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Appendix A:  Timeline for Earl Martin and Helen Jo Osborne Shaeffer 
 
1903 September 24th:  Birth of Earl Martin Shaeffer at Farnham, Lincoln, Nebraska 
1906 July 7th:  Birth of Helen Josephine Osborne at Denver, Colorado 
1913 February 17th:  Death of Dallas J. Osborne at Denver, Colorado 
1921 Earl was hired by Mountain States Telephone & Telegraph Co., Denver 
1923 December 9th:  Death of Martin William Shaeffer at Pueblo, Colorado 
1924 June 6th:  Jo graduated from high school in Denver, Colorado 
1925 January 1st:  Marriage of Earl Martin Shaeffer to Helen Jo Osborne, Denver 
1926 Earl and Jo moved to Grand Junction, Colorado 
1928 February 7th:  Birth of Bobbie Jo Shaeffer at Grand Junction, Colorado 
1931 August 13th:   Birth of Earl Martin Shaeffer, Jr. at Grand Junction, Colorado 
1939 Jo began presenting book reviews for audiences 
1943 April:  The Shaeffer family moved to Cripple Creek, Colorado 
1946 October:  Earl became telephone company manager of Palisade, Colorado 
1945 September:  Bobbie Jo enrolled at Hiram College, Hiram, Ohio 
1947 September 7th:  Bobbie Jo married William P. Irwin, Jr. 
1948 September:  Jo enrolled at Mesa Junior College, Grand Junction, Colorado 
1950 April 20, 21st:  Jo appeared in leading role of “All My Sons,”  Mesa College.  
1950  June 9Th:  Jo was awarded Associate Degree from Mesa College 
1950 September:  Marty enrolled at Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah 
1950 September:  Jo began teaching at Pear Park Elementary School, Grand Junction 
1951 July 14th:  Marty enlisted in the United States Navy 
1952 Earl and Jo built a new home on their orchard in Palisade, Colorado 
1953 Sept. 20th:  Birth of first grandchild – Rebecca Jo Irwin, San Francisco, California 
1953  Jo took University of Colorado, Boulder extension classes 
1953  Summer:  Jo enrolled at  Colorado State College of Education at Greeley 
1954  August 19th:  Jo awarded B A degree from Colorado State College, Greeley 
1954  September:  Jo became principal/teacher of Pear Park elementary school 
1955 February 1st:  Birth of second grandchild – Wm. P. Irwin III, “Bo”  
1955 July 8th:  Marty received honorable discharge from the navy 
1955  September:  Marty returned to his studies at Brigham Young University 
1957 August 20th:  Marty married Ellen Claire Weaver at Los Angeles, California 
1958 May: Marty graduated from Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah 
1958 Summer:  Bobbie Jo & Jo study together for advanced degrees at U of C, Boulder 
1958 Fall:  Jo became principal at Broadway School, Grand Junction, Colorado 
1959 Jo is initiated into Chapter DY of P.E.O., a philanthropic educational organization 
1959 July 22nd:  Third grandchild was born – Elizabeth Jo Irwin 
1959 December 11th:  Fourth grandchild was born – Earl Martin Shaeffer III 
1960 August:  Jo and Bobbie Jo are each awarded Master’s Degrees, U of C, Boulder 
1961 August 5th: Death of May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer in Denver, Colorado 
1962 March 31st:  Fifth grandchild was born – Jo Ellen Shaeffer 
1963 Jo became principal of two Grand Junction schools:  Appleton and Pomona 
1964 Jo became principal of three schools: Appleton, Lincoln Park and Pomona  
1966 January 14th:  Sixth grandchild was born – John Duncan Shaeffer 
1966 October 28th: Jo received Outstanding Alumni Award, Colorado State College 
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1966 Jo was listed in Who’s Who in Colorado, 1966-67 
1967  September: Jo transferred as principal to Broadway and Redlands schools 
1967 Jo received Life Membership in the Parent Teacher Association 
1968 Jo was listed in Who’s Who of American Women 
1968 Jo was listed in Personalities of the West and Midwest. 
1968 Earl retired from Mountain States Telephone & Telegraph Co. 
1968 Earl was inducted into the Telephone Pioneers of America 
1968 Jo requested a year’s leave of absence from Mesa County schools. 
1968 thru 1969:  Jo taught at Western State College, Gunnison, Colorado 
1969 Jo was listed in the Dictionary of International Biography, 1969-70 
1969 Summer: Jo presented her resignation to the Mesa County Valley School Dist. 
 Number 51, Grand Junction, Colorado 
1969 Fall: Jo began teaching at Fresno State College (now California State Univ. Fresno) 
1970 August 28th:  Seventh and last grandchild was born – Daniel Weaver Shaeffer 
1971 May 15: Jo and Bea Bradley did a workshop in Dillard, Oregon 
1971 Sept 7th: Jo and Bea Bradley conducted workshop for Mt. Diablo schools, 
 Pittsburg, California 
1972 April 24th: Death of Pearl Miller Osborne, Denver, Colorado 
1972  Jo taught two classes at the summer session at Fresno State College 
1972 Dec. Jo received a request to transfer her Delta Kappa Gamma membership to the 
 Grand Junction chapter (International honor society for women educators) 
1973 Jo’s first semester to supervise student teachers as well as being a full-time 
 lecturer, Fresno State College (now California State University Fresno) 
1973  August:  Jo taught two courses at California State University, Fresno and Visalia  
1973 September:  Earl and Jo moved to their new home in Clovis, New Mexico 
1974  Spring: Jo taught remedial reading for Eastern NM University, Cannon Air Force 
 Base campus 
1974 Jo retired from Fresno State College after teaching summer session 
1975 January 1st:  Jo and Earl celebrated 50 years of marriage, their Golden Wedding 
1975 November:  Jo and Earl accompanied Marty and family on a Caribbean cruise 
1977 December 6th:  Earl passed away quietly at home 
1978 February 18th: Marriage of Rebecca Irwin to Kevin H. Slade (div.) 
1981 March 11th:  Birth of first great-grandchild, Colin Slade 
1981 August 8th:  Marriage of Jo Ellen Shaeffer to Kevin G. Olsen (div.) 
1982 July 14th:  Birth of great-grandson, Ryan Glenn Olsen 
1984 November 15th:  Birth of great-grandson, Austen Slade 
1986 April 1st:  Birth of great-grandson, Kory Shaeffer Olsen 
1986 July 7th:  Jo celebrated her 80th birthday at a gala 3-day party at Pagosa Springs 
1987 April 4th:  Marriage of Bo Irwin to Jeannine Mobley 
1987 December 4th: Marriage of  E. Martin Shaeffer III to Elizabeth Erin Tansey 
1988 March 2nd:  Death of great-grandson, Colin Slade, age 6 
1989 January 16th:  Birth of great-grandson, James Earl Shaeffer 
1990 October 5th:  Birth of great-grandson, Ian Michael Shaeffer 
1992 April 24th:  Marriage of Daniel Weaver Shaeffer to Angela Marie Adair 
1992 July 17th:  Marriage of John Duncan Shaeffer to Kristin Alldredge 
1993 March 31st: Marriage of Jo Ellen Shaeffer to Steven B. Killpack 
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1993 August 2nd:  Birth of great-granddaughter, Kay Shaeffer 
1993 September 25th:  Marriage of Beth Irwin to Robert Lee Martin  
1994 January 7th:  Birth of great-grandson, Jacob Martin Shaeffer 
1995 April 26th:  Birth of great-granddaughter, Courtney Adair Shaeffer 
1995 June 4th:  Birth of great-grandson, John Duncan Shaeffer, Jr. 
1996 July 7th:  Jo celebrated her 90th birthday at a reception in Clovis 
1997 June 5th: Birth of great-grandson, Martin Daniel Shaeffer 
1997 September 13th: Jo fell, breaking her kneecap and shoulder 
1998 August 3rd:  Birth of great-grandson, Clark Dallas Shaeffer 
2000 January 1st:  Jo celebrated a new year, a new century, a new millennium as well as 
 marking 75 years since her wedding.  
2000 May 25th:  Jo passed away quietly at home, aged 93, a widow 22 years 
2001 March 17th:  Birth of great-grandson, Christopher Jensen Shaeffer 
2001 April 18th:  Birth of great-grandson, Adam Miles Shaeffer 
2003 August 17th:  Death of grand-daughter-in-law, Jeannine M. Irwin 
2005 January 12th:  Birth of great-grandson, Nicholas Weaver Shaeffer 
2005 December 25th:  Birth of great-grandson, Heber Curtis Shaeffer 
 


* * * 
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8.  Jo’s Education and Teaching Career 


 
 


 
In 1948 Jo decided to go to college, a dream she had long held.  Bobbie Jo had married and 
Marty was close to graduation from high school. Earl’s career with the telephone company 
seemed secure, and so Jo entered Mesa College in Grand Junction which was within walking 
distance of their home.  Mesa College was a two-year institution (now a four-year school), and 
Jo earned her associate degree in 1950.   
 
At that time few, if any, women of mature years attended college.  She was an anomaly in those 
days and it caused quite a stir on campus.  She looked young enough to be a college student and 
Marty remembered many people’s remarks about his mother’s “going to college!” She said: 


  
Now I’m realizing a dream come true. I’m doing the thing I’ve wanted to do since I was a little 
girl—I’m going to college.  Imagine starting college at forty-two!  It has opened worlds!  From 
the overall perspective of forty years one can see quite clearly the road with its bends and detours 
that eventually led to the door of Mesa College. Life has been good!  I’m thankful – thankful! 
 


A friend, Anne Davenport, wrote: 
 


I am so proud of you for going back to school.  I always thought if one could go to college and just 
browse thru the things we like best, that would be a real joy, instead of having to take this and that 
just to get a major.  You are taking such wonderful subjects and I know you are loving it. 


 
In a paper for an early education class Jo wrote:  
 


 “My little five-year-old next door neighbor called to me the other day, ‘Hey, Jo, are you really 
going to be an old maid school teacher when you grow up?’ ‘Yes, Karen I guess I am.’ ‘Well, why 
are you?’”  
 


When she thought about her desire to teach she described two reasons: one was a thought put 
into her mind very early in her life and the other had to do with her son’s unfortunate experience 
in school: 
 


The remarks that had to do with my deciding to teach were first a very kind one that has inspired 
me many, many times.  When I graduated from high school an English teacher called to me in the 
hall, ‘Jo!’ ‘Yes.’ ‘There is one thing I want to say to you and I want you to promise me you will 
never forget it: Get the best out of life that life has to give you.’  That remark made by an 
interested, kind teacher is one reason I am here in this little college today. 
 
The second remark?  When our young six-year-old son, Marty, was in the first grade… he came 
home from school very sullen and very naughty.  Soon the truth seeped out. ‘I’m dumb, Mom. I’m 
dumb ‘cause Miss ___ says I am.  She said I wasn’t smart like Bobbie Jo.’ Marty has never 
forgotten that remark and has labored under it all his school life.” 
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From the video tape recording of 1988 the following conversation between E.C. and Jo 
concerned her education: 
 


JO:  I'd always planned this, all through the years, that when Marty was old enough, eighteen, 
that I would go to college.  Of course, I didn't have a single hour of college credit, so I thought I'd 
gradually prepare everyone that this is what was going to happen.  So I would occasionally 
mention the fact that when Marty was eighteen and I felt he no longer needed me at home, then I 
would start to college.  I remember so well awakening one night and thinking that the time is here, 
and that there was no use of delaying any longer.  So I went down to the Junior College.  And it 
was unheard of in those days, but I was the first adult student they'd ever had.  This was Mesa 
Junior College right there in Grand Junction.  We only had the one car and I could walk back and 
forth.  We lived about two miles from the college and I could walk. 
 
EC:  What kind of a reaction did you get from all the kids? 
 
JO:  Really they were just wonderful to me.  I was sort of embarrassed at first, because of all the 
kids, because they began to call me "The Brain."  They did.  They were so cute.  And any social 
event they had, they would always ask me, and always invited me.  They really treated me 
wonderfully.  And so did the teachers.  I think they were very pleased to have an adult going to 
school because it was such a novel thing at that time.  They could probably see that it was one of 
those things that would increase and increase as time went on, and so I think they thought, "There 
was a good starter."  They couldn't have been kinder or nicer to me in any way.  That was about 
1949 or 1950.  Now Marty, I think was a little embarrassed about it, because some of his friends 
were at the school, and it really embarrassed him that I was sitting in the class with some of his 
friends.  Now it is so different, and it must be very hard for you to imagine, but it was so novel 
then, and people just couldn't believe it.  Oh, they just couldn't.  They'd say, "You don't mean to 
tell me you've started to college!"  And at first it was sort of embarrassing to me.  I got over that 
after a while.  The only time I remember when it was embarrassing would be if they would divide 
the class, you know, as they often do, into twos, to work together.  I would always sort of hate that 
because I’d be with some young kid.  They were always good sports, they never made me feel that 
it was a bit different or anything.  But my feeling was that it was kind of hard on the kid that had 
to be with me.  Of course, you know what would happen.  I would get the major part of the work, 
but I knew they’d rather be with some younger kid. 


