
        
            [image: cover]
        


Held Safe in the Loving Hands of God For a
Lifetime

... As I Walked and Talked with Jesus

Larry Land

Smashwords ebook edition published by Fideli
Publishing Inc.


Copyright © 2012 Larry Land

No part of this eBook may be reproduced or
shared by any electronic or mechanical means, including but not
limited to printing, file sharing, and email, without prior written
permission from Fideli Publishing.

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

ISBN: 978-1-60414-579-3


A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

This book begins with a story of what life
was like before having all the luxuries, we today, take for
granted. The story tells about the hard times and bad times; the
story is about the Black Tuesday, October 29, 1929, when the U.S.
stock market collapsed. This then pulled the United States of
America in the Deep Dark Depression of the 1930s where unemployment
reached 4.5 million to a Disastrous level over 25 percent by 1933,
and over 15 million American worker’s affected;

It will also tell about better times and good
times and happy times in the early 1900’s. As if that weren’t bad
enough, the weather patterns became more violent in the winter and
by the mid 1930’s nature itself turned savage. A huge drought laid
claim to the Great Plains transforming them into a vast dust bowl;
destroying farms and the resulting wind erosion likened to a
desert; burying farm equipment, livestock, houses, barns and out
buildings; windmills buried in sand, water holes blown over and
wells drying up.

It will tell how the author’s parents were
religious oriented, the miracles in life they experienced, their
contact with the Arch Angels, and how they first communed with
their Angels. It will tell a story of how God the Father, Jesus
Christ Son of God, the Holy Ghost, and their Angels brought them
through the darkest days, and the darkest days and hours that
followed. It tells of how Larry’s parents Adam and Viola Land
passed on to their son Larry, his religious beliefs in the Lord
God, the Son of God Jesus Christ, the Holy Ghost, the Arch Angels
and then further contact and communing with the Angels of his life.
The Angels that were there for him on so many occasions when they
were needed; and when God intervened in the last seconds to bring
him back from certain death. A time when the Lord God took Larry by
the hands, and said to Larry; “Rise up my son for you are saved.”
It will tell a true story of Larry had passed on to a heavenly
place, called on God, as he exerted the power within, asking God
for Life. He knew at a time of death only God can bring one back,
the Arch Angels cannot interfere with God’s plan for your soul. He
knew then he had to summon God on his behalf, and he did; Prayer
always bears fruit, you must know where to look for the help you so
desperately seek; as he called out “I Am,” you’re really saying
“God in me is” and so he did, as did Jesus Christ “I AM the
Resurrection and the Life.” “It is the Power to Create in God’s
name … as well as command the Angels. The Golden Light will
immediately envelope you and you are then in God’s hand’s. Then God
will summon the Arch Angels and you will be encompassed in an arch
illumination, of many colors and with that you have experienced the
increased power of your prayer’s.


HOW I REACHED UP AND TOUCHED THE HANDS OF
GOD

and

HELD SAFE IN THE HANDS OF GOD FOR A
LIFETIME... as I walked and talked with Jesus

written by

Larry D. Land

Both books are one in the same; they share
different titles to show the different an unique senses and
emotions felt over the years past and as I wrote the book.


“RISE UP MY SON FOR YOU
ARE SAVED”

This is a story of a man who was taught early
on in life, religion, as a child he attended Sunday school every
week; he learned what he needed to know in order to walk and talk
with his angels. How he personally felt and lived one miracle after
another throughout his life, “NDE” near death experiences, and
“ADE” after death experiences, when his spirit had left his body,
and by God’s will was resurrected to live again. He will tell how
he became an angel for others; healing them and saving them from
certain death; and how he brought them back, after death had
already taken them by saying “I AM” which means you are really
saying “God in me is…” He will tell of the glorious moments he
experienced in facing tough decisions, as he many times felt he was
the actor, and the director of a deadly play; The “AWE“ inspired
experience of surpassing well beyond our Realm of Comprehension or
even explanation. He will tell how and when he was touched and
lifted by the hands of God, how those hands lifted him from certain
death and when and why both his hands, now carry a mark of the
cross.

For he was the seventh born “a son” of the
seventh born “a son” of the seventh born “a son” “777”

For he shall give his angels charge over
thee, to keep thee in all thy ways.

Psalms 91:11

He was taught early on in his life, how to
make room in his life for angels. He learned angels live in the
world of Spirit, the heaven-world, and we live in the world of
matter. Angels naturally gravitate toward their home. So if you
want the angels to feel comfortable with you, you need to make your
— world, your — thoughts, your — feelings, and your—surroundings
more like theirs; they will comfort, enlighten and heal.

Draw near to the angels and they will draw
near to you“

Epistle of James

Always make a time when you can keep yourself
separate and away from distractions. Then imagine an angel in your
mind, and then suddenly, you’ll realize had entered into another
dimension of time and space, where there were thousands of angels
awaiting. You will have many angels nearby, commune with them and
they’ll likewise commune with you. You can also develop a personal
relationship with them; they will always be near to commune words
of Warning, words of Wisdom, while giving Guidance, Courage and
Encouragement in your Beliefs, your Desires, with Excellence, Love,
Imagination and Honesty. As you set your Goals in life, always
handle it with Persistence and Responsibility, then life will be
full of Opportunities for you. God works in wondrous ways “Ask and
ye shall receive.”


WE ALL POSSESS A POWER THAT IS BEYOND OUR
REALM OF COMPREHENSION OR EXPLANATION:

“Read it, you’ll like it. Guaranteed to stir
every emotion within, over and over again; “AWE” inspired with
wondering reverence; Tinged with fear, horror and inspired by the
sublime; You, yourself can experience and surpass what some think
is impossible.”

“Your about to read, the biggest little-book
you will ever read. Tinged with fear and “AWE” in surpassing
reality, and to change the destiny for ourselves, or that of
others; we all posses that power; that is beyond our realm of
comprehension or explanation.”

“Tinged with surpassing Reality, and changing
Destiny something only a few will ever experience. Unleashing of a
Power that will allow you to overcome fear, Surpass Reality and
take Command with Confidence, while becoming a part of your very
own and Extraordinary Miracle.”

“Your own personal power in any life or death
experience. The sudden horror and fear of the unknown will within a
split second of time release the Awesome Power you possess. It will
forever change reality even as you surpass it. Your Destiny, and
the Destiny of other’s will be changed by a Miracle you made
happen.”

“A moment of fear, or horror, a life in peril
can trigger the power within; give you the strength, allow you to
take command, with confidence to do what you never before thought
possible. A power that changes reality, and puts everything you do
in Slow Motion, with Absolute Precision.”


