and those glasses just kind of wrapped that vision up for me with a big red bow.  I think almost everyone who knew my dad, knows what I’m talking about…that vision of him with his glasses hanging on the edge of his nose.

    My dad was big on love and quality time with his family.  He was also big on making sure he provided for his family and did his part helping around the house.  It was just a given that mom did the inside housework while dad did the repairs, yard work and cars.  My dad was also big on discipline and consequences when consequences were due.  However, we always knew we got disciplined because we deserved it, and we respected that.  I’m not going to tell you we liked it, but we knew he loved us, always showed it (showing love was the priority), always wanted the best for us, and that meant consequences when you messed up. He loved my mother, and that showed, and I realize, now that I’m older, how important that is to a child.  A good man needs to show love of the Lord first, his wife second, his kids third, while maintaining a balance with that and everything else.  There was never a time I didn’t KNOW my father loved the Lord and loved us, and he always kept that in proper balance. 

    A better father there never was, if you ask me.  A better family man there never was.  He worked hard.  He played hard.  He loved hard.  He may not have been perfect, but in my eyes, he could do little wrong.  There is not a day that goes by that I don’t think of him.  There are even days when I tell myself, “Oh, I can’t wait to tell dad about that!”  Of course, I soon realize I just have to “think it” to him, or maybe I’ll just have to wait until I see him in Heaven.  My guess is we’ll both be in the gospel section, with a huge orchestra, singing the old gospel songs.  Well, he’ll be singing, and I’ll be playing my flute.  We’ll both definitely be dancing!

    The greatest hurt in life is the loss of a loved one, especially when that loved one was your corner stone, your Spiritual leader and advisor, your mentor, your confidant, the friend who always had your back, and the man who loved my children as his own yet balanced that roll with the joys of being the best grandfather ever to my children.  For me, that person was my father.

    As a baby, I would sleep safely in his arms. As a young girl, he taught me how to make good friends and be respectful to everyone.  He showed me the importance of good grades and the rewards of honest efforts.  He inspired me with the love of the English language, and the yearning of putting pen to paper.  

    As a teenager, he listened to music with me for hours. He taught me how to keep and nurture the friendships I had made because those friendships would carry me through life when he was no longer around.  He walked me through the innocence and disappointment of first love and supported my dreams.  He taught me the value of integrity and character, and that freedom does not mean carelessness; it carries accountability.  

    As a young woman, he stood by my side through heartbreak and poor choices in relationships.  He showed me the way to career success and the power of responsibility and perseverance, kindness and strength in self.

    As a woman, he stepped aside, yet always there, allowing me to stand on my own and find my way.  However, no matter how far I fell, his arms were still always there to catch me; however, they no longer cradled me.  Instead, they set me upright to face the next challenge as a strong woman.

    My father was good with his hands and tinkered on cars and the house.  At the same time, he held a job in upper management until we moved to Wyoming to live out his dream of owning his own auto-truck repair shop.  There we had the simple life through my high school years, and it was some of the best times in my life.  

    People still write me, to this day, about how special he was.  He loved people, yet he was the quiet, strong type that believed in discipline and love.  He truly believed that actions spoke louder than words and character was what one did when they thought nobody was looking.  He felt the presence of God in towering trees.  Trees were his favorite, and he did a lot of thinking under those trees.  We walked along rivers and creeks and shared our thoughts on life, and he taught my children how to appreciate the quiet, small things that so many overlook.

    My father and I bonded over many things.  We loved all genres of music.  We loved to dance.  We shared the same sense of humor.  We found people fascinating.  Family vacations were the best!  We believed in determination, right and wrong, moral code, motivation, hard work and that life was for living and a simple life was the best.  However, most of all, my father taught me the value of marriage and family togetherness/closeness; the desperate need and desire for the Lord, His ways and His love.

    I was born October 8, 1964.  My father passed away March 16, 1996.  I had to make the decision to take him off of life support, and as I did so, in a sense, I disconnected my own.  My life has not been the same without him, and March 16, 1996, was the saddest day of my life.  However, thanks to his values and principals, my life is rich and full, and I am truly blessed with the important things in life.  I have my father to thank for all I am and all I have, even through all my mistakes.  A daughter, there never was, who was so blessed with such an awesome dad!