 
Jo described the circumstances that lead to her being cast in the leading role in a college 
dramatic presentation: 


 
I hadn't been there very long when they asked me to take the lead in a play, called "All My Sons."  
And I just didn't have time.  I was trying to keep a home and do all the things I'd always done.  
Finally the Dean called me in and said, "We'd appreciate it so much if, while you are here, you 
would do it."  Oh, was I ever sorry I did!  Rehearsal night after night, and I'd have so much to do 
at home that I'd just be wild.  I'd think I just couldn't do it all.  And of course all those pages and 
pages of script to learn, too, you know, when my time was so limited.  You know what would 
happen.  I'd stay up till midnight or one o'clock then I'd fall asleep, set the alarm to get up at four 
thirty.  I'd read the play before, and I'm sure you have too, and I didn't especially like it. I wouldn't 
call it a classic, but it was one of the plays that had been done year after year after YEAR.  I really 
didn't especially like it and oh, when I think about it, it was just a pain, it wasn't any joy in any 
respect. 
 
EC:  I bet you were a hit. 
 
JO:  Oh, not especially.  I got through it all right, but it wasn't any big success or anything.  
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JO:  And I was often asked to do other extra things.  Very often they would ask me to chaperon a 
group of kids going some place.  We went out to the state home [for mental patients], and they 
would ask me to take a class out there.  And because they were college students they would take 
them out to see those terrible and hopeless cases.  That was awfully hard.  Then the kids 
themselves would ask me to chaperon a party or a dance or something.  I would have enjoyed it if 
I'd had a lot of time, but because I didn't have, I would hate to turn the kids down.  I did some of it.  
But as far as the studies were concerned I enjoyed them very much.  I found the instructors better 
at that little college than at some of the big name colleges that I went to later.  Not all of them, you 
understand, but so many of them were so good, and would be so helpful to the kids, and so kind.  I 
really found it a wonderful little college.  I enjoyed it so much.  I went two years there, and I got 
straight A's.  I wouldn't be that foolish and study that hard again, because I wouldn't want to have 
it take that much time. 
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EC:  It was important for you to feel success. 
 
JO: I couldn't stand not getting an A.  I wouldn't be that foolish now, Ellen Claire, but I was then.  
It was all really a wonderful experience.  And those kids were so sweet and so cute.  I really did 
enjoy them.  And they soon began to come to me with confidences and I finally began to feel like a 
counselor.  I had to spend so much time with them.  I would get into all their little problems and so 
forth, but they were just darling.  I enjoyed them so much.  I enjoyed those two years, though it 
was awfully hard work, taking as many hours as I could, then keeping up my home.  On Saturday 
and Sunday then I would do all the cooking for the week, and I made bread as I always had, and 
cakes and pies.  I thought I could do everything I'd always done and felt that if I couldn't keep up 
my home and do everything as I always had done, besides going to school, then it wouldn't be fair 
to Earl.   
 
EC:  So you did the Superwoman routine. 
 
JO:  I did indeed.  I got into that Superwoman routine, and how!  And Marty always had 
somebody there, just like he has now.  I can't remember, oh, I can if I am really serious about it I 
can remember a few times, but very few meals, very few, where we didn't have somebody extra.  
And we always had somebody staying all night.  The kids had twin beds, and I'd look in there the 
last thing at night there'd always be another little one--or big one, in those days. 
 


For one of her courses in education she was asked to describe some of the students during her 
student-teaching.  These descriptions show her deep interest in children as well as her excellent 
writing style: 
 


Heaven 
I’ll never be closer to Heaven than I have been these weeks of student-teaching: basking in the 
love and appreciativeness of these little folk.  It takes so little to make them happy—just a smile, or 
a pat on the back, or the noticing of some small thing. 
 
Leapin’ Linda the Puddle-Wader 
Linda Schisler is the answer to a teacher’s prayer – except she’s a puddle-wader. She’s a brilliant 
child, beautifully behaved, perfectly adjusted, but she loves mud and water!  Evening after evening 
she goes home muddy and soaked; she oozes mud from any exposed bit of Linda.   Mrs. M. has 
admonished, she’s bribed, she’s coaxed, all to no avail. A heavenly quiet descends on the room.  
Everybody has been buttoned and over-shoed and on his way home.  The janitor suddenly 
exclaims as he stands at the window, “Look at that kid above her boots in that mud hole!”  Mrs. 
M. looks at me with raised eyebrows that screech, “It’s Linda!”  One glance verifies our 
suspicions.  I suddenly had an inspiration and could hardly wait till morning to try it. Come 
morning, I tell a story about a repulsive creature that loved mud.  The oozier, filthier, grubbier it 
was the more he loved to wallow in it.  On and on I went at great length.  Before I had reached the 
line where this nasty, icky creature said, “Oink, Oink,” Linda exclaimed “Oh, it’s a pig!”  Now 
she immediately got the moral: that big old sloppy hogs wallow in mud but not pretty, clean, smart 
little girls.  Her face was most sober the rest of the morning.  I worried fearing I had gone a bit 
too far, but I was very smug in my knowledge that at any rate I had cured Linda.  All morning I 
was mentally patting myself on the back. 
 
Afternoon recess:  I am turning the rope for jump rope.  A teacher touches my arm, “Mrs. 
Shaeffer, one of your youngsters is out wading in that mud puddle.”  ‘Twas Linda! 
 
Linda 
Linda Sandoval, a little Spanish-American elf is such a twerp.  She is spoiled; she is bratty; and 
she is adorable!  Linda is a repeater because she is the world’s worst attention bidder and talk-
out-louder.  She is a tiny creature with jet black braids that stick straight out and tiny bird legs.  
She’s not pretty, but has that thing rarer than radium—charm.  She’s vivacious; her every 
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movement is quick and decisive and fleeting. Linda is perky and pertinent and saucy, but most 
lovable.  She is a bundle of contradictions that somehow all go together to make the most enticing 
whole you ever did see. She is very well aware of how cute she is and capitalizes on it constantly 
and with every opportunity.  Linda fears neither man nor God.  Her voice goes perfectly with her 
personality.  It is lilting and singing but never brash.  Do you think repeating the grade has 
bothered Linda?  Oh, no!!  She brags because she knows what book they will have next, etc. – she 
would!!  She was ill several days – it was awful!  All the spice went out of our little dish of white 
and Mexican beans! Gee!  I’m glad I’m not Linda’s mother – Por Dios!! 
 
Henry 
Henry worries me as he is an unhappy little guy and as a consequence is doing nothing in school.  
He is a child of a broken home and every few days remarks, “My mother is coming for me 
tomorrow.”  His grandmother is rearing him and must be interested as he always comes to school 
clean and “combed.” He is a fine looking Spanish-American child.  He seems husky and well, 
which I cannot say about many of these little folk in this room, especially the Spanish-Americans.   
He seems in a dream most of the time.  I feel convinced in my own mind that the child is needing 
love and affection, as he is missing his mother and sister cruelly. I have been paying especial little 
attentions to him (unnoticeable to the other youngsters).  Those big black eyes bespeak such 
gratitude.  And wonder of wonders, he is doing a little work in school!  I took them around the 
block at recess yesterday.  I was bringing up the rear and I felt a little hand crawl into my hand 
(had on my fur coat with my hand in my pocket) and looked down into the eyes of Henry.  This, in 
spite of the fact that the other guys teased him a bit.  Yesterday when I came out to walk home, 
Henry was waiting.  We walked across the viaduct and I was saying, “Now Henry, you must work 
harder in school.” “I’m gonna!”  Blessed be!!! 
 
David 
David is a handsome, smart child but has a mother who is making a hypochondriac out of him.  
She sends pills with him for the teacher to give him and David cannot go out at recess.  The hot 
lunch is not good enough for him, so David brings his lunch which is full of pie and cookies – no 
fruit – nothing but carbohydrates. If David gets a bit bored or is not the center of attention he 
immediately starts the wail, “I’m sick, Mrs. M., I’m terribly sick,” or “May I lie down, teacher? 
I’m sick.” If the teacher corrects him in 
any way he retorts, “I have a headache.  
That’s why I did that.”  The teacher has 
wisely advised that they have a doctor 
check him.  Why, oh why, do mothers let 
their hearts rule their heads sometimes?  
David could be a wonderful child as he 
has everything to start with: high 
mentality, fine physique, fine looking.  
But he has a mother who loves him 
much but not wisely.  
 
A Wonderful Gift 
I’ve felt good all afternoon:  I got a 
wonderful gift today.  Joana, the little 
tiny Spanish-American tot, saved me a 
hunk of frosting from her piece of cake 
she had for lunch.  It was filthy and 
sticky from being held in her tiny brown 
claw. Benny brought me some bubble-
gum the other day, and Benny has very 
few pennies to spend. Gifts of love!!!  
 Life is good! 
 
 







 96 


The following incident was described by Jo in one of the papers she wrote for a course in 
Abnormal Psychology.  The paper was entitled: “Ivan: A Case Study  The entire paper is quite 
interesting, but the ending is worth quoting: 
 


After preparing this paper and referring to the books in my library I continue to be uncertain as to 
Ivan’s status.  Was he psychotic or a potential psychotic? All these pathetic pictures of difficult 
children do have amusing incidents and I can’t resist ending this paper with this bit about Ivan.  
One day Ivan was seated at his desk and I was back of him watching.  I leaned over his shoulder 
to show him how to write a word and he reached up and patted me on my un-buxom bust saying, 
“Oh, Gawd, ain’t that nice!” 
 
Being one of those flat-chested sisters all my life I’ve had a repressed desire to be big and buxom 
in those parts and never before in life have I received that sort of a compliment from any male—
so—I didn’t know whether to be flattered of floored! 
 
I made the mistake of telling a teacher who told the principal who told the psychiatrist—they 
ribbed me unmercifully! 
 
Ivan, Ivan, what you cost me! 


 
As soon as Jo was awarded a teaching certificate she began teaching at Lincoln School on 
Orchard Mesa, part of the Mesa County School District 51, headquartered in Grand Junction.  
She continued her education during the summers at the Colorado State College of Education at 
Greeley as well as taking extension classes from the University of Colorado, Boulder.  She 
received her B.A. degree in 1954.  In Greeley, Jo became a member of Phi Lambda Theta, an 
honorary scholastic society. 
 
During this time, Mr. I. K. Boltz, superintendent of Mesa County schools, asked her to find out 
as much as possible about ungraded or nongraded schools.  At summer school she studied all the 
material that she could find on the subject and the more she learned about it, the more 
enthusiastic she became about that method of teaching, in which formal grade levels are 
abandoned in favor of tiered learning steps.  There was no first, second or third grades, as such, 
just a primary block in which a child could progress at his or her own speed.  She worked out a 
tentative curriculum for an ungraded school and presented it to Mr. Boltz.  He was enthused and 
authorized her to begin the ungraded primary in one school, Pear Park.  The school was in a very 
underprivileged area and with the superintendent’s blessing she began experimenting with the 
concept of the nongraded primary, or first three grades.  Her first task was to sell the idea of “no 
failures and no promotions” to the parents.  She believed that no child should be required to take 
giant steps if midget steps are the limit of his capacity, but no child should be allowed to take 
midget steps if he can make larger ones.  As the work went forward the children began to 
blossom. The results were spectacular, and Jo was asked to initiate the program in other schools 
as well.  A parental note gives a sample of the appreciation of parents: 
  


3-19-51 
Mrs. Shaeffer: 
Wednesday will be Linda’s last day, so could you have her transfer and card ready or whatever 
she will need.  I want to thank you for all the interest you have taken in Linda.  She has really 
“come out of her shell” so to speak.  If all teachers were as understanding as you we would have 
a lot more happier children in the world. 
Thanking you again,     Mrs. Ferrell 
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Again from the video conversation: 
 


BJ:  You got your first job with just two years of college, right? 
 
JO:  Yes.  They asked me to do it.  I did not ask for a job.  The superintendent called me and asked 
me if I would go down and talk to them, because they would like to have me.  And he said that if I 
did, they would have something real interesting for me to do.  And so I accepted it and [I] started 
that first rural nongraded school.  It was the first one not only in Grand Junction, but in the state 
of Colorado, and the first one in a lot of states.  Now there was a nongraded school in New York, 
and one in Milwaukee.  And I tried to find information, but there was none.  Nothing had been 
written about it. So the superintendent said, "That doesn't worry me at all.  You just go ahead, and 
you can do anything you want with that little school."  So we started in.  And it was in that district 
where there were a lot of migrant workers.  And so it was just wonderful for those little children 
because they could come in, and they were simply placed where they were able to work, and 
because of the nongrading, they could produce.  And we would take them forward as fast as they 
could go, for as long as they were there.  And they felt no stigma because there were no grades. 
 
BJ:  When you say grades, you mean levels, because you had grades like A,B, C. 
 
