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Chapter 1 

My brother Claude was born.  

 

My mother, Carrie Eolivia Lorentz and my father, 
Lonzy Everett Clancy were married October 5, 1902 
and 10 months later my brother Claude was born. 
Claude enjoyed his turn at nature’s food supply until 
he was 18 months old when he had to move aside for 
me. Of course I became queen of the roost and 
enjoyed every minute of it! 
 
Chapter 2 

Infant – up to four or five months  

I was proud to be raining supreme in my small 
universe. I was growing out of those long white 
swaddling baby clothes and the starched eyelet 
ruffles were scratchy when I kicked my feet. My 
parents thought I was so sweet and dainty in my first 
pastel colored dresses, short so I could sit up better. I 
could kick better to; my kicking and exercise of my 
voice box was to be started soon to let them know 
how displeased I was because I had to give up my 
place at nature’s food supply. When I was about four 

months old, my mother and I both became sick when another baby was conceived. I didn’t 
starve as the baby Jersey calf shared her milk with me and my mother chewed food and fed it to 
me. Oh yes that was common practice in those days. Special baby foods and formula wasn’t 
available. The old Jersey cow did the best she could for me. Her milk was great for a baby 
Jersey but was too rich for me and the table foods that were chewed by adults and put in my 
mouth didn’t please me either. I spit and sputtered, screamed and kicked and threw myself 
backwards to try and get away from the table and back to my usual food supply, but that time 
was over. By listening carefully, I found there was another baby coming to take my place at 
nature’s food supply for babies. My mother still loved me but I had to learn to share her time as 
she was a very busy woman. 
 
Chapter 3 

Flora – One month and four days after my first birthday 

One month and four days after my first birthday past my one and only sister, Flora, arrived and 
joined my brother Claude and I. I could walk around now and my sister could wear those long 
clothes that were called infant dresses. I was now dressed in dainty little colored aprons for 
everyday wear and pretty ruffled ones with bonnets to match for church and visits.  

I was busy playing and seeing what was around too high for me to see. By this time, I was 
seeing with my eyes and fingers too. We loved our new sister but we didn’t know much about 
how delicately a baby should be handled. My mother thought she put Flora back on the bed so 
we couldn’t reach her. We managed to reach her long dress, pulled her off in the floor, and sat 

Lonzy, Carrie, and Claude Clancy 
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on her but she wasn’t injured and could still cry. My mother decided she couldn’t trust us out of 
her sight. 
 
I loved to stand by my mother when she was churning to make butter. If and when a bit of butter 
got onto the lid of the churn, as the paddles of the dasher went up and down in her hand, my 
fingers grabbed that bit of butter and went into my mouth. I liked that fresh butter and stood by 
until it was ready for the table. It was molded into a round glass mold with a Jersey cow or a 
bundle of wheat imprinted on the top. I got to lick the paddles she used to pack it into the mold. 
Licking the butter paddle and licking the spoon when a cake was being mixed were very special 
times. My brother and I shared the crock or mixing bowl by raking our fingers in and then licking 
them. Somehow we got it all over our faces, clothes, and some on the newspaper we sat on 
sparing the old wood floor that had been scrubbed clean with lye water. 
 
When Flora was 15 months old she was getting into things too and she joined Claude and me at 
play. What the two of us didn’t think of to do; a third-party joining us just added to the fun. 
However, we were supposed to watch Flora when our mother couldn’t. Another baby was 
expected but we didn’t know what was concealed under that “Mother Hubbard”. 
 
When it was bad weather, we had to stay in the house when mother went out to do chores. She 
laid down a few rules for us – don’t try to fix the fire or bother the stove in anyway – don’t climb 
on the table – don’t stack the chairs or climb – don’t swing on the doors – don’t bother the churn 
and maybe a few other things that I don’t recall. When she was out of sight in the cow lot, the 
fun began. We hung the old rope bottom chairs on the door knobs and with one of us swinging 
the door back-and-forth took a train ride. We used the chairs to climb onto the long table. The 
churn only had milk in it, no butter yet. My brother said it was his job to look after the stove 
because he was the biggest. We put one at the window as a lookout to see when she was 
coming. When we saw her coming, we made an attempt to get things back in order. Sometimes 
we got a spanking but never could figure out how she knew we did the things we were told not 
to do. However, kids at that age are not smart enough to not leave signs like foot and handprints 
on the table and chairs. I couldn’t see why my mother was always bathing the kitchen chairs 
after she bathed the kids and she scrubbed the old wooden kitchen floors with her wash water 
suds and it was clean enough to use. Claude, Flora and I played church. To play church we 
used Papas ladder for seats and magazines for some books. 
 