MY GRANDPA, CHARLES LEROY ATNIP by Jessica McDonough Drake

    There are many things I remember about my grandpa.  Too many to put down really.  But I’ll try my best to put what stands out the most.  I’m going to go chronologically – since I around the last 11 years of his life, and I was a child, my memories at first are fragmented, and most are from the perspective of a child that didn’t know him as anything other than my amazing grandpa.  I wish I could have known him better, but many things others know about him, I never had the chance to find out.

    The little things I remember are that he loved Werther’s Originals, red apples, pepper on his eggs and bologna sandwiches.  When he was in good health, on any given Saturday, you could count on him to be working on his Ford El Rancho, or working on the yards.   I always loved to help him with yard work by doing little things like raking or pulling weeds, and if he was working on a car, I would ride my little tricycle in the drive way while he worked on the car.  He loved to watch Raiders and 49er football games on Sunday after church. When his health started to decline and he went on disability, he was always sitting at the dining table reading something, and he loved anything by Max Lucado.  

    So the stories…

    This was not one specific instance, but happened repeatedly.  For some reason, when I was little, I was obsessed with combing his hair and spraying it with water, pretending I worked in a barbershop and he was in my barber seat.  For hours, while he would watch TV on a week or weekend night, I would spray his hair, comb it, spray it, comb it, over and over again.  He never seemed to get annoyed with it, and for the life of me now, I don’t know how he didn’t!  He just had such amazing patience with little children I guess.

    Grandpa liked to drink Diet Pepsi.  He always had cans of it in the fridge.  I wanted one, and he said I could have it, but he told me if I was going to bring it into the family room, that I had to use two hands.  I said okay, but resorted to using one hand pretty quickly.  And of course, the soda fell out of my little hands and all over the carpet.  It wasn’t but two seconds later he spanked my butt.  I knew I had it coming, but it was so awful – I hated any time I did something to make him upset.  I went in a bedroom and cried and cried.  He was always fair though – if he got upset, you knew you had been forewarned, and you deserved the discipline.

    As I would guess a lot of kids do, I would walk dragging my feet, or chew with my mouth open.  Anytime I did that, he would stand next to me and purposefully and loudly drag his feet next to me until I realized what I was doing and stopped.  Or he would start smacking his mouth really loudly until I realized how I was chewing and shut my mouth.  He had a way of showing me what was proper and what wasn’t.

    There are countless times I sat on his lap and he would read to me – especially Bible stories.  I know God used him to plant the seed of my faith.

    When I had my 7th birthday party, I lost at “pin the tail on the donkey”, and being an obnoxious little brat, I started crying because I felt it was my birthday, so I should win.  I made my entire friends feel uncomfortable, especially the girl that did win the game!  Grandpa called me over to where he was (I think mom has this on video tape – ugh) and sat me on his lap.  He said very seriously to me that I was being a brat and I needed to knock it off, and stop ruining my own party.  He wasn’t mean about it, just truthful.  He had a way of getting through to me that made me stop my bad behaviors just because I loved him and wanted him to be proud of me.  I collected myself and went back to my party.  

    When I was older, and his heart got really bad, grandma and him moved into the condo because I guess maybe he didn’t want to live in a house where he wasn’t able to take care of the yards himself anymore.  He went on disability, and as I said, he could often be found reading at the dining table.  However, he also had a great love of music.  He bought some 1950’s-1960’s Dick Clark music collection, which included hits he loved, like “Mother-In-Law” (I think this was a personal favorite, ha-ha), “Yakity Yak”, “Poison Ivy”, “Run around Sue”, and “The Lion Sleeps Tonight.”  He also loved Glen Miller Orchestra.  When he got really sick, he would walk around singing the hymn “I’ll Have a New Life”, and he would sing the part the most that says, “I’ll have a new body, praise the Lord, I’ll have a new life.”  I think he was really looking forward to having that new body (
    When he went on disability, he had a lot more time in the summers to spend with us grandkids.  He decided one day to take us (David, Sarah and me) up to the top of Mt. Diablo to the observatory.  Mt. Diablo (near where we lived in Dublin) is 3,800 feet, and the drive up is mostly a one-lane road that does not always have guardrails.  I was pretty freaked out by the height of the drive going up, and maybe he was in a goofy mood – he would swerve the van towards the edge to scare me.  I would squeal, and he would laugh and say he wouldn’t do it again…only to do it again five minutes later.  It was a fun day.

