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Keep this collection growing!  
If  in reading through this 
collection it causes you to 
remember something else, 

send it in!  Stories were 
added to this collection since 

it was first published.  
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CHRISTMAS AND OTHER 
HOLIDAY REMEMBRANCES

NEW & OLD STORIES

Lots of our relatives contributed to this col-
lection.   Some are still in middle school and 
relate their ‘memories’ of Christmas.   Some 
of us are the old-timers, and we remember 
further back.   In this collection we also tried 
to capture what Christmas was like even in 
earlier times by recounting the stories we 
heard from our great grand-parents,  uncles, 
and aunts back in the time when they were 
young.

OUR FAMILY HISTORY

Our current last names have evolved through 
the generations, but if we go back to the 
1850s when one set of our family ancestors 
lived in SouthEast Iowa, the names were 
Loofbourrow, Barker, Syfert, and Agnew.  

ABOUT THIS PROJECT

Well, this project seemed like a good idea at 
the time.  There is so much more we could 
do to preserve our family heritage and his-
tory, but these stories are a start.    
                    Ron Snow 

(Grandson of  Blanche and Son of  Jewel (Jones) Snow)
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Linda (Loofbourrow) Schulte 
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When I was growing up, the whole Loofbourrow family 
gathered and spent Christmas Eve at Grandpa John and 
Grandma Mollie Loofbourrow’s home at 1408 W. Grand 
Ave., Pomona,  CA. They always had a Christmas tree deco-
rated with old- fashioned ornaments, lights and foil icicles.  I 
helped Grandma decorate the tree and house.  As she got 
older,  I cleaned and dusted the house, washed the windows 
and decorated it for Christmas.  Grandma had little gifts  for 
everyone, with lots  of oranges, nuts and candy to share.  I 
remember going Christmas shopping with her at the old 
Chinese Dollar Store and Kresses 5 & 10 cent store in “old 
downtown” Pomona on Second Street.  In those days,  I 
could buy gifts for everyone on my list with a one-dollar bill. 

Grandma cut vines of ivy from the yard and draped them 
across  the tops of the dining room windows.  Perhaps this 
was an old Irish custom that she 
learned from her mother while she 
was growing up.  I don’t know who 
put it there,  but I remember that the 
mistletoe was always hung over the 
open sliding door between the dining 
and living rooms.  Many of us 
sneaked through, hoping that we 
wouldn’t get caught and kissed.  Jewel 
loved getting caught, and she loved 
catching some else there, too.  I can 
still hear her wonderful laugh … it 

was such fun!  Everyone brought all 
sorts of  goodies for us to eat.

When I  was very young, 
Grandma Mollie played the 
piano while we all sang 

Christmas  carols.  Later on, 
Aunt Helen played for us.  
She played “by ear” and 

could play most any song you 
asked for.  Vercill and Ruth 
still have that old piano.

During WW2, when Delmar and Vercill were in the Navy, 
they were away from home for several Christmases.  Uncle 
John had an old-fashioned tape recorder and each of us 
said “hi” and wished them a Merry Christmas.  

I remember the squeak of grandpa’s old 
rocking chair as he sat there smoking his 
pipe.  I think that our uncles took turns 
being Santa, but Grandpa looked the most 
like him with his white hair and beard.  
Although he was  a man of few words,  we 
could hear his deep voice and chuckle 
from time to time.

These are just a few of the many precious 
memories I have of those days so long ago 
…

Margie Kinnamen 

My Memories of  Christmas
  as I Was Growing Up – 

1940’s through 1950’s   By: Margie Hockaday Kinnaman 

Marjorie Hockaday

John & Mollie Loofbourrow - abt 1951
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In the 1950’s there was  a lot going on 
at Christmas time.  I remember fruit 
cakes were popular with everyone; well 
everyone, except me.  I don’t remem-
ber how we would get our tree, but I 
remember the decorations, especially 
my favorite - bubble lights.   They were 
a string of candle shape lights  with the 
candle part being glass with various 
colors of liquid and a base of plastic.  
After about 2 minutes of being on, 
bubbles would continually form and 
make there way up the candle shape 
glass.   Like Magic!

Another tree decoration was tinsel:  A 
sort of silver shinny material of thin 
strands - sort of like flat long thin spa-
ghetti,  only made from an aluminum 
foil like material.  We did not have 
much money so we had to reuse it 
from year to year.  Each year it looked 
a bit worse for wear, but after a while, 
when I was older, I had learned to go 
out after Christmas  was over and col-
lect the tinsel from all our neighbor’s 
discarded trees.  In the following years 
we had plenty.  

We also had a manger scene made 
from a thin card board.  The animals, 
Kings, Shepherds, Mary, Joseph,  and 
Jesus in Cradle had little tabs that fit 
into the backdrop.  Thanks to my 
mom, I found this  same manger in a 
storage box some 50 years later and 
now it is a tradition with my kids  at 
Christmas.

One of my favorite things was Christ-
mas morning when I would get to 

open the Christmas Stocking.  I re-
member it coming from Stater Broth-
ers or the Rancho market, I think the 
Alpha Beta on Gibbs/Mission had 
them too.  It was a red stocking - sort 
of gunnysack material - that was full of 
all sorts  of stuff:  a yo yo,  paddle ball, 
marbles, army men, candy, just tons!  I 

usually got a coloring book - I actually 
still have some of those that my mom 
kept.  Aunt Eva had helped teach me 
to color :“always the same direction”.  
I never quite got as  good as Nancy, as 
she could shade and outline.  Lots of 
fun.

It was about 1958 when I got my 15 
minutes of fame.   I had walked down 
from our house on East 9th Street in 

Pomona, CA to the street corner post 
mail box on Palomares.   I had my 
cowboy outfit on, 2 six guns, chaps, 
vest, and a hat so I was totally pre-
pared for anything.  My task?  To mail 
the letter I had written to Santa.   The 
problem was that I was just a bit to 
short to easily get the letter in the box 
so I was having a dickens (holiday pun 
intended) of a time getting it in there.  
A reporter from the Progress Bulletin 
saw me, asked me what I was doing, 
took my picture, and helped me get it 
in the mail box.   Mission accom-
plished! 

The next day I was the main picture 
on the neighborhood section of the 
paper - a holiday picture of a cowboy 
kid mailing a letter to Santa.  I have 
been trying to find a copy of that arti-
cle and picture ever since!  My mom 
had it at one time, but I have not come 
across  it for 40+ years, so if you have a 
copy let me know.

In our duplex on 9th street, my sister 
got to sleep in one bedroom and mom 
the other.  I slept on the living room 
couch.  On Christmas eve, as much as 
I tried to stay awake, I never managed 
to catch Santa.   But every Christmas 
morning there would be some presents 
and that red stocking and since I was 
the first to awake, right there in the 
living room, next to the tree, I was the 
first to explore!  

    Ron Snow

           (grandson of  Blanche and son of  Jewel)

Santa, Bubble Lights, and Christmas Trees
RON SNOW   ABOUT 1958

Santa & Ron in 1957
(Now days Ron is the one on left)
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By Perry Loofbourrow

 I was born in 1923 so my memories  of Christmas begin 
sometime around 1928.   I  can remember the day never ar-
rived soon enough, although our family never made a big 
fuss over the occasion.   This time was during the great de-
pression and everyone was being very thrifty. Our tree was a 
beautiful limb off of our huge pepper tree,  and the load of 
bright red berries were the decorations. Of course there were 
gifts, a toy and a nice new pair of socks, or something practi-
cal.

Being in the chicken business the work was 365 days a 
year. Chickens to feed and eggs  to gather. The hens  didn’t 
know it was a holiday.  No Christmas trips for us.

The main focus of the family was the activities at 
church.   Usually a pageant with the manger and the wise 
men etc. Of course, I was  always one of the wise men.  Sort 
of outgrew that image in adult life.   The big deal was  to get 
the little bag of  hard candy and an orange.

On the big day Mom would always have the huge feast 
of all the traditional favorites. Mine were dark meat turkey 
and dressing, lots of gravy and cranberries.   Also sweet pota-
toes with marshmallows on top, the more marshmallows the 
better.  Mom’s specialty was scalloped oysters.

The thing that made our holidays  special was this birth-
day round up:

  Jesus:  Christmas Day FOREVER

	 	 Mom: Christmas Day!! 1888-Dec. 24, 1973
  Dwight: Dec. 28 (my brother)  1917-1995
	 	 Mary C.: Dec 29 (grandma) 1845-1940
	 	 . . . Then New Years!!

Since Mom’s birthday was on Christmas we always had 
to have a little special recognition of her, a special gift or 
something and the Happy Birthday song. Desert was usually 
a cake with candles.

You can see if we were a drinking family, it would have 
been a lost week with all the celebrating necessary.     When 
we had visiting relatives of course that called for another big 
feast.

Christmas  time at our house was always fun. Even with 
our small family, we had great fellow-ship.   Grandma Loof-
bourrow lived about a mile away since about 1922 and was 
always with us. Evelyn Jones (Mickel) was with us  in 1939 
and 1940.  Evelyn lived with us and attended high school in 
Hollister for her junior and senior years.

After the war things were different with grandchildren 
etc. but that can be another story.

 Merry Christmas to all    

    the relatives,   from 

Perry & Elizabeth !!!    

Christmas In Hollister at 
Ben & Edna Loofbourrows

Ben and Edna Loofbourow about 1930
with Perry, Harold, and Dwight
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Based on a conversation with
 Robert Hornbaker  

 
I had called Robert in his Wilshire Blvd office 
in West LA to discuss this holiday story project 
and that got us talking about a variety of  sub-
jects.  The following is what Robert remembers 

about the holidays.  Ron Snow

“The only thing that I really remember 
about Christmas was  going down to my 
Grandparents   because they were favor-
ites of mine and we always went down 
there for Christmas Dinner.    I have a 
very vivid memory of going down there 
in an old bobsled in the snow.  They only 
lived about half mile from us, but I re-
member taking that bobsled and a team 
of horses and going down there for 
Christmas  Dinner.   I don’t even remem-
ber what year it was.”

“Dinner was  at noon in those days  and 
out there on the farm we would butcher 
our own stuff.    I don’t remember what 
we had... I was a vegetarian so I never 
ate any meat any how in those days so 
that is why I don’t remember if it 
[dinner] was ham or what it was.”

Robert and I digressed into conversation here 
about the how and why he had become a vege-
tarian (my daughter Chelsea is also a vegetar-
ian).  The butchering process was a fundamental 
component of  his decision (and Chelsea’s too).

“During the winter of 35 -36 we had 
record snowfalls.   I think it was  over 50” 
that year.  It blocked all the roads and 
you couldn’t even go to town, because in 
those days they did not have snow plows 
to clear the roads.   You cleared the roads 
with a scoop shovel.  I can remember 
being snowed in for as  long as  2 weeks.  
We couldn’t go anywhere.”

“One of the things that I remember 
most about Christmas was  getting a 
Christmas  tree.   I always  got a Christmas 
Tree for our house and for my Grand 
parents house.  So I would go looking for 
a good Christmas Tree.   Most of those 
old cedar trees grew up in the fence 
row - the birds would drop the 
seeds in the fence row and that 
is  where they would grow.  
They wouldn’t be a symmet-
rical tree.  I was  always 
looking for a symmet-
rical tree and one the 
right size.  That was  
always a little diffi-
cult.  Going over the 
pasture looking for 
Christmas  Trees,   I 

remember more about that than I do 
Christmas itself.”

How would you decorate it?

“Oh, they used to string popcorn on to a 
string.  And then we usually had - they 
called them icicles - thin strands of tin 
foil.   And you would string that tin foil 
on the tree and make it look like icicles, 
take the popcorn strings and some or-
naments  that we had bought and string 
that around the tree.”

...as told by Robert Hornbaker   

(Robert’s grandfather, Robert Agnew,
    was Grandma Mollie Loofbourrow’s uncle)

      Iowa Christmas – 1930-40’s

Robert Erskine Agnew.  Jane Agnew’s brother 
and Grandfather of  Robert Hornebaker

Robert Hornbaker
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The last time I remember when all 
of the Hollister and Northern Califor-
nia Loofbourrow’s (directly related to 
Ben and Edna) got together on Christ-
mas for a celebration at my Mom 
(Elizabeth) and Dad’s  (Perry) place on 
Sunnyslope Road was in 1967.  
Christmas was a special day for 
Grandma because it was also her 
birthday.  Of course my brother Dave 

was  there and Uncle Dwight and 
Naomi Loofbourrow with their two 
sons, Norman and Ron.  They traveled 
down from San Leandro.  My mom’s 
parents, Jack and Cora Stifle,  were on 
hand from Tracy.  Grandma Edna’s 
baby brother, Charlie Bates and his 
wife Eleanor drove in from Manteca.