SEE THE AUTHOR’S FINALE TOLD AFTER THE LAST
CHAPTER IN HIS LIFE TO DATE:

Tinged with fear and inspired by the
sublime,

the author will share his experience

in how he surpassed reality and

became a part of an

extraordinary miracle, again and again.


GIFTS FROM GOD AND THE ARCHANGELS

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
GOLD”

Call on God: “For I am the resurrection and
the life.”

To build a strong and lasting relationship
with God say a few minutes of prayer each day, each night.

• I AM the flame most wondrous to
behold.

• I AM the flame of light bright and
gold.

• I AM the flame of resurrection and life.

Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy
name, thy kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is in
heaven. Give us this day our daily bread; and forgive us our
trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us; and lead
us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. For thine is the
kingdom, and the power, and the glory are yours now and forever and
ever.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
BLUE”

Call on Archangel Michael; “Who is likened
to God” and his angels of protection, build a strong relationship
with them, and commune with them daily. Take a few minutes each
day, while avoiding all outside distractions, think of your angels
then call for Archangel Michael and his angels. Commune with them
asking for gifts of the spirit;

• “Courage” a freedom from fear and
self-doubt:

• “Belief” building and strengthening your
faith:

• “Desire” perfection of your soul; which is
the spiritual principle embodied in human beings.

• “Assistance” in protecting one from the
dangers of physical, spiritual, and psychic aggression.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
YELLOW”

Call on Archangel Jophiel; “God like Beauty”
and the angels of the soul and spirit.

• Ask them for assistance in the uplifting
your inner self, with the spiritual gift of Excellence; in your
wisdom, understanding, knowledge, and the inspiration of your
imagination.

• Daily Assistance: help in learning and the
immediate retrieval of information, with a separation of ignorance,
pride and narrow-mindedness.

• Love, Honesty, and Responsibility, done
with complete Integrity with everything you do.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
PINK”

Call on Archangel Chamuel; “One who sees
God”

• Gifts of the Spirit: You may prepare to
receive the gifts of love, compassion, mercy, creativity,
forgiveness; assistance in the dissolution with feelings of
selfishness, low self-esteem, self dislike and self
condemnation.

• Daily assistance with one’s self: Protect
me against malice, slander and in not understanding others; the
state of being friendly, opening up new relationships; improving
old relationships; creating a friendly demeanor.

• Help in working with others to my own
advantage and their gains in life.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
WHITE”

Call on Archangel Gabriel; “God is his
strength”

• Gifts of the Spirit: Direction and Guidance
as you create your spiritual being; Revelation, your life plan and
purpose as revealed by God; dissolution, which is a separation of
the component parts of discouragement, joy, happiness and
fulfillment.

• Daily Assistance: Guidance in helping to
establish discipline, and direction in your life. The organization
and reorganization of your emotions, mental and physical
environment that would include your home, your career, your
education, and any new directions in your life.

• Concerns at home and around the world: help
in your Countries Governmental Operations, at City, County, State,
or Federal levels.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
GREEN”

Call on Archangel Raphael “God has
healed”

• Gifts of the spirit: wholeness, vision,
spiritual, sight, inspiration of the truth.

• Daily Assistance: Healing of body, mind,
the soul and spirit; inspiration in the study and practice of
music, mathematics, science, world history, history of each
country, medicine.

• Service to the world: Helping in repairing
wars between nations, helping those injured on the battle field,
helping to inspire new medicines and cures for diseases around the
world.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
PURPLE/RUBY”

Call on Archangel Uriel “Fire of God”

• Gifts of the Spirit: Peace within,
tranquility of spirit, the untangling of knots of fear and anger in
your psyche, and a renewal of hope.

• Daily Assistance: Peaceful resolution of
problems in your personal, social and professional relationships.
Helping to create a harmonious environment for creation and
growth.

• Service to the World: Helping to end war
and bringing world peace. Bringing the religions of the nations
together in peace.

“ILLUMINATION COLOR MISTY
VIOLET”

Call on Archangel Zadkiel “Righteousness of
God”

• Gifts of the Spirit: Gifts of the soul,
freedom, happiness, joy, forgiveness, justice, mercy and the
dissolution of painful memories and negative traits.

• Daily assistance: In tolerance,
diplomacy, our world inventors and managers.

• Service to the World: A dissolution of
strife between nations and various ethnic groups; creation and
inspiration for world negotiation and in the writing of laws,
regulations, fiscal and economic policies, trade and peace
agreements.


A TRUE STORY OF HOW I REACHED UP AND
TOUCHED THE HANDS OF GOD

ANGEL, ANGEL, MY ANGEL YOU HAVE SAVED
ME.

SCRIPTURE “Psalm 23”

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He
maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the
still waters. He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of
righteousness for his name’s sake. Yea, though I walk through the
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art
with me; Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. Thou preparest a
table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest my
head with oil; my cup runneth over. Surely goodness and mercy shall
follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of
the LORD forever.

Grant us grace; we trust your endless love
that sustains us in this life. Give us courage give us faith, that
will strengthen our trust in the gift of eternal life and the
kingdom of heaven.

Grace be unto you, and peace, from God our
Father, and from the Lord Jesus Christ.

I Cor 1:3

I thank my God always on your behalf, for
the grace of God which is given us by Jesus Christ:

I Cor 1:4

That your faith should not stand in the
wisdom of men, but in the power of God.

I Cor 2:5

But we speak the wisdom of God in a mystery,
even the hidden wisdom, which God ordained before the world unto
our glory:

I Cor 2:7


FOR ALL THOSE WHO I LOVE AND ALL THOSE WHO
LOVE ME

When I am gone, release me, let me go; I have
so many things to see and do. You mustn’t tie yourself to me with
tears, just be happy that we had so many years.

Do not stand by my grave and cry; I am not
there, I did not die, I do not sleep, I moved on.

I gave you my friendship and love; you can
only guess how much you gave me in happiness. I thank you for the
love you each have shown, but now it’s time I traveled alone.

So grieve a while for me, if grieve you must,
then let your grief be comforted by trust. It’s only for a while
that we must part, so bless the memories within your heart. I won’t
be far away, for life goes on, so if you need me, call, and I will
come. Though you can’t see, or touch, I’ll be near and if you
listen with mind and your heart, you’ll hear and feel all of my
love around you, soft and clear.

And then my friend, when you too must come
this way alone, I’ll greet you with a smile and a “Welcome Home.”
Remember; you’re not alone.

Therefore anyone who is in Christ will
become a new creation.

