APPENDIX H

THE  SEASONS  OF  LIFE

By  Stacy Stabler

    Like the falling of brittle leaves in an October wind, the loved ones of my life were blown swiftly away.    I was only 8 when the green leaf of my mother was swept away.  Again at age 12, my life was torn apart when my father was taken from me; a few months later my step mother completely uprooted us, took my sister and me to West Virginia and abandoned us.  I was left in the dark, cold world.  Only the hope that the warmth of the sun would one day shine upon me and fulfill my great wish of being reunited with my family kept me going through these barren years.
    Yet as I reflect upon these early years, I now realize that there were happy, even memorable times; some have become dimmed with age and maybe even distorted as I collect fact and fiction from the various reaches of my head and heart.

    I remember I lived on a cotton farm in Oklahoma with Rachael, my mother who was ill with Tuberculosis and my father, Sylvester, the sheriff.  I had three sisters and one brother.  The oldest was sister Callie, then came Gathel, the other boy of our family.  Before me came Electra and last, but not least, Pearl, the baby of our group.  As you can see my parents had a great liking to “different” names.
    All of us were expected to pick cotton.  I had my tow to pick, as did the others except for Pearl, being two years younger that I she could pick where ever she wanted-a bit here and a bit there.  One day I remember I had finished my row and picked some for Pearl.  When both bags were full we dragged them to be weighed.  Pearl’s bag weighed 10 ½ lbs and mine weighed almost 9 pounds.  “Let your little sister pick more cotton?  Boy, are you lazy letting your little sister beat you!”  Because of all the teasing, I never picked cotton for Pearl again!
    Although there was always much work to be done, we hurried to finish early, for if we completed the work on our farm we could work for our neighbors for a small amount of money.

      We were always eager to earn money.  Every morning my pony Ginger and I would deliver the newspaper.  However, one morning this routine was broken for I was sick.  Little Pearl, after offering, received my early task.  She climbed upon tall, thin Ginger and was off with a stack of newspapers.  Before much time had passed Ginger came frolicking home empty-backed.  Wandering back later was dirty, crying Pearl.  Angrily she told us what had happened.  “That mean, mean pony; she doesn’t like me; bucked me right off in the mud, yuck !”  On and on she went frantically explaining how terrible the pony was, until finally she ended with, “I’m not never gonna do newspapers again!”
    Those happy days on the farm were ended when Mom died and we moved

into town.  I was almost ten, Dad remarried to “Mader” Hanger, as we always called her.

    Now that we lived in town, my farm chores came to an end, so now to earn money in the summer, I would herd twenty-four cows to pasture.  Every day I’d wake early to gather the neighbors’ animals.  Breakfast was eaten on the way at the local diner.   The cows waited patiently while I gulped down my lemon pie-my favorite breakfast.

    I would then herd the cows to an open field above our small town of Davenport.  There they grazed and freely wandered.

    During these long, boring hours while I stayed with the cattle my mind wandered and gazed into the future.  I rode and petted Ginger, and after much practice, I had learned to ride standing straight and tall on her back.  I told my sisters, “I someday will travel with Annie Oakly or a similar show.”  How they laughed at my far fetched expectations.  As I climbed the oil rigs to locate the cattle each evening, I thought of the distant lands I would visit while performing my act.  As always, my dreams ended at the end of each day and I located the cows and herded them back to town.  Each cow knew his own stable and went with out my encouragement to be milked by his owner.
    This dream was truly shattered with the death of my father.  Soon I was traveling, but not for the reasons I had dreamed.  When Dad died he left $1000(?) insurance.  To receive this money, Mader had to take Pearl and me.  First we went to New York, driving in our open-topped touring car.  The trip took around a week.  For reasons unknown to me, shortly after we arrived in New York we returned to Oklahoma.  No one explained why we were making this trip.  I don’t remember being told where we were going until we had traveled for several days.  I never knew why we returned to Oklahoma, but I was glad to see my family again.
    It seemed as if we were immediately off again to some unknown place.  We were told we were going to visit relatives.  Cal, Gat , Lec, and pony Ginger were left at home.  We averaged about 200 miles a day and slept in the car.