My mom would always plan a spe-
cial dinner of turkey, ham and what 
ever anyone else brought.  Pumpkin pie 
and whipped cream was on hand too.  
Like in past years,  the family un-
wrapped gifts and talked until mid-
night.  After that, those that still had a 
little room left, fixed a cold turkey 
sandwich and consumed a little more 
pie.  

At the time, I was in college and 
among lots of other activities, I was 
getting into photography.  The at-
tached picture, a little bit faded now, 
was taken with my new Minolta 35mm 
SLR.  Both Ben and Dwight were avid 
amateur photographers, so they were a 
great influence.

After this memorable celebration I 
went into the Navy in 1968 and missed 
a few Christmas celebrations at the 
Sunnyslope Ranch as I was detached 
overseas.  That Minolta camera stayed 
with me during my Navy career.  For-
tunately, during the later half of my 
enlistment I was assigned to a photo 
and graphic arts shop in a Weapons 
Command training center on North 
Island, San Diego.

Sadly, Grandpa passed away in 
February 1972 and Grandma left us 
within a short while after that. How-
ever, my family, Linda and sons  Ethan 
and Evan, try to get up to mom and 
dad’s home in Grass Valley whenever 
we can and we usually reminisce about 
all those Christmas  dinners in Hollister.  
Oh yeah, mom makes  sure there’s still 
some pumpkin pie on hand!

by Jim Loofbourrow, Christmas 2008

Christmas 1967 with Grandpa (Ben) & 
Grandma (Edna) Loofbourrow and Family

ANOTHER HOLLISTER HOLIDAY STORY

Jim Loofbourrow - son of  Perry & 
Elizabeth Loofbourrow and Grand-

son of  Ben & Edna.
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Because my brother, Ron, is  almost seven 
years younger than I am, he never real-
ized how meager our Christmases really 
were.

In my brother’s Christmas story, he said 
he couldn’t remember where we got one 
particular Christmas tree.  But I do. He 
also didn’t know where the red mesh 
Christmas  stocking he mentioned, filled 
with the trinkets  little kids always love, 

like wooden paddles  and balls that were 
attached with the rubber string, the Chi-
nese finger thingy that kids can’t get out 
of if they continue to pull their fingers 
away from each other, the packages of 
jacks, the bags  of marbles, and so many 
other delightful things, came from.  But I 
do.  He never knew about the big card-
board box that came to the house just 
before Christmas.  But I do.

Let me start with the box.  I remember 
watching my mother pull out each thing 
in the box:  rusty cans of corn, green 
beans, and peas, a can or two of black-
eye peas (I always  thought they tasted 
like dirt), a bag of flour, a bag of sugar, a 
can of Crisco, a bottle of white Karo 

syrup, a loaf of white Wonder bread, a 
jar of peanut butter, a jar of strawberry 
jam, a box of Wheaties,  “the breakfast of 
champions,” two cans of Spam, and a 
can of okra.  Of course there were ap-
ples and oranges and nuts,  too. We 
needed the food; we always needed food, 
and it was  good there were people who 
helped, but I never understood how any-
one could eat that slimy canned Okra, or 
the Spam for that matter.  But because 
we needed the food, Mom made us eat 
it, all of  it.

The stockings were also in the box, and 
both Ron and I were excited to get them.  
It was  fun to play with the paddles  and 
balls  attached with the rubber strings, 
that is, until the strings  broke.  But we 
tied the two pieces together on each of 
our paddles  and played until they broke 
again.  Soon the strings were too short to 
paddle the balls, so then we just hit 
the balls in the air to each other 
until we lost them or broke some-
thing in the house.  Then we tried 
the same game outside, with 
rocks, until mom put a stop to 
that “nonsense.”

But the Christmas tree is a 
story all by itself.  I re-
member quite distinctly 
that my mother an-
nounced to me, “There 
isn’t going to be any 
Christmas tree this 
year.”  Of course, I was devas-
tated, as most any child would be.  But I 
didn’t tell Ron because he was so young; 
I didn’t want him to feel the pain and 
disappointment I was  feeling.  I didn’t 
know what to do.  I had no way, no 
money, to get a tree.  

Christmas  was getting closer and closer, 
and all the neighbors had brightly lit 
trees in their houses, but ours was  void of 
any sign of Christmas except for the 
cardboard nativity Ron mentioned in his 
Christmas  story.  In fact,  school had just 
let out for Christmas vacation, and I had 
just walked home by myself.  I usually 
walked home with my friend Karen, but 
she hadn’t shown up at our usual meet-
ing place.   I was feeling so sad that I just 
sat down on the front porch, thinking 
about my life: no tree, no presents and 
now no friend.  But then, out of the cor-
ner of my eye, I saw a Christmas tree 
coming down the sidewalk. This  was no 
ordinary tree; this  tree had legs and 
shoes, shoes  that I remembered seeing 
someplace before. As  the tree "walked" 
closer and closer, a little head peeked out 
to the side and said, "Surprise!" and 
then, “Merry Christmas!”  Karen, know-
ing that we weren’t going to have a tree, 
asked the principal what the school was 
going to do with their tree during 
Christmas  break.  When he told her it 
was just going to sit there and dry out, 
she told him she had a better idea.  As 

a result of that kind act by Karen 
over fifty years  ago,  I  have always 
thought of her during the holiday 

season from that year to this one.   

I am happy we had wonderful 
bubble lights  and a spun glass 
angel and used tinsel to adorn 
our walking Christmas tree 

that year.   However, I’m also glad Ron 
never knew about the box, the stocking, 
and the tree until this year!

         by Nancy Snow
(grand-daughter of  Blanche and daughter of  Jewel)

      The Box, the Stocking, and the Tree

Nancy & Ron Snow  - abt 1956
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My Christmas  memories are a mosaic of little vignettes that 
dance in my mind.

What a wonderful treat it was to live two houses away from 
Cousin Margie and a block away from Grandma Molly and 
Grandpa John growing up.  Margie was  my refuge and the 
closest thing I had to a sister.   
Grandma Molly,  with her beautiful 
white wavy hair in its  tidy little bun, 
was the poetry and music in my life.  
I could sit with her on the screened 
porch or in the lawn swing under the 
pepper tree and talk for hours.  
Grandpa brought me joy with just 
the smell of his  pipe and the be-
mused smile peeking out from his 
beard as  he surveyed the comings 
and goings around him from his 
comfy old chair with the Manzanita 
branch ashtray beside it.

Margie's story of helping Grandma 
decorate for Christmas brought back 
so many warm memories of those 
preparations and Christmas Eves so 
long ago.    How everyone loved to 
sing carols  around the upright piano!   
There was always a piece of mistle-
toe hanging above the sliding door 
between the living and dining room, 
and I avoided going under it at all 
costs!   One of the most memorable 
sounds from those evenings  was Aunt 
Lula's joyful laugh that would always 
brighten every corner of  the room.  

At our home on Buena Vista, there was always the big 
Christmastime debate about the tinsel icicles.  To throw or 
not to throw onto the tree, that was the question.  But in the 
end, there was no question because Mom (Ruby) declared 
they would be hung … one-by-one (and rolled back onto the 
cardboard when the tree came down to be reused the next 

year).  Of course the year we got an aluminum tree with the 
revolving colored lights presented quite a conundrum with-
out the great tinsel debate!  

Then there was  the ever-popular Glass Wax with reusable 
plastic stencils.   We would hold the stencil to the window, 

dab on the Glass Wax, and re-
move the stencil for cheerful 
yuletide decorations  that allowed 
us to imagine we actually lived 
where there was snow!  When 
the season was  over the claim 
was that you could wipe the 
Glass Wax off the windows 
would be left sparkling … no one 
mentioned the white chalk-like 
dust left behind!

Mom saved every card she ever 
received, and Christmas was a 
heyday for her.  Cards were hung 
around the arch between our 
living and dining rooms as they 
arrived.   I still have one of those 
cards in my memory box that 
Grandma sent to Mom and Dad 
back in the 40's.

Of all the Christmas wishes that 
came true over the years when 
presents were opened, the one 
that stands out in my mind was 
my ukulele.  I danced around 

singing and playing unrecognizable 
tunes.  I'm sure everyone in the family was  relieved when 
Great Uncle Ben in Hollister finally taught me how to play 
my ukulele.  (Years  later when I attended Bethany Bible Col-
lege in Santa Cruz, I would often visit Uncle Ben and Aunt 
Edna in Hollister on Sundays and always loved to hear his 
sweet voice singing hymns.)

...... continued on next page

Memories of  Christmases Past
BY LINDA (LOOFBOURROW) SCHULTE

Grandma Mollie’s Christmas Card to John & Ruby
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The year always ended with the Loofbourrow brothers  (John, 
Bob, Ben, Delmar and Vercill) and their wives getting to-
gether at one of their homes for games  and "shenanigans" 
(as my Dad John would say) to ring in the New Year.   I can't 
remember where we kids went during those New Year's Eves, 
but it was definitely a time for the grownups.

Making memories is one of my favorite pastimes.  The 
Anderson-Schulte family starts its Christmas celebration at 

Thanksgiving.  John and I search all year for special Christ-
mas ornaments that we wrap and place at each family mem-
ber's plate so they'll be able to hang them on their trees at 
Christmas.  Someday the grandchildren will have their col-
lection of ornaments  filled with memories to take with them 
when they start their adult lives, just like our sons still have a 
few old hand-painted balsa wood ornaments hanging on 
their trees that we made when they were in elementary 
school.  Christmas stockings (for young and old) are also a 
big part of our family's Christmas tradition.  It's a year-long 
process  of watching for just the right treasure to buy and 
hide away for the stockings.  Some stockings  are well worn 
from years of use and new ones are added for each new fam-

ily member.  When John and I were married in 1988 and we 
blended families, he introduced us to the tradition of 
Christmas  Eve tamales.  That tradition continues enthusias-
tically to this day.  Of course, Christmas cookies are a must!  
Be they simple or fancy, homemade or purchased, one taste 
and memories of  Christmas past come to mind.

Our two oldest sons are now grown with wonderful wives 
and children.   As I watch them making memories of their 
own, I  smile knowing someday they'll be sitting around their 
dinner tables reminiscing with their children just as we do 
now.  

Merry Christmas, everyone!  

Linda (Loofbourrow) Schulte
      (daughter of  John & Ruby Loofbourrow)

 

continued - Memories of  Christmases Past

Melvin, Linda, and Marvin:   Christmas Eve, 1954
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Marrying the Loofbourrow 
family was a very easy step, 
for my family fitted together 
with the Loofbourrows so 
well.

 Music always dominated my 
life and my memories  are 
about the importance of mu-
sic—and for this letter, the 
important place Christmas 
music held for all of us.  
Perry, Dwight and Dad [Ben] 
Loofbourrow all had mellow 
solo voices.   Dwight’s wife, 
Naomi, too, sang beautifully 
as  well as  played piano and 
pipe organ in church.   My 
background matched hers in 
that respect.

An early Christmas memory 
is  of Jim, the first grandson, 

who at 3 years and 8 
months  sang a solo at our Christmas dinner   “How 

Much is That Doggie in the Window” with several 
verses and much barking.

 Grandpa Ben said “Ah ha!   We have a new voice 
in the family!”

 That was the one and only   solo Jimmy ever 
sang as far as I  can recall!!   Although he and 
the other three grandsons were musicians 
they were always too busy playing with their 

new toys to add to our singing.

  After opening our great pile of presents  and 
feasting on all the goodies known to man, we 
adults,  including my folks and all guests, 

would     congregate in our 
front parlor and harmonize 
on carols and other special 
pieces.  