    The summer before he died, he decided that he wanted to take David, Sarah and me on a fun trip to Disneyland with grandma.  We ended up going to the Santa Cruz beach boardwalk, Disneyland and Knotts Berry Farm.  It was so much fun.  I think he knew he didn’t have much time left, and he wanted to make some fun memories.  I have some good pictures from that trip, and I held onto that trip for a long time after he passed as a precious memory.

    I feel so blessed because my last memory of him was the day before and the day that he had massive heart failure from which he would not come out of.  I spent the night at grandma and grandpa’s house the day before he died.  We ordered Kentucky Fried Chicken (he loved Caspers Hot Dogs, Nations Hamburgers and Kentucky Fried Chicken).  He helped me with a school report and we watched TV.  I asked him to take me out to breakfast in the morning before school, and he said he would if I got up early enough, but he was pretty confident that I wouldn’t.  I woke up the next morning, which turned out to be the last morning of his life (at least, conscious life – he was in a coma for a few days), and got ready while HE was still sleeping.  He woke up and I was hiding behind a corner, ready to jump out and surprise him.  He took me to CoCo’s, and we had waffles with strawberries and whip cream.  That night, after school, I watched some TV with grandma and him, but mom said I had to come home.  I told him I loved him (and grandma, of course) as I left.  Maybe 10 minutes later he had massive heart failure as grandma and he got up to go to bed.  I am thankful to God that was my last time with him.

    I’d like to say too, my grandpa loved the Lord passionately.  He was always in the Word, reading a devotional or theological book, never came a minute late to church and sung hymns like he was preparing for being in the choir in heaven.  He loved his family and worked hard.  These are things that stick with me the most.  I hope today he’s enjoying his new body and singing hymns in the heavenly choir.  I can’t wait to see him again.

MY MOTHER, Ruby Atnip Schoene by Melinda Schoene Decker

    When we lived on the ranch north of Egbert, a close watch had to be kept on the cattle during snow storms.  During one such blizzard, calves were brought into the basement of our house to get de-iced.  Mom, Gwen, Bruce and I put on our irrigation boots, waiting for the arrival of each batch of calves.  The cement floor was covered in snow, ice, manure, and lots of water.  Each time the door flung open, in came two or three more calves sliding down the steps to the awaiting crew.  We beat the ice off their tails and dried them with towels.  Thirty bawling calves spent the night, being returned to their mothers the next morning.    For us, it was a wonderful night to remember.  But for mom… after a 30 calf sleep-over, the smell was horrible and the floor drain was clogged. I‘m sure she would remember the huge clean up that took place the next day:  bucketing water out the back door, scooping manure and scrubbing the cement walls and floor.  There were other calves that spent the night in our house over the years, after their shot of whiskey or a warm bath in the tub… but not quite so many as 30.

    I also remember visits from Tom during Christmas.  Everyone wanted to sit by him at meals and he would pull Bruce around the house by his big toe.  When Evelyn came in the summer, she would ride in the back of the truck with us to irrigate the corn.  One such time, her fingers were slammed in the truck door, and the fun was over for a while.  She did have her feelings hurt one time by Dad.  She decided to fix mom’s hair and spent a great deal of time fixing, fluffing, and combing.  When she was finished, Dad walked up to mom, fluffed his fingers through mom’s hair and said, “It looks great.”  An hour’s worth of styling was ruined in 2 seconds.  I don’t remember if Evelyn left crying or not, but let’s just say, the air was tense that night in our house.  I also remember crawling in bed with Evelyn during a very scary lightening storm, leaving Gwen in her bed by herself.

    One time when the Atnip families came to our house, we played Nertz for hours. (If you haven’t heard of the game, it is a fast-paced game of solitaire with plenty of decks of cards and loud yelling).  There were at least 6 or 7 teams around the table passing cards and yelling “Nertz,” while the ladies rotated partners with the men after each round.  The memorable part for me was Linda jumping up after every game and gathering up the cards as fast as she could, laughing with her familiar laugh.  What a blessing those times were.

MY STORY OF RUBY FOR MELINDA AND GWEN by Peggy Atnip Milliot

    As I was growing up, when Ruby and I cooked or cleaned the kitchen or anything else for that matter, we'd sing.  She could sing alto beautifully. She would always ask me to start singing, "In the Garden" and she'd sing alto.  It was our favorite.  Every time we sing it at our family reunion, I think of her. 

