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A MEMOIR OF THE ELROD FAMILY

Beginnings
Several of my siblings and others have
suggested that I write some of my
memories of my early life and espe-
cially where it  concerned my mother
and father. Please remember that I am
not a writer and some of what I write
may not be of interest to the reader.

I shall begin with some of my earli-
est memories when we; Daddy,
Mother, Harvey, and I  lived on a farm
called the Summeralter Place. It was
definitely in a German community near
Lamont, Kansas. I remember the house
was yellow, had a washhouse in the
back of it and an  orchard to the east of
the house with a driveway separating
them. The driveway led back to a barn
where Daddy kept his horses. He
always seemed to have a deep love for
his horses and took good care of them.

Another characteristic of Daddy
was that he loved and always, if possi-
ble, was growing watermelons. At
Summeralter Place he had a melon
patch some distance west of the house.
I think there may have been a little
spring there as there was a cottonwood
tree and an old buggy, not that that had
anything to do with the watermelon
patch, but I always thought it was fun
to play on when we went with Daddy
to the melon patch.

While living at Summeralter Place,
Mother may have rented rooms to
some men, but I know she at least fed
them. It was the beginning of the oil
industry in that community and they
were there for that reason. They were
probably oil well drillers. I must have
been about three or four years old, but
I can remember them teasing me and I
would perform for them in ways that a

little child of that age sometimes will
do. Funny, I remember trying to be
cute and acting up. But of course, I
was cute.    

Glen was born while we live here.
Velma was also born while we live
here, but we, Harvey, Glen and I were
sent to Grandma Sauder’s so Aunt
Lorene and Aunt Emma could take
care of us while Mother was giving
birth to Velma. Neither had any luck
getting Glen to bed, so they thought
maybe his big brother, Harvey, would.
But my memory is of Glen hanging
onto a post at the top of the stairs for
dear life and crying his heart out while
Harvey was doing his best to get him
to let go. I don’t remember the out-
come, but all survived.

Leaving the Farm
Vivid in my mind is the picture of
Daddy doubled over with pain as he
lay on the kitchen floor with appendici-
tis. I don’t remember how or where he
went to the hospital, but the doctors
told him he could no longer do heavy
farm work. Evidently, there was a sale
of the farm and we move to
Burlington, Kansas where Daddy
worked for a time for Uncle Ralph
(Mother’s oldest brother) in a pop fac-
tory. I don’t remember very much
about living there except that Harvey
went to the first grade and Mother let

me walk to meet him
on his way home
from school. Also, I remember there
was a large vacant lot across the street
and one day the circus with lots of ani-
mals, etc. set up on the lot. I can just
see all our little faces pressed against
the window looking in amazement at
all of it. If I remember correctly, we
were having a bout with whooping
cough so there was no taking part in
the activities.

We must have made several moves
rather close together. From Burlington,
we move to a little community that was
call St. Louis, Kansas. It was about
halfway between Gridley, Kansas and
Lament, Kansas. It consisted of a
garage and small grocery store with
gas pumps in front. There was also a
Methodist Church. Uncle Oliver
(Mother’s brother) had the store and
Chris (Mother’s brother-in-law) had the
garage. For a short time we lived in a
farmhouse while Daddy started work-
ing in the oil fields. The only thing I
remember about this place was that one
night when Daddy was gone, we heard
this awful noise. The noise sounded
like the house was falling in. Mother
knew what it was. Some guys had put
a string with resin on it under the
boards on the house and when they
pulled on it, it sounded terrible. Mother
put on a hat of Daddy’s, stuck her head
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out the window, lowered her voice and
shouted. I’m not sure what she said,
but it took care of the problem.

Next, we moved to a house provid-
ed by the oil company. This was a bit
south of St. Louis, Kansas. The house
consisted of one big room with some
kind of partition at one end for the bed-
rooms. Aunt Mae (Daddy’s sister) and
Uncle Albert Vannocker lived in a
house next to us. This must have been
when I got my dislike for chickens and
the henhouse because I remember a big
rooster attacking me one day.

Life in the Oilfield
I believe it was at this time that Daddy
started to do some drinking. I know
Daddy chewed tobacco some especial-
ly when he was playing ball. I never
saw him with a cigarette, but he did
smoke a cigar once in awhile.