AND THEN, several of us 
fresh from performing canta-
tas  and special music in our 
various  churches   would belt 
out parts  of the Messiah.   We 
had extra scores for those who 
could read music or hum 
along   “by ear”.   Actually 
most of us did a great job of 
faking it!   Naomi   would play 
the piano   and   with me on 
the Hammond   organ   we all 
really  hit it on the Hallelujah 
Chorus.  We had no near 
neighbors which was a   
GOOD thing!   We made a 
“joyful noise unto the Lord” 
for sure.    We laughed a lot 
too.

What sweet memories, Christmas.

Elizabeth Loofbourrow

Loofbourrows of  Hollister 
Dear Memories

ELIZABETH LOOFBOURROW

Elizabeth and Perry Loofbourrow

The Choir:  Front: Norman, Ronald, David.   Middle: Edna & Ben.
Back: Dwight, Naomi, Elizabeth, Perry, James 
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One of the most precious experiences at Thanksgiving I 
ever had was when I went up to Cloverdale with my parents.  
I still lived in California at the time and it was in the 90's, for 
my Uncle Dennis  was still alive.  After a wonderful dinner my 
Granny [Lula] had asked all of us to come upstairs  and sit in 
a large circle in the living room. After doing so, we were all 
ask to say what we were thankful to the Lord for and what 
had He done for us in the past year. 

I was young and I think I said that I was  thankful for a 
new friend that I had and I thanked God for my family. A 
round the circle it went and the stories  started to get really 
tearful as they went around, but the story I remember most 
was that My Uncle Dennis thanked God that He was used as 
an instrument in the saving of his  friends soul and as he 
spoke the tears  rolled down his cheeks  and by the time he 
was done speaking I  don't think there was dry eye in the cir-
cle. 

This led to more intimate stories that had us  weeping in 
Thanksgiving for what God had done for us. Since that time 
I don't believe I have every had a more precious Thanksgiv-
ing. 

Thanks. Joshua Loofbourrow

(son of  Daryl and Renda Loofbourrow and
grandson of  Bob and Lula)

I remember on Christmas Eve all the Aunts, Uncles,  and 
Cousins  would meet at Grandma and Grandpa Loofbour-
row’s and exchange gifts.  I’m not sure how that worked out 
as  I was not in on the planning.  I  think we may have ex-
changed names.   I do remember that Grandma gave a gift to 
each Grandchild.  It seems like there was a potluck dinner 
before we exchanged gifts.

I was always intrigued by the Christmas  tree.  Grandma 
always had the most interesting lights and ornaments on the 
tree.  Lights  that were in shape of birds and other animals 
even pocket watches and ornaments that looked like trum-
pets and angels and many unusual hangings.

On Christmas Day all the families would have their fam-
ily Christmas at home.  

I remember one year, money was in short supply so 
Grandpa cut a large shoot from the fallen Pepper tree and 
used it for a Christmas  Tree.  The Pepper tree 
had been knocked down either by lighting or 
a wind storm and Grandpa just left it lie there 
and shoots grew up from the trunk of  the tree.

by Ray Kirby

(son of  Blanche)

Thanksgiving at Lula 
Loofbourrow’s - 1990’s

Ray Kirby’s Remembers 
Christmas Eve and Day

Ray at Knott’s Berry Farm - abt 1945
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 Christmas 1946 I was 7 years  old.     I received a Lionel 
Model Train set with everything to go with it.   There were 
tracks, an engine with a smoke stack that when you dropped 
a smoke pill in it it would puff out smoke.   There was a coal 
car with a whistle,  and an orange box car with a man inside.  
When you stopped the train on a certain track and pushed a 
button the man would open the door.   There was a white 
milk car that had 6 milk bottles  in it - the milk man would 
slide the 6 bottles out on the platform.  Also a flat car with a 
rocket launcher, cattle car and a caboose.

 Dad made a 4 x 8 light weight board for the tracks.   The 
track was oval around the board with a switch track down 
the middle with automatic switches.  We fixed the board with 
a farm section -- it had a barn,  fencing, cattle, railroad sta-
tion stop,  a town with a post office,  city hall,  a church, fire 
station,  cars, trucks, police cars, roads, crossing gates, trees, 
telephone poles, street lights all with wire.   All the buildings 
would light up and also the street lights.   It was  a GREAT 
gift.

 Some of our Christmases we set up the train around our 
tree -- everyone enjoyed watching it circle our tree.   The 
grandchildren would lay on the floor in their pajamas and 
wait for their favorite car to go by.  It was always exciting and 
fun to watch them.

 I  had the complete train set until 2004.   I also had all the 
boxes that the cars came in.    I  visited The Train Stop Store 
in San Dimas often and today it is still in business.

 In 2004 I took the train to New York and gave it to 
my grandson Jack Lupica who was 8 at the time.  We 
set it up in the basement of his  house.   What a good 
feeling to be able to pass on such a great gift.

 

         Merry Christmas 2008 - Mel Loofbourrow

 (Melvin is son of  John & Ruby)

My Best Christmas - 
1946

Grandma Mollie, Melvin, Aunt Blanche Barker, Linda, Marvin
(This may be in Keosauqua, Iowa)
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Dorothy (Jones) Tritschler was born in Vallejo near San 
Francisco and when she was very young she lived in Pomona 
with her sisters Evelyn and Jewel.   Dorothy now lives  with 
her son in Enid Oklahoma and these stories were told to her 
daughter-in-law, Ruby.   

Dorothy remembers her grandparents address  as  1408 
W. Grand Ave, Pomona, CA.   She said after a big Xmas 
dinner, Santa Claus would come through an open window of 
the dining room.  He would usually bring apples and oranges 
to the family. 

 The lights on the Christmas tree were real candles  so 
they only lit them occasionally. She remembers  Uncle Ben 
wrapping up a big present for her.   She opened it, tore away 
wrapper and wrapper and after having a pile of wrapping 
paper, found a nickel that he had wrapped.  

As told by Dorothy to George and Ruby Tritschler

More Memories from 
Enid Oklahoma
BY GEORGE & RUBY TRITSCHLER

Christmas  time is  a special time at our house.   I guess 
you could call it a tradition.  George is the chef.  He prepares 
pumpkin and pecan pies  (from Aunt Evelyn's recipe).   He 
makes  the dressing and the home made rolls that melt in 
your mouth.  He soaks his turkey in salt and sugar water the 
night before,  then bakes it.   It is  so juicy and tender and has 
such good flavor.  Then I help with all the other fixings such 
as sweet potatoes, fresh grown corn from our garden, etc. 

 We usually open gifts after we eat Xmas dinner.  There 
are so many little ones that are so anxious to dig into their 
gifts  we just let them rip them open.   Then after everything 
has settled down, we take turns going around showing every-
one what we got.   That gives us time to give a special thank 
you to those that gave us  the gifts. We always ask the grand-

kids to perform a talent show. Most of the time, they do it on 
their own time, not with so many people watching.  

Love you all. 

George, Ruby and Aunt Dorothy 

Dorothy’s Christmas Memories

Dorothy Jones with Sisters - Evelyn on left, Jewel on right.
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Typically (at least as I recall), we 
did not spend Christmas with Ben and 
Edna, but we did spend Thanksgiving 
with them every year. My brother 
Norm and I always  had a great time 
when we went down to Hollister to visit 
with them. 

What I remember most is  the tra-
dition that Ben always had us do 
around the dinner table: he would turn 
on his old wire recorder and we would 
all go around and tell what we were 
most thankful for this  year.  Dinner con-
sisted of (of course) a delicious turkey, 
but Edna would make a killer oyster 
stuffing that my mouth still waters just 
thinking about it! Then after dinner, 
Ben would play the ukulele with songs 
like “Brighten the Corner”, while 
Norm and I turned somersaults on the 
floor!

However, my most vivid memory 
of Ben was when they would drive 
down to our home in Oakland. Ben 
was a kid magnet! All of my neighbor-
hood friends would love to come over 
and Ben would spend time with all of 
them, tickling them until they were 
crazy and then telling them Bible sto-
ries  while we all watched spellbound. I 
have only fond memories of Grandma 
and Grandpa and miss them very 
much.

Ron Loofbourrow

(Son of  Dwight and grandson of  Ben & Edna)

Thanksgiving Memories with
Ben & Edna Loofbourrow 

BY RON LOOFBOURROW

Edna and Ben Loofbourrow on their 50th Anniversary
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Based on conversations between Ron 
Snow and Lurene Loofbourrow:

  

I had called Lurene in November and Decem-
ber 2008 to visit and discuss this holiday story 
project. The following is how Lurene remem-
bers Christmas in those early days (she was 
born in 1917) of  Texas where she and 

her brother & sister grew up on a ranch.

“It was so different back then.  
I was telling my brother about 
[the Holiday Collection project] 
and ask him about it and he was 
like I was,  that Christmas just 
wasn’t celebrated, not as such.  It 
was remembered for its  reason, 
but there was not any gifts  or any-
thing like that.

“Neither one of us  could re-
member, but he was thinking that 
grand daddy always got candy 
canes  and gave them to the col-
ored people that lived on the 
ranch and their children.   That 
was something for them.  Of 
course we always had candy 
canes, but there was not gifts or 
anything.

“I was going through some of my 
grandmother’s things, trying to decide 
what to do with it, and I  could find 
absolutely nothing about Christmas!  It 
talks  about the snow and trips  back to 
Tennessee and things like that .  . . I 
guess  in Texas they didn’t do stuff like 
that.”

What do you remember about Christmas 
Dinner?

“Oh we would always  have a spe-
cial - I can’t really say it was extra spe-
cial - but there was an usually dish.  
Maybe like a baked chicken, instead of 
fried chicken.  We didn’t have much 
beef - we would have pork. Of course 

we didn’t cook big meals you know:  
They were pretty much beans  and 
cornbread or cabbage or things like 
that.  During the garden season we had 
vegetables and carrots.”

That was a different time back then:

“Oh, very very much!”

What are some of your other memories about 
your early years in Texas?

“Well because, as I was saying, it 
was an entirely different life that was 

there then than we have now as far 
as  Christmas goes.  But course my 
Grandfather was always very very 
kind to the help and my Grand-
mother was too.  She was the one 
that would never let the Ku Klux 
Klan near the area [ranch] and 
she would always hide the colored 
people;   put them under beds and 
things like that.

“So you see it’s a different kind of 
life.  A lot of people would resent 
the fact that you could care of 
colored people.  . . . [I hope] the 
younger generation doesn’t adopt 
their [older generation’s] tactics.”

	 as told by Lurene Loofbourrow

(Lurene is the wife of James ‘Luke’ 
Loofbourrow, Uncle Joe’s son)

Early Memories 
CONVERSATIONS WITH  LURENE [LEGG] LOOFBOURROW

Lurene Loofbourrow in 2005 with Sequoia Snow
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My recollection of Christmas as a 
child involves  driving to Lytle Creek, 
California, each year.  Many times, my 
dad would drive the "back way" 
through Devore and past the big rocks 
on Applewhite Road, which was just a 
gravel and dirt road with a lot of pot-
holes.  We would usually pull into my 
Grandma Velma and Grandpa Frank's 
house, on Meadow Lane (13996), late 
at night.  Once there, my sister Chris 
and I would generally fake being asleep 
and let Mom and Dad carry us into 
Grandma and Grandpa's house. 

Every time we went to Lytle 
Creek, it seems that Grandma and 
Grandpa's place was the same.  The 
fireplace was  burning,  there were pre-
sents beneath the tree and lots of food 
in the Kitchen.  One food item that I 
can remember being at 
Grandma's house each year, 
is  mincemeat pie; I can still 
remember the smell of apple 
and lemon and in my mind I 
can still see the candied fruit 
with nuts  on top.  I was never 
really sure if there was  real 
meat in the pie or not but I 
always ate some and it was 
really good.  Another favorite 
of all of the grandchildren 
was homemade candied 
lemon peels that Grandma 
would make fresh a few days 
before Christmas; we would 
grab one or two, each time 
we passed through the 
kitchen!

Almost always our cousins would 
also meet in Lytle Creek, and there was 
a buzz of activity throughout the 
house.  It was  a treat if there was snow 
at Christmas and one year there was 
more than a few inches.  The kids spent 
the better part of a day making snow-
men, and a snow reindeer (we used one 
of Grandpa's saw horses for a tem-
plate).  I  think we came indoors for hot 
chocolate and snacks about 100 times, 
tracking snow and water into the entry-
way and being reminded to take off 
our boots each time. Grandma would 
usually send us kids walking up the 
road to the store to get a carton of 
cigarettes and the mail.   We would 
each take a nickel with us  to buy a can 
of Shasta soda for 3 cents and four 
Brach's  candies (as they were 2 for a 
penny).  

