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In order to preserve our family history, I was always going 
over things with Mother---old letters, recipes, stories, 
photos, etc.   When she visited here in Manteca, I sat her 
beside me while I settled in at the computer.  I asked her 
questions, typed the answers and then went back to fix up 
the text.  When I visited her, I also brought up documents 
with me or wrote down questions to ask.  While transcribing 
old letters, I often called her when coming across even one 
name or reference I didn’t recognize, asking, “Mother, who 
was so-and so?”  Or, “Mother, leaf lard?  Feed sacks for 
tablecloths?”  She would then go on with whatever she 
remembered.  We both enjoyed this a lot, and I know she 
liked that I was documenting the family history.  (As to the 
feed sack tablecloths, she informed me that if it weren't for 
Aunt Gertrude sewing for her, she would have worn feed 
sack dresses to school like her little friends did.  Aunt 
Gertrude was the first wife of Grandma's [Sallie Marie 
Holwell Moore's] brother, Uncle Raymond Holwell.)   
 
 

 
Laura Louise Moore (Hendee) feeding chickens, likely with feed from those sacks, 
now gracing the dining table, on the Moore family farm in Bates County, Missouri 

 
When the essay called “Grandma’s Apron” was going around online--
-and also brought to my genealogy class---I took a copy to Seattle to 
share with Mother and to ask for any “apron memories.”  Since the 
essay mentions chickens and the warming oven, it sparked this 
memory for Mother:  “We would put chickens from the hatchery in a 
box in the oven.  They would peep all night.  Sometimes we took them 
into town in the horse and buggy to sell.”  I imagine this means they 
kept the rest for future dinners.  This was on the Holwell and Moore 
family farms near Butler and Adrian, Missouri in Bates County.   
 
Her memories and stories certainly made me think of all our 
“Grandma” ancestors on the family farms outside Butler, Adrian and 
on back through the years of our farming background.  Although I 
didn’t experience those family roots, Mother lived that life----until 
age 4, and then when she went back for visits from Colorado Springs, 
her new home as of 1920.  I heard so much from Mother about her 
beloved grandma, Mary Louisa Desdemona Holwell Holwell, and her mother, (Mary Louisa Desdemona White 
Holwell Jenkins) and times on the farms.  Mother would tell us about going out to call the little “chickies” and 
carrying them around in her own little apron.  I certainly remember Grandma (Sallie Marie Holwell Moore) 
always wearing an apron while cooking when we visited Grandpa and her at their home in Denver in their later 
years.   She produced many food memories for Linda and me.  



 
Laura Louise with galoshes, a feed 
bucket and plenty of chickens, which she 

loved     
Note the prima donna in lower left 
corner!  

 
Sadly, there was a trauma when 
Mother realized that a favorite 
ended up on her dinner plate, 
reciting this tale, "When our 
family left our farm and moved to 
Grandma’s (when Minnie got sick 
and before they made the move to 
Colorado Springs), I had a little 
bantam rooster. We called them 
banties.)  They were given to me 

by a neighbor of my grandparents who lived across the road.  I called him Uncle Will, so named the rooster 
Uncle Will.  Nothing would do, but I would take the chickens when we moved.  As the time approached for us 
to leave for Colorado, it was decided that, though the chickens were small, we would have them for Sunday 
dinner.  I guess I sensed this, for when we sat down to eat, I said. “If us knew this was Uncle Will, we wouldn’t 
eat him, would us? “  Aunt Sam said appetites weren’t too good that day.  (Aunt Sam was Mother's aunt and 
later stepmother, Sallie Marie Holwell Moore.)  
 

Another time, Mother told me the following: 
 
We used to buy whole chickens.  My grandmother (Mary Louisa 
Desdemona Holwell Holwell) raised chickens.  She’d buy baby chicks 
and put them in a baking pan in the warm oven to keep them alive.  
This was in a wood or coal stove, which were wonderful, as they 
furnished warmth, hot water and a cheerful place.  There were holes 
for cooking, and water was in a reservoir by the side of the stove, 
along the length.  You would pour water in it, and the fire kept the 
water pretty hot.  We would take it out to wash our face in a basin.  
You had to be careful with it.  We left the stove on during a cold or 
rainy night.  We raised the small  
chickens, little downy things, 
that Grandma bought in town, 
nearby Adrian, or she would get 
eggs and hatch them.   
 
Laura Louise's mother, Minnie 

Nadine Holwell Moore, being 
followed by chickens  

 
 
little Laura Louise with her chicken 

feed bucket and chickens behind her  

 
 
And, oh, the brooder…    It was a round thing, like so, a cone thing with a 
light over it—Grandma didn’t use it.  The chickens were fed scraps from the kitchen.  We made our own feather 
beds, which were from geese, not chicken feathers.  I often thought how fortunate I was, not living in the city.   