    In high school Ruby and some friends of hers were in a local singing contest.  Her group, I can't remember what they called themselves, but it was something like, The Melodies and for the contest they sang, "The Lord's Prayer."  They won first place.  I think it was money, but don't remember how much.  It was the first time I'd ever heard that prayer  sang and I thought it was beautiful.  I remember when she was saved in our little "Church of God" and I remember when she, mom and dad were baptized in "Little river."  I remember her as being the one who was always trying to keep everything in order and clean.  

     One family story that's always told on her is, she was on the back porch behind a quilt that was used like a curtain, taking a bath (in a large # ten tin tub) She heard the ice man coming around the corner of the house.  Unable to stay behind the curtain and keeping quiet so he wouldn't know she was there within inches of him, she grabbed a towel, ran through the back door into the kitchen, fell and slid across the floor under the big kitchen table.  By the time she had scurried from under the table and into the bedroom, her knees and hands were scraped raw, but she made it in time. 

     On one of her trips home to Missouri from Wyo, she told how the bus got stuck in the snow and she led the bus load of people in Christmas Carols until the snow plow came and dug them out and got them on their way.  Our high school superintendent would ask her to lead the whole school in Christmas Carols every year.  After she graduated, they asked me.  But I knew I never did as good a job as she had done in the past. 

     Another family story about her is:  On one of her visits home from Wyo. she wanted to tell us a joke, but everytime she got out one word, she'd start laughing and couldn’t speak.  She laughed so hard, she cried and it took a long time to tell the joke which was:  A man came walking down the street with a banana in his ear.  A young woman stepped in front of him and said, Hey, Mister.  Did you know you have a banana in your ear.  “What”? the man answered...  ‘You’ve got a banana in your ear!” the woman said louder.  When the man continued to answer “What”? The woman yelled louder and louder.  Finally the man threw up his hand and shrugged.  "I'm sorry lady; I can't hear a thing you're saying.  I've got a banana in my ear."  It's probably the only joke I ever heard Ruby tell.

     

THE SNAKE by Peggy Atnip Millliot

    Some of the family stories remind me of our cotton chopping, cotton picking, and cotton pulling days. One time in particular Leroy, Ruby and I were chopping cotton in one of the fields that we were sharecropping.  We were almost finished with the field except for maybe ten or twelve rows.  We were anxious to get it done and head for the house. Suddenly I heard this ssssssssing sound.  Being an old farm girl, I knew what was making that sound.  Afraid to move for fear of stepping on the thing, I bent over and looked around.  After a few minutes I saw a small long slender snake curled around a cotton stalk on the ground.  But as I'm afraid of snakes, I called Ruby over and she called Leroy over who was way up ahead of us.  You could tell he was a little miffed at having to come back where we were, but he slowly ambled back to us.  I pointed at the small slender snake with my hoe and backed away.  Leroy raised his hoe to chop off the snakes' head.  Suddenly the snake became as big as my arm, and it was striking the air and hissing.  It was very mad!  We all screamed and ran away back to the house.  We told dad that night what had happened.  Expecting him to be mad we waited anxiously for what would happen next.  We knew and at the very least, he’d give us all a spanking and make us return to finish the field the next day.  Instead, we were all very surprised when he said, "I don't blame you for running away that snake was probably poisonous."   We never did go back and finish chopping that acre of cotton. We found out later the snake was called a spreadnatter?  We never saw that snake again or one like it.

MAMA by Peggy Atnip Milliot

    The best way to remember our mother is to remember Marie.  Marie, in some ways looked a lot like Mama and had the same kind of personality, except Marie was a little more outspoken.   Some say I'm a lot like Mama, but I don't see it.  She was a very docile woman, whose husband and kids were her very life.  She was very soft spoken and I never heard her sass dad or her mother and I don't think I ever saw her angry.  She was raised to believe the man was the boss and she let him be boss.  Whatever dad said was LAW but there were a few times when she helped us get around dad.  She never cursed, yelled (except to warn of danger) or wore pants. I remember when she had very long hair, (she would sit in a chair and I would comb or brush it and the ends would lie on the floor.)  She wore it in one braid wrapped around the top of her head. I’m not sure if I remember this or just heard it from one of my older sisters, but one day one of the older girls, Lorene, I think it was, talked Mama into getting her hair cut and when Mama agreed, they proceeded to cut it.  Needless to say Dad threw a loud, fit when he saw it.  Don't remember if the girls got whippings for that or not.  