Some special times, like company coming on Saturday, Mama made a cake and we got to 
scrape the mixing crock. We spread out newspapers to set the crock on, and three spoons in it, 
we sat dollen all at the same time.  She left enough batter to keep us busy while she beat the 
egg whites to make “calf slobbers” that she covered the cake with and then covered the whole 
cake with coconut. This was my favorite cake. We got to clean the big platter too. By the time 
we finished the bowl cleaning, our faces and clothes were ready for the wash. My mother got us 
dressed and our hair washed and combed in curls. We loved to have her curl it around her 
finger and have us look in the looking glass to see what we looked like. We always said we 
looked like “candy”. I think we had heard people say that my curls looked like taffy candy being 
pulled. Flora had red hair but she said the same thing I said. 
 
When it was summertime we mixed up mud pies in the chicken trough and cooked them on 
whatever we could find for a table. The eating was only pretend. There were a few don’ts 
outside too, like – don’t open the well to look in – don’t ride the calves or chase the pigs or 
chickens. We learned why we shouldn’t ride the calves when one got hurt by being bucked off. 
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Chapter 4  

Marshall – six days after my third birthday 
 
I was three years old when a baby brother, Marshall, appeared on the scene and my sister Flora 
had to join my brother Claude and me. When I was four my father began taking the three of us 
to the cotton patch to help him pick cotton. I couldn’t figure out why my father needed three kids 
to help him pick cotton but he began taking us to the field both morning and afternoon. My 
brother and I had a cotton sack. His was a gunnysack and mine was a flour sack and my sister 
had a half gallon bucket. We picked a little, maybe a pound or two. Sometimes we got a penny 
or maybe a nickel if we got more than usual, we saved for our father to take to town for a gum or 
“wax”, as we called it, or candy. Years later, I figured out that was when Mother did her baby 
sewing.  We were more trouble than help to him. 
 
Chapter 5 

Earl – one month and six days after my fifth birthday 
 
We didn’t have much company at our house in the country, so we ran and hid when strangers 
came. Under the bed was our favorite hiding place. We hid under the cook table when our 
Grandma Lorentz came from Texas to see us. We liked her a lot when we got over our fright. 
We were not afraid of Aunt Kate who came to help out sometimes. We were sent down the road 
to Aunt Betty’s and Uncle Eddie’s to sleep because the doctor was expected. When we were 
taken home there was a brand new baby in the bed with our mother. A brother had arrived in 
the middle of the night. He was cute and redheaded. We had decided babies were found like 
baby pigs and cows, out in the weeds. We beat the weeds from time to time to find a colt or a 
calf but there was nothing to be found except for frogs and lizards. We couldn’t figure out where 

the new baby clothes came from. I suppose my mother 
did her sewing after we were in bed. I don’t think she 
found any time to so while we were up and around 
exploring things. I found some pretty material scraps and 
thought we were getting new dresses, but my mother 
said no. No explanation was given but I noticed a baby 
dress just like that scrap of material I had found. That 
baby dress was on my little brother Earl, who appeared 
as if by magic, just about one month after my fifth 
birthday. We thought it was like Christmas only with no 
toys. I did notice that my mother didn’t have much lap for 
me. When I asked to wear her gold ring (her wedding 
band), she tied it on a handkerchief and let me wear it. I 
asked to have a gold ring of my own. She said I could 
have hers when I was big enough. When I asked what 
she would do for a ring, she said she would be too old 
for a ring by then. I was five years old now and could 
help Mama by rocking the baby in the cradle 
(homemade of course). 

 Lonzy Clancy 
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Earl was a good little baby but our mother was sick and he had a bottle or my aunt Betty nursed 
him. Aunt Betty had an older baby and more milk than her baby needed. I heard Mama cry one 
time when she was sick. Papa called her “honey” as he came from the kitchen to help her. She 
said her head hurt so badly she couldn’t stand the noise of the kids wrangling over something. 
He chased them to the yard, all but me. I was rocking the baby and she wanted me to stay in. 
When all was calm again, she told me,  “you are the best child I have“ and that made me so 
proud that I was helping her instead of being in on the noise the others were making. I was 
impressed enough to remember the event clearly. 
 