II Cor 5:17

Therefore if any man be in Christ he is a
new creature: old things are passed away; behold, all things are
and become new.

II Cor 5:17

(For we walk by faith, Not by sight:)

II Cor 5:7
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For he shall give his Angels charge over
thee, to keep thee in all thy ways.

Psalm 91:11


CHAPTER 1

STEPPING BACK IN TIME

NEAR DEATH EXPERIENCES “NDE”

AFTER DEATH EXPERIENCE “ADE”

AFTER DEATH COMMUNICATION “ADC”

In order to tell this story and how I
believed my multiple “NDE” Near Death Experiences, “ADE” After
Death Experience, “ADC” After Death Communication began. We must
now step back in time to visit the After Death Communication, the
bright lights, and the Near Death Experiences my mother Viola Rose
Crable in her life and in the lifetime of her family. This story
will tell of the ADC that I experienced at the time of her
death.

We will go back to a time when my mother was
born and we will talk of how tough, and yet fun her childhood was
as she grew up. We will talk about her “ADCs” with loved ones, then
we will talk of a time she became very ill; then suddenly she had a
“NDE” Near Death Experience and what happened next as she seen the
bright light, multi colored sky, pretty flowers, butterflies, green
grass, occasional trees and the Angels, at her side, as her spirit
floated away from her body, she looked back wondering why.

My mother, Viola Rose Crable was born
December 31, 1909 in Hastings Nebraska, born before her were her
older sisters, Lottie born August 27 1897 and Bertha born June
11,1899 then came older brother James born April 4, 1903 then her
and her younger brother Edward born August 27, 1911.

My mom’s parents, my grandfather was born
July 22, 1873 and my grandmother born May 23 1878, both born in
Kearney Nebraska, Buffalo County.

My grandmother’s parents, my great grand
parents on my mother’s side were born in Czechoslovakia, Ludwig
Korsek in and around 1844, died in 1912, my great grandmother Mary
Korsek born May 12, 1844, died May 11, 1906, long before my time.
They were Bohemian “the wanderers” who immigrated to America in the
early 1870’s. They settled on a farm in Shelton, near Kearney
Nebraska wandering no more, living their lives, raising their eight
(8) children, it was a small farm but it was theirs for nearly 35
years, it was their home until they passed on, they were buried
side by side in Kearney Nebraska.

Ludwig and his wife, Mary, married in and
around the mid 1860’s; they had a son then two daughters, then
another son born in Czechoslovakia. Their first son died there,
then there were two daughters, Annie and Tillie, then the boy named
Ludwig. Then on the ship coming to America another girl named Mary
was born.

They landed in New York Bay, and remained in
New York for a period of time until, they settled and lived on a
small farm in and around Kearney Nebraska; they had four more
children, Frederick, then mom’s mother, my dear grandmother Katie
Korsek in 1878, then another son named Edward, then their last
child a daughter named Rose.

The Korsek’s lived on that farm, raised their
family; they milked a few head of dairy cows, the milk was poured
in 10 gallon cans and then taken to the Dairy where it was
strained, certain amount of cream separated, and the milk processed
and put in bottles, put on ice for delivery the next day. They also
had other livestock, including chickens, pigs, some sheep and a few
goats, and they raised much of the feed for the animals. They lived
there until they passed away, great-grandma Korsek 1906, and
great-grandpa Korsek in 1912.

THE NEXT GENERATION OR THE KORSEK’S:

My mother, Viola Rose Crable, quite often
talked of her uncle Griffin and Aunt Mary, she lived a little over
3 miles north from our house at 911 N. Saunders Ave. Her married
name was Mrs. Griffin Yeatman. They lived on a small acreage with a
huge house. She always filled it with plants and flowers and
several canary birds; They like many other’s also had their own
small dairy farm with a very large dairy barn, and the milk house
right there where the milk would be processed on the spot, put on
ice for next day delivery. They had lots of chickens, a few sheep,
a couple goats, many pigs and lots of cattle. Mom said her brother
Edward and her just loved, going to Aunt Mary’s house; she always
treated us so well, and how we loved her custard pies. It seemed
she always had custard pies on hand. They also had horses and a
nice buggy for everyday use and a beautiful black 2-seated carriage
could seat up to four people like a 4-door car did.

They had adopted two children, a boy named
John and a girl named Alice just a bit older than my brother Ed and
I. We were so proud, riding in the carriage, then in the winter it
was all enclosed with glass curtains and we used lap top horsehair
blankets on the laps and around our legs. “Snug as a bug in a rug.”
Then of course there was also a sleigh for the winter, it held six
people and was so much fun to go on a sleigh ride into town.
Whenever Aunt Mary came into town she would stop by and pick up Ed
and I, took us into town with them, then from town we would go out
to their farm and up the long lane. Ed and I would usually walk
over to daddy’s dairy barn where the cows were milked; the barn was
very near uncle Griffin’s and Aunt Mary’s house.

Time all too soon called our Aunt Mary; way
before her time, she suddenly began to get thinner and thinner, she
was sent to the Mayo Brothers clinic. They soon sold the farm and
moved into Hastings where Uncle Griffin took good care of her and
she was soon called home. Aunt Mary passed on in 1924, was barely
54 years old, my mother was just 14.

Uncle Griff had bought two lots for burial in
Hastings. Some years later Uncle Griff remarried and purchased
another lot at the cemetery beside dear Aunt Mary. Uncle Griff
passed on and was buried beside Aunt Mary, then his second wife
passed and she is buried beside Uncle Griff, who now lies between
his first and second wife for eternity.

THE FIRST OF SIX (6) ADCS, AFTER DEATH
COMMUNICATIONS, THAT ARE THOUGHT TO BE SLEEP STATE ADCS

• My mom recalls several reoccurring dreams
that always began with her and her brother Edward walking up the
long lane that lead to their Aunt Mary’s house. They knocked on the
door, Aunt Mary opened the door welcoming us to her home, it seemed
much brighter than before, she ask them to come in and they walked
down the hallway to the same really big room in her house we sat
and visited for a while, was served some cookies, or a piece of
custard pie and milk, then we played games with John and Alice
before Aunt Mary passed on.

• After her passing, my mom had reoccurring
sleep state ADCs, my mom, her brother Edward, Aunt Mary and her two
children John and Alice just slightly older than Ed and I; They
were always there along with Aunt Mary. John, Alice and my brother
Edward were not gone they were still living but they were there
just like me. She was telling how odd she thought it was that the
After Death Communication ADCs happened several different times
over the next three to four years after Aunt Mary’s passing. Four
of them occurred at a time after my mom had married Adam Land my
father. They were all pretty much the same, Aunt Mary grew no older
and the children were always at the same age as when Aunt Mary
passed on. It seemed they all took place when my mother was
entering a deep and relaxed sleep.