JO:  I don't mean first grade, second grade and so on.  It was a primary school of first through 
third.  When the children were ready they were put into an intermediate block, and it was really 
very successful and the achievement was very high.  And we had people coming from all over to 
send their children.  And finally the superintendent said, "We've got people calling from all over 
wanting to come to this school."  He told them that if they were willing to furnish their own 
transportation they could go, and we had people bringing kids from as far away as Fruit, west of 
Grand Junction.  It was a dear little school and the kids were happy.  No little person felt any 
stigma.  The little slow ones we took as slowly as they needed to be taken.  And those that could go 
rapidly were taken as fast as they could go.  We had very high achievement because we let the 
advanced ones go as far as they could go, and they would go far, and that brought those 
achievement scores up. 
 
BJ:  Then you went to a bigger school and did the same thing, right? 
 
JO:  Well I stayed there, in Pear Park, seven years.  And every year the superintendent would ask 
me to please take bigger schools. And I would absolutely refuse.  Because I was not only the 
principal of that school, but I was able to teach as well, and that is what I loved. But they did send 
me traveling.  I went all over—all over Colorado and other states as well, putting in those non-
graded schools. 
 
BJ:  You went to Utah and Wyoming. 
 
JO: Oh, yes, lots of places. 
 
BJ:  And Kansas. 
 
JO:  Oh, just all over.  It was interesting and challenging and wonderful to meet people, but I 
worked very hard trying to keep up the school, because I had to bring in substitutes while I was 
traveling.  And then when people would come in to visit the school the superintendent would say, 
"Get a substitute.  Don't try to teach and try to show how you teach with all those administrators 
coming in."  So we'd get a substitute and we'd get all these people coming.  It seemed like it was 
just all the time that people were watching and coming in… 
 
… There were lots of heartaches, but lots of rewards, too.  The kids were so cute, so dear.  In one 
school they called me the "Princess" because one little beginning primary group child, that we 
called "Littlies," said to one of his classmates, "You better behave or you'll be sent to the 
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Princess."  And that's what started it.  And everybody in the school called me the "Princess."  
Little ones, big ones, teachers.  That was at Appleton School.  That was the school where I'd go at 
noon.  At that time I had three schools that had to be covered every day.  So I would reach that 
school at noon just as the kids were getting ready to go back to class.  It was a big school and it 
had a great big circle driveway around the whole acreage.  It had a big gym too.  And those little 
ones would sit all along the driveway waiting for me to come.  When I would get there, I would get 
out of the car and I would be just deluged with all these children. 
 


The article below describes from a professional standpoint the things Jo was accomplishing in 
her work with children: 
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During the summer of 1958 Jo took courses at the University of Colorado, Boulder.  Taking 
classes along with her was Bobbie Jo, as explained in the news article below: 
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Later that year Jo wrote the following article for the Rocky Mountain Tri-State Newsletter of the 
ASCD’s (Association for Supervision & Curriculum Development) January 30, 1959 edition: 
 


A Report on the Ungraded Schools in Mesa County, Colorado, by Mrs. Jo Shaeffer and Fred 
Jaquette 
 
This article is a summary of the findings of four years of a five year study of the Ungraded 
Schools in Mesa County, Colorado.  This study is being carried on independently but 
simultaneously by Mrs. Jo Shaeffer as partial requirement for her Master’s Degree at the 
University of Colorado and by Fred Jaquette as part of the work toward his Doctoral Degree at 
Colorado State College. 
 
At present time there are three schools in this district which are operated as ungraded units.  Many 
of the ideas and techniques used by them have been borrowed by the other schools in the area and 
it is likely that their reorganization will follow in time.  Since reading is the one ingredient of 
education without which nothing can be achieved our first emphasis has been upon this all 
important skill.  The three traditional grades of the primary have been replaced by 11 levels of 
achievement in reading.  The intermediate grades are changed to 10 levels.  These levels are not 
merely a replacement of the old grades but become a device by which teachers and principals are 
able to determine a child’s ability to progress.  The children move forward through these levels as 
rapidly as they are able without experiencing the frustration of having failed or having to repeat a 
grade.  Their progress is continuous even though in some cases slower than average.  At the 
beginning of each year every child starts his school work at exactly the place he left it in the 
spring.  There is no such thing as retention although slowing does take place at the time when need 
for it appears for any child.  Number teaching is also ungraded although not to the extent that 
reading is. 
 
A very careful record of achievement of the children has been kept in these schools and has been 
compared with selected schools in the district which have maintained the traditional organization.  
Matched groups were chosen on the basis of I.Q. between the experimental schools and those 
chosen as controls.  Care was taken to make all other aspects of choice of score a matter of random 
sampling.  For each grade level for each of the schools in the study scores made by the pupils on 
the Gates Reading Survey and the Gates Primary Reading Test were computed.  The differences 
between the means of the groups were then used as the basis for comparison.  In all cases the 
Ungraded schools showed a significantly higher score than did the traditional schools. 
 
Teacher and community acceptance of the plan is very satisfactory.  There have been no cases 
where a teacher has asked to leave one of these buildings because of dissatisfaction with the plan.  
There have been numerous requests for transfer into one or another of the ungraded buildings.  
Pupil morale is high as the achievement record would indicate.  In many cases parents have moved 
to the area served by these schools in order for their children to be eligible to attend them.  In 
several cases children are being transported by their parents a distance of 15 miles even thou there 
is a school within walking distance of their homes.  


 
In 1958 Jo published an article in the Colorado Education Association Journal  entitled “Lunch 
Program Becomes Vehicle for Teaching.”  In response she received the following note: 
 
 Dear Jo, 
 We liked your article in the C. E. A. journal.  Bill said he could just hear you talking.  It was a 


great day for our profession when you decided to join our ranks. 
 Love, 
  LaDean Stabaugh 
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     Jo about 1960 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo worked extremely hard during those years of teaching, studying and keeping up with her 
home.  She also traveled a good deal helping other schools implement the ungraded (non-graded) 
teaching program that she had found to be so successful.  Below is a letter from the principal of 
the Rangely, Colorado Elementary School: 
 


February 25, 1960 
 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer: 
  
Your letter today was a real disappointment.  I called Fred immediately and he told me that you 
have been traveling about more than you wished to.  That is understandable.  However, I beg, I 
urge, and whatever else it will take to get you to reconsider coming to Rangely. 
 
Your presence here can mean so much for THESE CHILDREN.  Perhaps your contact won’t be 
direct, but that indirect contact is sometimes much more than you realize.  I want these teachers to 
meet you because I truly believe that in you they will see what more of us should be.  We want you 
because you add the feminine charm and viewpoint to such an undertaking.  Now don’t you think 
that ladies in teaching can get suspicious of what the men are doing?  Need I list more reasons??? 
 
Please, I beg you to reconsider.  You letter so shattered me that I shall probably call you anyway.  
Now, can’t we look forward to your being here on Tuesday? 
 
Sincerely, 
Shelt Chastain, Principal 


 
 Evidently Jo along with Fred Jacquette did go to Rangely, because a very nice thank-you letter 
was written to the Grand Junction superintendent thanking him for sending Jo and Fred for a 
training day. 
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Not long after that a thank-you letter was received from Jo from Victor Charles, the 
superintendent of the Meeker, Colorado public schools.  Part of what her wrote included: 
 


Just a line to tell you how much the Members of Board enjoyed and thrilled to the visit to your 
school yesterday, where they saw the only master teacher I know at work…. I do not know how to 
express my thanks and appreciation to you, except to say that if you ever wish to move to Meeker, 
you can have a position here for as long as you like, starting considerably higher than you are 
receiving in Grand Junction.  I am not trying to steal you, but this is how we feel about you, and I 
am sure others who see you in action feel the same way. 


 







 103 


In 1966 Jo was selected by Colorado State College, Greeley, to receive the Outstanding Alumni 
Award.  Each year at homecoming the students, faculty and alumni honored graduates who have 
distinguished themselves in their chosen fields of endeavor.  Jo was chosen to be so honored. 
News of the award was carried in at least five different newspapers: 
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As one would expect, Jo received numerous congratulatory cards and letters from friends and 
admirers in all walks of life: 


 
Mesa County Valley School Dist. No. 51 
Grand Junction, Colorado 
November 25, 1966 
 
Mrs. Jo Shaeffer 
3601 G Road 
Palisade, Colorado 
 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer: 
The Board of Education and Administration wish to take this means to extend hearty 
congratulations to you as a recipient of an Outstanding Alumni Award from Colorado State 
College.  The Board so deemed that this congratulation should be spread upon the minutes of the 
meeting of November 15, 1966. 
 
The outstanding work that you have done on behalf of the youth in this school district as a teacher 
and principal merits you this award and helps this district to develop an educational program that 
serves the greatest advantage for children in this district.  Your efforts in piloting new programs, 
your compassion for children, and the sincere professionalism you maintain as a principal in this 
district has benefited the children that you have served. Can there be greater satisfaction as an 
educator? 
 
Again, thank you for your service and congratulations for this well deserved recognition. 
 
Sincerely, 


 Richard G. Ayers, Superintendent of Schools 
 
Another note of congratulation came from her old friend, Elio. Gowers: 
 
 A very special congratulations from me, Jo, because I know that you will do so much for others in 


the future, as you have done in the past.  “Knowledge is power” but only if it is shared and used 
for the furtherment of Good. 


 As always, Elio. 
 
Jo also received other awards including citations, life memberships and a listing in the Who’s 
Who of American Women, as well as the International Who’s Who. 
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A brief description of Jo’s life was published in a book by Delta Kappa Gamma in 1968 called 
“The Torch Bearers.” 
 


Jo Shaeffer received the degree of Master of Education from the University of Colorado in 1960.  
The title of her thesis was “A Report on the Development of the Ungraded School in Mesa 
County,” a subject on which she is an authority, since she organized the first ungraded school in 
Colorado. 
 
Jo’s initial experiment and the ungraded system have been chronicled in educational publications 
and in newspapers.  The most recent account was published in the March, 1966 issue of the 
“Colorado School Journal,” written by Fred Jacquette, and titled “Continuous Progress; the Non-
Graded Elementary School.”  This article reports the expansion of the plan through the 
intermediate as well as the primary classes and its district-wide adoption in the Mesa county 
Valley Schools. 
 
Jo was born in Denver, July 7, 1906. Her parents were Dr. Dallas J. Osborne, a Christian 
minister, and Pearl Miller Osborne.  She was graduated from North High School in Denver in 
1925.  In 1926 she and Earl M. Shaeffer were married.  They have lived in Denver, Colorado 
Springs, Grand Junction, and Cripple Creek.  In 1946 her husband was transferred to Palisade, 
where he is manager for the telephone company. 
 
For many years her chief interest was the rearing of her two children, a daughter, Bobby Jo, and a 
son, Earl Jr.  Her children’s friends were her friends, and she entered into their activities, making 
her home a meeting place for the young people. 
 
Jo had the desire to teach children; she believed that the school should be geared to the child, not 
the child to the school and she was intensely interested in the philosophy of continuous growth 
and development of the child.  She received her B.A. degree from Colorado State College in 
1954. 
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She was asked by the Superintendent of Mesa Valley Schools, Mr. I. K. Boltz, to make a study of 
ungraded schools.  She became enthusiastic about this method of teaching as she studied. 
 
In 1954 she became principal of the Pear Park School and was given permission to try the 
experiment of the ungraded school there. 
 
Jo believes that no child should be required to take giant steps if midget steps are the limit of his 
capacity, nor should a child be allowed to take midget steps if he can accomplish giant ones.  
Carefully selected enrichment material is offered to children who can use it, and a complete 
remedial program to those who need it.  Flexibility is the key word.  No work is repeated. 
 
Following her seven year principalship at Pear Park School, Mrs. Shaeffer has administered the 
Appleton and Pomona Schools, and in the fall of 1965, Lincoln Park School was added to her 
responsibility. 
 
She has always taken an active part in the community where she made her home.  In Cripple 
Creek she served as president of the Federation of Women’s Clubs; in Grand Junction, she was a 
member of the Child Welfare Board for eight years and also served on the Board of Goodwill 
Industries.  She has charmed audiences for many years with her delightful book reviews which 
she gives for various groups.  She is a member of P.E.O. and has served three terms on the 
Cerebral Palsy and Crippled Children’s Boards. 
 
Jo loves children and loves to teach.  The pioneer spirit burns brightly within her, as she 
continues to work with inter-age grouping in the primary classes of Pomona School. 


 
In 1964 Jo’s granddaughter, Becky Irwin, age 11, wrote an English paper on her grandmother.  It 
is so charming that it is included in its entirety: 
  


Mrs. Helen Jo Shaeffer, my grandmother, called “Nanny” was born in 1906 in Denver, Colorado.  
She was one of four children.  Her father was a minister but died when she was five [six]. She 
married my grandfather, “Pappy,” when she was eighteen.  With my grandfather she raised two 
responsible children.  At the age of 42 she started college, joining her two children there. 
 