     Mama had a real knack about her for being the peace maker, problem solver and teacher.  She taught her female children how to sew, wash clothes, mend anything and cook.  She wasn't a fancy cook, everything was just plain and good, and she almost always cooked fried chicken on Sunday.  I loved the way she cooked eggs and bacon, biscuits, gravy, and I can still taste that big pot of beans she usually had on the stove most every day.  Cooked dried beans were the staple at our country house.  A few times I would go to her in tears because I needed 75 cents for a school workbook or something similar.  That was a lot of money back then.  The teacher would say something about us poor kids who didn't have any money and it would embarrass me so much I would cry.  Mama and I would sit down to think about it and somehow she figured out a way for me to get the 75 cents.  I remember the times she had me kill and clean one of our hens and we took it down to the local grocer, Mr. Baldwin, who bought it.  Bless his heart!

    Mama didn't talk about her childhood much, but I wish I had asked her to share her memories.  I do know that she loved her mother and her siblings. Mama was content to listen to dad talk about his growing up years.  She always said she couldn't carry a tune in a bucket, but she loved listening to dad sing and her children too.  When we went somewhere in that old Model T she would reach back and touch one of our knees and whisper "sing something."  We'd start singing something and dad would pick it up and start singing with us and mama would lean back in her seat, tap her foot and smile.         

    One year Mama and I made quilts for the girls who had left home.  I don't know where we got the material, maybe it was from flour sacks or more probably some one gave it to her.  It was a lot of work, but I remember how proud I was as we sent each one off to each daughter.  (Later, after I left home I'd have given a lot for one of those quilts.)  I remember once Mama had a couple of the neighbor ladies over for quilting bee out on the Johnson Grass Farm.  We had to borrow chairs from the black family next door so all the ladies could sit around the quilting frame.  I wasn’t allowed to sew at that time, but I got to serve the ladies ice tea and I was so proud. I remember wishing the quilt would go to me, but I don't remember who got it.

    As I grew older and Mama’s health began to deteriorate, the oldest daughter was the boss.  Right before Ruby left home, we lived on the Johnson Grass farm.  Whatever Ruby said, I knew I had better listen and do it.  One day Ruby told me to do some housework but I was reading (I've always loved to read) and was almost finished with the book and so didn't get up right away to do what Ruby told me to.  So Ruby decided she was going to whip me even though we were almost the same height and weight.  She grabbed a switch, (probably left over from one of Bobby's switchings, since he was always getting one) and started to switch my naked legs.  So of course I started kicking.  (We wore dresses or skirts except in the field back then) and I somehow ended up in the floor kicking up at Ruby to keep the switch away from my legs.  Meanwhile, the skirt on my dress got completely ripped off the waist.  Seeing the condition of my dress, we both started laughing and couldn’t stop.  Meanwhile, I accidentally hit the lid on the sewing machine, which had been left out/open.  The lid broke in half.  Mama grabbed the switch from Ruby's hand and starting switching us both for breaking the lid on her sewing machine. She loved her sewing machine.          

    I will always remember the last few days of her life.  Dad had taken her to the Dr. for her final check-up before going to the hospital for surgery.  As he pulled off a side road onto a main highway, they were hit on the passenger side of the car and mama was hurt.  She had a cut on her head, and her whole right side, from head to toe, was bruised (black).  When dad carried her in the house, she looked at me and said, "Peggy, you almost lost your mother today."

     She told me the next day that she had dreamed she was an old dead log lying out in the woods.  I ask her if she was scared and she said no, she felt peaceful laying there in the dead leaves under all the trees. 

        Mama was a good mother.  She didn't spend a lot of time hugging and kissing us, (although I do remember her hugging and kissing the babies) but we knew she loved us.  If there was any doubt, all you had to do was go into her bedroom and there on the long black library table was all ten of us... our photos all lined up.  To all visitors she beamed with pride as she said each of our names and told a little bit about us...like, “This is my daughter Lorene, who’s in the Air Force and this is my oldest daughter, Marie.  She married a farmer”. There's no doubt in my mind that she was so proud of all her children.