Our next move was to another oil
lease house north of Uncle George’s.
There was only one other house here.
Since we were up on a hill and every-
thing around was pretty open, we were
in tornado country. I can remember
times when Daddy got us out of bed to
go to the neighbor’s cellar.
Most of the time it had some
water in it and we had to
stand on some boards and
wait while Daddy watched the
clouds until it was safe for us
to go back home. While we
lived here, Daddy bought his
first new Model A Ford. It
was green with a black top
and one of the first in the
community. The Sunday after he got it,
relative and friends came over to see
the new car and it seems like ten of us
crowded in for a ride. Some ride! I
started school while we live here.

Moving Again
Next, we moved to a house near 106
District school. It was a nice two-room
school and I went to school here until I
was in the 5th or 6th grade. We had a
little nicer house here with two bed-
rooms, a living room, dinning room,
and a kitchen. There were three houses
on our side of the road. We lived in the
middle one, with a family with two
girls on one side and a family with a

boy and a girl on the other  side. This
family was the Whiteheads and we
enjoyed playing with them more than
the girls. We live closer to St. Louis,
Kansas here and the little church on the
comer. I can remember walking to
Sunday School some and going to
VBS, but we were not regular in atten-
dance. Helen was born here.

Up until this time I don’t remember
Daddy drinking. If he did it was hid
from us kids. But now Daddy had
started to play ball with a group put
together called the St. Louis Players.
Daddy played shortstop or pitcher.
They went all over the country (mostly
on Sunday afternoons) and they had
some exciting rousing games. Daddy
was a good pitcher and put a lot into
the game. Even some of the kids got in
fights when things were not going as
they pleased. Aunt Mae’s kids, Ione
and Leonard, were husky bullies and it
wasn’t hard for them to start a fight.
After the games, many times Uncle
Chris and Aunt Elsie Strahm, Virgil
and Virginia would come over and the
adults would play Rook. This must
have been a time of prohibition,

because Daddy often had a
ten-gallon jar of beer brewing
behind the kitchen stove.
When it got just right, Mother
would bottle it. Maybe she
did this before it got too
strong or to please Daddy. I
think the first time I realized
something was wrong was
when I woke up one night
and Daddy was hitting the

wall saying there was a man there and
he had to get rid of him. Mother was
trying to stop him. Another time, he
took a gun and went outside around the
house to kill himself, but Mother was
able to get the gun away from him.
One rainy day when the men couldn’t
work on the lease, they got to drinking
and got involve in a "craps" (gambling)
game and Harvey decided to go up
where his Daddy was and found out
what was going on. Daddy told Harvey

that he must not tell his mother. But
when Mother questioned him, Harvey
told her the truth. This brought on a
confrontation between Mother, Daddy
and Harvey. Harvey was heartbroken
and I can remember him sobbing so
hard. Drinking was getting a strong
hold on Daddy, but as far as I know, he
was never mean or abusive. When He
wasn’t drinking, he was loving and caring.

In spite of Daddy drinking, I have
many happy memories of our time
here. Times of us kids playing together,
skating on a pond in the winter, the
time school was closed for two weeks
because the snow was so deep that it
even covered the fence posts and the
roads were closed, and going to
Gridley on a Saturday afternoon to
watch a movie of Tarzan. I remember
the folks and Whiteheads going to St.
Louis, Missouri to watch the World
Series and we kids just knew we could
hear Daddy yelling over the radio. We
had an old maid staying with us while
they were gone and she was an awful
cook. We were happy to have our folks
back home. Spoiled kids!

One Sunday afternoon Daddy was
playing ball in Emporia and Grandma
and Grandpa Elrod were visiting us.
When we started to go to the game
(Daddy had already gone with the
team) a big black cloud came up and
the wind was blowing ferociously. We
hadn’t gone far when Mother decided
to go back home. By the time we got
home the wind was terrible. We all got
in the house by the back door. Grandpa
stayed to close the garage door, but
when he tried to get in the house
through the back, the wind literally
picked him up and carried him around
to the front of the house. He was a lit-
tle man. Somehow he was able to
break from the wind and get in the
front door. I remember seeing one of
the big oil tanks rolling by the house.
There was quite a bit of damage done
to the neighborhood, but we were safe.