She has Indian black hair, which now has small streaks of gray in it.  She has deep chocolate 
brown eyes.  She is also very thin.  She has many outstanding characteristics, but the most 
striking is that she is always so good and faces hardships squarely.  This probably comes from her 
father’s training. Some of her attitudes are very strong.  She believes that children are very 
important and she has amazing patience with them. Her abilities never seem to cease.  She gives 
book reviews and acts out all the characters.  She can sew very well.  She is also good in home 
decorating.  But her most outstanding ability is her management, patience and loving care of 
children. She can tell very easily when a person feels discouraged and always tries to make up for 
it. She never seems to hurt anyone’s feelings, for she must know how they feel.  She has great 
empathy. She can laugh at herself and her mistakes.  In an unpleasant situation she often looks for 
its humor.  For example, she bought a sweater to wear with a special skirt for a speech she had to 
make in Minnesota.  At the last moment, before she left Colorado, she decided the sleeves were too 
long.  So she cut off part of them.  When she got to Minnesota, she found out she had only cut one 
sleeve.  Instead of anger or dismay, she pushed up the long sleeve and began to laugh.  To this day 
she thinks the audience thought she had more muscle in one arm than the other. 
 
When other people see her, she is a carefree person and never seems to have a worry in the world.  
She is also seen as a hard worker, for she is a principal of three ungraded schools.  She started 
the first ungraded school in Colorado.  Now most of the schools in Colorado follow this plan.  She 
is also helping to ungrade the schools in Utah.  In doing so she sees many children frightened by 
her because she is a principal.  This hurts her deeply. Nanny’s main goal is making children and 
their education better.  With such a grandmother, my goal is to be a teacher. 
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This photo appeared in the Sept. 1, 1969 edition of the Grand Junction Herald.  The article, about 
her teaching was entitled, “Teacher’s View of School Changes: Cautious Optimism.”   
 
As principal Jo had opportunities to have student teachers at her schools.  One wrote: 
 
 Just a note to say thank you so much for all you have done for me this year.  I could not have 


found a nicer teacher and principal to work with.  This has been a wonderful experience for me.  I 
will never forget what a perfect situation it has been.  Sincerely, Billye 


 
Another: 
 
 Dear Jo,  
  All my life I will treasure my association with you; and I know all the children will who come in 


contact with you.  You inspire everyone near you to be good and kind; and your enthusiasm for 
learning is most contagious.  The stars in your crown are numerous and bright for the many 
wonderful things you daily do.  I can’t thank you enough for the encouragement and aid you’ve 
given me this year; and for your staunch moral support. 


  Much love, Bea and Linda Garner 
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Jo continued with her duties as principal for another year and then requested a leave of absence 
in order to accept a teaching position at the college level.  She taught at Western State College in 
Gunnison, Colorado until she accepted a position at Fresno State College, California.  In a letter 
dated June 25, 1969 from the Grand Junction schools, Superintendent Ayres wrote: 
 


...Your many years association with School District 51 as a teacher and administrator have been 
very professional and caused giant strides in the Elementary Curriculum for students in this 
District.  Your outstanding efforts on behalf of Continuous Progress is primarily the cause of 
success in this program.  The Board and Central Administration wish you well in your new 
endeavor in college teaching and express their appreciation for the outstanding service you have 
rendered the children of this school district… 


 
In her professional life, Jo had a need for appropriate 
clothing.  This she did in her own unique way.  One of the 
things that Jo enjoyed was sewing when she had the time for 
it.  She was an excellent seamstress and made many 
spectacular pieces of clothing which she wore with panache. 
 
This dress, right, had a macramé yoke which Earl had made.  
She made similar dresses for Bobbie Jo and Ellen Claire. 
She was always most generous with her talents. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left:  Jo with friend and colleague, Bea Bradley, both of 
whom are wearing macramé necklaces made by Earl. 
 
 
 
Jo was also invited to join several professional 
organizations.  Among them were Delta Kappa Gamma, an 
international honor society of key women educators, the 
National Education Association, the Colorado Education 
Association, the Colorado Association of Elementary 
School Principals, Phi Lambda Theta, an international 
honor society and professional association in education and 
the American Association of University Professors. 
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Jo’s years teaching in California were some of the most rewarding of her entire career.  She 
taught at Fresno State College, now the California State University Fresno, but still called Fresno 
State.  She enjoyed college teaching immensely and was successful in her many and varied 
achievements. However, her satisfaction was tempered with concern for the health of her 
husband. After spending two semesters with Jo in California, Earl decided he preferred life in 
Colorado.  Jo continued teaching but made many weekend trips to Colorado. When she retired in 
1973 she still continued teaching summer workshops.  In September of 1973  Jo and Earl moved 
to Clovis, New Mexico where their son, Marty and his family lived.   
 
Upon her resignation from Fresno State she received a letter from the dean of the school of 
education: 
 
… Your letter of resignation came via registered mail yesterday morning.  I think I knew what it was even before I 
read it; nevertheless, the confirmation of my fears came as a real shock.  It was a sad occasion on two scores; first, I 
was sorry to learn that your husband has not been well, and second, I am more sorry than I can say to have you 
leave our S.O.E. faculty.  You will be missed—and sorely. 
 
During the spring term of 1974 Jo taught a remedial reading course to Cannon Air Force Base 
personnel that was offered by Eastern New Mexico University in Portales, but it was less than 
satisfying for her.  However, she received a nice memo from Ken Rasmussen, ENMU official: 
  
 Please accept my late note of thanks for the help you gave to us in the recent P.R.E.P. program.  I 


have heard many marvelous comments on the way the class was conducted.  I know that each 
student profited accordingly!  Please drop in to see us at any time.  Again, thank you for your help.  
Sincerely,  Ken 


 
A quote Jo used in her teacher training described her idea of what good teaching is all 
about: 
  


A wonderful teacher has a peculiar mixture of great love, much kindness, sternness, much 
imagination, unlimited energy, charm, must constantly challenge children, has infinite 
patience and understanding, has much fun and an ability to remember when she was a 
child and therefore is able to think in child-terms. 


 
Jo was such a teacher. A brief overview of her career was highlighted in the Pioneer Days 
publication of 1997 published by the Sesquicentennial Committee of the Clovis and 
Prairie View Wards, Clovis, New Mexico: 
 


 Jo Shaeffer, age 90, and a resident of Clovis was responsible for pioneering a unique un-
graded primary curriculum for boards of education throughout the state of Colorado and in other 
states. 
 She was a stay-at-home mother and homemaker until her youngest child started college.  
Then she attended college herself for the first time.  After graduating from Colorado State 
University in Greeley, Colorado, she taught school in the Grand Junction, Colorado elementary 
schools, becoming principal of three schools simultaneously from 1954 to 1968 where she 
developed the unique curriculum for grades one through three.  She earned her Masters Degree of 
Education at the University of Colorado, Boulder in 1960, having attended summer sessions while 
she continued her teaching.  In 1966 she was the recipient of the Outstanding Alumni Award at 
Colorado State University at Greeley.  She conducted workshops on reading methods in Oregon, 
California, Wisconsin, Nebraska and Massachusetts. 
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 In 1968 she became an associate professor of education at Western State College in 
Gunnison, Colorado.  This was followed by several years teaching at the California State 
University, Fresno.  She retired in 1975. 
 The legacy of her love for learning has inspired [many, including] her children, 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      Jo, age 90 
 


A teacher’s influence has no boundaries.  One never knows how widely the ripple effect will 
spread.   Jo once received a call from a neurosurgeon in Seattle.  He had been in her second year 
class in Pear Park.  She had taught him to read after his first year teacher and his mother had 
given up on him, and he wanted to thank her for getting him started on the road to success. 
 
 One day in 1995 Jo got a phone call from a former student that had attended her classes at the 
university level.  The caller said that she, herself, was now teaching college students and that not 
a single day passed that she didn’t use the knowledge, skills and approaches taught her by Jo 
Shaeffer.  What a great tribute to a talented and dedicated teacher of teachers! 
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HELEN JO SHAEFFER – VITA 
 
 
 
 
EDUCATION 
 
 Graduate work toward Ph.D. degree – 1960-1963 
 
 University of Colorado, Boulder – M. Ed. 1960 
 
 Colorado State University, Greeley – B.A. 1954 
 
 Mesa College, Grand Junction — Associates Degree 1950 
 
 
EXPERIENCE 
 
 Associate Professor of Education – California State University, Fresno  1969-1975 
 Courses taught: 
  
  Teaching of Reading (Basic Course) 
  Teaching of Language Arts 
  Classroom Organization & Management 
  Children’s Literature 
 
 Associate Professor of Education – Western State College, Gunnison, Colorado 1968-1969 
 Courses taught: 
 
  Basic Reading Instruction 
  Remedial Reading 
  Language Arts Method 
  Curriculum Planning and Organization 
  Social Studies Method 
 
 Principal – Grand Junction, Colorado, elementary schools -  1954-1968 
 
 Teacher – Grand Junction, Colorado, elementary schools -  1950-1954 
 
 
PROFESSIONAL SERVICE 
 
 Conducted workshops on Reading Methods, Diagnosis, Remediation, etc. 
 
 1975 – Hanford, California 
  Tulare, California 
  Visalia, California 
 
 1974 – Roseburg, Oregon 
 
 1973 – Concord, California  
 
 1972 – Fresno, California 
 


Guest speaker and discussion leader in many conferences on reading instruction in various cities: Boston, MA, 
Milwaukee, WI, Lincoln, NE, etc.  1954-1968 


 
Conducted workshops for administrators, teachers, parents on non-graded organization in Lincoln, NE, Boulder, CO, 
Provo, UT, Jefferson County, CO, etc.  1954-1968 
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PUBLICATIONS 
  
 Colorado Education Association Journal 
 
  Reporting to Parents in a Non-graded School, December 1960 
 
  Lunch Program Becomes Vehicle for Teaching, February 1958 
 


Author of many brochures, pamphlets and handbooks to be used for non-grading, reading, grouping for instruction, 
individualizing and personalizing teaching new trends in education 1954-1973 
 


 
PROFESSIONAL RECOGNITION 
 


1969-1970 International Who’s Who 
 
1968-1969 Who’s Who of American Women 


 
1968  Personalities of the West and Midwest 


 
1966  Recipient of Outstanding Alumni Award – Colorado State University, Greeley, Colorado 


 
 
PROFESSIONAL ORGANIZATIONS 
 
 Delta Kappa Gamma 
 
 National Education Association 
 
 Colorado Education Association 
 
 Colorado Department Elementary School Principals 
 
 Phi Lambda Theta 
 
 American Association of University Professors 
 
 
COMMUNITY SERVICE 
 
 1954-1968: 
  
  Crippled Children – Board of Directors 
   
  Federated Women’s Club – Past President 
 
  Cerebral Palsy – Board of Directors 
 
  Goodwill Industries Board Member 
 
  Child Welfare Board member 
 
 
 
 
 


* * *  
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Appendix D:  Genealogy & Heritage 
 
 


Descendants of Earl Martin Shaeffer & Helen Jo Osborne Shaeffer 


as of January 2006 
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Shaeffer family – about 1940 
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Dallas J. Osborne (right) and siblings 
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L-R: Jo Shaeffer, Bo Irwin, Jeannine M. Irwin, Bobbie Jo Irwin, Will Irwin 


Front:  Beth Irwin Martin, Becky Irwin Slade – 1987 
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L-R:  Beth Irwin Martin, Jo Shaeffer, Austin Slade, Becky Irwin Slade 
at Jo’s 90th birthday party – 1996 
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Bo & Jeannine Irwin  -  1996 
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Bob & Beth Irwin Martin - 2000 
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L – R:  Dan Shaeffer, John Duncan Shaeffer, E.C.W. Shaeffer, Marty Shaeffer,  
Jo Ellen Shaeffer Killpack, Martin “Tres” Shaeffer III 


1993 
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L – R: Mart “Tres” Shaeffer, III, James Shaeffer, Erin “Betsy” Tansey Shaeffer 


Front:  Jacob Shaeffer, Ian Shaeffer 
2005 
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L – R:  Steven Killpack, Jo Ellen Shaeffer Killpack, Kory Olsen, Ryan Olsen 
1994 
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L – R: Kay, J.D. Jr., J. Duncan, Adam, Clark & Kristin A. Shaeffer 


2005 
[Heber Curtis Shaeffer was born December 25, 2005] 
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L – R:  Marty, Angela A., Nicholas, Dan, Christopher & Courtney Shaeffer 


2005 
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Notes: 
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4.  Family Life 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo and Earl met at a Christmas dance: 
 


 I was still in high school at that time.  I was about sixteen, going on seventeen.  He was playing 
the drums up on a stage that was elevated a little above the floor and he was sitting near the end.  
As I looked up at him, I thought he was real cute.  We were dancing around there and his foot was 
sticking out a little so I untied his shoe string.  Can you imagine doing anything like that?  He 
looked up and kind of smiled and I did that a couple or three more times.  So then when he had a 
break, (they'd let members of the orchestra off for one dance) he came over and asked me to 
dance.  I danced with him, of course.  He wanted me to ditch my date so he could take me home, 
but I wouldn't do that.  But he got my name and address and telephone number. 


 
Jo once wrote, “Earl’s alright.  He likes 
everything I do from movies to seafood.”   
 


The dance when we met had been just before 
Christmas and we were married the following  
year on New Year's Day 1925 at high noon.  
 