Christmas  Day could not come 
soon enough.  We would lay awake on 
Christmas  Eve and watch the shadows 
of the fire dance on the ceiling of the 
living room, while wondering if Santa 
Claus was  really real and when he 
would get there.  The fireplace was 
made from large rocks and the walls 
were covered in knotty pine boards.  
Grandma had her collection of antique 
irons around the fireplace and we 
would place a glass of milk and a plate 
of cookies  on the fireplace and hope 
that the fire would go completely out 
before Rudolph and the rest of the 
reindeer landed on the roof.

My most memorable Christmas, 
however,  was the one where my Mom 
and I had to stay home alone in Loma 
Linda, because we were both sick and 

my parents didn't want me to 
be around everyone else and 
give them what I had.  I was 
twelve years old.  My dad and 
my sister went to Lytle Creek 
without my Mom and I.  I 
remember my Mom and I 
opening our presents together 
and spending a very quiet day 
wondering what the rest of 
the family was up to.   My 
Mom played the piano and 
we had our own Christmas 
dinner together.

               By Bill Catelli II

(great grandson of  Blanche 
and son of  Nancy)

Christmas Memories 
BY BILL CATELLI  II

Chris, Santa, and Bill Catelli - abt 1969
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On Christmas me and my dad would usually use [live] 
Redwood trees as our Christmas tree.  We put 3 trees  to-
gether and it looks  great.   Another tradition we have is hav-
ing a Christmas Train.  We take some track from our out-
door train and make a 30 ft. track, or something close to 
that,  then we take some nails  and nail it to the floor so that it 
doesn’t scoot around.   Our Christmas Train, along with 
some other trains, runs perfectly on this track.

We have two Christmas villages at my dad’s  which are 
simply called Nutcracker Village and Christmas Village.  Of 
course we always put out some stockings and Santa will 
come down the chimney, and fill them up with toys  and 
goodies.  At our house Santa only puts presents in the stock-
ings.  This year we have some chickens  and it will be their 
first Christmas.  My sister Dakota usually will play some 
songs on the piano and that is always nice.

At mom’s we normally get a dead Christmas tree [cut] 
and decorate it.   We sometimes  have a tiny Christmas train 
going around the tree and a Christmas village.  Sometimes 
we go all out on decorating.  On Christmas I always  am at 
daddy’s and Mama will come over in the morning and will 
laugh and open gifts and then have a big feast.

       by Sequoia Snow
                (great-grandson of  Blanche and son of  Ron Snow)

 I  was 40 years  old when I started my family in 1991 and 
it was important to me that we develop a family tradition 
with the kids.  I started taking the family up to the snow at 
Lake Tahoe just the week before Christmas  and we always 
return on or by the 23rd.  It was fantastic and always  white 
with the first snows of Christmas.  We usually stayed at or 
near Camp Richardson on the south-west side of the lake 
where they close the west highway for the winter.  It is  per-
fectly quiet, remote and wintery peaceful.

One Christmas, Chelsea was 4 and Dakota 3, we were 
in one of the cabins just 20 yards off the lake.  It was eve-
ning, we had a nice fire going, playing a game of pretend, 
dressed in pajamas and drinking warm hot chocolate when 
all of the sudden there was a low but strong thunderous 
noise growing louder and louder and we could hear the trees 
around us tossing their branches and then our cabin started 
shaking.  About 15 seconds into this Sierra earthquake we 
heard a loud crash and the sound of glass shattering in the 
kitchen.  Well Chelsea was up and running to find out what 
broke, Dakota just behind.  I ran trying to catch up and 
catch them before they got to the kitchen but Chelsea was 
way ahead and ran on into the cabin’s kitchen area, and..... 
stepped on the broken glass.  I was able to catch Dakota be-
fore she did the same.   Chelsea was pretty good about it and 
we stayed calm.   I pulled the pieces of glass out of her feet, 
washed everything up and put dinosaur bandaids on each 
cut - that seemed to do the trick;  Or maybe, the excitement 
of the quake distracted the girls from the wounds. We talked 
about the earth moving,  how quakes happen, and the crea-
tion of the Sierras  and just about everything a 3 and 4 year 
old can dream up to ask before they themselves fell asleep 
and I am sure continued dreaming about it all.

We traditionally do the trip to the snow each Christmas 
season (for nearly 16 years now!), sometimes before Christ-
mas sometimes after - sometimes  at Lake Tahoe sometimes 
at Mt. Lassen,  where we take advantage of the location and 
try to visit with Margie  & Gordon Kinnaman who live fairly 
close.

Hurray for Traditions!!!!             Ron Snow

Sequoia’s Christmas
by Sequoia Snow - 10 years old - December 2008

Sequoia - 2006

Family Traditions
Another contribution by Ron Snow

Dakota playing the Piano
at a Cafe near Mt. Lassen Park - 2007
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Dakota’s Memorable 
Christmas

Every Christmas  has  been a little different for me.  Some-
times it’s at our dad’s, sometimes our mom’s.   Sometimes we 
go to see Father Shawn on Christmas Eve.  Sometimes I’m 
really good and buy and wrap my presents ahead of time, 
but usually I don’t.   But none of that matters so much.  
What matters  most is that the whole family gets  together.  It 
doesn’t matter what presents  I get or what kind of pie we 
have.  I’m happy as long as all the people I love get together.  
That’s why it’s the most wonderful time of  the year.

I can’t pick a favorite Christmas, but I will pick my 
most memorable one.  Maybe it’s most memorable 
because it was  last year [2007]; but anyways, it 
was different from most.  Usually I 
get in the mood for Christmas by 
setting up the tree and lights and stock-
ings  and Christmas  Village and singing 
Christmas  songs.  But last year was a 
little chaotic.  We got out of school for 
break later it seemed, plus I got this crazy 
infection on my ear from my earrings.   
But really what was most chaotic was 
that my (step-dad) Glenn’s  dad had 
just died.   He was about halfway around the world 
in England, as was Glenn [on work travel] who was 
obviously going to the funeral.  Anyway, I’d really gotten to 
know Vince (Glenn’s dad) quite well that year, because 
Glenn took me to England twice.   One time was for Vince’s 
80th birthday, so I met all of their family.  So anyway,  my 
mom said she’d take me to England for the funeral and we’d 
be there about three days and come back the 23rd,  so we 
were cutting it pretty close.   I also had to cram in two of the 
finals  at school that I’d be missing and go to the doctor to fix 
my infected ear.   

It all worked out though and we got to England.  We 
stayed in a Bed & Breakfast with Glenn’s mom and brother, 
which was down the street from Vince’s apartment.  The 

day of the funeral we went to his  apartment to meet Glenn’s 
cousin and then we all went to the funeral.  It wasn’t as sad 
as  it could have been though..  Glenn had picked the song 
“I’m Walking In The Air” from the Christmas Movie “The 
Snowman” to be played at the funeral.  It’s a very nice song 
and I bet Vince would have loved it.  

Anyway, we all went shopping around Oxford and had 
a great time with Glenn’s family looking at old photos and 
film clips of them all growing up.  It was all very Christ-
masy, even though it was entirely different from all my other 
Christmases, obviously. 

Me and my Mom almost didn’t get back home on the 
23rd like we were supposed to because our flights got all 
messed up because of the awful weather.   We got back in 
time though.  

We had Christmas  with all our family like the years  
before, and it was almost like I got two 

Christmases.  Something about 
Christmas  makes it impossible to be 

sad.  I think it’s just being with all the 
people you love.

  by Dakota Snow
 (daughter of  Ron Snow, and
great-granddaughter of  Blanche). 

Dakota with Sequoia and Chelsea -2007
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My name is Frankie Hockaday, 
Grand-daughter of Walter John 
Hockaday and Eva G. Hockaday.

Some of the best Christmas 
Memories were when my brother John 
was a part of it.  I feel blessed that I 
had a brother to share Christmas  with 
for 17 years.

We had wagons, Tonka Trucks,  BB 
Guns, Dogs, Goats,  Donkeys, Surf 
boards, fishing poles  and and we shared 
a lot more: At Christmas we always 
went to Buffums in Pomona to sit with 
Santa, take a photo, and tell Santa 
what we wanted for Christmas. Those 
were fun times!

When we lived in Ontario, it al-
ways amazed me when we would wake 
up Christmas  morning and there would 
always be gifts.  Sometimes we would 
go to Grandma & Grandpa Hocka-
day’s  in the evening.  On occasion we 
would get to see Anita and Laureen 
Kinnaman, our only two cousins  from 
Dad’s  side of our family.  One Christ-
mas the Kinnamans  came to visit us  in 
Fontana,  and we put on a Christmas 
play for our parents. We performed the 
nativity,  and dressed up,  with one of 
my dolls  wrapped in a blanket as  our 
baby Jesus. 

Grandma Hockaday sometimes 
would have a little tree, as they had a 
very simple life they were elderly and 
she was not one for cooking.  Some-
times on the Holidays they would come 
to visit us for dinner.

When we moved to Fontana, our 
family life changed to country life.  At 
Christmas  my brother and I woke up to 
a more simple Christmas. We would 
cook in the kitchen in the morning. 

One Christmas I will never forget 
was when John and I went off the 
property into the shrubs below where 
the freeway now is, and we made a 
Christmas  fort.  We took our BB guns 
and went into the wilderness, to live off 
the land.  We decorated a shrub with 
shotgun shells  and other junk we could 
find, and we tried to grind things in the 
rocks like Indians did, only the insects 
seemed to want to take over our en-
campment. Eventually we abandoned 
that spot and found others in the can-

yon to go hang out away from every-
one, to be kids and adventure in far off 
places. 

When I was in Junior High, I was 
in Madrigals.  We made a Christmas 
recording one year of many Christmas 
songs, I remember at Christmas our 
singing group would stroll thru shop-
ping malls and sing.  We also enter-
tained at a Christmas performance at 
the Regina Winery / Restaurant one 
Christmas.  Christmas  had a whole 
different meaning when we sang and it 
was the best feeling I have ever felt in 
my life. Words can not describe the 
emotional high you get when singing 
and harmonizing with a group.

As we grew older we lived on the 
beach for 4 years  in Imperial Beach.   
We made Christmas gifts, specifically 
Sand Candles.  We would buy a big 
block of wax from the hobby hut, and 
we would get sand off the beach and 
we made sand candles; however, we 
stopped after a year because one 
started a fire in our Grandma Nellie’s 
house.  We also got into beading 
strands of beads and shells for neck-
laces: that was a lot safer. I remember 
one year my bother gave me two porce-
lain candle holders that had grapes on 
them. I  think he found them in an an-
tique store or swap meet. My brother 
really got into fishing and photography, 
they were his two favorite pass times.

Christmas  at the beach was so dif-
ferent than in Fontana. We would visit 
the house in Fontana occasionally, and 
one Christmas, when I first got my 

Frankie’s Christmas Stories
BY FRANKIE HOCKADAY

John & Frankie Hockaday
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drivers license, my brother John and I 
drove into Fontana alone to buy a little 
tree.

Back to the beach: as we got older, 
into our teens, we shared our love for 
music, we would give each other re-
cordings  made on vinyl. We would go 
to Tower Records to buy things.

One of the nicest gifts  my brother 
gave me was  the album “ Yellow Brick 
Road” by: Elton John.   I remember 
one year I was able to give him a Buck 
Hunting Knife,  tackle box and record 
albums. We also got into collecting the 
Homegrown album, every year at 
Christmas.  The radio station KGB, 
put out an album for years that only 
cost a penny.   Proceeds went to the 
United Way, the record cover was  by 
local artists, and the album had record-
ings  from all the local San Diego 
bands.   My Brother loved Cat Stevens, 
The Eagles, and Leonard Skynyrd. 
Eventually Record albums were all we 
could share, when he would come 
home from the hospital for a few days, 
John became very sick one Christmas 
and he passed away right before 
Christmas. 

Christmas has never been the 
same since then. But life takes us for-
ward; fortunately, I have a wonderful 
daughter whom I have been able to 
share Christmas with most of the time 
since my brother passed away.