On the Move
When I was in the 5th or 6th grade, we
moved to an oil lease northeast of
Eureka, Kansas. We were the only fam-
ily living on the lease. It was a pump
station and Daddy had to keep the sta-
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tion running. I had my first experience
of a one-room schoolhouse and I hated
it. The kids were rough and bullying.

Daddy was still drinking. Coming
home from a  ballgame late in the
evening with Daddy drunk and  driving
was a scary experience. One time,
Mother was begging Daddy to let her
drive, but he was insisting that  he was
all right. I was scared to death sitting
in the back  seat when we came to a
sharp comer and Daddy almost  didn’t
make it. At the comer on the other side
of a  fence was a huge cattle water
tank. I just knew we were going to
land in it, but God’s guardian angels
must have been watching for somehow
we managed to miss it.

One night I awakened and hap-
pened to look out the window and saw
Mother walking back and forth in the
yard, praying. Daddy hadn’t come
home yet and she was worried. I often
marvel at Mother’s patience and perse-
verance. Betty was born when we lived
here.

It was at this time in our lives that
the Church of the Nazarene contacted
us. The Eureka Church was having an
outreach program at a place called
Utopia. There is nothing there except a
church and a couple of houses. They
pitched a tent, called an evangelist and
his wife, and started making calls in
the community. When they found the
Elrod family with six children, I’m
sure they must have started praying for
us. We did go to the services several
times. I think that is the only revival
tent meeting I have ever been in. They
tried to get the folks to the altar during
the meeting. It seems like they did go
one night, I’m not sure. Mother didn’t
want to get involved with a church
unless Daddy did. She said she had
seen that in her mother and father, as
Grandpa would never go to church
with Grandma. They did not establish a
church at Utopia, but the Nazarenes in
Eureka were persistent. They kept call-
ing and praying until Daddy got very
much under conviction. One evening, I
heard my Daddy crying out to God
from the corncrib for forgiveness and
mercy from Him. This was the begin-
ning of his decision to do what was
right. The devil put up quite a fight and

drink had quite a hold on Daddy.
Daddy resisted drinking for maybe
three years, when the temptation again
became so strong that Daddy yielded
and drank again. But he had gotten a
hold of some poisoned liquor and it
nearly killed him. Harvey and I were
away at school then, but much later
Mother told me about it. I believe that
was the last drink Daddy ever had.

There was an elderly couple that
attended the church and they talked to
the folks about moving to  their farm
and taking care of it. Their name was
Altman. The farm was near a railroad
station that  they called Tonavay, off of
Highway 54. Someone must have had
a dream of starting a city there, but I
don’t think any of the trains stopped
there. There was a nice school with all
grades and a high school. The Altman’s
house was really two houses put
together with a hallway connecting
them. The Altman’s lived in the smaller
one and we lived
in the other house.
The Altman’s were
a funny old couple
and we especially
laughed at them
when he drove the
car. She would say,
"Fix your car,
Samuel" when he
needed to change
gears. Times were
still hard but there
were lots of memo-
ries at that  time.
Ruth was born
while we lived
here.

When I was a freshman and Harvey
was a sophomore in high school, it was
decided that we would go to Bresee
College which was really a high school
in Hutchinson, Kansas established by
the Nazarene Church. They were work-
ing towards making it a college too. In
fact, I believe they had the first year
started. There was no money for us to
go to a private school, but we were

both working. Harvey and I were
always very close. He was my big
brother and I was his little sister. He
never neglected looking after me. So
the two eldest children left home to go
to school. Harvey often went with
some of the student preachers to hold
services and he became known as the
preacher boy. While in his last year of
high school he got a mastoid infection
and became quite ill. Daddy hitch-
hiked to Hutchinson and when he
found Harvey so sick, he called a
friend in Eureka to come get them.
Harvey died a few days after that. That
left us all with broken hearts. But I
went back to school and finished that
year and the next.

By this time, the folks had moved
again. The house was north of Eureka
and wasn’t much. The living area was
built into a hill, but the bedrooms were
up on top of the hill. When we moved
there, one of the rock walls on the

downstairs was
nearly falling
down. Mother
worked getting it
all back together. I
had awakened
some morning to
find snow had
drifted in the win-
dows and was on
our beds. We
always put our
nightclothes on
downstairs and
took a hot rock and

dashed up to bed.
Rachel was born in

this house.
Daddy was leasing some land to

grow crops from a neighbor. When the
neighbor decided he would no longer
lease the land out, we needed to move
again. So we moved to a farm just
south of where the oil lease was. By
this time, I was out of school and
working in Eureka. Some of these
years had been hard times, but we
never went hungry.