Earl was working for the telephone company at 
that time.  And we were married at home, in my 
home, and all his family came and my family, 
and my friend Edd who stood up for me.  And 
[Earl's] brother, Bob, stood up for him.  And 
the minister was from Earl’s church, Dr. 
Pingree.  Earl had said, "I'd like very much to 
have him marry us if you wouldn't mind."  So I 
said "That was fine with me."   And that's how 
we were married.  Mother had a little luncheon 
afterwards, and I remember that we had 
chicken salad.   What else, I don't recall, but I 
remember the chicken salad, and of course the 
wedding cake.  


 
 
 
 
 
If there were any wedding photos taken, they have not survived. The newlyweds lived in Denver 
their first few months, then moved to Colorado Springs for about a year.  In the autobiography of 
1949 Jo wrote: 


 
There followed carefree years of living out of a suitcase on ninety dollars a month.  We had 
planned that I would go to school, but we had neither the permanence nor the finances to carry 
out that plan.  We were busy, oh, very busy!  Both of us were playing in orchestras when we were 
stationed in Denver, which entailed much time and many interesting times.  
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The telephone company transferred Earl to Grand Junction in 1927 and their first child, Bobbie Jo, 
was born there on February 7th, 1928.  The trip from Denver to Grand Junction at that time was 
horrendous. It was described in a videotaped conversation between Jo and the Irwins in 1987: 
 


WILL IRWIN: There was a story about getting stuck in what was the old railroad tunnel, and cars 
would have to back out because it was a one way tunnel. 
 
JO:  That seems so antiquated now that you just can't believe that it was that primitive.  Because 
after all, I'm only 82 years old, and you just can't understand what it was like then.  We came 
through that tunnel scared to death.  Someone had told us to be sure and come that way. 
 
WILL:  Explain to your audience what the tunnel was. 
 
JO:  I don't suppose it any longer exists.  It was between Denver and Grand Junction.  It was 
really between Denver and Basalt.  It was a tunnel.  If you went up this terribly steep, steep incline 
you came to that tunnel, and you drove through.  Do you remember how long that was? 
 
WILL:  It had been cut for the railroad, but was no longer in use by the railway and it was turned 
into a one-way automotive tunnel. 
 
JO:  Yes, and we didn't know whether to go through it or not.  Earl said, "Well, let's try it.  
Nothing can happen."  I said, "What if we meet a car?"  And we did meet a car. 
 
BOBBIE JO: But you were to go one way on the hour. 
 
JO:  Yes there was a big sign that said on the hour you could go one way and the next hour you 
could come back the other way.  And this man had not paid any attention to it, thinking that he 
wouldn't meet anybody.  So it was up to him to back out, not us. 
 
BJ: So you did meet someone, but he wasn't responsible and would not back up.  He said he'd sit 
there forever but he wouldn't back out. 
 
JO: Yes, she remembers it better than I do.  That's right.  He did.  He refused to back out. He said, 
"I'll sit here forever before I'll back out." 
 
WILL:  He was afraid to back out, as I recall. 


 
JO:  Yes, he was afraid.  Scared to death.  And we were too.  That doesn't seem possible now.  But 
finally, after hours, we got out of that tunnel. Then we came on down into Basalt, and we saw 
these wild animals, I suppose they were coyotes, but we weren't sure if they were lions or coyotes, 
but we were in really wild country.  They'd make these "Rrrrrrrrrrr" noises, and I was petrified, 
and Earl was too.  Earl was really frightened. 
 
WILL:  Was this on the same trip? 
 
JO:  Yes, the same.  And we've never forgotten it.  That was when we first came to that part of 
western Colorado.  It was really wild country. Now, that doesn't seem possible. That [area] later 
was all inhabited by a very rich clientele, remember, who built great big gorgeous homes up there.  
But it was wild then, I'll tell you, for sure. 
 
BJ: But you never made a trip without helping somebody. 
 
JO:  Yes, you'd help anybody on the road that was having trouble with their car--flat tires, flat 
tires, flat tires, trouble, trouble, trouble.  And you didn't pass them up.  You stopped, of course, for 
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anybody in trouble, to see what you could do.  After the tunnel experience we came down into 
Basalt and we were hungry by this time, but we were afraid to stop. 
 
WILL:  You were afraid to stop in the town?  What was it about the town that frightened you? 
 
JO:  Strange looking people, miners, and oh, we were frightened, and we just went on till we came 
into Glenwood.  And when we got there we got into a motel and we ate, and by this time it was 
way late, two or three in the morning, I expect.  Finally we got there!  That trip!  Some day, I want 
to really write up that trip.  That was some trip.  Earl and I never did forget it because it was such 
an experience.  That was when we first came over to the Western Slope, and we thought, "What 
are we getting into?"  But you know, we finally hit civilization again, and it wasn't that way, but 
[the trip] was terrible. 


 
From the 1949 autobiography Jo continues: 


 
In 1928 we took our first huge step toward growing up.  We encountered our first heartache.  
Our Bobbie Jo was a tiny, premature baby who was born organically perfect but with no 
resistance, caused as the doctors all said, by having made a journey in seven months that was 
meant to take nine.  This began a determined, desperate fight.  If it was physically possible to 
rear that tiny infant to maturity I would do so.  There followed three years with both Earl and me 
devoted and absorbed by this single purpose.  To say our world revolved around a puny, frail 
little girl is to put it mildly.  To say she was our world is to state it more correctly. 
 


Jo kept a tiny baby book for Bobbie Jo.  In it she wrote: 
 


The first time I ever saw her, her big blue eyes were so wide open.  At seven weeks she would 
grasp an object.  At three months she would play with her dress and put it in her mouth or try to.  
She played with her hands at eight weeks.  
  
Bobbie Jo took whooping cough at 3 months. 
Put her foot in her mouth – at about 4 ½ months pulled off her booties. 
 
At nine months she is so cute and bright.  Jabbers all the time.  Says “Da. Da. Da. 
 but it is just jabber.  Plays peek-a-boo and patty cake.  Her hair is coming in quite rapidly now.  
Has six teeth.  Plays alone for an hour at a time.  She is SO good.  If she thinks I am being hurt 
she sure cries, when we are scuffling for fun.  At ten months Bobbie Jo says, “Da-dee, and Mama.  
She has a walker and just goes everywhere.  Has eight teeth.  At eleven months B.J. opens the 
drawers and removes anything she wishes-- is cutting a lot of teeth – jabbers so much.  Goes 
everywhere about 60 per on her walkie.   
 
She had a bad cold her first Christmas.  She tried to take off all the decorations from the tree—
succeeded a few times.  Micky gave her her first dolly. (Micky was one of Earl’s closest friends – 
was single at the time)  At one year she says “Ma-Ma, daddy, drink, ba-ba (bottle) and bye bye.  
She’s very bright and peppy.  She adores her daddy.   
 
I had intended to have a birthday party for her but she had a bad cold so couldn’t.  She jabbers 
continually.  My!  How she loves “Micky” her dolly.  She has eight teeth and is cutting more.  
Mama gave her rompers.  Alberta a dear little blue hat trimmed in white fur, her first little hat.  
It’s darling., and Mrs. Shaeffer a pair of rompers. 
 
At four years B.J. said one day, “Mother I’m going to marry the man I love, not for money.”  Had 
some paper dolls and she said, “Mama, when Helen [friend] sees these won’t she be fanatic over 
them?”  This is the last thing I’m going to put in her little book.  Hope B.J. enjoys this little record 
as much as I have keeping it.         
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From the autobiography: 
 


When Sissie was four [years old] dear old Dr. Day asked me to come to his office to talk to him.  
He very kindly but firmly told me I was warping B. J. as well as myself by being over-solicitous.  
I can hear his words: “Get away from that child once a 
week.  Do something you’re interested in—anything—
come down here and work if you want to—but get away 
from the house and quit counting every mouthful of 
food that child eats.  Do you want to ruin her life as 
well as your own?”  And that is how I started to review 
books.  I couldn’t play bridge because I saw her 
pinched face on every card; I couldn’t sit through a 
show because the lines seemed to always say “Is 
Bobbie Jo alright?”  But I could review a book and 
lose that Bobbie Jo-consciousness for an hour. 
 
Now I can thank that doctor.  At the time it seemed 
very cruel and hurtful.  I had struggled so to keep her.  
It is an easy thing for an ill child to become an 
obsession with a mother.  It was aggravated in my case 
as Earl traveled all the time and I had to assume full 
responsibility.  Willing a child to live soon possesses 
one’s body and soul.  Oil rubs, special formulas, 
exercising ten minutes, then fifteen, interspersed with 
rest periods, all began to build resistance, and then to 
have pneumonia strike, followed by nephritis [a wrong diagnosis, as it turned out], typhoid next, 
but slowly, slowly, she began to thrive. 
 
Even with all the variegated colors, motherhood is the most wonderful experience in life because 
it is fulfillment. 


 
More from Jo’s autobiography: 
 
Marty made his appearance three and a half years 
later.  He also was too hurried to get to this world, but 
he was a strong, curly blondie, with a big nose and 
worlds of personality.  From the first he was a big 
hunk of sunshine. 
 
Bobbie Jo explained that when Marty was around 2 ½ 
years old the baby of Charles A. Lindbergh, the 
famous pilot, was kidnapped.  The Lindbergh baby 
had blond curls and looked very much like Marty.  His 
picture was in every newspaper.  The whole country 
was looking for him.   
 
When Jo would take Marty to the store people would 
stop and stare or point to him.  It got so embarrassing 
that she didn’t take him out as much after that. 
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 Bobbie Jo and Marty, Easter 1938 
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Bobbie Jo recently wrote: 
 


When Marty and I were small we entertained ourselves using our shoebox treasures. One time we 
built a city with roads for Marty’s small cars.  We did this with mud, rocks and weeds.  As the city 
grew other children wanted to join us, but we were possessive.  As we did not welcome 
newcomers, Mother, the judge, intervened.  When we no longer controlled our city we moved on to 
other things.   
 
Mother always read to us, and when she’d read all the children’s books she would read us an 
adult book.  She read rapidly and would change words or ideas that were inappropriate.  
Sometimes she would read ahead silently and then condense the page for us.  We knew we were 
missing something, but also knew enough not to challenge her. 
 
When we got older we had much freedom to explore.  Marty was braver than I was, but often he 
would take me someplace he had found.  When we lived in Ouray he discovered along a stream 
some wonderful caves which were full of rocks with crystals.  He found many beautiful ones and 
brought them home.  Dad was curious and he had Marty take him to the caves.  He thought it 
much too dangerous so that discovery became out-of-bounds. 
 
When I learned to read for myself I spent most of my free time curled up with a book and Marty 
went on mountain climbing.  Once in Silverton he slipped on a rock and literally rolled down a 
mountain.  He was badly skinned up and also received a concussion.  For a while his wings were 
clipped. 


 
 
 
 
    Jo, at twenty-something: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
About their family life Bobbie Jo continued: 
  


Mother handled most of the discipline in the family.  She would tell us how disappointed she was 
when we misbehaved.  Usually this did the trick, but sometimes she had to resort to the hairbrush.  
She would quietly tell us to go get the brush.  This was most effective and usually turned us 
around, but not always.  Both of us had been spanked with that brush, so the threat had some 
teeth.  I don’t remember Mother ever threatening us with “Just you wait until your father comes 
home.”  When Mother became a grandmother she warned me more than once that nobody loves a 
spoiled child.  “Parents who spoil their children do them a grave disservice.”  However if Bill or I 
disciplined our own children in front of their grandparents, Mom and Dad were offended and felt 
we were too harsh. 
 
When I was a teenager mother said she trusted me.  I knew right from wrong and could make good 
decisions.  I don’t remember any moral discussions, but I do remember Mother saying “If you are 
going to smoke, smoke at home.  But don’t smoke!  It is a dirty habit and you’ll always smell like 
stale tobacco.”  I was never even tempted to smoke.  I don’t know whether it was fear of smoking 
at home, or smelling like tobacco. 
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Mother gave me some good advice about boys.  She told me to never turn down a date just 
because I knew I was a second choice.  “Often you will have a good time and may meet more 
boys.”   
 
She also insisted that I be careful when I didn’t want to accept an invitation.  She explained that it 
took nerve for boys to ask for dates.  That thought had never crossed my mind.  The dating game 
has changed much since the forties.  We had a clearer picture of right and wrong then, but that 
doesn’t mean we always made the right choice. 
 
Dad didn’t do much about discipline.  He corrected us rarely, but when he did it was without 
explanation.  It was simply, “No,” or “Don’t do this again.” 


 
When Bobbie Jo was in the 5th grade she got typhoid fever.  This was followed by rheumatic 
fever, causing her to miss school most of that year. Her summer was spent in bed while the 
family stayed in Durango, where Earl was working.  Nights were cold even in the summer. 
   


Undated journal entry written by Jo: 
 
 I got up to refill an ice bag for my fatty-jawed Bobbie Jo and covered up my three little boys—all 


sleeping in one bed [Marty and two friends].  There were toes and other parts of little boys 
exposed to be covered as it is so cold here—wouldn’t do to send them home with parts frozen.  I 
gave them the blanket covering Earl and an extra tuck and here I am at 5:30. 
 


