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From the Editor
Hello all! I hope you are all surviving in your current lock-down status. We’re all in different states and
countries, so this current pandemic is affecting us all in different ways. Where I’m at in north Texas, we’re
under Stay at Home orders until the end of April, but they’re not as strict or severe as in some places.
I haven’t been able to work (the day job) for two and a half weeks, but the fridge and the cupboards are
still full of food. We may be missing a few items that we’d love to have and have substituted others for
whatever was available, but we’re here and safe and healthy. There are only a few cases in our small town
and I think six in the town that begins at the end of our block.
This reminds me of when I was researching Glendora, California, the town my mom was raised in and
where I was born. I was working on a fictional story of her childhood, mostly in the mid to late 1940s. I
discovered some facts from November and December 1918. Churches were closed, schools were closed,
and libraries were closed. All public gatherings were prohibited During this time all library books returned
from flu infected homes were wrapped and sealed in heavy paper, not to be touched for a year.
I thought that was so fascinating. At the time. I wanted to include it in Fat and Sassy, but the timeline was
off. So, I had my mom’s school class have a field trip to the library where the librarian mentioned a few
snippets of history to the children. (You’ve got to love the fictional part in historical fiction!)
But now, when I see those details, I’m not as fascinated. I’d rather read about this than live it.
Stay tuned for future issues – In the weeks ahead we have author interviews coming up for Colleen Adair
Fliedner, Marilyn Pemberton, Madeline Tasky Sharples, Marion Kummerow and more!
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Humor
I’d been working on a series of articles running from A to Z, which I could then use in April’s A to Z Blog
Challenge. I made the list of topics up in January and started working my way through the list. Today is
time for the ‘H’ article. But when I got to it, I just couldn’t write what I’d planned. Do you ever feel the
brakes screech you to a halt, and you just can’t get in action for a particular topic or scene? This was my
‘H’ situation. So, in light of our current days, I decided I needed to go with HUMOR. Okay, it’s not pure
historical fiction related, but I tried to keep it either historical or authorly. (Is authorly even a word?)
Here are a few laughs and giggles for your Easter weekend.
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Easter on the Road
This month, to celebrate Easter, I’m including a reprint of ‘Easter on the Road’. It originally appeared in
the March/April 2017 issue of Good Old Days. It’s a story of one of my mom’s early Easter’s, when she
was five years old.

Easter on the Road
By Iona Mae (Jones) Burk as told to Trisha Faye

(This picture wasn’t taken on the Easter 1942 trip mentioned here. The youngest here, Aunt Ida, was born
October 1942. So, this picture was probably taken from late 1943-early 1944.)
I’ve celebrated many Easters in the 80 years I’ve been on this earth. One in particular stands out in my mind
– an Easter during a tumultuous week for this once-young girl. It was in 1942, the year we were on the road,
moving on Easter Sunday.
This wasn’t the first move for the Jones family. The first eight years of my life I lived in 14 homes in four
states. The eldest of seven children, I was born in Uncle Scott’s farmhouse in Chillicothe, Mo., in 1936.
Not that I have any recollections of those first few years of my life. I remember the stories Mother and
Daddy told, the tales of moving to find work. Back and forth across the country we’d go, in Daddy’s trusty
1930 Chevy.
From Missouri we moved to Arkansas, back with my Papa and Granny. Then we, along with Papa and
Granny, Uncle Sam and Uncle Dean, moved to Idaho where the men toiled as migrant fieldworkers. We
lived in a stall in a packing house. Mother and Granny cooked over an open fire in the yard. Mother never
let me forget what a hard time they had keeping me, as a toddler, out of the ashes. She complained that she
and Granny couldn’t keep me or my clothes clean.

My little brother, Bill, was born there, in 1938. And then the citrus groves of Southern California beckoned.
We moved in with Aunt Annie and Uncle Johnnie until the folks found a place to rent across the alley from
the Blue Goose packinghouse. Daddy joined the throngs of eager men working in one of the many orange
groves that covered a large portion of Glendora. The men worked long hours to put food on the table for
hungry families.
Two more Joneses made their appearance in this one-room house. Helen arrived in 1940, followed by Tom,
in 1941. While the house was small, we were thankful it had a gas cook stove in the kitchen area and a real
bathroom with a flush tank up on the wall and a claw-foot bathtub.
By now the nation was at war. Rationing was a way of life for every family; meat, sugar, coffee, and gas
were all limited. But the blackouts that followed Pearl Harbor scared Mother most. Glendora is a small
town nestled at the base of the foothills. It’s 30 miles inland from Los Angeles. -just close enough to the
coast that everyone worried about being the next target. At night they covered the windows with blankets
or black paper, anything to keep the light from showing and making the community visible to enemy planes
that might fly overhead.
Air wardens, similar to the volunteer neighborhood watches around nowadays, patrolled the streets in
search of errant light shining from a home.
I’m sure that Mother’s fears rubbed off on us children. But I had my own concerns. I was a big girl now. I
was in kindergarten. I had colors and letters to learn. There were new children to learn to play with. I had
to learn to mind a teacher who wasn’t my mother.
Mother and Daddy wanted to keep the family safe. So back we went to a holler deep in the Ozarks. We
returned to the Arkansas hills that sheltered many stills besides the one my Papa Goss earned good money
from.
They chose the week of Easter break to take me out of school and make the cross-country trek. The land
was warmer – a less treacherous time to travel. The weeklong break made a good transition time.
So off we drove one April morning. The stuffed car carried a full load: Mother and Daddy, four children,
and all the household belongs that fit into our black chariot. They’d piled what they could in the back seat
and laid blankets across the top to create a place for us three older ones to ride. The youngest, Tom, rode
on Mother’s lap up front.
We were traveling on Easter Sunday, April 5th. I remember, even though I was only 5 ½ years old. Mother
and I both worried on that trip. She was anxious about getting farther away from the coast so we wouldn’t
be bombed. I fretted over my own concerns: “How is the Easter Bunny going to find us?”
That night, after we’d stopped traveling for the day, I still agonized over the dilemma. We weren’t at our
home. We weren’t at any home. We were traveling in a car across many states. I doubt anyone in the world
knew exactly where the Jones family was at that moment.
Mother pulled the blankets from the car and made up a makeshift pallet on the ground beside the car. Travel
courts and motor lodges lined the recently completed Route 66, but we never had the money to stay there.
All my worries were for naught. When I awoke the next morning, a surprise lay on the pallet right next to
me. A papier-mâché rabbit sported a large hole in his back that was filled with candy. It was Easter morning.
We weren’t sitting in a pew at church, decked out in our Easter finery. We were in the middle of nowhere,
in that uneasy, uncomfortable place between two homes. But the Easter Bunny had found us and left us a
gift.
It would be many years later before I’d realize that Mother’s knowing smile meant she was in cahoots with
the infamous rabbit.

The 1920s
Best Thing Since Sliced Bread
A Vintage Daze Short Story
Trisha Faye

Luetta's attention is taken by two topics - baking and marrying Frank. Her friend, Amanda, has other things
in mind - like celebrating 1928 in grand style, the more beads, the more fringe, the more swing the better.
Even though the two friends are different in temperament, they still find plenty to keep them busy in the
small Missouri town of Chillicothe. When Casey Jones pops into the picture, he livens up Amanda's life.
While somewhat aghast at the tales she hears about Casey, on Chevrolet Day, Luetta still finds plenty in
town to keep her interest - both baking and Frank related.
Join us as we travel back to 1928, when the hot news in town is the new Hotpoint Waffle Iron and the first
loaf of sliced bread being sold.
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