SENSING A PRESENCE; SENTIENT ADCs, PRECEDED
THE SLEEP STATE ADCS:

• Many times over my mother described sensing
and feeling the presence of her Aunt Mary shortly after her death.
It seemed like an inner awareness like a physical sensation that
she was present in the same room. A strong feeling of love, having
us four kids together, it was something, I believe she cherished
and wanted to make it happen again. It was like nothing I had ever
felt before, “An overwhelming sense of peace as I then slipped into
a deep sleep.” Waking up the next morning remembering what it was
like before going to sleep.

• These moments when I sensed the presence of
my Aunt Mary always seemed to happen just before I would slip into
a deep sleep. This deep overwhelming sense of peace was most open
ended and not rigorously fixed, it seemed as if there was more,
something that would be adaptable to a larger program or the
developing needs of my Aunt Mary, or was it the developing needs of
us children she wanted to be assured of, being together again.

• Mom said she loved the quiet, subtle, but
soft and loving feeling, at the time it was difficult to understand
or to distinguish what was really happening. The first three (3)
sentient ADCs that had happened in succession several times during
the first three (3) to four (4) months after her passing, the same
way and to the same length of time, the same feelings and the same
deep sleep and aspiring moments that ended each visit from my Aunt
Mary.

VISUAL ADCs FULL APPEARANCE, AND THE
FEELING OF A TOUCH, (CALLED TACTILE ADCs) THEN THE AUDITORY ADCS
“HEARING A VOICE.”

Then the next one changed, it began with the
sensing and feeling and the presence of my Aunt Mary. It was subtle
and very real, only this time it was an inner knowledge that Aunt
Mary was present with me. It became distinct, and was more physical
than before, there was no doubt that it was Aunt Mary. This was an
experience with a definite beginning and ending, even though her
arrival and departure were much the same. Each of these ADCs
happened in the exact way different day, different time.

Only this time my mother said she could feel
a real feeling of softness — a more extreme feeling of peace that
was unexplainable, and nothing had to be said—it was just a joining
of our spirits. Looking back I believe it was also a way for Aunt
Mary to join the spirits of the four of us, Edward, John and Alice,
because I could also sense the presence of them.

After maybe two (2) or three (3) minutes, it
became a full appearance of my Aunt Mary, in a transparent mist
with light all around her, it was dynamic, it became a heightened
feeling of emotions, she was really there, standing beside my bed
reaching down stroking my hair lightly expressing kindness and
affection, caressingly. “A Tactile ADC Feeling a Touch:”

“Auditory ADC” is receiving a verbal message;
the words came from her lips and were very clear to me. “You’re
fine my dear, I’ll be back watch for me.” “We’ll be together
again.” It was such an overwhelming comfort for me and as she
seemed to disappear in the mist, and as the light dimmed I once
again could feel myself going into a deep sleep.

SMELLING A FRAGRANCE: OLFACTORY ADCS:

• There were two more Sentient ADCs; they
seemed to be spaced about 30 days apart for each one. The next two
visits from Aunt Mary were much the same as the last visit both
visual and auditory but different. There was a strong sensation of
fragrance, not only Aunt Mary, but the presence of her children
John and Alice and my brother Edward; the aroma that was clearly
out of context with the immediate surroundings, my room was
suddenly filled with a very particular aroma, one that could only
have come from Aunt Mary’s house, that had no particular source in
my room.

• Aunt Mary chose the aromas that would
arouse each of us having a very strong effect on all our emotions
and did produce a marked change in our mood. I believe she had
achieved exactly what she wanted by pulling all our spirits
together once again for what is called the “Twilight ADCs or Sleep
State ADCs.”


CHAPTER 2

A TIME IN MY MOTHERS LIFE AS A CHILD AND A
TIME SHE STEPPED INTO ADULTHOOD AND MARRIAGE

ALPHA, TWILIGHT, AND/OR SLEEP STATE ADCs

AUDITORY “ADCS”—OLFACTORY “ADCS

• Then it happened as I went into the deep
sleep, I visualized myself and brother Edward, walking up the long
lane to Aunt Mary’s house as we had done many times before, then
knocking on the front door, Aunt Mary answered the door and seemed
overjoyed as she welcomed us to her home.

• As I earlier described, this would be the
first of several sleep state ADCs with Aunt Mary, John and Alice,
it was so joyful and overwhelming. The ADCs seemed to happen every
six (6) to eight (8) months for the next three (3) to four (4)
years, they were so real.

• For the first four to six months the
Sentient ADCs seemed to be very intense, lasting from probably two
to four minutes, three in which Aunt Mary appeared. Then after the
first Alpha or Sleep State ADC took place. It was described by my
mother as an overwhelming experience. It was a different type of
communication, and Aunt Mary had succeeded in bringing our earthly
spirits together in her spirit world;

• This type ADC, that occurred every 6 to 8
months, when my mother would be for the most part in a deep sleep
as was John, Alice and her brother Edward, it always seemed she was
so very relaxed, or entering into a deep sleep thinking of Aunt
Mary, John, Alice or her brother Edward and the good times they had
shared.

• My mom said, she now thinks the Sentient
ADCs were an attempt by her departed Aunt Mary to bring us four
kids together once again to be with her in the spirit world. A
Psychologist explained, “Everybody has an essence or a personal
energy pattern and is unique in its own way.” This in essence was
Aunt Mary’s way of fulfilling her desire for enjoyment in the
spirit world, knowing that everything was as she had left for those
who she had so loved.

• It is now believed that Aunt Mary had to
choose the right time, when all four children were entering or
already in a deep sleep. The Sleep State ADCs was an unforgettable
experience, as the ADCs changed from the Sentient ADCs to full
Sleep State ADCs; there were many subtle changes from one to
another and I knew and believe in life after death for I had
experienced it first hand.

• The Sentient ADCs went through many changes
each time they took place from sensing and feeling the presence of
Aunt Mary. It was like an inner awareness with a partial
appearance, the upper part of her body and was very misty in
appearance, which seemed to generate a physical sensation with a
strong overwhelming feeling of love and support.

• They grew from sensing the presence; to the
feeling of a light touch, an overwhelming presence, a soft caress
and stroking of the hair; to the partial appearance of her
nonphysical essence, her personality; to a full appearance of her
complete body, that looked absolutely stunning radiating in
spiritual serenity that is rarely found on earth.