About Bobbie Jo she wrote: 
 
 She has the whodunit craze.  She’s like a young colt, all thin legs, growing graceful now – a 


dignity – thoroughbred from inside out – high strung – always poised – very stable – a little 
inclined to snobbishness but kindly, too – a very fine mind – not pretty really, but wistful looking.  
My prayer is that she will get the best out of life that life has to give her.  [She’s] like my people, 
but I hope the sharp corners have been ‘kinded’ down till she is a more understanding, loving girl. 
I want her to ‘love’ much in her life – love all people. 


 
On another page Jo wrote: 
 
 B.J. is Tom Sawyering Marty by having him crack nuts for her and paying him by check.  B.J. with 


her magnificent intolerance!  
 
  My experiment in psychology has neglected me.  Suspicious sweetness! 
 
 
On the same page as the above, she made these notes:  
 
 So beautiful out today—everything white, like an old, old lady with white, white hair that at last 


knows the answers and is quiet and serene!  Tonight it is softer and downier like a huge, velvet 
carpet stretched all over the world.  


 
 Today I put on my party frock and that staid expression and went to drink tea and to say very right 


and silly things.  
 
 I hope life will not so much alter me as deepen me.  I want my children to be able to face life and 


adjust and not go down under it. 
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Undated entry: 
 
 [Then] followed the years of rearing two nice, non-beautiful, normal American kids.  Watching 


our two second chances at life develop year by year has been the most interesting phase of all. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 As I look at my children and Earl, I wonder what I have done to deserve such munificence.  
 
 
 


 
When Bobbie Jo was about twelve years old, Jo made them 
look-alike dresses.  Mother-daughter outfits were popular 
then.  But Jo looked almost as young as her daughter.  
Bobbie Jo was not too pleased about that.  She reported that 
when the movie “Gone With the Wind” came out someone 
dared Jo to see if she could get in the show as a child.  So 
she braided her hair in pigtails and paid for her 25 cent-child 
ticket without any 
challenge 
whatsoever.  When 


Earl found out about the escapade, he was embarrassed 
and disdainful. 
 
Bobbie Jo wrote the following about her father: 
 


He was a wonderful father.  He said very little, but when 
he spoke we did listen.  He taught more by example than 
words.  He believed in hard work.  I remember one 
summer during WWII the peach farmers couldn’t get help 
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to get the peaches off the trees.  He took a week’s vacation to help in the orchards.  I wanted very 
much to go with him but he felt the work was too hard.  After two or three days of begging, he 
gave in and took me on the last day.   
 
The farmer was not pleased to see me, but Dad said quietly that I would do piece work, and he 
would work with me.  The farmer had been impressed with Dad’s skill and grateful for his help so 
he hired me.  The job was much harder than I realized.  The bag I wore on my shoulder got heavy 
very soon, and moving the ladders from tree to tree was almost impossible.  The peach fuzz drove 
me crazy and it took me a long time to fill a box with peaches for which I was paid 10 cents a box.  
I don’t remember how many hours I worked, but I do remember that I spent time sitting under the 
peach trees.  Dad stuck with it until it got too dark to see.  
 
When we got home Dad realized that the farmer had made a mistake and paid him for more hours 
than he had worked so he drove all the way back to return the money before he would have 
supper.  He also bought a couple of bushels to send to friends. The farmer should have given them 
to him!  My piece work amounted to less than $2.00 and I certainly felt I had earned it, even 
though Dad had moved the ladder and rounded off my boxes.  I felt Dad more than earned the 
extra money, but Dad said no money is worth not being honest. 
 
Years later when Dad had his own orchard we all helped a little.  Mother felt fortunate to be 
allergic to peach fuzz, so she didn’t help outside.  She certainly worked, however, because she fed 
the pickers.  We tried to be home during harvest to help, too.  Marty made it whenever he could.  
He helped pick and drove the  jeep to haul the peaches to the co-op packing shed.  Mother needed 
help in the kitchen, but when Marty couldn’t get to Palisade I got to drive the peaches to market.   
 
I loved watching the packers work.  It looked so easy and a good packer could make about ten 
dollars an hour, while pickers made about 75 cents.  I decided that I wanted to pack peaches.  I 
applied for a job but they wouldn’t even let me try without experience.  There was limited space 
and the packers had to work fast to keep up.  I complained to Dad that they wouldn’t hire me 
without experience.  Since Dad was a member of the co-op they said I could try on the night shift.  
I was a disaster.  What looked so easy was so hard!  My boxes were returned to me to do over.  
Not enough peaches, too many peaches, thumb marks, not enough paper, too much paper, and not 
enough speed.  They paid me 75 cents an hour (state law) and I didn’t earn even that.  I couldn’t 
pack 7 or 8 boxes in an hour.  Since that experience my admiration for anyone on an assembly 
line has always been high.  Dad’s only comment was that real skill always looks easy. I went back 
to kitchen help, but still enjoyed driving the peaches to market when I had the chance. 
 
Another peach story: Dad used his old Hudson car as an orchard whoopy [jalopy] for about five 
years.  Then he found an old army jeep he could buy to replace the Hudson.  The jeep was 
wonderful.  We all loved it and it could pull the peach wagons easily as well as run errands in 
town. Then Dad found a newer jeep to replace the old jeep that was no longer trustworthy.  He 
sold the first jeep to a farmer down the road.  The farmer drove past our house on his way to the 
packing shed and as Mother would point out each peach season, that old jeep kept driving loads 
of peaches for another ten years. Dad, as usual, said nothing. 
 


Bobbie Jo recalled that they used to close the schools in order for the students to help during 
harvest.  The big harvest was peaches, but other farmers needed help, too.  One year when the 
kids were quite young, Bobbie Jo and Marty were hired by a truck farmer to pick tomatoes.  
They received 10 cents per bushel.  The wise farmer let all the children save any rotten tomatoes 
for an end-of-day tomato fight.  Bobbie Jo said that they earned $1.50 between the two of them.  
They were so tired that they walked home holding hands.  When their mother saw them, she 
burst into tears when she recognized that those two little waifs, dirty and tomato-splattered, were 
actually her own children. 
 







 36 


In 1943 Earl was transferred by the telephone company to Cripple Creek, Colorado.   A news 
item from the telephone company’s magazine “The Monitor” for August 1943 included the 
following: 
 
 Earl M. Shaeffer started his service with this Company in 1921, assisting in cable measurements 


and records.  The title of cable splicer was given him in 1924.  In 1926 he was transferred to 
Grand Junction, Colorado as district cableman, and subsequently served there as general plant 
man.  His recent transfer takes him to Cripple Creek, as manager. (p. 22) 


 
 
                                           Cripple Creek at its prime in 1890 
 


Refer to the book by the well-known author, 
Wallace Stegner, Angle of Repose, for a complete 
description of Cripple Creek, Colorado, a town 
almost 10,000 feet in elevation, putting Denver, the 
“Mile High City” in the lowlands by comparison. 
 


 
 
The family 
moved into a 
little old house 
on a hill close 
to the center of town.  
 
Photo above taken in the year 2000 (L-R): Martin Shaeffer 
III, James Shaeffer, Marty Shaeffer, Jr.  
 
Photo left:  Marty Jr. in 1944, dressed in his scout uniform, 
complete with first aid kit on his hip, in front of the same 
house. 
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 In 1943 Jo had written:   
 


I wish you could see this house.  It is about fifty years old.  In trying to make it livable I couldn’t 
strive for elegance or chic, so, instead, I have tried to make it comfortable and homey… B.J.’s 
room is the pink and blue shoppe.  The bathroom—now there’s a masterpiece.  I made curtains 
out of all colored sheers, over the bathtub we put a little glass shelf on which are four little pots, 
the kind that one grows flowers in—pink and blue and red and yellow, with vines growing in them.  
As there is no linen closet I had to resurrect my old wreck of a cedar chest.  I made four little tiny 
pillows to cover the old battered top—of pink, blue, red, yellow that just fit.  On the towel racks 
there are four towels of the same colors, embroidered, “Mom” “Dad” “BJ” “Marty”—not to be 
used, unless.  On the floor is our little yellow, shaggy rug and draped over the old 1800’s tub is a 
huge old towel in all colored stripes to hide its naked ugliness.  Earl is going to make me a little 
tiny book case in which I am going to put the books, “Relax and It will Come to Pass, Bathe Daily 
and Lift that Burden from Your Chest” and such… [on the back of the paper on which the above 
was written were penned the words, “While digging a new privy hole, lo and behold, we struck 
gold – Shaeffers gold mine!” 


 
 


Marty got a job 
working part time 
at the local Blue 
Front Grocery store 
delivering 
groceries, a 
Shaeffer tradition, 
as it were. 
 
 
 
 
Photo left: The old 
Blue Front Grocery 
in the year 2000. 
L-R: E. Martin 
Shaeffer, Jr., James 
Shaeffer, E. Martin 
Shaeffer III 
 
 


 
When Marty lived in Cripple Creek he was at the perfect age for adventure and exploration.  He 
and his friends sometimes climbed down into old mines unbeknownst to his parents.  He also got 
involved in more acceptable activities like scouting and basketball. He recalled seeing soldiers 
from Ft. Carson in Colorado Springs marching and drilling on their 40-mile treks to Cripple 
Creek.  Most of the local boys joined the navy simply to avoid the infantry.  Marty heard many 
navy stories from the locals and he admired their courage and patriotism.  Much later, during the 
Korean War, Marty would join the navy, partly as a response to earlier impressions of the navy 
vs. army debate he had heard in Cripple Creek. 
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  Photo below:  Marty in scout uniform, far left rear.  Cripple Creek 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


             
Marty,  #5 (Grand Junction Jr. High, just prior to move to Cripple Creek) 
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About Cripple Creek Jo would later write: 
 


It is strange we find often the things we dread the most turn out [to be] the most enjoyable.  When 
Earl was transferred to the gold mining camp of Cripple Creek we felt most abused, in spite of the 
fact that we were grateful that for the first time in seventeen years we would have a real home, as 
the managing field meant no more traveling for our daddy. 
 
The three and a half years spent in that unique mining camp proved to be the happiest years we 
have ever known, and yet one of those years was the darkest we have experienced [see p. 44]. 
 
For some unknown reason we had the mistaken idea that the inhabitants of a mining camp would 
be uneducated and uncouth.  Quite the contrary was true.  We found a more cultured circle of 
friends than we had ever known.  It was a cosmopolitan group, most of whom had lived in many 
parts of the world and therefore brought to us experiences novel and interesting. 
 
One could see a man clumping down the street in old, ragged, soiled britches wearing a hat that 
looked as though it had been under the mattress for six months. On his feet were shoes that 
provoked a well of pity, only to find out he was many times a millionaire.  Like a disease the town 
got into our blood!  It was an easy-come, easy-go, God-send-Sunday sort of existence.  There was 
no moaning if a fortune was lost.  There was no noise if a fortune was made. 
 


Bobbie Jo recalled her driving lessons in Cripple Creek: 
 


Dad was a natural born teacher.  He was patient, calm and broke down the job into small pieces.  
He taught me how to drive when I was sixteen.  He taught me to shift gears at the bottom of a hill.  
Even though there was no traffic, driving was not easy in Cripple Creek.  The hill leading out of 
town was so steep that if it was snow packed the car had to have a running start to reach the top.  
Often the car slid backwards and one had to start over.  This unnerved many visitors. 
 
After a few days of starting and stopping without killing the engine Dad suggested I drive to 
Victor, a small town about seven miles across the mountain from Cripple Creek.  I was delighted, 
and not afraid because with Dad I was never afraid.  We barely got started when we came upon a 
couple of magpies eating carrion in the middle of the road.  I swerved towards the outside edge of 
the road and Dad grabbed the wheel to keep us from going over the side.  Dad quietly said, “You 
made two bad choices.  First you never swerve to avoid hitting birds.  They can take care of 
themselves.  Second, if you are on a mountain road and have to swerve, always go toward the 
mountain and not the outside edge.”  He then calmly said, “Let’s get to Victor.”  We made it to 
Victor and had a soda and then I drove back. 
 
Not long after this I went to the police station which was half way up a hill to get my driver’s 
license.  The policeman said he would watch me from the window and if I could start the car and 
drive it to the top of the hill he would give me my license.  The street was snow packed, but I still 
passed the test.  Dad was not surprised.  This however, doesn’t say as much for Dad’s teaching 
skill as it does about the police creativity. 


 
After the Shaeffers moved back to Palisade, Marty began driving lessons in the jeep.  Earl had 
repeatedly told him not to drive to town.  He was to drive only on farm roads.  But Marty, age 
14, could not resist the temptation to drive to town.  In downtown Palisade he parked beside the 
bank and went into the drug store for a soda.  When he came out a state policeman was standing 
there beside the jeep.  “How old are you, son?” asked the officer, and when he was told, he then 
asked Marty where his father could be located.  The telephone company was only a block away 
so the officer went to find him.  Marty got in the jeep and drove home. 
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“I knew I was going to get killed when he got home,” said Marty.  But when Earl got 
home all he said was, “Ha, ha! You got caught!”  He never scolded or said another word.  
“I never was so relieved,” said Marty, who had anticipated the worst. 
 