ORLEY EUGENE ATNIP Author anonymous

     Orley was a farmer who spent most of his adult life in the cotton fields or ginning the stuff.  Dad loved to tell stories about his growing up years in the hills of Missouri.  He would sing at the drop of a hat and everyone who knew him thought he was a wonderful base singer.  He studied the bible so much; he could find almost any scripture quickly with the flip of a few pages.  

     Orley was proud of being from “the hills of Missouri,” he loved to drive those hills and recollect all the places and people he knew.  He courted his Eva on the horseback to square dances.  He had 10 children and he taught them how to love and appreciate family and how to adjust to life and enjoy it wherever they were.  

     Orley‘s advise to his children was “complain and you’ll stay home next time.” He will be known best for his recitation of long poems, like “Rinderceller.”   

RUBY JANE ATNIP SCHOENE Author anonymous

    Ruby believed that everything had a place and everything should be put it its place.  She had a knack for organizing, cleaning and sorting everything.  Ruby, like the rest of her family, loved singing the old gospel songs she learned as a kid.  She was a very good alto singer.  Her favorite song was “In the Garden”.

    She was the ideal farmer’s wife who was frugal, good at gardening, canning and sewing for her family.  She worked hard for her church and even found the time to write for the local newspaper.  Her family was what she lived for.

TOMMY RAY ATNIP Author anonymous

    Tommy Atnip is a sweet, charming, handsome man who is a jack of all trades.  He is known for being a con artist.  He is so good, he could con a loan from the deep freezer and he could sweet talk the coldest heart into buying him candy or going out on a date.  He is always cocky, but well-liked by his peers.  He was a good basket-ball player and a good baseball pitcher. His pride and joy is his grandson, Joseph.
BETTY ATNIP SMITH Author anonymous

    Betty loves to travel with her husband, Hal.  He teaches square dancing and she loves to dance and sing.  She does a great imitation of Minnie Pearl.  She loves her three sons and all her “GRANDS”.

BOBBY GENE ATNIP Author anonymous

Bobby served in the Air Force as a clerk and now works for a printing company in Shreveport.  He loves his family and his church where he loves teaching Sunday school and gives the devotional during church service.

     He is most famous for his “Bob’s Bob-A-Que”.  He loves singing and can sing a song about any word that comes up in a conversation.  He is “corny” as Kellogg’s cornflakes. 

PEGGY JOYCE ATNIP MILLIOT Author Anonymous
    Peggy loves her grandchildren and her children.  She would do anything in the world for you.  She works many hours on family history and loves having pictures of her family.

     Peggy use to write romance novels, but never got one published.  She likes to write to her family.  She is very sensitive, sentimental and remembers to send greeting cards to family members’ birthdays and anniversaries.  
     She is a very dedicated wife and mother.  She loves singing and especially loves “How Great Thou Art.”

SILVIA LORNE ATNIP HOLLAND SCHACKELFORD Author unknown

Lorene is best known for being the rebel in the family.  She was the first in the family to graduate high school and therefore an inspiration to her siblings.  Lorene defied the rule of order for sweet young ladies back in her day and joined the Air Force, something only wild loose girls dared to do.  She was the first in the family to get a divorce, which would have made Emily Post blush; back then, women who left their husbands were considered brazen hussies whom other proper young ladies snubbed.  She became the family “doctor” who heals with good advice and supplements. She’s a loving wife, wonderful sister and a good Christian woman, who is good at nurturing her children, her grandchildren, her husband, her siblings, and her church. Lorene is frugal, determined and beautiful, both inside and out.  She’s a professional, prolific writer in both poetry and prose, especially in what she considers her “trashy” stories for magazines such as True Story, True Confession and etc.  Her family may tease her for her uniqueness, but are very proud to claim her as “sister”.           

EVERLYN ARLETTA ATNIP COFFEY Author unknown
    Evelyn is the baby of the family and the prettiest of all.  She’s tall, with beautiful light brown hair.  She looks a lot like her mama, and she has a sweet disposition and a wonderful sense of humor.  She loves her family above all else and enjoys taking care of them.  She loves to sing and is really good at it. (Which proves she’s a true Atnip.) She enjoys working in her flower garden and she loves antiques.  