    On the third day Mader flipped over the car and broke her arm.  Even though I was only twelve.  I was allowed to drive the rest of the way.  The year was 1926 and no driver’s license was needed in Oklahoma.  I had been driving for some time, so as long as we had Oklahoma tags I could drive anywhere.

    On the sixth day we stopped in West Virginia where we parted, never to see or hear from each other again.

    With mountains and many miles between me and home this is where Mader abandoned me.  I was left with nothing; my only hope was for survival and the great wish to be rejoined with my family.
    Before Mader left me she found me a job.  I was to work on a dairy farm for two dollars a week.  Every morning I was up at four AM to start milking.  I would milk ten to fifteen cows.  After we finished I had a meager meal which was part of my pay.

    I spent the rest of the morning and afternoon cleaning the barn and feeding the cattle.  I had a small meal at noon and then back to work.  About five PM we would milk again.  Then another meal was served.  At night I slept in the hall and cried myself to sleep.  One and a half years, I stayed in West Virginia.

    One day, to my surprise, I received a letter from Mrs. Vollmer asking me to come to Washington Grove, Maryland to live with her family.  I have never found out how she knew about me but I took this invitation as a sign that, perhaps, the sun was going to shine on my life once more.

    I wrote back and said if she would send the train ticket, I would be on my way.  When the ticket arrived, I put on my best suit which was too small and pinned together with safety pins and headed for Maryland-and unknown future.  With my few possessions and fourteen dollars which I had saved, I arrived at Union Station, not regretting leaving the dairy in West Virginia.

    The night I arrived at the Vollmer’s, a 4-H meeting was being held.  I discovered that 4-H was a youth organization for kids between the ages of ten to twenty-one.  Later I learned that 4-H stands for Head, Heart, Hands, and Health.

    I was so impressed by the Montgomery County Jersey 4-H club that I joined that very night.  Over the years I realized 4-H work was the most valuable tool for my education character, fellowship and American way of life.   

    Mrs. Vollmer’s house had become my first real home since I was eleven.  Mrs. Vollmer had one son who was forty.  She would take in orphans.  Instantly I was accepted as a member of the family.

    As a member of the family, Mrs. Vollmer insisted strongly that I go to school.  She sent me to Redland.  It was a small country school with only two teachers.  One taught first through third grade and the other fourth to sixth.  I should have gone to a larger elementary school in Washington Grove but she thought I would fit in better at Redland.  I had just turned fourteen and was put in the fourth grade.
    My teacher was Miss Becraft.  During the years in her class, I grew to love her immensely.  Her kindness and attitude of seeing the good qualities in people, made her a wonderful teacher.  However, I was never good in school.  I spent three years in her fourth grade class!  Even though these were happy years, I had many worries.

    I suppose it was obvious to Mrs. Vollmer that I was anxious about my family-what fourteen year old would not have been.  She began trying to find Pearl and soon realized that Mader had left Pearl in Washington, D.C.  with her daughter.  Pearl had been working as a maid for her for two years.

    Now the lady was going to send her to work for an older man.  Mrs. Vollmer somehow, found this out and she was concerned that Pearl’s life in this new place might not be acceptable for a girl of twelve.

    Our family grew as Pearl was adopted and I was relieved and glad to see her.

    After Pearl came I went to the Stiles to work on their farm.  During the Depression, I felt obligated to go back to the Vollmer’s  since they needed my help.  Mr. Vollmer had died and Mrs. Vollmer could not pay the workers.
    I would milk 6 cows, then sell and deliver the milk to many of my neighbors.  I sold about 50 gallons of bottled milk to the Gaithersburg and Washington Grove area per week.

    These lean years seemed long and never ending but finally the most joyous moment of my life had come, for I had borrowed enough money to buy a farm and in December of 1937 I was to be married to Edith Stiles.

    The October wind that had so harshly blown my family apart was not yet quieted, for my dream of being reunited with my brothers and sisters had not been fulfilled, but my life now had a great deal of sunshine.  I had a wife, a farm, and a dream that I knew I could attain because those years of hardship had created within me the determination to persevere in spite of sadness, heartache, disappointment, and loneliness.

    As I looked ahead to the future, I realized that the sun had risen, beaming its incandescent daybreak on my life.

    I have dedicated this story to my grandfather, Allie Messer.  For all that he has gone through and all that he has achieved, I feel he deserves the honor of having a story written on his life.