• Then moving directly into the Auditory
ADCs, receiving a verbal message directly from her lips to my
mother‘s ears. The messages were very brief giving immediate
comfort and support and what was still to come.

• Then last but most overwhelming the
Olfactory ADCs. There was a strong sensation of fragrance, and then
a very particular aroma that could only have come from Aunt Mary’s
house. It was clearly out of context with the immediate
surroundings.

THE LAST ADC WITH AUNT MARY; THE FIRST AND
LAST MOTHER HAD WITH HER FATHER JAMES CRABLE AND HER BIG SISTER
BERTHA:

• Then the last one that occurred many years
later, it was much different, one that seemed so immense so real
and so bright, I understand this was called alpha state ADC, which
occurs in a relaxed state of consciousness and not particularly in
a dream state. This last one seemed to be shrouded in a very bright
blue-green luminous light, with a small rainbow as if the sun was
shining through a mist there were lots of flowers, butterflies bees
and trees, I can remember seeing the big red apples hanging down,
berries on smaller trees and many small brightly colored birds,
canaries, finches, blue birds, cardinals, small black birds,
humming birds, barn swallows, doves.

• My mom explained that this had happened one
afternoon when my youngest sister Ruby was very small and my mother
was very tired, she sat back on the couch in the living room
thinking of how far she had come in life and it suddenly seemed as
if everything around her changed.

• Mother explained to me, her Aunt Mary was
there and even though almost 30 years had passed she seemed no
older at all, also there on that day was my grandfather James
Crable, my mom’s father who had also passed in 1939, and my
mother’s sister Bertha who had went to California where she passed
away in the summer of 1948 at 49 years old, she died in a chain
reaction automobile accident near Los Angeles. My mother described
it as being a very happy get together with those she loved so
dearly, who had been gone for many, many years, none were older
than the day they left, she then realized they were her angels, her
personal communication with heaven.

• My mother said, that there had been six (6)
meetings, ADCs with her Aunt Mary early on in what seemed to be
dreams of Ed and I walking to Aunt Mary’s house and when we knocked
and she opened the door as she had many times in the past, but each
time in the ADCs the light became very bright and everything there
seemed to glow, it seemed so real, John and Alice were there and we
played games just like before, we had cookies and milk.

• This was not a dream; a dream is generally
fragmented maybe jumbled and incomplete in many ways. A sleep-state
ADC is almost likened to an out of body experience but your not
looking back at yourself, you are a part of what is happening. They
are called sleep state ADCs, they are a very common type After
Death Communication letting you know that everything is ok and your
angels are with you.

• We’ll talk more on the Alpha State ADC in
1948; this would be the last communication with Aunt Mary. This is
the one that was so surprising after so many years had passed, it
was not a sleep state ADC, it was a twilight ADC, the first and the
last my mother ever had with Aunt Mary, her sister Bertha and her
beloved father James Crable and it was very surprising that Aunt
Mary was also there after so many years had gone by since the last
sleep state ADCs back in 1926 to 1929.

• The six (6) earlier meetings with Aunt Mary
were always at her big house, when she opened the door welcoming us
to her house it seemed to become very bright as we walked down the
hallway, it seemed as if we were walking through a tunnel of light
coming from the really big room that was always so bright and
cheery with many beautiful plants and flowers, with several canary
birds.

• This time it was different, it was the alpha
state, or twilight state ADC, for some reason I was traveling back
in time and was thinking of them, relaxed and suddenly every thing
became so bright they appeared and escorted me, they were no older
than when I had last seen them it was as if the world had just
opened up into a beautiful garden, reminding one of pictures, or
scenes from “Garden of Eden.” Mother said she was walking and
talking, and seemed to be almost floating as I walked with them.
There were other angels just sitting in small groups and so relaxed
conversing with each other. My mother was able to speak with them
explaining how she had been and what had happened over the years,
her children, her home and her love for life. They offered her
support, saying you’re doing well as they said you’re not ready to
join us yet, but one day you can, we’ll always be here for you, now
go and be with your loved ones.

My mother’s grandparents, Ludwig Korsek and
grandma Korsek came to America from Czechoslovakia. Here in America
they settled on a small farm near Shelton Nebraska a few miles from
Kearny. Their first son died in Czechoslovakia they had two
daughters Annie and Tillie then another son, Ludwig, before they
ventured to America. Then a daughter Mary, born on the ship while
coming to America. Then while on the farm near Shelton they had a
son Frederick, then my mother’s mother, my grandmother Katie, then
a son named Edward and another daughter Rose. They raised their
family living on the farm all their life, until they passed; mom’s
grandmother, May 11, 1906 and grandfather in 1912; they lie side by
side in Kearney Nebraska.

My mother recalls her aunts and uncles, who
they were, what they did and where they lived. Her aunt Annie
married young, went to Canada with her husband, where they raised a
family of eight lived in Canada a lifetime.

Aunt Tillie lived on a small farm about four
miles from Hastings and our house. She used to come over to our
house often in her one horse buggy, Ed and I ran out to meet her
giving her a big hug and a kiss, she would reach over and give each
of us a little sack of candy. She never missed getting us something
for when she stopped by. Her first husband died before we really
knew them, and she remarried a guy by the name of Baumgartner. He
passed on some years later and aunt Tillie lies with him in
Hastings.

We’ve talked already in great detail of Uncle
Ludwig, and Aunt Mary the girl born on the ship coming to America.
She is the aunt for which we discussed the ADCs. The next two were
uncle Frederick and uncle Edward Korsek, they were both married,
each having only one child, and lived in beautiful homes in
Lincoln, Nebraska all their lives. They were both engineers of the
big black steam engines for the railroad, running from Lincoln to
Denver and beyond, also Chicago and beyond.

My mom tells very little of her father James
Gilbert Crable, born July 22, 1873 in Kearney Nebraska, Buffalo
County. She described how hard he worked and that he was her world
even after she married and left home, eventually living in Denver
Colorado. He and his parents lived in and around Gibbon, near
Kearney, Nebraska. They were born in America. Daddy had one brother
George and four sisters, sister’s Sadie, Alice, Hattie and Lottie;
my daddy was the youngest.

Grandma Mary Crable died October 23, 1882 and
was buried in Gibbon, when my daddy was nine years old. My daddy’s
father was David P. Crable, his trade was a harness maker, and
sometime after Grandma Crable died, Grandpa remarried. I understand
she was a good woman who took over helping to finish raising the
family. When my grandpa died is unknown; it was before my time, but
daddy’s stepmother died sometime in 1916. I cannot remember much
about her, but daddy always talked nice of her. I can remember her
visiting a few times when I was very small, and she was a rather
tall and slender woman who was kind of quiet.