New Beginnings
Many of you have heard of how it was
that Daddy got into the ministry. I’ve
heard him tell of when he was a boy an
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evangelist came to their community
and held a meeting in the schoolhouse.
It seemed at this time, that God was
talking to Daddy about preaching the
gospel. I don’t think he made any kind
of commitment to God and tried to for-
get the calling. Makes me wonder what
would have been different in our lives
if he had obeyed God then. But, God is
faithful.

After Daddy got saved, God must
have reminded him of his call. But by
this time, Harvey had obeyed God and
was already being active in preaching
and studying the Word. So Daddy told
the Lord that he would support Harvey
and do everything he could to help him
get his education. After Harvey’s death,
God again reminded Daddy that he
wanted him in His ministry. I can
imagine the turmoil that Daddy had.
He was an uneducated forty-year-old
(or so) man with a family of seven
children and times were hard. Daddy
must have talked at some time to the
pastor about his call but by this time
the pastor had moved on to
Springfield, Missouri. I believe Daddy
got a letter from him telling him to
come to Springfield and he would help
him with the course of study and send
him to some places down in the hills of
Missouri and Arkansas to practice
preaching. So the decision was made to
do that.

Selling Out
Daddy took a hay wagon, which is a
flat bed wagon, and had wheels and
rubber tires put on it. Then he built
sides to it and this was to be our mov-
ing van. What we could get into this
was all we would take. Then we had a
farm sale. Everything was sold except
one pony that Daddy had given to
Glen. It was left in Kansas someplace.
I often think about us - what we must
have looked like - the McCoy’s with a
wagonload of stuff and a car full of
kids. On our journey to Springfield, we
stopped under a shade tree in Jasper,
Missouri and ate our lunches that
Mother had prepared. No cafe or
restaurant food for us.

We rented a house in the country
outside of Springfield and began to
adjust to life in Missouri. I found a job

working in the large home of Dr. Doubler. They had
three kids and I worked hard for them. Daddy and Velma
went to work picking apples until Velma got a good case
of poison ivy. Daddy and Glen picked up jobs wherever
they could. Daddy did go to places to preach in some
small communities. Sometimes Velma and I would go
with him to help in the services. I remember one place
where Velma and I slept in a lean-to, which
had a mattress of cornhusks. On Sundays,
they did not believe in working or cooking,
so we had cold baking powder biscuits and
cold fried chicken. Didn’t hurt us any, but
we were glad to get home. Mother always
had a good Sunday dinner.

By Christmas time that year, we were all
so homesick for Kansas that we decided we
would skip Christmas presents and go back
to Uncle Ray’s and Aunt Delia’s. We hooked our van
back up and took out for Kansas. Aunt Delia had a piano
that she said we could have for $5.00. I had saved
enough money to buy it. I had quit my job at the doctor’s
home. I’ll never forget that as when they paid me my last
amount, she figured my earnings down to the penny,
$4.16. Anyway, back to our Christmas trip. Coming
back, we had the piano and the horse (Glen’s pony we
had left) with a petition between them. The saying, “Poor
people have poor ways,” proved quite true. I don’t know
what happened to the horse. Maybe Glen would know.
Oh yes, I forgot to tell that since Rachel was just a little
girl, somehow Mother was able to get a little doll for her
for Christmas, but the rest of us went without anything.

I can’t remember how long
we lived at this place. I got a job
in Springfield working in the
home of a couple with a little
girl. The lady was expecting a
baby and I stayed until after the
baby’s birth. Then I went to
work at the Blairs. They had just
built a house across the street
from us. He was a football coach
at Springfield Teachers College.
I was with them for some time
and they helped me to go back to
school, even paying all my
expenses and often times using her car to get to classes.

