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This is one of the most poignant family heirlooms I have come across.  
If one were just going through Grandma's handkerchief box and saw 
this, it would be easy to think, "OK, this is nice--a pretty hanky gift 
from daughter to mother."  But, when one learns that "Mar 27 1926" is 
the day Minnie died, it presents a whole different light--rather startling, 
actually. And. Mary was still alive when she lost her daughter.  

 
Since the date is inserted between the words 
"From Minnie" and "to Mother," it is 
possible that Minnie (Minnie Nadine Holwell 
Moore) did present this to her mother, Mary 
Louisa Desdemona Holwell Holwell, prior to 
her death and that Mary or Grandma (Sallie 
Marie Holwell Moore) wrote in the date to 
memorialize Minnie.  Too late now to know 
the story behind these words…   

 
 

Minnie was Linda's and my birth grandmother.  She and Grandpa (Percy Lee Moore), along with their only child, Laura 
Louise, lived on the Moore family farm near Butler in Bates County, Missouri.  Laura Louise was our mother.  When 
Minnie contracted tuberculosis, the little family moved out to the higher and drier climate of Colorado Springs in 1920.  
Minnie's mother (our great-grandmother) rode out with them in the Ford Model T touring car.  She soon returned to her 
own husband (Robert Emmet Holwell) and the Holwell family farm outside Adrian, also in Bates County.  Sallie was 
Mary's other daughter and Minnie's sister.  Sallie pulled up her own roots, quit her teaching career, and moved out to 
Colorado Springs to tend to the family.  She never permanently returned back home, though made periodic visits, by train, 
with Laura Louise, sometimes of some length, to help with issues on the farm.   After Minnie died, Sallie married Percy in 
1929, hence becoming not only Linda's and my great-aunt, but our step grandmother.   
 

This is the only picture I have of 
Minnie and her mother together.  
The man is Minnie's brother and 
one of Mary's sons, Raymond 
Virgil Holwell, Sr..  The hidden 
woman is Cousin Mayme (Mary 
Jane Holwell) visiting from St. 
Louis.                 
     
    
    
  
    

    
         

 

        l. to r.  Minnie  Nadine Holwell Moore;  Mary Louisa Desdemona  
       Holwell Holwell;    Mary Jane (Mayme) Holwell;  Raymond Virgil  
       Holwell, Sr.     c..  1912        Holwell family farm outside Adrian 



Linda and I loved going over to 
Grandma and Grandpa's!  Their 
bedroom was one of our 
childhood playgrounds.   When 
we spent the night, it was in the 
sunroom off their bedroom, 
submerging ourselves in the  
thick, soft feather bed, using the 
feathers from poultry on the farms 
back home and brought out with 
them to Colorado.  They also had 
one for their bed.     

from online----similar          Sallie and Percy Moore at 645 Clarkson in Denver 
to Grandma's                                                        
  
We played with the jewelry in the jewelry box on the bureau in "our" room.  And, then there were Grandma's 
dressing table and closet.   The dressing table held Grandma's silver mirror and brush/comb set, along with the 
handkerchief box with its own mirror.  She would have placed them on the fancywork dresser scarves that she, 
herself, had embroidered or crocheted.  All these years, I have used and loved the ones she made for me; they 
were created with a grandmother's love!    
 

And, on the dresser was this magical 
handkerchief box!  

Linda and I sat on the stool at the dresser, endlessly sorting 
through these lovely feminine dainties.  There are delicate pastels, 
full of lace and frills, hankies painted with designs, and bold, 
flowered cottons.  As shown above, I displayed the mirrored 
handkerchief box on top of the 
bookcase in my antique study and 
the other box on the bottom shelf.  

       Six pictures of Minnie are circled.  
 
To the right was Grandma and Grandpa's closet, which also took us into our 
imaginary world---that of dress-up.  I don't know why Grandma kept the even-
then-vintage clothing she did, but were we ever glad!  What a variety of articles 
that had been used by the Holwell women in years past.  While the fancy lace 
piece shown here was more elegant than the practical bloomers, we had great fun 
with it all!   
 
        Cynthia and Linda Hendee at Grandma and Grandpa's  



And, so this handkerchief, with its truly sad message, was in among the others that were delights to two little girls.  If I 
ever noticed and read it, I don’t recall, but I surely did now, all these years later, and was moved by what it represented of 
this Moore and Holwell story.   
 
Minnie and Mary's handkerchief will now go into the binder at Linda's to join other family treasures in order to live on 
and carry its message forward.   

 

 OUR   DASH 

 

I read of a man who stood to speak     

At the funeral of a friend. 

He referred to the dates on her tombstone 

From the beginning…to the end.  

 

He noted that first came her date of birth 

And spoke the following date with tears. 

But he said what mattered most of all 

Was the dash between the years. 

 

For that dash represents all the time 

That she spent alive on earth. 

And now only those who loved her 

Know what that little line is worth. 

 

For it matters not how much we own, 

The cars…the house…the cash.                                tombstone of Minnie Nadine Holwell Moore  

What matters is how we live and love               Evergreen Cemetery, Colorado Springs  

And how we spend our dash. 

 

So think about this long and hard. 

Are there things you’d like to change? 

For you never know how much time is left 

That can still be rearranged. 

 

If we could just slow down enough 

To consider what’s true and real 

And always try to understand  

The way other people feel. 

 

And be less quick to anger 

And show appreciation more  

And love the people in our lives 

Like we’ve never loved  before. 

 

If we treat each other with respect 

And more often wear a smile, 

Remembering that this special dash 

May last only a little while.   

 

So, when your eulogy’s being read 

With your life’s actions to rehash 

Would you be proud of the things they say 

About how you spent your dash?        ~~~Linda Ellis    1996                               