My mother explains that Aunt Sadie and Aunt
Hattie had made Denver Colorado their home, mom recalls seeing them
a few times when she also lived north of Denver Colorado. When my
mom’s father died in 1939 she can remember picking up Sadie at her
home in Denver, she went with us to my daddy’s funeral in Hastings,
as I remember aunt Hattie had passed on a short time before. Aunt
Lottie was married to a Doctor Hart, and they always lived in
Kearney Nebraska.

Next my mom describes her mother, my
grandmother and her father, my grandfather who lived in Hastings
all their married life. She was born in Kearney Nebraska on May 23,
1878, married to James Gilbert Crable, she was 18, he was 22 years
old. They were married in Kearney, her mother Mary and father
Ludwig Korsek were witnesses to this marriage as they stood with
them.

There were five children born to this union:

Lottie Crable, August 27, 1897.

Bertha Crable, June 11, 1899.

James Crable April 4, 1903.

Viola Crable December 31, 1909.

Edward Crable August 27, 1911.

My mom describes her grandparents as having
lived in and around Gibbon and Shelton, two small towns near Kearny
Nebraska all their lives.

My mother’s parents, a few years after their
marriage moved to 911 North Saunders Avenue in Hastings Nebraska
where they lived all their life, raising us five children. My moms
dad my grandfather, I never knew James Crable he died in 1939
before my time, worked as a harness maker, like his daddy, at the
big Dutton building in Hastings Nebraska until he retired.

My mother’s father James Crable, my
grandfather passed away two years before I was born, I understand
he lived at the farm with my parents and helping somewhat with
family chores, the last few years of his life.

My grandparents, mom’s folks, James and Katie
Crable also ran a small dairy near their house in Hastings, the
milk house where the milk was processed and bottles cleaned and
filled then loaded onto the dairy delivery van, it was just a few
steps from the back door of our house, there were sidewalks all
around every where the front and the back, they also had a 2 part
chicken house next to the horse barn, where they raised chickens
and moved the older ones up front to lay eggs, they had eggs for
sale. The dairy barn was about three (3) miles north from the
house, very near uncle Griffin and Aunt Mary’s farm, Ed and I
slipped away many times to spend some time at Aunt Mary’s
house.

DIVINE INTERVENTION

• When Edward was about 3 years old, I was 5
years old. One day I went with mamma up town in their one horse and
buggy. We had just parked the horse and buggy at the Stein Brothers
clothing store parking lot and a horse pulled fire truck whizzed by
clanging its bell along with many other noises. My mamma felt
something was wrong took my hand and went upstairs very fast to use
the public phone. Sure enough mom had phoned Lottie, that fire
truck was at our home, about 1-½ mile out. Ed had got hold of some
matches and set the chicken house on fire and also a large
haystack.

• The hay, chicken house and the chickens all
went up in smoke. The fire truck and firemen had arrived just in
time to save the big barn where the horses were kept. Mamma again
grabbed my hand and ran as fast as we could go, to the horse and
buggy headed out of the parking lot and up the road as fast as we
could go

• Lottie, mom’s sister, was 17 years old. She
was screaming and wringing her hands; she had looked for Edward and
couldn’t find him. Then we were all frantically searching for
Edward, well he was finally found hiding in the horse barn just
scared to death. We were all so happy finding him, all I can
remember after it was over, Ed got a good scolding and told never
touch a match again. That taught him a lesson, I doubt he will ever
forget, and never touched matches again.

• My mom said God bless Lottie, she was such
a big help to mamma, and was much like an old mother hen with Ed
and I. Lottie soon married, Herman Warnke, she was about 20 years
old. We all liked Herman very much; Jimmie was about 14 years old
and in school. My sister Bertha about 18 was married at an early
age and already had four children, Fern, Opal, Doris and Marie.
They lost little Opal when she was 6 months old, she died of
tonsillitis and some other related complications.

GOD’S DIVINE INTERVENTIONS

• My mom said when she was about six (6)
years old and Edward was four (4) years old just a year after the
fire we got the red measles. My mamma told Ed and I not to go near
the outside door as it was winter and very cold; but we got the
chance and we both opened the door, and stepped out for just a
little to see all the snow. That very night we both took down with
pneumonia, mamma said, that I was the worst it soon turned into
double pneumonia. For three weeks they gave little to no hope for
me to recover; Doctor’s fought day and night to save us. I remember
the Doctor’s checking me and checking also the full house of other
people, relatives.

• After that bout of sickness, mom said she
had lost her plumpness and she stayed real skinny for many years.
It had left her lungs weak and every time she’d get the sniffles,
dad got out the onion presser, and I would be given onion tea until
the slight cold or sniffles were over. It would be sweetened and
really wasn’t bad to drink at all, back in them days it, along with
cold tonic was the cure.

• My mother told me even though she was
sometimes sick and caught colds real easy and coughed a lot, the
onion tea seemed to help. Mom was always very busy, if it weren’t
play, it was school and her jobs she was given at home and then she
helped a lot over the years, her and Ed getting the milk delivered.
She told me that she thinks that the active life she lived helped
her a lot with her breathing, she said she had never gotten
pneumonia again even though she seemed to stay very thin, she ate a
lot and kept herself very well hydrated by drinking several glasses
of water everyday, just to keep up her strength, but stayed very
active.

My mom said the summer after I had turned 7
and Ed was 5, her mamma and daddy got their first car. Ed and I
were quite small and I can remember going to the Platte River in
our car, on a lot of picnics. There were some beautiful picnic
places out along the river. As soon as we’d get there, Ed and I
would take off for the water to go wading. We about scared our
folks to death, several times we’d keep wading out of sight and
there was quick sand in some places.

ANOTHER DIVINE INTERVENTION

• Mom said she always coughed after that bout
and it seemed to get worse; I was about nine (9) years old, the
coughing got so severe I began coughing up blood. Lottie came down
from Lincoln and I can remember her crying because I was so skinny
and frail. Lottie and mamma took me to Dr. Jones in Hastings, a
lung specialist. After the examination he told them I had
Tuberculosis. Well there were several years spent with doctors,
medicines, a special diet, keeping well hydrated and sleeping in
the open. The folks screened in the front porch and that was my
sleeping quarters there after.

• The doctor told mamma and daddy that I
should not marry young and if I did to limit the children to no
more than two. Exercise was good but I had to be careful not to get
overly tired, and to get plenty of rest.