On occasions I spend some time 
with my Father or Mother at Christ-
mas.  I know that it has always been a 

rough time of year for my parents. 
Growing up is so different than being a 
child.

These are some Of the Hockaday 
memories of Christmas. Thank God 
for childhood.!!!!!!

Frankie’s Christmas Stories - Continued -
BY FRANKIE HOCKADAY

Hockadays:   Eva, Anita, John, Margie holding Laureen, Walter, and Frankie

NOTE FROM MARGIE:   

“When John [Hockaday] and I last talked, he shared  some of his memories of 
Christmas with me.  He really remembered details about the old  fashioned Christ-
mas tree decorations ... an angel, a clock, Cardinal bird, a miniature house, etc., 
and  of course, the bubble candle lights. We saved the tin foil icicles because they 
weren't  available to buy during  the WWII years ... tin and aluminum were going  to 
the war effort.”

Margie also noted the story of Marvin’s present to Grandpa which is told later in this 
collection.
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My memories of the Christmases  at Grandpa and 
Grandma Loofbourrow's are ones  of great fun. All of the 
uncles  and aunts along with all of the cousins were there and 
the house was barely big enough to hold them.  Us  kids 

would always look forward to the small gifts  that Grandma 
got for us. In those days money was hard to come by.  But 
some how Grandma found a way to get each of us some-
thing.  When I was about 10 or 12 years old I thought mis-
tletoe was a great thing.  If I walked under the big bunch 
mistletoe between the two big rooms, I would be rushed by 

my quiet cousins Linda & Nancy,  they would come running 
and grab me and kiss me.  This went on for a number of 
years and is a highlight  in my memories at those Christmas 
gatherings.  We would sing Christmas songs and play various 
games.  My dad and mom (Bob & Lula) could sing quite 
well.  My dad would play his  ukulele and everyone would 
join in with him.

 Grandpa was quite old when I came along and all I  can 
remember of him at Christmas time was him setting in his 
chair, smoking his  pipe, and saying good thunder what’s  go-
ing on here.  He couldn’t  hear very well and it was hard to 
talk with him.   He had a long beard and long hair.  I recall 
many times when my mom and I would visit Grandpa and 
Grandma and mom would bring her hair cutting kit.   She 
would cut about a pound of hair off of his head and a 1/2 
pound off of his  beard.  Those were the only times I could 
see what he really looks like.  I think I inherited his hair. My 
hair grows about an inch a month.   I  also recall many times 
sitting with Grandma, on the couch, in the screened in porch 
at the front of the house.  She would tell me stories and 
would talk about all kinds of things that little boys wanted to 
know about.  

God Bless all of  the Loofbourrow family,

Love,

       Bill (Billy) Loofbourrow

 

Bill’s Christmas Memories
by Bill Loofbourrow

Bill, Lula, Bob, with Daryl and Dennis
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Marvin’s Treasured 
Memories
Here are some of the memories I have of Christmas at 
grandpa John & Mollie Loofbourrow’s house on Christmas 
Eve.  I lived next door to them the first 10 years of  my life.  

I member all my Aunts  and Uncles singing around the pi-
ano. Uncle Ben was always the lead and Uncle Vercill was 
Romeo with the girls and all the neat lights Grandma had.  I 
don't remember much about what we had to eat at Christ-
mas time, but I  do know it was good.  It was a special time 
for me to get grandpa and grandma a gift.  But for some 
reason, when Aunt Blanche and Mary passed away, it took 
something away for a while.  I don't remember why.   

I am not much with words, but Christmas was a very special 
time. 

 Marvin Loofbourrow    ( s o n 
John J. Loofbourrow). 

Evelyn & Weldon’s 
Thanksgiving - 1946
I talked with my Uncle Weldon on the phone in early December 2008 
and he told me this Thanksgiving story that occurred when he and 
Evelyn were pastoring in a small church in Oklahoma.    The follow-
ing is what I remember of  Weldon’s story:

“In 1946, Evelyn and I were in Oklahoma and we pastored 
a very small church there.  Well it was almost Thanksgiving 
and our cupboards were bare.   It was a bit of a hard time 
and little Weldon was a baby then and had pneumonia.  
Evelyn had a nice tableware set, you know, nice table cloth 
and some special place settings.  She was getting everything 
down and setting the table nicely, but I knew we had noth-
ing in the cupboard and no turkey.   She kept on getting the 
table and house prepared and I knew then that she was 
praying.   She was not pretentious about her prayers, but I 
knew she was asking the Lord.  

“Well just as  I was about to say something about not having 
anything to go with the fine table setting, here comes a 

knock at the door.   It was  a woman from our church 
that would sometimes take care of little Weldon.  Her 

husband had a cement company in town and it was do-
ing okay.   Here she was with a beautiful Thanksgiving 
cake with the words “Happy Thanksgiving” on it and a 

fully cooked Turkey.   Back then they had places where they 
would keep things refrigerated and frozen, and she had 
gone to one and brought us frozen raspberries and lots and 
lots of  can goods.

“God provided for us that day and had answered Eve-
lyn’s prayers and we had a wonderful Thanksgiving.   

She had a special connection with the Lord her whole life 
and her prayers were often answered in similar ways.

“We left Oklahoma in February of the following year and 
we still had some of  those can goods on the shelf !”  

Remembered by Weldon Mickel
(Husband of  Evelyn Jones--daughter of  Blanche)
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The fondest memories of my youth are Christmas 
morning with my grandparents Po (John J. Loofbourrow) 
and Nanny Ruby (Ruby Loofbourrow).   Christmas  brunch 
was always a time with cousins, Aunts  and Uncles getting 
together.  There was always the big table set with all of 
Nanny’s prettiest dishes.   I don’t remember the eating part 
so much, but the table was always set and we always had 
ham, a tradition I have kept thru the years.  Whatever was 
on the menu it was always yummy! 

The item that has always  stuck in my mind was  the 
Christmas  tree.  It would be there in front of the window, 
next to the piano.  There would be present all around.  Po 
never believed in clothes as presents it always had to be a 
toy, cause that what kids were about in his  eyes.   The tree 
was probably not much to look at in these days but as  a 
child it was the grandest thing I ever saw.  Beads of snow 
would fall from the top as the tray that held them would 

kindly keep gathering and pumping it back up to the top to 
fall through the branches again and again.  The lights  were 
bright and the old fashion bubble lights would be hung all 
around it.  I am not sure what happen to that tree, but I 
would hope that whoever kept it enjoyed it as much as I did!

After the festivities all of us  kids and Po would head to 
the back yard where he always  had some gadget to look 
thru, ride on, or turn over!  He was  the greatest at turning 
nothing into wonderful treasures for kids!

I had many wonderful memories with my grandparents 
through out the years.  Life just keeps on going and we can 
only hope that a small part of those traditions will carry on 
in our life’s legacies!  

Brenda (Loofbourrow) Harrigan 

	 (daughter of  Marvin Loofbourrow)

    Brenda’s Memories

From the Right: Bob, Karen, Brenda and Little Charles (front). (children of  Marvin & 
Emma Loofbourrow)    Cindy & Rob (children of  Melvin & Betty Loofbourrow) 

Extra Marvin Memory
This story was related to me independently by Vercill, Margie, Ray, and 
John Hockaday and so I think its pretty authentic:

One year Marvin’s present to Grandpa was a new smok-
ing pipe.   Grandpa always was smoking his pipe and I think 
the consensus  was that he used Prince Albert pipe tobacco.  
Well Grandpa was known to play tricks occasionally and he 
decided to play one this Christmas with his new pipe.  

Evidently there is a process to breaking in a new pipe so 
as  to ‘season’ the bowl for smoking.  If you don’t,  and since 
the bowl is carved wood, the bowl could catch fire along with 
the tobacco.   Well Grandpa packed the pipe and started 
smoking and puffing and drawing and puffing until the whole 
house was filled with smoke and everyone in the house turned 
to see what was  going on and there was  Grandpa smoking a 
pipe that was totally on fire!   He definitely got a kick out of 
that.   I  don’t know how Marvin felt about it then, but I think 
he probably would smile about it now.

          Ron Snow
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John Hockaday was talking to me about this Holiday Col-
lection project and he mentioned that he had his Dad’s ledg-
ers from the 1940’s.  He copied off the December entries 
for a few of those years to give a perspective on the financial 
side of Christmas in those days.  The entries were a bit too 
light and difficult to read clearly (as you can see), so I tran-
scribed a few random entries here for readability sake.

provided by John Hockaday

     John Hockaday and His Dad Walter
CONTRIBUTION BY JOHN HOCKADAY

For John, reading through his dad’s old ledgers 
was like reliving history.  As he read through the 
entries it was easier and easier for him to recall 
the times and events that were occurring back 
then and what was all happening with his Dad 
and family.

Eva & Walter with Marjorie + Johnnie 
about 1941
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Back in the 1980’s, Hemet, CA 
wasn’t the bustling metropolis of 66,000 
people that it is today.  Back then Hemet 
was essentially a town stuck in the past 
that someone threw out in the middle of 
the desert.  For me though, Hemet was a 
place to go see my grandparents Nanny 
and Po (John and Ruby 
Loofbourrow) and do things 
that boys love to do (read to 
mean all kinds of dangerous 
stuff that was decidedly off 
limits when I was at home).  
Whether it was playing lawn 
darts  (the real kind that 
could kill someone), or rid-
ing home-made go carts 
down the steep parking lot 
at Ramona Bowl, or fishing, 
or making spears  to throw 
at things, or digging 20 foot 
deep holes to bury treasure, 
or learning how to properly 
throw a hatchet, or rock 
climbing,  or having a real 
bb gun shoot-out with my 
brother Grant (seemed like 
a good idea at the time),  we 
did it….and it was encour-
aged by Po.

Seeing as going to Hemet 
was such a blast for me, all my Loof-
bourrow holiday memories  seem to be 
of times  in Hemet with Nanny and Po.  
I don’t necessarily remember specific 
gifts  or festive events other than a vague 
recollection of a hired Santa who came 
over one year driving an El Camino.  
What I do remember about the holidays 
with Nanny and Po are details that 
seemed to be a constant whether I was 8 
years old or 18.  

One detail my brother and I fre-
quently discuss  is how every holiday 
season Nanny had a candy dish on the 
coffee table with old fashioned ribbon 
candy in it.  After prying the top couple 
of nuggets loose, my brother and I 
would always get to the petrified core of 

ribbon candy that would come out of 
the dish as  one rock hard lump…it 
looked like a giant brain made out of 
candy.  Try as  we might, there was no 
way to break the granite-like ribbon 
candy core.  One year Po took the brick-
o-ribbon candy, put it on the Formica 
kitchen table and whacked it with a ball-
peen hammer he’d been using as  a tool 
to break off a chunk of frozen persim-
mons that had been in the freezer since 
before the war (Nanny was  going to 
make persimmon cookies).  While my 

brother and I were sure the ribbon 
candy lump could only be broken by a 
nuclear blast, Po and his  ball-peen 
hammer were no match for it…the 
thing shattered into a million pieces all 
over the kitchen.  The end result was  Po, 
my brother,  and I getting ejected from 

the house for ‘horseplay’ 
until ‘supper’ was  ready.  
The good thing was that we 
didn’t mind.  All the ejec-
tion from the house meant 
was better and more dan-
gerous activities, which was 
probably Po’s goal in the 
first place.

Holidays at Nanny and Po’s 
usually included several 
people stopping by from far 
off places like Oklahoma 
and Missouri.  Other than 
my uncles  and cousins,  it 
seemed like everyone’s 
name was ‘Bob’…again, 
the memories are vague, 
but I’m sure there was some 
serious Bob action during 
the holidays.   It was always 
fun to come into the house 
after a full day of sports, 

throwing sharp objects, and 
general lawlessness with my cousins and 
sit around listening to the old timers talk 
about what everyone was up to at the 
time,  the tough times back in the old 
days,  and, of course, who was the most 
sick and what pills or ‘salve’ were the 
best for their various conditions.