Bobbie Jo wrote more about driving lessons: 
 


The grandchildren all called Earl “Pappy,” and soon his children did too.  Pappy taught 
all of his grandchildren how to drive the jeep.  He started by letting them steer while 
sitting on his lap.  When their legs got long enough to reach the pedals he put them 
behind the wheel.  Palisade was a good place to learn as the country roads were quiet, 
flat and wide.   
 
One evening Bo was behind the wheel when the sheriff stopped them.  He told Bo to pull 
over.  The sheriff then asked Bo his name, and Bo was so frightened he couldn’t answer.  
Pappy had to answer for him!  Then the sheriff asked him how old he was.  Bo whispered, 
“Ten.”  The sheriff, who knew Dad, told him Bo was too young to drive.  Pappy 
explained they stayed on quiet roads.  The sheriff strongly suggested they stick to the 
driveway. 
 
When Jo and Earl moved from Palisade the jeep was given to Marty to take to the fishing 
camp, Tres Amigos, on the Piedra River near Pagosa Springs, Colorado.  The old jeep 
has been rebuilt several times, but as of this date, 2005, it is still running, and another 
generation of kids is learning to drive it. 
 


Bobbie Jo also described driving with her mother: 
 


We hated to have Mother drive. I don’t think we felt safe.  It may be that she was uneasy 
and we responded to her lack of confidence.  I remember that there was a stretch of road 
between Ouray and Silverton on the Million Dollar Highway which was one-way.  It was 
about a six mile stretch.  There were only a couple of places wide enough for cars to 
pass.  The rule was if you got past the half way mark and met a car, that car had to back 
up until it reached one of the turn-outs.  We were always happy to get past the halfway 
mark. 
 
Once when we were on this stretch of road we passed the half way point and met a car 
from Texas.  Dad got out of the car and told the man he would have to back up.  The man 
was polite but said he could not back up even if he had to stay there forever.  His wife 
was in tears.  Dad came back and told Mother she would have to drive our car, for he 
was going to back the Texas car.  Marty put a pillow over his head and I cried.  Dad told 
me not to be silly.  I don’t remember how Mother felt.  It seemed to take us a long time to 
get down the mountain.  The Texans said they were going home.  Mountain travel was 
hard then, even if you were used to it. 


 
In the fall of 1943, their first year in Cripple Creek, Jo realized a long-anticipated dream-come-
true: a trip to New York City and from there to Ohio to see relatives.  Bobbie Jo said, “Mother 
and Dad had saved enough money to go.  The tickets were bought, hotel reservations made.  
Something happened that kept Dad at the office, but he insisted that Mother take the trip.”  The 
move to Cripple Creek had been hard on Jo in many ways, as she missed her home and friends 
and her book reviewing.  The trip had taken much planning.  It was during the war and the trains 
were crowded and hotel reservations almost impossible. But she went anyway. 
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Jo’s wonderful trip east was described in a letter to Gertie, who had lived next door to the 
Shaeffers in Grand Junction.  During the years the Shaeffers spent in Cripple Creek, Colorado, 
letter-writing was the best way to keep up with old friends from Grand Junction.  Letter-writing, 
as an art form, had, of course, been in vogue for many centuries, only to die out in our own time 
with the advent of telephones, fax, and email. 
 
 Darling Gertie, 


 I’m going to let my dishes go and hasten this letter winging to you, as I want it to carry 
with it all the good wishes for the coming year and the Merriest Christmas ever.  I am wondering 
if you feel a bit lonely and alone as I do this year, so away from all our dear and close friends? 
 I indeed have a surprise for you—I have had the most wonderful trip east.  It happened 
rather suddenly this way.  As you know, father … died when I was five and I had never seen his 
family. They were very anxious for me to come as they said, “before they died, and as the two 
aunties I mainly wanted to meet were in their eighties.  Earl and I suddenly decided not to delay it 
another minute, and then perhaps regret, so in a few days I was on my way.  I decided as long as I 
had to go into Warren, Ohio, it would not cost much more to see N.Y. so we planned it that way—
and let me hasten to add, Gertie, this is NOT to conflict with our planned trip, as now I am more 
anxious than ever to go with you, and I have four bucks saved for it—are you still saving and 
planning?  Please do, honie, as I think next year is the time for us, and I am absolutely and fully 
determined I shall take a trip once a year, it did so much for me.  Earl spends his allowance on 
cigarettes and pool and such.  Mine I shall save to trip once yearly. 
 It was all so marvelous—it was just one happy dream!  I found traveling conditions not at 
all as I expected, not at all crowded and most convenient in all aspects.  I met such interesting 
people on the train, in fact, the personalities that came into my scope were half the trip.  I went 
directly into N.Y. and there stood I at 7:30 one early morning in Grand Central Station!  It was 
massive and gorgeous, and one whole side was covered with an American flag.  I made my throat 
catch. 
 My room was waiting for me at the Taft.  A small, but with everything one might want, 
cozy room.  The next five days I spent in one grand whirl of activity and beauty.  Oh, honie, I saw 
Helen Hayes in “Harriet,” which as you know is the life of Harriet Beecher Stowe.  Much, much 
to my surprise she did not have one really dramatic scene.  She spoke her lines in almost a 
conversational tone of voice, which greatly surprised me.  Her greatness lies in her perfect 
simplicity and naturalness.  VERY, very natural and simple.  I was not disappointed exactly, but, I 
sat there thinking, and why is she considered the greatest American actress?  Gertie, I say this to 
you honestly, sincerely, I have heard you do many things that were much greater.  Oh, Gertie, if 
only you had gone into that field.  Hon, in all the east I heard or saw no one that had as much as 
you have to offer, Gertie.  I mean it.  She played in a very small, old fashioned theater.  These 
legitimate actresses play in these old, old, dirty theatres. 
 She is small, homely, but oh, so [illegible].  That’s the only word that describes her truly. 
She moves quickly and lightly and gives the impression she’s walking on tiptoe.  Her voice is not 
at all heavy, most light, but every word is enunciated so clearly, you get every single word.  There 
were five curtain calls, gradually eliminating the cast, until she took her final call alone.  Her 
most powerful and impressive line was, “I’m so tired, so terribly tired.  I’m tired way, way into the 
future.”  In her final scene she was standing on a raised window sill (all this to give her much 
needed height) and made a plea for freedom.  She was in a direct ray of light and you may 
imagine how every effective it was. The cast was superb.  The timing perfect.  I felt it was all that 
that carried the play, rather than her great acting. 
 The next night I went to the Zigfield Follies.  I was delighted and I laughed and laughed.  
The girls were not beautiful but attractive and this astonished me: they were quite on the thin side.  
No nakedness.  I do believe the directors are getting smart and learning the psychology that it’s 
much more enticing to leave a bit hidden, to excite and stimulate the imagination.  Eric Blore 
(takes butler parts in the movies) was grand.  I thought the funniest line in the whole thing was in 
the Eric Blore skit.  A newly married couple were hiring a butler, and instead of the usual 
procedure, it was reversed, and he was demanding their credentials and such and the following 
line ensued, “What does he have that I haven’t got and where do I get it.”  I must tell you there 
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were only a very few smutty or suggestive lines, and they did not get laughs.  It was the refreshing, 
clean lines that got the response every time. 
 The few hours I spent watching the Russian Ballet, I believe were two of the most 
enjoyable and inspiring and thrilling I ever spent in my life.  Words are simply inadequate for 
such beauty and grace.  Then the Philharmonic and the art galleries! 
 The view from the Empire State [building] of the island was breathtaking.  I spent three 
hours there and then just had to drag myself away.  And the old Trinity church down in Wall 
Street, right down there in the heart of the business world, of the whole world.  Its quiet, somber, 
restful, peaceful beauty impressed me much.  As I sat there in the small chapel for an hour, I saw 
many finely dressed men, business men I imagine, come in, stay twenty, thirty minutes in quiet 
meditation, then go their respective ways to God-knows-what. 
 I think my supreme thrill was seeing the Normandy, renamed now, in the harbor, after 
she was retrieved.  And my impression of Broadway was so very, VERY different than I had 
pictured.  Instead of the very elegant, formal, pretentious thing I imagined it to be I saw a street 
running diagonally across the city, filled with every sort and description and kind of humanity—
most intelligent.  Millions of little shops, jewelry, junk, book, clothing, pushcarts selling 
[everything] from silk hose to onions, balloon stands, shooting galleries, dirty little boys, hundreds 
of them, with little boxes on their backs, looking into your face with the words, “Shine, lady, 
shine?”  Teeming millions of people pushing you along if you dare to loiter a minute—in short 
‘twas simply a small town country fair (or Glenwood Springs on Strawberry Day) multiplied by 
four or five million.  The soldiers interested me—Free French, Australian, Austrian, British— 
Suddenly I realized regretfully my five days were up and I must be Cleveland bound, so down the 
Hudson (glorious) into Cleveland.  One day in Cleveland spent mostly in the art museum there, 
then on to father’s people in Warren [Ohio].  I found them fine, kindly, earthy, intelligent (not 
brilliant) folk.  I LOVED them and felt immediately as though I belonged, if you know what I 
mean.  They had a family reunion and Osbornes came from all over the state.  Nineteen were 
there.  They were so deep and real, and I felt most proud to be of their stock.  We all laughed and 
wept together.  It all gave me something to love and remember all my life—something to live on 
forever. 
 Gertie, how I loved eastern people.  We seemed to click.  I could go on and on drooling 
about it all, but guess I best call a halt so as not to tire you, or worse yet, bore you. 
Dear friends, we do love you, and are very grateful for your loyalty and understanding.  [Jo] 
 


As a follow-up to the foregoing description of her trip east, Jo saved a letter to her mother 
written by her cousin, Alice Miller Brown.  It was postmarked November 1943: 


 
Dear Aunt Pearl, 
…I surely was delightfully surprised when I heard that Helen was in town.  I was disappointed 
that she had gone to the hotel, but I trust she will not do that the next time.  It just cheats us out of 
hours of chatting—that’s not to be tolerated when we have so little time.  I am afraid that I did all 
the talking, which I am always inclined to do.  But I do have a lovely memory of a beautiful, sweet 
nature abounding in cheer and interest in everything.  Helen can keep quiet, or she can give off—
and all of it is good.  She was only 16 when I saw her last.  We had a good laugh.  She tried to get 
Carl [Alice’s husband] to say that he had fallen in love with Denver.  How like a little girl.  But 
she has matured and has a broad sympathy and understanding.  I love her quick mind and her 
ability to express herself in beautiful English.  She has surely read books with a purpose and in 
fact I felt all the time I was with her that her whole life was purposeful.  She has a beautiful 
mother-attitude toward her home and family.  In fact I found no fault in her anywhere.  As for her 
looks, I saw a pretty good mixture of you and her father.  She is more fearless and aggressive than 
you, but I felt very sure that her interests were stemming from you.  They were not of 
Grandmother’s nurture, but Aunt Pearl, they are used to further the causes that she loved.  I so 
often regret that Grandma didn’t have the joy of a broader understanding.  But she was of her 
time and it is so right that we should build on her foundation a broader and more complex 
structure if only we can stress the fundamental truths that Grandma and her generation loved so 
much.   
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I hope that Helen begins to gain weight.  She seems so well but just losing weight is 
enough to worry me, and I know it does all of you—else she would not have made this trip.  The 
next time she must not go so far or so fast.  I am afraid it did more harm than healing.  But we 
meant to be kind.  There were a few times when Helen looked like Alberta, not always.  But what a 
lot of energy your girls radiate.  You have always seemed so quiet to me.  How Grandpa loved 
you!  I think that you hardly realized the light that glowed in his heart for you. You always seemed 
to be his own—a little different from the others.  I think your family [is] more of the Miller than the 
Mercer and of course, they have much of the Osborn [sic].  Only very selfish, self-centered women 
have children of their own likeness, or so it seems to me… 


I must tell you about Daniel [her only child]  for I feel quite sure that he has not written 
as he should.  He did not tell us what he was doing in Harlingen, but he graduated as a 
sharpshooter and is a tail gunner.  He is a sergeant with $78 per month and half pay when he 
flies. He made a very good record, almost twice as high as the average in his class, and to his 
great disappointment, was held as a temporary instructor for 30 days.  He feels that they are 
definitely lengthening that time and he chafes under the delay—for like all his ilk he craves 
action… [tragically, Dan was killed December 25, 1944 in Belgium] 


Thank you for Helen.  We did enjoy her so much and I wish that you and Bobby could 
come to see us, too.  Lots and lots of love…  Alice M. Brown 
 


Another letter from another cousin Jo met at the Osborne reunion: 
 


December 14, 1943 
Earl, Helen, Bobby Jo and Marty, 
Our Very Grand newly found cousins—Greetings: warm and sincere… Mother was just 


pleased beyond words to hear from you and once again she reiterates that we just must share the 
joy of knowing and seeing Aunt Pearl so we may realize how wonderful she and hers are… 