I learned so much from Grandma.  She was a treasure, and I always had a few of the chickens for myself.  I fed 
them and petted them half to death.  Sometimes Grandma got some turkeys, too, but not often.  They were a 
nuisance.  They weren't there long, as they would grow.   While getting fed, the chickens would get dirt in their 
gullets to help digest their food.  They gathered around us.  I can still remember them standing and clucking  
(clucking demonstration).    
 
After they grew up to pullets, they were frying size, or they would turn into a 
stewing hen.  In the meantime, we were wanting eggs.  Then came time for the 
decapitation.  Grandma had a log, which must have been rolled in, as there was no 
stump around.  She grabbed it under one wing like this (demo).  It would squawk 
and carry on and try to get away.  Grandma used a hatchet to chop its head off.  
There was a container with boiling water in it by the stump.  She put the chicken 
body in it and then plucked out the feathers and pin feathers.  For the pin feathers, 
you sometimes had to take a paring knife.  You would not use the point because it could puncture the skin, but 
use the side just get it and pull it out, like this.  She cut it down the front to clean it.  The intestines were tossed 
out for the dog, which was not a house dog, but she saved the liver, gizzard and heart.  These were special—oh, 
yes.  I liked the gizzard and the heart.  Then you’d dip the chicken in milk, next in seasoned flour, then deep, 
hot fat and fry to a golden crust.  Oh, was it good!  Or you could put it in a stewpot and stew it awhile to serve 
with dumplings or noodles.  I learned how to make noodles at home and later made them in my own home.  
You would mix flour, egg, water and a little salt to a consistency of pie dough.  Roll them out thin and cut in 
strips.  Put newspaper over the back of a dining chair and tea towel and stretch noodles over that and dry them.  
Put them in chicken broth,  and they were so good.     

 
 

 
 
 
I love this series of pictures of Mother (Laura Louise) with her chicken feed bucket.  It is 
also nice with the shadow of the photographer to remind us of a loving relative.  I am sure 
it is Minnie's sister, Sallie Marie Holwell Moore, whom Mother called Aunt Sam and 
who later became my "Grandma" after Minnie's death from tuberculosis.  This is likely 
with the Kodak camera she and Grandpa used all their lives and that I still display in 
my study.  I have a picture of Grandma with it in 1918.  

 

 



The piece below was shared by Judy in 
genealogy class.  I also think of Aunt Gertie 
(my grandpa Percy Moore’s sister) when 
we stayed at their farm during a Moore 
family reunion in 1952---a special time!  I 
can well imagine Aunt Gertie using her 
apron in all these ways.  She is the 
grandmother of our cousin, Ron Rich.  I 
well remember jumping into haystacks from 
the barn loft, riding bareback with cousins 
Francis and Everett, getting all water from 
the well pump out front, using the outhouse, 
and being totally enthralled with having 
fried chicken and mashed potatoes and 
gravy for breakfast!     
        Aunt Gertie with Hazel (Ron's mother) and Clifford on their Cummings family farm;  
                                   note chickens on right, ancestors of our fried chicken breakfasts!  

 

 
 

The principal use of Grandma’s apron was to protect the dress underneath, but 
along with that, it served as a potholder for removing hot pans from the oven.  It 
was wonderful for drying children’s tears, and, on occasion, was even used for 
cleaning out dirty ears. 
 
From the chicken coop, the apron was used for carrying eggs, fussy chicks and 
sometimes half-hatched eggs to be finished in the warming oven. 
 
When company came, those aprons were ideal hiding places for shy kids.  And 

when the weather was cold, Grandma wrapped it around her arms.  Those big, old aprons wiped many a perspiring brow, 
bent over the hot wood stove. 
 
Chips and kindling wood were brought into the kitchen in that apron.  From the garden it carried all sorts of vegetables.  
After the peas had been shelled, it carried out the hulls.  In the fall, the apron was used to bring in apples that had fallen 
from the trees. 
 
When unexpected company drove up the road, it was surprising how much furniture that old apron could dust in a matter 
of seconds. When dinner was ready, Grandma walked out onto the porch, waved her apron, and the men knew it was time 
to come in from the fields to dinner. 
 
It will be a long time before someone invents something that will replace that “old-time apron” that served so 
many purposes.           
            ~~~Author Unknown 
 

 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 



Author, Clancy Strock, grew up in Sterling, Illinois, 13 miles from Mike Henry's hometown of Dixon, and, at 
least once, mentioned Dixon in his column in Reminisce.  It was startling!   I am a long-time subscriber.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