After a few hours of talking and 
maybe some cards, everyone would start 
getting ready for bed, some people 
would take the pullout couch, some 

Memories of  Nanny & Po      by Jonathan Anderson

Po and Johnathan
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would take the floor, some would take the 
guest room, Nanny and Po would shuffle off 
to their separate rooms, and my brother and 
I and however many cousins were there 
would head off into the night to sleep in the 
camper parked in the back yard under strict 
instructions to not play with the gun or en-
gage in ‘horseplay’.  Eventually, after some 
horseplay and looking at the gun, we’d all 
drift off to sleep, not to dream about lavish 
presents under the tree and five star meals, 
but to think about the adventures  and good 
times we could have the next day with these 
people who, while all different from each 
other in geography, age, and life experience 
were twisted together with the unbreakable 
bonds of family like one big petrified chunk 
of  Loofbourrow ribbon candy.

by Jonathan Anderson

  (Linda’s son and Grandson of  John & Ruby)

continued:  
   Nanny & Po     A Talk with Vercill about 

   Christmases Past 

Ron Snow talked with 
Vercill and Ruth several 
times in November 2008 
and he was able to record 
a few of Vercill’s many 
Christmas memories. 

“They didn’t give big 
presents in those days 
because, during the 
Depression times and 
just after, nobody had 
anything.  You felt 
lucky if you got some-
thing worth a dollar 
or 50 cents.   10¢ pre-
sents!  It was cheap in 
those days.

“When I was a kid we used to get 2 lbs of hamburger for 25¢ and 
we could get a dozen eggs for 15¢ . . . candy bars were a nickel.  
And . .  . lets see,  milk; we used to go down to the dairy when I 
was about 14 years  old and we drove John’s old Willys 77.  Del-

mar and I would get a gallon of milk in a tin bucket with a big lid 
that went on it:  That was 50¢ a gallon. We’d go to the dairy and it 

was only about a mile and a quarter away, down on south Garey.  And 
gasoline when I was 15 years old, I could get a gallon of gas for 10¢ 
and you could fill your tank of 10 gallons  for a dollar.  It’s  a different 
story now days!”

“I can’t remember too much about special things at Christmas 
time,  except that it seemed it was a special thing, you know.  People 
looked at Christmas different in those days than they do now, I think.   
It was  all about decorations  and mistletoe hanging over the door - peo-
ple would walk under it and you could grab them and give them a 
kiss.”

Vercill & Ruth Loofbourrow.
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continued - A Talk with Vercill & Ruth
Did Santa ever come to visit when you were 
awake?

“Well Lloyd, Mary’s husband, he 
played Santa Clause one year and he 
put lifts  in his shoes so he looked like he 
was taller.  He came in through the 
door, but I don’t remember him coming 
through the window. (Dorothy had men-
tioned coming through the window).

“I remember one thing, Blanche.  
She was mixed up with the Jehovah 
Witness and she didn’t believe in 
Christmas  anymore.  The Christmas 
Tree was a bad spirit.  She wouldn’t 
come in for Christmas or let the boys 
[Ray & Richard] come in even.  So that 
really killed it for [them].  I can’t re-
member how old the boys  were - they 
were small.   When they got older they 
would come in for Christmas.  Blanche 
did not come in that often.”

Someone mentioned that the tree had candles.

“Yea, they did but when I was little 
my mother done away with that be-
cause she was afraid that the tree 
would catch on fire.  So she 
bought electric lights that looked 
like candles and looked like little 
Christmas tree houses,  Santa 
Clauses, and stuff  like that.    

“And one year my Dad decided 
to be a little bit on the conserva-
tive side:  He didn’t want to 
buy a tree to put up, so he 
brought in an old branch from 
the pepper berry tree that was in 
the back yard and put a stand on it and 
decorated it.   By Christmas time, all 
the leaves had fallen off on the floor.  

My mom was really upset about that!  
He was too conservative!”   

What was Christmas like when Andy and 
Debbie were young?    (Ruth answered this one)

“I remember - there were a few 
years there - we were still down on 
Huntington.  Oh goodness,  Debbie was 
about a year and  Andy 2 or 3, some-
thing like that.  Vercill’s  boss had a 
Christmas  Tree farm in Yucaipa and 
there were 2 or 3 years  that we went up 
to Yucaipa and picked out our Christ-
mas Tree and the kids thought that was 
really fun.   And they last so much 
longer because the are fresh you know, 
so that was fun.   So , then decorate it 
and I always had them in pajamas  that 
matched - Christmas pajamas.   So that 
was so fun, with the fireplace....  in the 
night we would decorate the tree  and 
we would have gifts and goodies, fruit 
cakes and cookies, and all the candy 
and all sorts of  things.”

“And then on New Years  back 
then, and after we started 
having an artificial tree, 
Andy would go down the 

alleys and bring home 
a C h r i s t m a s 
t ree because 

what we used to 
do was;  Vercill 

would cut off the 
branches, of 

the real ones 
you know,  
a n d b u r n 

them in the fire-
place.  It was part of our 
New Years celebration.  The 
kids loved that because they 

crackled so nice you know.  You are not 
supposed to do that now days.”

Vercill added:

“I had to fight the kids because they 
wanted to throw too many of those 
things in the fireplace at once.  And 
when they exploded - well smoke would 
come in the room and the fire would 
belch out of  the fireplace . . .”

I sort of remember an tin artificial tree, I 
wonder if  it was yours?:

“Well Delmar used to have one.   We 
got an artificial tree that I put together 
every year.   We got it from ... Newber-
rys where Ruby worked.  We bought it 
from her.  We used that for years!  Just a 
while back we got rid of  the thing.”

as told by Vercill and Ruth

Note:  Vercill talked about a lot of things dur-
ing my conversation with him, but these ones 
transcribed here are the ones that related to the 
Holidays....
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This is more of a compilation of memories , 
basically strewn together -- Ruth

I remember when we were growing up, 
Ray Edward Kirby and I ,  Ruth Kirby 
(Dean), we always had a little journey 
to take with my mom, Margaret Kirby 
and dad, Ray Kirby.   When I 
was younger my mom would 
make lots of holiday cookies. 
Sugar cookies,  Kniperta (our 
favorites, ending up sometimes 
shaped like cones, if you ever 
got some.  They were made 
one at a time). Chocolate lace 
cookies, M&M cookies, corn-
flake cookies. sometimes 
pressed cookies, sometimes 
coconut (died green) and 
shaped like a wreath deco-
rated with cinnamon red hots. 
I could go on! Through the 
years I ended up helping make 
the cookies  and so did Ray, as 
we got older. And the types 
changed through the years  as 
well. 

  Mom would buy presents and get 
them all wrapped to take with us. She 
and dad would put the packages and 
wrapped cookies in the trunk, and Ray 
and I in the back seat,  we would play 
our version of Santa's  helpers.  We 
would take the car and head out to 
visit   the relatives in Southern Califor-
nia.  We had a sedan that was probably 
a Ford of some kind. Dad would take 
out the back seat and put in a mattress 
for us to lay on ( Oh my gosh, no seat 
belts! And we survived!). Then later we 

would take our little blue Ford Falcon. 
Sometimes  My grandmother's  (my 
mother's mother, Beryl Larrabee Buick, 
if  we took her along. We had an Olds-
mobile for awhile: A great big blue 
ocean liner of a car that we inherited 
from a cousin of  my Mother's. 

     At first we would travel along the 
surface streets (as  we call them today) 
because there weren't any freeways 
back then.   I  remember sometimes we 
would go along Wilshire Blvd and stop 
in at the big Carnation Milk building 
with the big red Carnation letters glow-
ing in the night. And a pink carnation 
at the end of the logo that was also 
done in lights. 

We would travel through Downtown 
Los Angeles and then off through the 
east side and eventually end up in San 

Dimas to visit Great Uncle Bob and  
Great Aunt  Lula. I think maybe only 
Jim wasn't living there, but I don't re-
member, for sure. I know Dennis and 
Daryl were there, and pretty sure Bill 
was still there. I could go into lots  of 
memories about them but will wait 

until a future time when I have 
more time and not just trying 
to only write about Christmas 
time.  The one thing I loved 
about Aunt Lula was her 
laugh. She loved to laugh, she 
had such great joy and love.  
What a wonderful woman to 
raise 4 boys! (ok,  ok, so great 
grandma Mollie raised 8 
kids..., well I am sure that was 
work too!). 

I remember Uncle Bob's  eye-
brows they were kinda bushy, 
and he had a great laugh too, 
when you could get him to 
laugh.  Eventually we would 
visit Jim and his family in La 
Verne, now and then. I  re-

member he has two daughters. I will 
think of their names  eventually. I 
mostly remember Jim coming over to 
his mom's  house with the girls.  He had 
a well groomed beard (not long and 
white like Great Grandpa John's)  and 
mustache.  

We would deliver packages  and cookies 
at the different houses along the way.  
We would end up at my dad's sister's 
place, Aunt Jewel.  One outfit that she 
seemed to wear was a dress  with a big 
black belt.   She would wear her hair 

Holiday Memories
BY RUTH [KIRBY] DEAN

Ray Edward, Margaret & Ray, Ruth
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long and pulled back in a hair clip and 
also wear a head band.  I know mom 
would always give her a calendar, 
which she always liked.  She got to 
making a cute joke about it when she 
had it, before opening, she would say 
"MMM, I wonder what this could be?" 
and then we would all laugh because 
we all knew what it was.  I loved her 
laughter too.  I remember she would 
have a calendar hung on her wall,  usu-
ally in the kitchen or on the inside of 
her front door. It was made out of fab-
ric and had the whole year on it. 

We would go to Aunt Helen and Uncle 
Delmar's  in Ontario.  He had a really 
nice old car that he kept all nice and 
shinny clean. I remember Carol and 
watching her put on her make up.   I 
also liked Roberta, when we used to 
call her "Birdie". I liked  her squeaky 
little voice and when we would laugh 
together when she was in high  school. 
Later on, when they had their own 
places we would go visit Cousin Johnny 
Hockaday and Bill when he lived way 
out at a place where he had room for 
his horses. He lived there for along 
time with Suzanne.  Then they had 
kids and eventually moved up north, I 
miss them.   I can say a lot about them, 
as well....but it would take a long time 

It was fun to go to cousin Johnny's 
Ranch, he had (I think he still has 
lots of animals) goats and 
ducks and burrows.  I liked to 
play with Frankie, back when 
she was Googie.  When she 
was 14, she had a black VW 
beetle that she would take me 

out in and she would drive me all 
around thru the tumble weeds and 
bushes in the deserty kind of wilds  on 
her ranch.  That was so much fun. I 
thought it was  so cool that she knew 
how to drive that car. Now I think 
about it, it was cool that my parents let 
me go with her!  We felt so wild and 
free out there in the open dirt. I  re-
member riding the burrows once, I 
think I only did it once because I think 
I fell off and it was near a cactus and I 
didn't want to go much after that. We 
went to their house once or so when 
they moved to Chula Vista; or - no, we 
went there 2 times,  because  we went to 
her all day wedding. That was really 
fun.

Sometimes  we would end up going to 
my dad's other sister (Aunt Evelyn) and 
Uncle Weldon's house.  They had a few 
because he is a minister so they had 
churches in Santa Ana, Hemet . . .   oh 
yes, and I think in Oxnard. I know they 
were in Crescent City, I think that was 
the name of the town they were at up 
near the Oregon, California border. 

I remember great Uncle John and great 
Aunt Ruby moved to Hemet too.  I 
loved hearing stories from Cousin 
Cheryl and Weldon II as well. They 

always had such great adventures. 
And that is another family I could 
go on about for along time with 

memories about our visits  to see 
them.  The main thing I want 
to say here is  how much they 

love Jesus. He is their #1. I re-
member going to both Weldon 

II  and Cheryl's  gradua-

tions  from the school in downtown 
near Angeles Temple.

That is one thing I liked about my 
mom and dad: Any time there was  a 
wedding or a celebration  (wedding  or 
anniversaries) or a family reunion, fam-
ily picnic for the 4th of July at the park, 
or even a funeral, any time we could be 
with family we went. So even though 
we didn't live in Pomona near every 
one else we still got to see our family 
and spend some great times with them. 