AS I WALKED WITH THE ANGELS

AS I COMMUNED WITH THE ANGELS

• My mother told me when she was about 6
years old, she and her brother Edward was very sick with the
measles. It soon got worse when they got pneumonia that turned into
double pneumonia. For three weeks doctors gave us very little
chance of survival, they worked with us day and night to save us. I
was taken to a heart and lung specialist, the heart seemed well,
but the lungs were scarred.

• We seemed to have entered another
dimension, the dimension of God and the misty golden, yellow
illumination was very low then got brighter as I envisioned
millions of angels, almost as if God had opened up a new world.
They were my friends, my spiritual companions; I felt I would never
be alone. As I began my years of communing with angels, I seemed to
have developed a personal relationship with them. They always
seemed to be near with watchful whispers of Warning, Guidance and
Encouragement, along with Belief, Courage and Desire.

• For the first three (3) years it was
somewhat difficult, and even though I began losing weight, I stayed
very active. By the time I was nine (9) I was skinny and frail, the
coughing got so bad that I began coughing up blood. After
examination the diagnosis was tuberculosis; this meant several
years seeing doctors, special diets, medicines, and sleeping in an
open area. Even though I was frail and thin, it was the angels that
seemed to whisper warning of what not to do, with constant guidance
and encouragement, in my belief, and the desire to do what I
wanted, with a fulfillment of courage for all.

• When I turned 12, my mamma and daddy bought
a beautiful buckskin mare, her name was Pet, she was so very
gentle, I always rode her bareback. In the summer after I had
turned 14 I got Pet out of the corral and bridled her up for a
ride, she acted like she didn’t want to go and wanted to stay
eating hay at the haystack. I got on her and we got to the end of
the driveway where there was a pile of gravel. I took her to the
top of the pile and she started bucking until she bucked me off, my
head struck some rocks that knocked me unconscious.

• At the time I can remember suddenly coming
into a bright, but misty golden light, surely the illumination of
God, it seemed as if I was floating over the grass, seen lots of
very colorful flowers, butterflies, some trees but no houses and no
driveway. Suddenly I could see a pile of gravel and looking at the
edge of the pile I could see me laying at the edge. Suddenly I
could see my Angels, my spiritual companions, they assured me I was
going to be ok, and with encouragement and guidance, I floated back
to where I was lying in the gravel; God had given me back life.
Suddenly I began to regain consciousness I was ok, a mild headache,
and a few sore spots. I cannot remember leaving my body, and I
cannot remember my spirit going back into my body, but it did; yet
I can remember me looking back seeing me lying on the edge of the
gravel. This I know now was a Near Death Experience, “NDE.” and I
never really experienced any pain; For God is the resurrection of
life, he is our guiding light.

• It was sometime after I had turned
fourteen, the same doctor pronounced me well, cured. He said my
growing age, and good care, or a miracle, had got me well.

• I know it was a miracle along with the good
care that got me through this trying time of my life. Even though I
did remain thin, my lungs were disease free, cured and that is a
miracle.

• I had great time communing with my angels,
my spiritual companions. I also realized that I had a calling from
God and that I would be shown what to do in order to fulfill it. I
believe many people have a calling from God but don’t stop and
think of how it was fulfilled in their lifetime. So if you have a
moment, think back in your life to see if you had a calling from
God and it was fulfilled. “You’ll be surprised.”

• I know I have already talked in part some
of my experience with ADCs I’ll tell you more about what I believe
were my callings from God, as we continue this story. This seemed
to be a Near Death Experience, “NDE” that had lasted for many
years.

Mom talked some more of her childhood, even
though she had some bad times there were a lot of good times. She
talked of a little building in back of the milk house where she had
got her daddy to put up some shelves; she told how her brother Ed
and I had a regular little store. We had saved up all the food
boxes, soap boxes, match boxes and put them in this little
building, we made our own money.

The folks had lots of large cherry trees from
the back, all around the front and as soon as the cherries started
to ripen, Ed and I would be there, we got our fill of cherries, we
each had little buckets, and we’d fill many, many buckets of
cherries for mama to can, make jelly, and wow those big cherry
cobblers mamma made, we just couldn’t get enough and it really made
picking cherries worth it.

Mom said her brother Jimmy was eight years
older than her; I and my brother Ed were my dads pride and joy, we
were brother Jimmy and dads little hero’s. We weren’t by any means
rich, but we got to do just about everything we wanted. Back then
we had winter snowstorms like you haven’t seen today; there would
be snowdrifts as high as the houses. Boy did we ever have fun, with
our sleds, daddy and Jimmy would tie our sleds behind the car and
pull us all over.

When Jimmy was 17, he got his first job at
Western Union, he had been building Ed and I snow houses every year
this was the last and the biggest snow house ever. He would cut out
big blocks of solid snow making us the biggest and best square
igloos, high enough to stand up in, with a nice size door way, we
would dress warm and play for hours, it didn’t even seem to be
cold.

We were always given a small allowance so if
something came up that we wanted real bad we had to save, till we
got enough to buy it. I went for about a year, saving every cent,
and bought one or two things a week, they were the sweetest little
dollhouse toys. They weren’t real small, but good size furniture.
After school I’d walk up town from school, and get a piece of
furniture, each time I’d have enough money saved. So one day I put
it on display for everyone to see, I loved it so.

A couple of days went by, and brother Jimmy
seemed to be real busy in the garage, he wouldn’t let Ed or I come
in. We knew he was making something, we could hear him sawing and
hammering. One evening a few days had gone by and we were eating
supper, Jimmy excused himself, and then a little bit of time had
passed and he came back with the most beautiful doll house he’d
made, and presented it to me. I was so happy, I screamed and hugged
and kissed Jimmy over and over. What joy it brought him to see how
happy the dollhouse had made me, I felt special for sure.

Then soon it was May, and time to hang the
May baskets on people’s front door knobs; By then the lilacs and
some kinds of flowers would be out in full bloom; I’d get a head
start with different colored crepe paper (the glue and paste).
Using soft cardboard boxes, like cracker boxes, they would make
beautiful little May baskets; I made my own handles for at least 8
or 10. I put lilacs and other tiny flowers, a few pieces of pretty
candies. With everything prepared and made, ready to go, I’d save
up for this early in the morning up, I’d get the little May baskets
filled, and go around and hang them on our favorite neighbors door
knobs, give a big knock, and run. Of course the biggest and
favorite one would be for mamma and daddy, then next one for Jimmy,
and a little one for brother Edward.