Then Mother and Daddy had a call to pastor the
church in Halltown, Missouri. I remember there was
some discussion as to whether Halltown could support a
pastor with this size of a family and Carol (Cal’s aunt)
was on the board and commented that’s what the church
needed. And it turned out to be true because with
teenagers in the parsonage and with pastoral calls, the
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church began to grow until there was nice size congregation.
Daddy did do lots of outside work. He went all over that
country picking up old cars to be sold as junk as this was a
time of war and all metal was needed. In the wintertime, he
killed rabbits and took them into Springfield to be sold. I’m
not sure what they did with them but they brought a pretty
good price. Daddy got hold of one Model T car that even ran
with a little work on it. We had lots of fun with it when we
could get gas for it. One Sunday, afternoon, I was studying at
the library in Springfield and a group of the young people
from the church decided to come up in the Model T and get
me. Coming back it would run awhile and then we would
have to all get out and push it to get it to start again. At some
point, we had a busload of people behind us. Before the bus
driver decided he had to go on, they stayed behind us, laugh-
ing and encouraging us as we rode for a while then hopped
out and pushed awhile. We had that Model T until Bu-ford
thought he could drive it and mashed it into a filling station.
Daddy was probably glad, now he could sell it as junk.

I’m not certain how long we lived in Halltown, Howard
Ray was born there and was a delight to this family of main-
ly girls. Mother, had for a long time, wanted to go back to
Tremont, Illinois to visit some of Grandma Sauder’s folks, so
we took the only vacation that I can remember taking. We
went to Kankakee, where Daddy claimed he went through
college (in the main building’s front door and out the back of
Olivet Nazarene University). Then we went on to Chicago
where we waded in Lake Michigan and went to a museum.
This was all big stuff and exciting for us. Then we went to
Tremont and spent a couple of days visiting. On the way
home we stopped and went through Meramec Caverns.

Back home, one Sunday afternoon, we stood in our yard
and watched as the school burned down. Students finished
the year in the church building. That was the end of the high
school in Halltown.

Other happenings that made a change in the life at the
parsonage included Glen joining the Navy and going off to
service, Velma going to Bethany to school for a year and
later she went to California for a time. I began dating Cal
and had finished enough schooling to get a certificate to
teach. I had a small room built onto the parsonage and I
lived at home for two years. Daddy was working hard to
complete the course of study for his ministerial license and
keeping the family in necessities when the call came to take
the church at Lamar. So this meant another move.

I’m not going to go into the events that occurred here
except to mention that on the morning of the 7th of
September1945, Daddy was ordained and on that evening he
married Cal and me in the parsonage. If someone wants to
pick up the events after this, they are welcome to do so.
There are other memories, but I could not write all of them.

I have been blessed as I tried to write and have been
reminded of the grace of God and His love and care for us.
He has worked in our lives to bring these things to
pass. God was faithful.

Mother
While a lot of this has been about Daddy, Mother had such a
vital part in all of it. She bore ten children, all at home, saw
two of them put in the grave, (Harvey and a stillborn infant
daughter, Vera Laverne 3-23-1922), moved many, many
times; yet she was full of fun and humor and did her best to
give all of us much happiness even when we were very
poor. We had no electricity in the home until we moved to
Halltown and no indoor plumbing until the folks moved to
Lamar. Water had to be pumped from the well and carried to
the house. The well was often used to keep the milk, cream
and butter fresh. They were let down the well in a sealed
bucket by a rope. Baths were taken in the laundry tubs on
Saturday night, which meant lots of hot
water.

Mother was a great cook and she
baked wonderful bread. It was great to
come home from school just as she was
taking it out of the oven. She would
slice us a piece, spread it with fresh but-
ter and sprinkle sugar on it. Wonderful!
Maybe that’s where I got my fat cells.
No one could make noodles like Mother. Cal always said he
married me because he thought I could make noodles like
her. Did he ever get fooled?

Mother had a deep love for her husband and helped and
encouraged him in his ministry. Often women in the congre-
gation would talk to Mother about their problems instead of
talking to Daddy. She could teach a Sunday School class,
fill in at the pulpit, cook dinner for the District
Superintendent and if her daughters needed a dress, we
would look in a catalog and find what we wanted, she
would cut out a pattern and sew a dress together. Many
times I would hear that pedal sewing machine going late at
night, till Daddy called, "Sophia, come to bed."

She was so patient and faithful. She put me under con-
viction as a teenager when she approached me about giving
my heart to God. Thank you, God for her. I praise Him for
His faithfulness and persistence in dealing with Daddy.
Grace, grace, God’s grace. What a difference this has made
in our lives and it’s going on for generations.

May we always remain faithful!
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