And of course when Ray and I were 
little we would go to Great Grandma 
Mollie and Great Grandpa John's 
house.  I remember walking up the 
path to the house and going up to the 
porch. It was a porch like none that I 
had seen before. It was enclosed, 
mostly.  Then the front door was dark 
wood and had a big oval window in it.  
I used to sit on grandpa's lap and I still 
can see his long white beard. I used to 
run my fingers around the wooden 
square on the arm of his  craftsman 
chair he sat in to smoke his pipe.  I 
liked the little match boxes  he had. 
Some had horses  and some had cars. 
He gave me one or two of them, 
(maybe more,  but I  don't recall just 
how many).

         by Ruth [Kirby] Dean

(Daughter of  Ray 
and grand-Daughter of  Blanche)

Continued  -  Holiday Memories
BY RUTH [KIRBY] DEAN
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When I was 5 1/2, I learned that a baby was coming to 
our household.  About that time we moved across the street 
to a bigger house which my parents were buying.  (They had 
been renting the smaller house where I  was born in Keosau-
gua, Iowa.)

We sometimes did our shopping in Fairfield, 20 miles 
away, -shoes & other clothing.   I remember being with dad in 
Woolworths and we met mom at the toy counter where she 
was handed a large box.  I thought no more about it until at 
Christmas  when Santa brought me a life-sized baby doll.  I 
asked mother about that (if they were Santa) and her expla-
nation was that Santa was a little like God:  He was  the spirit 
of  giving and not a real person.

I really enjoyed that doll,  Ann Marie, and a month after 
Christmas  my little brother, James Barker Sheets, was born.  
He had mom’s grandfather’s name! 

We always had two Christmases.  Santa came to our 
house and to Grandma & Grandpa’s house with more pre-
sents where we celebrated Christmas with them.

       Pat [Sheets] Funkhouser

(Daughter of Wanda [Barker] Sheets and great-granddaughter of 
James Cellars Barker - father of Mollie Agnew Loofbourrow:  Making 
Pat a grand niece of  Mollie’s)

 

Keosauqua - Christmas
by Pat [Sheets] Funkhouser     December 4, 2008

Back Row:   Jon & Kim Funkhouser, Margie Kinnaman , Chelsea, Pat & Tom Funkhouser, Ron Snow
Front Row:  3 Children of  Jon & Kim, Sequoia & Dakota Snow, Caitlin (KT) Coutts
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Each week my church’s worship liturgy has a 
time of “sharing the peace”. This follows 
directly after the moments of confession and 
assurance of  forgiveness. 

The minister says, “Peace of Christ be with 
you,” and we respond, “And also with you.” 

“Let  us share the gift of peace,” after which 
we mingle with smiles, hand shakes and greet-
ings, “Peace of  Christ to you!”

In the season of Advent we think of the com-
ing of the Christ, as baby Jesus in a manger 
and as Christ the king in victory over the 
apocalypse. The Christmas season brings 
songs of “Silent Night” and “Angels We Have 
Heard on High.” The holy child sleeps in 
heavenly peace. The angels declare peace on 
earth. The Prince of Peace returns to  bring 
heaven’s everlasting peace. Peace, I believe, is 
the message of  Christmas.

I would like to share the memories of 
Christmas, the gifts of peace given and re-
ceived, the year I turned 21.

The night before Christmas Eve I flew into 
San Jose airport from Hawaii, where I was 
attending a youth missionary training pro-
gram. Earlier that day I had gone to the air-
port without enough money to buy a ticket, 
but I had been sure God wanted me to go 
home for the holiday break. And now here I 
was, but did not know why.

I had spent the summer of 1973 in Europe as 
a missionary with an organization called 
Youth With A Mission. This evangelical or-
ganization sent international teams of young 
people  around the world to witness for 
Christ, help build up local churches and often 
provide humanitarian services to people in 
need.  My roommates, cousin Ron [Ron 
Loofbourrow, son of Dwight] and his best 
friend Billy, had introduced me to the organi-
zation. Billy had been at the Munich Olym-
pics the previous summer; the stories of how 
his team’s music and witness brought God’s 
peace to the people after the terrorist’s attack 
inspired me toward a calling to ministry.

Although I had hoped to be smuggling Bibles 
into communist  East Germany, my summer 

was spent evangelizing on the streets of Paris, 
establishing a coffeehouse ministry in a for-
mer ambassador’s mansion amazingly do-
nated to the Spanish YWAM team, and work-
ing with the Billy Graham crusade in Lon-
don.

This all prepared me to make, what I con-
sider, my first adult decision: that I was not 
going to return to college for my senior year, 
but rather attend the YWAM School of 
Evangelism that next year along with (room-
mate) Billy and other YWAM’ers I had met 
that  summer. I wanted to be a part of this 
movement and what I felt was important 
work and an immediate need.

The classroom training lasted 5 months with 
the YWAM School based in a campground 
on the far side of Oahu island, Hawaii. Min-
isters and spiritual teachers arrived weekly 
from around the world to lead us into a 
deeper practice of Christian life; to live in 
congruence with Biblical principles of prayer, 
exercise an active faith, practice techniques of 
evangelism and develop a deep spiritual love 
for each other and the World we hoped to 
reach. 

It was announced that we would have a 10-12 
day holiday break in class work while our 
directors met for an important international 
leaders’ meeting. I was really looking forward 
to this time, because – although we had been 
there over 2 months – we had not had much 
time for enjoying the beaches and sites of 
Hawaii. I could see myself spending every 
day sunning, swimming and maybe learning 
to surf. 

However, in a time of prayer, a week or so 
before the break, I felt a very strong message, 
“You need to go home for Christmas.” I cer-
tainly did not want to  leave Hawaii nor did I 
understanding as to why I should return to 
California - but apparently God had a reason. 

I was more than a little worried that I would 
not be able to get back, since I had barely 
enough money for a one-way ticket  home. We 
were “Living by Faith” which meant that we 
learned to look to God to guide our activities 
and to provide for our ministry. I had fi-
nanced this year’s schooling by selling my car, 

I had no church’s sponsorship or other ex-
pected means of  support coming in.

A few days later a financial need came up in 
the group, and the leaders felt  is was right to 
take up an offering among the students and 
staff. They instructed us to ask God what 
specifically we should give, since it was just as 
disobedient to give too much as it was to 
withhold. I remember that I had about 40 
dollars in cash and clearly felt  I should put it 
into the plate. 

This was no small sacrifice, to be sure. It 
meant I would have to wash all my clothes by 
hand, no coin for the Laundromat.  I would 
be walking the few miles into town from our 
campground rather than taking the bus. I 
would also not be able to  go places with the 
other students unless I relied on their kindness 
and generosity – another thing I was strug-
gling with. The $80 in my checking account – 
set aside for the expenses of the field experi-
ence part of  the school – is all I had left. 

I also knew that if I put that much into the 
offering it would mean that I would not have 
enough for the plane ticket  home. Why would 
God ask me to fly home, and then require me 
to give away the money which was needed to 
go? I did my best to set  that attitude aside and 
asked the Spirit for confirmation. Believe this 
or not, the scripture reference of Matthew 
6:19-21 popped into my head. When I looked 
it up it said, “Where your treasure is, there 
your heart  is also.” I remember thinking that 
I did not want my heart in my pocketbook, so 
when the plate came around I dropped in the 
whole amount.

I instantly felt an amazing sense of peace, a 
gift of knowing that I had done the right 
thing regardless of the sacrifice. And I real-
ized I had no other option, now, than to  trust 
Him.

When the holiday break arrived it  found me 
broke and a just  a little up tight about what 
was going to happen. Two days before 
Christmas, the VW minivan was loaded with 
the 5 or 6 folks who were flying out. I was 
packed and got on the bus, knowing quite 
well I did not have enough money to buy the 
ticket to get home. God had said go, so  I was 

Christmas Peace - 1973      by David Loofbourrow
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going to go as far as I could even if the jour-
ney ended at the airport. 

As we descended the Koolau pass and drove 
through Honolulu toward the airport, a gal 
about my age named Cindy nervously got my 
attention. She said, “I have been struggling 
with this for days, but God has made it clear 
to me that I should give you the money I had 
left  over from buying my plane ticket. I don’t 
know why but you are supposed to have this 
$40…” She tucked a wad of bills into my 
hand, and giggled at the look on my face. I 
had told no one about being short on my fare. 
I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I whis-
pered the story to her and we started to sing 
and carry on. The others on the bus asked 
what was going on, and she said, “oh, just a 
minor miracle, that’s all…”

But when I got to the TWA airline counter I 
was denied the ticket. I had shoulder length 
sun-bleached hair, was dressed in cutoff jeans 
and my “Jesus One Way” t-shirt, and had a 
big backpack; which I suppose was not too 
unusual for Hawaii in the 70’s but probably 
not likely to build confidence in a $76 out-of-
state check either. She was gone in the back 
room for quite some time. When she returned 
she handed the check back to me and said, 
“I’m sorry, perhaps you can cash it at the 
bank.”

These were days long before ATM machines 
and debit  cards.  To get funds from another 
bank took at least 2 weeks and cost a healthy 
fee from the local bank. There had not been 
time to do that since my decision to fly home.

I took my things over to a waiting area and 
sat down. I was really confused. I was pretty 
sure God has guided me to go home, has 
wanted me to give my cash in the offering, 
and had replaced it in an amazing way – but 
now what? As I pondered this I came to the 
epiphany that if God wants me to  go, it is His 
responsibility at this point. I had been as 
faithful as I was able. 

I felt a wonderful assurance that everything 
was fine, even though it  was awkward and 
uncomfortable. Another gift of peace - know-
ing that God is in control and more than 
capable of  doing whatever He wants.

I decided I would wait until the flight had left 
before I called the YWAM base to  come pick 
me up. But, after about 20 minutes, clear as a 
bell – as if someone sitting next to me has 
spoken out loud – I heard, “Go buy your 
ticket now.”

I smiled and said, “OK Lord, I will feel silly 
but – no problem.” At that point it completely 
did not matter what happened. If God says, 
give away your cash, OK; and go to the air-
port anyway without money, OK – He will 
provide what I need. If God says go back to 
the counter again with an out of state check 
and look like an idiot, OK – not my problem.

When I returned to the TWA ticket desk I 
found it deserted. The previous long line of 
passengers was gone and there was only a 
single ticket agent on duty. The young man 
greeted me warmly and asked where I 
wanted to go. I said, “I need to go standby on 
the plane to San Jose, which was just de-
layed.” 

He smiled and replied, 
“Fine, there are seats 
available.” He began to 
write up the ticket. 

I did not want him to waste his time, so I said, 
“I need to pay partly with cash and partly 
with a check.” I tried to say this with confi-
dence, so as not sound as if there should be a 
question about it.  

“Great,” he said, continuing to write. I made 
out the check and pushed it  over the count 
with my cash.

He took the money, stamped the back of the 
check, and handed me the ticket. There was 
no review or approval to accept the check – I 
don’t think he even looked at it. Yet another 
miracle – this time I was thinking “angel.”

“I confirmed your standby seat, but  you need 
to hurry to the gate; the plane is starting to 
board.” He thanked me and immediately 
disappeared into the back room.

My brother Jim picked me up at the San Jose 
airport. On the ride back to Hollister, he told 
me how Grandma [Edna Loofbourrow, wife 

of Ben] was very sick, in and out of con-
sciousness. I had heard from Mom a couple 
of weeks prior that Grandma had been ad-
mitted to the hospital for tests and care for 
some internal problems, but it was not too 
serious and I should not worry. Now it had 
escalated and she was not expected to return 
home. Maybe this was the reason God 
brought me home for Christmas.

Grandma and I had become close in the 
many months since Grandpa had passed. I 
had served as her care-giver on the weekends 
to relieve Sybil, her live-in nurse. It was a 
wonderful time together.

I would drive in from college each Saturday 
morning. There were usually some chores to 
do, and I cut some roses from the garden for 
Grandma to arrange. The Loofbourrows had, 
for many many years, prepared the alter flow-
ers for the church.

Frequently, I cooked a weekly supply of this 
fig and date pudding she enjoyed. Foster’s 

Freeze ice cream toped with Pepsi was 
another favorite dessert we shared to-
gether after Saturday’s supper.

Afterwards, Mrs. Burlson would come over to 
help out, because I drew the line at giving 
Grandma her bath! Then before bed we 
would play a game of Skip-Across (Scrabble) 
or “Twenty Questions,” an early version of 
Trivial Pursuit. 