I can remember our mother coming to the table for breakfast one morning after Earl was born. 
She looked so tall and slender to me with her hair done in a bun on top of her head. She sat at 
the end of the table facing the window in the orchard beyond. She remarked about the beauty of 
the fruit trees in full blossom. She loved flowers and her mother loved flowers. I was only five 
years old but I loved beautiful flowers then and forever afterward. I think I inherited my love for 
flowers. She took time to have flowers even with all the work she did in the house and with the 
children, chickens to tend and cows to milk. We went into the cow pasture and picked 
wildflowers and Mama would make a pretty bouquet of them. We were not allowed to pick 
flowers or even walk in her flowerbeds in front of the house. She placed rocks around the 
flowerbeds and we knew that meant stay out. Yellow roses were a favorite of hers.  We had lots 
of them around. We lived in sandy land and things grew well when the sand stopped blowing 
and we had enough rain. She watered some of the flowers from the water well after drawing the 
water. We had a pulley that made the water easier to draw. 
 
Mama was so very ill and the house was full of people all the time. Grandma Lorentz, her sisters 
and some of her brothers, came from Texas. Our Grandma and Grandpa Clancy began taking 
us home with them at night. 
 
Chapter 6  

Mama dies. 
 
When Earl was six weeks old my mother died. We 
knew she died and saw her in her casket but didn’t 
know the meaning. We just knew that we wouldn’t 
see her anymore and we went to live with our 
Grandma and Grandpa Clancy. When I was 12 or 13 
years old, Papa gave me Mama’s gold ring and it fit 
me. He told me never to take it off to let others try it 
on or wear it and I didn’t. 
 

  

Carrie Eolivia Lorentz Clancy 
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James K.P. (sitting).  Left to right sons Eddie, Lonzy, J. Newton Clancy 

                   
James K.P. and Helen Clancy at Lonzy and Carrie’s farm  James K.P., Eddie and Lonzy Clancy 
 

Chapter 7 

Grandparents home 
 

Wardrobe: 

• 2 school dresses 
• 1 Sunday dress  
• 1 pair of shoes (baby doll winter slippers for church) 
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• 2 union suits (gray or red flannel – white would show dirt) and two bloomers (brown) over 
them 
 

In the early years that followed, my looks changed – the swan turns into an ugly duckling. My 
taffy curls turn to a mousy brown, then my baby teeth were replaced by big ugly teeth. My fourth 
grade teacher was good to me. From then on I plan to be a teacher so I could help inhibited 
 
In the early years that followed, my looks changed – the swan turns into an ugly duckling. My 
taffy curls turned to a mousy brown, then my baby teeth were replaced by big ugly teeth. My 
fourth grade teacher was good to me. From then on I planned to be a teacher so I could help 
inhibited children. 

My poor grandma was so overworked with five children and one of the five was a sick baby. We 
were lucky to have a Saturday bath and our hair combed and braided daily, or I think it was 
daily. She had a lady to wash on the rub board all day for the $1.00 that my dad paid her. I 
helped her wash by standing on a chair. 

Carlo, our big dog we loved so much, had to go. Our grandparents had two dogs of their own 
and could not keep a third one. We all slept in the same room except for the baby. 
 
Chapter 8 

1918 – Children should be seen and not heard 
 
Salley Upthegrove came to help out when Grandma was sick. Salley thought of us children as 
people who should be allowed to talk. We were all happy to think she was planning to marry our 
father and we would have her with us all the time. We loved her dearly and I thought my life was 
ruined when she gave up on the idea of marriage to Papa. I retired the locust grove to cry my 
heart out at the age 13. 

When I was 13 Grandma died and the girls had to do the cooking and housekeeping also work 
on the farm, raise chickens, etc. 
 
When I was 16, Papa bought a new place and we all moved to the new house. When I was 22, I 
started teaching school. 
 

 
Artie Lena Clancy 
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Chapter 9  

1930–1977 
 
In 1930, when I was 25 years old, I married John 
Warner Fletcher. We went through the Great 
Depression together. In 1932 Ronald was born and in 
1938 Charlotte was born.  In 1947, Sherry was born 
and nine months, two weeks later Warner died. 
Ronald went to work at age 16 and helped to support 
the family. Times were tough but we did OK. In 1951 
Ronald married. 