Jimmy, my mom’s brother while working at
Western Union, the first two years he lived at home. He bought
mamma a new electric carpet cleaner, and a beautiful big Victrola
and lots of records. He had bought mom and brother Edward lots of
things over the years.

Jimmy brought his brief case home from work
every night; it was sitting on the floor open. Ed and I saw a bunch
of Western Union pads, we took some and folded each page like the
Hastings daily Tribune newspaper that everyone got daily, we
practiced throwing them and holler tribune just like the paperboy
did. We must have had 2 or 3 hundred tribunes as we called them,
divided them up, put them in two little boxes. The next night when
we delivered the milk, we also delivered our tribune papers, to
every house as we went along our milk route. We’d flip a paper at
each house and holler, tribune just like the paperboy.

The next day Jimmy got calls all day long
from people about getting folded Western Union papers on their
porches; people were frantic and scared, as to what it meant. Jimmy
came home that night asking us, and telling what a day he put up
with at work. We told him what we’d done, just playing paperboys.
Jimmy took off his belt giving me a few little taps, but poor Ed
got it the worst. Because of my health problems I got scolded with
a few taps of the belt, we sure learned our lesson that night.

My next project was buying those tiny little
beads, all colors, you’ve seen them on moccasins, there called
Indian beads; just about every color, I would spend hours, everyday
day, after day making beautiful necklaces. I would cut out pictures
and letters, just about perfect, I’d spend lots of my time doing
this, when I was real little, making picture books;. I’d come up
with some pretty good ones.

I was never idle, when I got big enough to
help mamma, I’d do my chores even at the milk house, and get busy
on my projects. Ed would always be outside, when I was on these
projects and we wouldn’t have time for playing together; he’d be
making something with a hammer and nails, or trying to fix
something we played with and broke or just needed fixing; As I said
we did lots of playing, doing our thing, of making up games and
things; We were a couple of little angels without wings. (Ha-ha; we
were never idle, or suffered from the lack of fun things to do even
between our chores, because we were always up to something, and
made fun from it, and out of it.

My mother said her folks always had quite a
few chickens; believe it or not, I would make pets out of them. To
show off to my relatives, aunts and uncles, I would go out where
they were and sit down on the sidewalk, call them and they would
come running, they’d sit on my shoulder, sit on my lap. They
couldn’t believe what they were seeing.

It was after my brother Jimmie got his job at
the telegraph office and by the time Christmas rolled around we got
lots of firecrackers for the fourth of July. He got real big ones
to do stunts and show off with for us. He would light really big
ones, put them under gallon cans, then sit on them; it would
flatten them with Jimmie still sitting on them. He got some really
big ones for us and set off quite a fireworks display right near
our home.

Then my mother explains the big dairy farm
her father and mother had built about three miles from our home
just outside the city limits. They built a huge dairy barn, and
many corrals for the dairy herd. The cows were brought into the
barn and given a special kind of grain, usually cracked or rolled
corn, barley and oats, as they were milked by hand.

They bought a large milk truck van, with a
door on each side, Ed on one side and me on the other side. We just
had to step down one step off the running board, with milk carriers
that held 8 quarts of milk each. We knew our routes very well and
would always put the right number of bottles in the carriers for
each stop so we were ready as soon as the van stopped we would go
to the houses and put the right amount of milk in each wooden box,
then we would place the empty bottles back in the carrier.

My mom said she was very young when she also
began doing the cooking, housework, washing, ironing and mending.
Mom said her mamma took care of the milk house, and my daddy, Ed
and a hired man did the milking, and took care of and feeding the
milk cows. The milk was placed in 10-gallon cans and driven back to
the milk house next to our home where mamma did all the straining,
cream separating, cooling, then bottling and capping the milk
daily, for delivery. The milk was kept in clean ice water tanks for
preservation. She also had to clean, and sterilize all the bottles
that were returned daily, so they could be used for the next day’s
production.

Daddy of course held down his full time job
at the harness factory where he would report for work after the
milking and feeding was complete, until he retired. We all worked
so hard, seven (7) days a week morning and evening, my daddy most
of the time kept a hired man. Then after he got off work at 4:30
p.m. at the harness factory they would meet at the barn to begin
the evening milking by 5:00 p.m.

We kids would get out of school by 4:00 p.m.
do what we needed to do and be home so we could go out on the milk
delivery truck by 6:00 p.m. The milk deliveries would be completed
by 7:30 p.m.; then the milk van driver would go to the milk barn
and pick up the milk cans and deliver them back to the milk house
where my mamma would go through the same routine she did with the
milk and the bottles in the morning.

Our morning milk routes started about 5 a.m.
so it would be done by 7 a.m. we would get dropped of at the house
to get ready for school 9:00 a.m.; My daddy went to the barn met a
hired hand to begin the morning milking about 3:30 a.m.; The milk
van driver would then go to the barn where he would pick up the
fresh milk and take it back to the milk house, where mamma would be
ready to strain, separate, take care of the milk, cleaning bottles
and filling bottles for the evening delivery.

We’d make a game of our milk routes, by
taking some pencils and cardboard along, we had the number of stops
jotted down and our names, whoever made it back to the milk truck
first, the most times of course won the game. Then each day after
the route was complete we’d hurry home and get ourselves ready for
school. We loved our summer as it gave us some extra time to do
other things.

My mother talked of how Ed and she went to
Sunday school every week; she said it was a must for us. Then aunt
Bertha, her husband Coyle and their three girls, Fern, Doris, and
Marie moved back to Hastings from Scotts Bluff. It was just great,
they asked Ed and I to go to their church the United Brethren where
Coyle’s family always attended.

Bertha, Ed and I were very close and I was
very happy they had moved back to Hastings with their family. I
really wanted to be with her all I could so going with them to
church seemed to be the right thing to do.

Mom said her folks had placed an ad for a
hired man, and Charles Land answered the ad and was hired. Charles
is Adam Land’s brother. Charles was about 20; he worked for my
folks for nearly two years. He went on Sundays to see his folks; we
asked if we could ride in the sidecar. He said, “yes, ask your
folks if that is ok,” and he would take us with him to see where
his folks lived. We asked the folks if we could go, and they said
yes; boy, was we tickled to ride on Charlie’s motorcycle, in the
sidecar, we fit in real nice. I was about 11 years old; I took my
ball and jacks and played on their front porch. They lived on a
farm at Hansen, about nine miles from Hastings. It wasn’t long Adam
began peaking around the corner of the house, we sort of had eye
meetings at first. Then Adam came up and was playing jacks with me,
he’d still be peaking around the corner at times, he was about 13
years old, and mom said that‘s how I met your father.
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