Sunday mornings we drove up Sunnyslope 
Road to attend service at her Assembly of 
God church, where I later came to serve as 
youth pastor. For lunch we usually went out to 
eat at the New China Café. Then we would 
settle in for a quite afternoon of Grandma 
napping while I studied, until Sybil returned 
about 5 pm.

I visited Grandma the next day. The hospital 
room was dark and many family members 
were gathered in the hallway, as I recall. 
Grandma had been asleep or unconscious 
most of the day, but had awoken just before I 
went in. 

She was so weak and frail, and could barely 
speak above a whisper. However she knew it 

continued - Christmas Peace - 1973
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was me. She smiled and gripped my fingers as 
I held her hand. The others left the room to 
give some time together. 

As she squeezed my hand I told her how 
wonderful my YWAM school was, how much 
I was learning and that I would be soon going 
somewhere to lead a missionary team. I told 
her how I felt  that God had done many mira-
cles to get me home so she could know how 
her and Grandpa’s prayers, encouragement 
and support had been so important in helping 
me.

My grandparents made their goals for their 
grandkids quite clear to us. They made sure 
that  each one of us heard their testimony and 
the plan of salvation, encouraging us as chil-
dren and youth to accept Christ  into our 
hearts. On sleepover visits we heard their 
nightly prayers for us, asking God to help be 
good boys, to protect us and lead us into His 
service. The wanted all of us to attend and 
finish college, helping us to that end as much 
as they could. They shared their love music 
and the value of education, and hoped that 
one of their grandchildren would go into the 
ministry, if  God called him. 

Jim, being several years older than the rest of 
us, had already served in the Navy during the 
Viet Nam war and was now back in college. 
Norman was headed towards becoming a 
high school teacher at a Christian School and 
Ron’s music talent was clearly leading to his 
degree and career as a musician. And now I 
was the answering the call to ministry. 

From time to time, Grandma questioned if 
she had done enough for the Lord as she 
could not say she had personally helped 
someone accept the Lord. But in that last 
quiet  conversation I believe she saw that her 
role had been one of prayer and faith, en-
couragement and love. I believe Grandma 
came to peace that she had been faithful and 
she had done what she could in God’s plan to 
see her children and grandchildren safely into 
the Kingdom. Her prayers had been an-
swered and her faith rewarded.

After several moments of silence, I raised my 
courage and asked her, “Grandma, is your 
heart ready to meet Jesus?” She nodded yes. 

Then I asked, “Do you want to go Home?” 
She said yes. 

“It’s ok, you can go…” I said. “Do you want 
me to pray?” She knew what I meant.  I saw 
hope in her eyes and anticipation in her face. 
I bowed closer to her ear and we prayed to-
gether. I did not hear what she prayed, but I 
saw her lips moving and it  seemed her body 
relaxed somewhat.

My first pastoral sacrament - we 
prayed, “Receive the Peace of 
Christ.”

Soon after we left her that 
afternoon, she fell into a peace-
ful sleep. Only a few minutes 
before Christmas, her 83rd birthday, 
Grandma Loofbourrow went to be with Jesus. 
I was only a little sad when we got the call 
from the hospital – because I knew that she 
was free of all earthly pains and sorrows; and 
was now surrounded by loved ones, hundreds 
of family and friends who had been touched 
by her smile, kindness, and prayers. 

The extended family gathered over the next 
few days. It was a somber Christmas, to be 
sure, as we prepared for the services and deci-
sions before us. However it was also a peace-
ful time of quiet conversations and reflection. 
Before I returned to the Hawaii the following 
week, I shared my testimony of hope and 
encouragement to every one of my family 
members.

That Christmas God shared His gifts of 
peace with me. I saw how God guides and 
provides, takes and gives back, teaches and 
rewards – and finally wraps us in His Ulti-
mate Gift  and lifts us to eternal Peace in 
Heaven. This was God’s gift to Grandma, 
and Grandma’s gift to us.

And now, Peace be with you…

David Loofbourrow

(grandson of  Ben & Edna, son of  Perry)

continued - Christmas Peace - 1973
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As a young boy, my family (Floyd & 
Wanda Sheets  & my sister Pat) visited my 
grandparent’s  farm in Van Buren 
County, just about 2 miles east of Mt. 
Zion, IA. The following memories are 
from that location which was probably 
one of the last areas to be supplied with 
electricity from the REA (Rural Electrifi-
cation Association).

The smell of wood smoke greeted us as 
we arrived at the farmhouse. We passed 
by the hand pump over the well on the 
way to the door. It was mounted over a 
“cistern” which was an underground 
reservoir provided water from the roof 
via downspouts. In the summer, a tin cup 
would be hanging on the pump for any-
one needing a cool drink. Water for 
drinking in the house was contained in a 
galvanized bucket with a “dipper”.

As you entered the house, the aroma of 
cedar became apparent since the 
Christmas  tree was a small cedar tree 
that had been cut somewhere on the 
farm. Decorations  were not fancy, many 
being handmade such as strings of pop-
corn.  There were no lights. Touching the 
tree was not pleasant since the branches 
had needle like points and were “sticky”. 
Presents were typically modestly 
wrapped with paper other than “store 
bought”. Toys  were usually made of 
wood since WWII had consumed many 
raw materials.

Electricity had not yet arrived in this  
rural area and the associated luxuries 
were not known. Heat was provided by 
burning wood in a free standing stove 
with an exposed pipe that rose up and 
went over to the wall entering a hole in 

the side of a brick chimney. Such a stove 
had nickel plated foot rests  along the 
sides for propping the feet upon. Some-
times, there was  a coffee pot on the top 
to provide a ready source. Since heat was 
a valuable commodity, one way to con-
serve it was to only heat the living areas 
of the home. Therefore, some rooms 
were kept isolated from the living areas 
during cold weather. Light was provided 
by kerosene lanterns (outside) and many 

various  decorative styles of lamps inside. 
At that time, kerosene was  normally 
called “coal oil”. It was stored in a 55 
gal. barrel (lying on its side with a spigot 
at one end) about 40 feet from the back 
door. 

Clothing was  washed by an upright, 
dasher type washing machine with a 
ringer to squeeze out excess  water. Since 
there was no electricity, the washing ma-

chine was powered by a 1 hp. Briggs & 
Stratton engine with a “kick starter”. It 
was mounted under the machine and 
had a flexible metal exhaust hose that 
was run out through a hole in the wall to 
vent the fumes. The washer was  kept in 
an outbuilding behind the house. The 
cream separator (used to process  raw 
milk) was kept in the same room as the 
washer. One of the sources  of income 
was the selling of cream. The separator 

was powered by a large hand crank 
which drove a small, heavy centrifuge 
that provided the ability to do the sepa-
rating. The crank required significant 
force to get it moving and you could tell 
you were powering a “flywheel” such 
that not too much force was required 
once you reached the proper cranking 
speed. 

Memories of  Christmas and 
Life on the Farm - early 1950’s

The Sheet’s Woodland Retreat - on land the family owns in Iowa.
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Time was kept by hand wound clocks 
– typically what was called an eight 
day clock that was wound once a week. 
They would strike on the hour, count-
ing out the hour.  Many also had bells 
that rang on the half hour or possibly 
the quarter hour. 

The daily routine consisted of doing 
“chores” first thing in the morning and 
in the evening. This ranged from feed-
ing the cattle, pigs and horses to milk-
ing the cows. They also needed water 
which could range from pumping it 
out of a well through a pipe to the 
watering trough or carrying water in 
buckets. Cattle and horses needed 
hay/oats and pigs/hogs needed corn 
and/or “slop” made from oats and 
water. The hogs often received skim 
milk which was  the by-product of 
making cream in the separator. Meal-
time for the hogs  was a real “free for 
all”.

The women washed mounds of dishes 
and the cream separator parts (which 
was a real chore).  Water had to be 
heated on a wood stove in the kitchen 
– some kitchen ranges were fueled by 
kerosene and some had a water reser-
voir (hand filled) that would heat the 
water. Most clothing was hand made 
and fashioned on a treadle powered 
sewing machine. The cloth was some-
times obtained from commercial feed 
(cloth) sacks  – possible 50 lb size. 
These sacks  were provided in different 
colors  and patterns such that the 
women could choose which variety 
they desired for the clothing. By this 
time,  bread could be bought, but often 

it was baked from “scratch” for the 
best taste. Pies were made frequently – 
usually from canned fruits stored in 
jars in the basement. Potatoes were a 
staple and were also kept in the base-
ment.  Ice boxes were used to keep 
items cold and there was an “ice man” 
that came around in a truck to deliver 
the ice.

Main rural roads had gravel surfaces 
by this  time, but there were still many 
dirt roads which became mud when it 
rained. Primary roads between towns 
were paved. Four wheel drive vehicles 
were almost unheard of at that time 
and when it became muddy or snowy, 
the two wheel cars/trucks were fitted 
with chains  on the rear wheels  to get 
over the roads.

Wood for heating was cut whenever 
time allowed, but needed to be stored 
for a year to dry it out so it was no 
longer “green”. Usually long trunks or 
branches were hauled up to the house 
on a wagon and later cut up in stove 
size pieces by a “buzz saw”. They were 
tossed into a wood pile for winter use. 
Rubber “overshoes” - rubber boots, 
were popular to keep the feet either 
warm or dry.  Not much snow removal 
was done in those days since blades 
were not common for the farm ma-
chinery. 

This describes many of the memories  I 
have from that era of my life. The 
farm belonged to Arthur D. & Mary 
Barker and is where A. D. was  born.  
His  father, James C. Barker owned it 
from approx. 1880. Today, the farm-

house and all the outbuildings  are gone 
since a new, ranch style home was built 
just south of the old farmhouse in the 
early 1960’s. The present owner is 
Daryl Morris  who built that home. I 
retrieved some of the “lintels” from the 
old farmhouse which were made of 
native limestone and had been in posi-
tion over doors and windows to sup-
port the bricks above. They are now 
with each of our 4 children except for 
one which I still have as a step at a 
storage building located at 2082 Um-
ber Ave. near Lockridge, Iowa.

Jim and Marilyn Sheets, Ames, IA        - 
(Arthur Barker was Jim’s grandfather )

Continued - Memories of  Christmas and 
Life on the Farm - 1950s
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Thank you to all that contributed to this 
collection of stories.   This was the first 
attempt at recording these important 
memories and hopefully not the last.    
If you enjoyed these stories, then you 
know that they have value and our fu-
ture generations will probably enjoy 
them even more, because the stories are 
a very nice way to look back and con-
nect with family traditions and history.

If you want to contribute a story,  or 
even write an additional story, please do 
so!!  Get past the shyness and other 
confidence hurtles that block you from 
sharing your memories.   Just write your 
thoughts down and send them in.  If 
you want help, just ask.  The stories  and 
memories are too important not to be 
shared.

As you noticed in this collection, some 
of the stories were the result of just talk-

ing to others:  Asking questions and 
recording the answers.    The written 
part of the story came from then listen-
ing to the recording and transcribing it.

To submit a story,  please send it to Ron 
Snow.   Preferably in an email or word 
processing document, but hand written 
pieces are fine too (they just take a bit 
extra work). Some of you have also in-
cluded photos which is really great! (see 
note below).

RonSnow@GeoRecover.org

199 Stanford Ave
Menlo Park, CA  94025

650-949-6658

As new stories come in, they will be 
added to this  collection.  Hopefully, I 
will have a future editions for coming 
years!  The more the merrier!

Right now the collection is on the web 
at the following address:

www.GeoRecover.org/familyMemories.pdf

The above web address might change in 
the future, but you can start there and if 
you don’t find it, send Ron an email.  

If you want to print in high quality, 
then please download the high quality 
version - its  about 65MB, but the pic-
tures will come out crisp and clear!  
Here is the web address:

www.GeoRecover.org/printMemories.pdf

Keep the Collection Growing!
A COLLECTION OF HOLIDAY MEMORIES

Yes, this time its Sequoia visiting Santa (this Santa sounded a lot like Ron! - see page 3)  
Lap provided by Santa’s helper Chelsea

Family Holiday Photos:
If you have some old family 
photos from holidays  past, 
please help grow our collec-
tion.   If you can scan them 
in, great.  If not, talk to Ron 
about how to get them 
added to our collection.

For most photos, scan at 
600dpi.  It gives  good detail 
for printing and enough 
‘dots’ for us  to fix up, cor-
rect, repair and crop the 
photos.
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