   
 

 
In 1950 Arthur came into my life and we were married in June 
1951. We were happily married for 26 1/2 years. 
 

 
In 1956 our children (Arthur‘s two boys, and one girl and my two girls) started to 

marry, the oldest girls and then the boys; shortly 
thereafter the grandchildren started to come. Arthur and 
I lived a wonderful and full life together. After he retired 
he worked in the “little house” making his little wooden 
wagons, one for me and one for each of our children. I 
worked in my beautiful garden daily as I love beautiful 
flowers. Roses are my favorite. 
 

 

 
 

November 13, 1977 Arthur died and I am “old” and alone again, not much left for me to look 
forward to. I continued to live in the same house that Arthur and I had lived in together. 

Ronald Warner Fletcher 

Warner, Lena, and Ronald Fletcher 

Arthur and Lena Barbarick with great 
grandsons Sheldon and Ian Fletcher 
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Chapter 10  

1994 to June 29, 1999 
 
Written by my daughter Charlotte 
 
January 17, 1994 the earth shook again and destroyed mother and 
daddy‘s house. It was knocked from his foundation and was no longer 
safe to live in. Much to her dismay, Mom moved in with me and my 
husband, Pat, and Lance (the dog). I know she feels really old now as 
she is no longer able to live by herself. My daughter Carrie and I moved 
20 one of mom‘s rosebushes from the yard before the house was torn 
down. We planted 15 to 16 in my backyard and Carrie took the remainder 

to her house. Only eight of them survived the move. 
Mom is no longer able to get out in the yard and do any work but she can, 
and does, enjoy it. She gets out and walks around the hilly block (about 
1/4 mile) 2 to 3 times a day. If you ask me, she is still a pretty spry “old 
bird”! 
 
 

 

 

Charlotte Fletcher Myers 

Sherry Beth Fletcher Henry 

From left to right: Claude, Flora, Lonzy, Lena, Marshall 
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In June 1994, we went on vacation and Lance and mom went to 
stay at my daughter Carrie‘s. Prior to mom coming to live with us, 
Carrie called Lance’s trips to her house “summer camp”. So, I 
guess you could say Mom and Lance went to “summer camp”. 
During that stay, another vertebra in Mom‘s back collapsed and 
she was in a lot of pain. She was no longer able to get up and 
down by herself. That was when Sylvia Arevalo came into our 
lives.  She became Mom‘s caregiver five days a week. She 
stayed with Mom during the day, cooked her meals and assisted 
her with the use of her walker. Eventually, her back pain got 
better and we were able, with Sylvia‘s assistance, to take her to 
church in the wheelchair. She certainly does not like it this way 
but she knows this is how it has to be. 
 
In May 1996 Mom began having congestive heart failure and now she has a pacemaker in place 
to help her. Sylvia lives in and cares for mom 24 hours a day. She’s become such a good friend 
to Mom, and to us. She truly loves Mom and we could not ask for anymore. 
 
November 1997, it became necessary to place Mom in a nursing facility. Beverly Manor 
Healthcare and Nursing Facility in Burbank, California became her residence. Sylvia remained 
her caregiver during the daytime hours for the next five months. After it became necessary for 
Sylvia to leave her side, Juana Fernandez, Beverly Manor CNA, became Mom‘s primary 
caregiver up until the time of her death.   Juana was always very caring and loving with Mom. 
She is a very vigilant person and always made sure Mom was clean and had everything she 
needed, and more. Living locally, I visited with Mom on a daily basis and Sherry came from 
Illinois every three months, when possible. Mom looks forward to me rolling her hair and 
manicuring her nails on Saturday, in preparation for church on Sunday. The nursing facility 
provided worship services for both Protestant and Catholic faiths. Mom knew this was not the 
true church but went anyway because she was unable to attend services outside of nursing 
facility. 
 
I was told by those that listen to the news that at 6:05 AM June 29, 1999 the earth shook again. 
At 6 AM June 29, 1999 Mom left her earthly life and entered her life here after in heaven with 
our God. We will miss her but are grateful for her strong faith in the Lord and for having raise for 
children in the Lord. Soon we will all meet again. 

Grandkids: (F) Kenny, Joey, Wayne      
(B ) Heidi, Doug, Bob (M) Carrie  

    