Any pleasant times you may have had in which we had a slight part are a thousand fold 
repaid by being honored by the presence of one so vivacious and affectionate.  And that printing is 
so pretty!  It is difficult to pry into the lives of your family or ask questions but if the snapshots 
arrive we will know them somewhat better.  Snip off a few little bits of something about them…  


And so in closing we send oodles of love from this family to yours and trust you may have 
a most enjoyable holiday season.          Martha 


 
 


While she was away, Jo received the following letter from her husband and kids at home: 
 
Wednesday, 8:30 PM 
 Dear Jo, 
 I guess you will be surprised to hear from your tribe. We are getting along fine although 
we need a good cook.  If B.J. doesn’t burn the macaroni and cheese and I don’t burn the bacon we 
will make it OK.  I just got through cutting Marty’s hair—saved 50 cents.  I haven’t heard from 
Howard Wolf yet.  I guess I will have to go after him about Friday.  But the big surprise:  we 
received the check for the bond. 
 If you have time to look up my mother, her address is 1353 Gaylord [on her way back 
through Denver].  Honey, I do hope you are having a good time and hope you find your mother 
well and happy.  We all miss you, Earl 
 
Dear Mom, 


I know you will just die when you hear our menu.  Here it is: Monday – Dinner, lunch 
meat, tomato juice, tea, bread -  Supper: steak (too much pepper) my fault; potatoes (not quite 
done), gravy (so thick you can’t eat it), corn (burnt to a crisp) ugh!  Marty wants to write so I will 
sign off with just Monday’s menu. 
PS: Mrs. Kraii invited us for dinner. THANK HEAVENS 
Gee, you don’t know how much we miss you.  Have a swell time.  Marty has been awfully good.  
He read 20 pages in his book.   B.J. 
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Dear Mom, 
We have very good meals, awfully well done (in fact a little too well done).  We are going 


to have some ice cream for a change.  Good luck, mother, Earl Martin Shaeffer, Jr. 
 


Jo returned from her trip refreshed and invigorated which certainly prepared her to meet 
the challenges that followed: 


 
 There followed a year that left its mark forever.  Perhaps it was meant to teach us to put 
first things first, to discern the really important things in life, to know humility or to pray.  Very 
suddenly one day Earl collapsed and was seriously ill for many, many months.  He was beginning 
to make a slow recovery when Sissie was desperately hurt in an accident.  To complete the trilogy 
Marty and a baseball bat in the hands of a pal accidentally collided, with the result of a broken 
hand that had to be re-broken and reset , the consequence of which was a long, painful hospital 
sojourn. 
 We all carry scars of that year.  Earl with a definite limitation of his strength, Sissie with 
an angry scar on her forehead, Marty with a slightly crippled hand and [me] with a ‘Don’t let 
anything more happen’ persistent little fear at the edge of [my] mind.  We all learned that if we 
have each other and our health, that is all that really counts. 


 
The following incident was described by Jo in the audiotape of 1987 which illuminates 
the circumstances under which the photo below was taken:    


 
 
 
Bobbie Jo decided that for 
Mothers Day they would have 
their picture taken for me for a 
Mothers Day present.  And so 
this particular day--and this was 
all secret, of course--Marty was 
to meet her right after school 
and they would go down for their 
sitting for the pictures.  And the 
time came, and Marty didn't 
come.  And he didn't come.  And 
he didn't come.  She had the 
photographer waiting and 
waiting.  Then she went right 
down to the football field and she 
grabbed him and said, "Come 
on, we are going to have our 
picture taken."  He was mad as 
he could be.  And she said, "It 
makes no difference.  I'm taking 
you."  And she took him.  First 
she had to wash his face and 
comb his hair.  And he was 
protesting all the time, mad as 
mad could be.  But they did have 
their picture taken.  And we have 
the picture of the two of them 
together.  Marty is looking half 
mad and she looks so happy.  But 
she got the picture.   
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Often during those years of wonderful letter-writing, letters would be forwarded or included with 
other letters to share the news of friends.  The following letter had a note penned in Jo’s 
handwriting, “Will you send this back, Mother, please.”  Then the Mother was scratched out and 
“Emma” was written.  Evidently Jo shared the following letters with her mother and also with a 
friend named Emma.  The following two letters, from Jo’s friend, Elio Gower, are first hand 
accounts describing what it was like sending young sons off to fight during World War II: 


 
March 8, 1944 
Dear Jo, 
It has been ages since I wrote to you.  Letter-writing has become a chore to me for some 


reason; so I write to the boys each week and to Dad occasionally and very seldom manage any 
other letters. 


Things are marching along much as usual here, same old problems to meet, with the 
addition of new ones from time to time.  I simply pray for strength to meet whatever may come; 
and of course, I am only one of millions all over the world who are sending up such petitions to 
the throne of grace.  When I used that expression “Throne of Grace” not long ago to patsy, she 
said, “Is that what you call it, Mom?” Seemed to take her fancy for some reason. 


 Patsy is growing so tall and long-legged this year.  She may yet grow to be quite 
large, in spite of her inauspicious entrance into the world. 


 Calvin will graduate in May and expects to leave for Denver in June and work.  
He will have to register for the Draft in November, and they may take him into the army in spite of 
his defective eye-sight.  Tell Marty that Calvin won a letter – a big “G” to wear on his sweater 
from playing basketball.  I am going to miss Calvin, Jo, because he has been such a help to me for 
the past two years.  But, after all, they have to strike out for themselves sometime.  And if he’s in 
the army, he will probably be farther from home than Denver… 


Dorothy is much the same.  Not many dates this year, but she turns down most of the boys 
for one reason or another. 


Mary is really pretty this year, Jo.  She still doesn’t like training much, and I don’t know 
whether she will finish or not.  She is having her first serious love affair, and I don’t know how it 
will turn out.  She came right to me for advice, which pleased and touched me very much. 


We got some beautiful chocolates from Wiley, Jr. at Christmas and I got a big kick out of 
it till I found out that he had sent some to a girl friend of Mary’s too… and I must admit I felt 
rather jealous… Strangely enough, when I told (dad) Wiley about being jealous, he said, “Sure 
you were. I don’t want anyone looking at Mary, either.” 


Jack went to Camp Roberts, California, on maneuvers, about February first.  That’s 
another grief to be met, Jo, because I feel sure that he will be sent overseas – and probably to the 
South Pacific – worst place of all.  Jo, I pray daily that Jack will be able to “take it.”  I’d rather 
not have the boys come back at all than to return with a mind impaired.  No letter from Jack for 
almost three weeks, but they are out some distance from Camp Roberts, so maybe it’s rather 
difficult to write.  I’m trying to hold on to myself.  Isn’t war a damnable thing, though!  


… For a touch of comedy to relieve this rather somber letter, did I tell you that Wiley, Jr. 
has a bright red moustache?  And he refuses to discard it, even at my request… 


Jo, do write and tell me how you all are, etc. 
Love, Elio [Gower]. 


 
In another letter dated August 29, 1944 Elio wrote: 


 
Jo, my dear, 
I have thought of you so much since you called.  I’m afraid you’re too concerned about 


me, Jo.  You needn’t be, because I think I had my worst time before I actually received the news. 
From the time I heard that Jack was going overseas, I simply knew that he would not 


come back.  Never before was I superstitious or inclined to trust hunches, but that feeling was too 
strong for me.  I could not shake it off.  Dorothy and Mary, also Mrs. Kraai and Elvira Howard 
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knew how I felt.  Life was a nightmare to me, Jo, day and night I could not relax to sleep or eat 
right. 


However, I managed to get to Calvin’s graduation exercises, take care of Mary after she 
had her tonsils out, and help M & C get started for their summer’s work.  But always feeling like 
a person in a dream. 


When the telegram came three weeks ago tomorrow, at eight in the morning, I got up 
out of bed to answer the door.  D. & I were here alone.  Patsy was gone for a day or two.  I said 
to Dorothy, “It’s come, Dorothy.  He’s not coming back,” before I opened the telegram. 


Dorothy almost collapsed, so I had to send telegrams and make phone calls.  Dad was 
here within three hours after I called and he took it so hard, Jo.  Mary and Calvin came in that 
night.  Calvin gave up a good job in Denver just because I asked him to come home.  I felt as if I 
had to have him here, Jo.  He may be drafted after he’s eighteen and that will be hard to take, 
too.  He’s really a good boy, Jo, and so good to me. 


Wiley is in Italy now.  He traced Jack to a depot which he had left only two days before, 
but did not get to see him.  Yesterday we got such a pitiful letter from Wiley.  It almost broke my 
heart, Jo.  He was stunned and shocked at the news.  And think of the poor kid over there so far 
from home and from all of us.  Jo, they all expect me to be strong.  Dad and all of them look to 
me for strength and inspiration, as they always have; but Jo, my dear, where is my strength 
coming from? 


Let’s remember this, though, all of who are grieving for Jack—the “outworn shell” that 
is his earthly body lies at rest somewhere in Italy, but his gallant spirit goes marching on.  This is 
a kinder way than to have him come back crippled or maimed in body or with his mind affected. 


Cards and letter of sympathy continue to come.  I have a box full now—some of them 
from people that I had almost forgotten. 


Perhaps you can come over later on, Jo.  That would be better because it would give us 
both time to get hold of ourselves somewhat.  Let us not grieve, Jo, perhaps Jack is better off than 
we are.  Thank God we here can remember him as we saw him last: marching down the street 
tall and erect and handsome. 


I hope this outpouring hasn’t been too much for you.  Write when you can, Jo, and don’t 
worry about me.  Catherine Cunningham’s sister in Colorado Springs got word Saturday that her 
son, Eddie, just such a boy as Jack, was killed in action in France.  He had been “over” about as 
long as Jack.  I’m going to write a note to her. 


We have failed Eddie, Jack and all of the others who come back maimed in body and 
mind, Jo, if I haven’t the strength to do everything I can while I live to prevent another holocaust 
like this.  I don’t know yet what I can do.  Maybe I can write something.  My righteous anger has 
dried my tears. 


I’ll stop now.  Love to you, Elio 
 


The war had become the overriding concern of every American.  The country was united in its 
goal to rid the world of Adolph Hitler and his cohorts in Europe and in Asia.  Patriotism was at a 
level not seen since the Revolutionary War.  Every effort was made to sustain our fighting men 
and women, and ordinary people were motivated to abide by higher standards of unselfishness 
and community.  In subsequent wars involving the United States that same level of unity and 
patriotism has never been duplicated. 
 
During this time period Jo penned the following words: 
 


What world shaking days are these!  One cannot plan one’s life for the grim march of events 
thousands of miles away shape our fates, rough hew them as we may!  Out in the malaria ridden 
snake infested jungles of the South Pacific islands, the flower of American youth are dying as our 
Marines battle with cold steel for the possession of some worthless bits of land with slant-eyed 
sons of Mikado or should I say bitches.  American and R..A.F. fighters take off on their missions of 
death in their daylight sweeps across the English channel.  Some 2000  miles across the broad 
plains of Russia like some jagged, bleeding wound, stretches a battle line in which millions of men 
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face each other like wild beasts gone berserk at the taste of blood.  Where will it all end?  It hasn’t 
touched our country yet—a little less sugar, a little less joyriding as a grim, cruel and awful task 
that confronts every man, woman and child in our land—for this is a total war!  Live by the creed:  
“He who does the best his circumstances allow does well, acts nobly—angels can do no more.” 


 
All wars come to an end, but it was evident that before the official conclusion of WWII the Axis 
forces were defeated.  Even before the end, however, the telephone company was gearing up for 
the post-war efforts.  As seen in the following news clippings, Earl faced many challenges in his 
job with the telephone company.  One of these challenges included making preparations for what 
was to follow the war.  It required much initiative and effort. 
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Cripple Creek, at 9,494 feet elevation, surely presented its share of challenges to the telephone 
company.  Note that the news clipping is dated May 5th. 
 
 


 
 


            * * *  
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1.  Introduction 
 
 
 


Earl to Jo:  “You were beautiful standing there.  Do you 
know the reason I like to hear you review a book?  It’s one 
hour I can just sit and look at you.”  This was said in 1940 
in Grand Junction, Colorado.  Earl and Jo Shaeffer had 
been residents of that town about 14 years by then, where 
they had worked hard bringing up two children in the face 
of the Great Depression.  
 
Earl was employed by Mountain States Telephone and 
Telegraph Company and Jo, the stay-at-home-mom, kept 
busy in those early years by reviewing books.  Her popular 
presentations were more than just “reviews,” they were 
dramatizations of the books, with Jo acting each part, 
memorizing lines and all. 
 
Jo was born in Denver, Colorado on the 7th of July, 1906, 
the third child of Dallas Jonathan and Mary Pearl Oak 
Miller Osborne.  They had come from Ohio to Denver for 
the high, dry climate, more healthful, it was hoped, for 
Dallas’ illness.  Perhaps the climate helped a little, but he 
lived only until 1913, leaving a wife and four young 
children.  
 
 


 
Earl was born in Farnham, Lincoln County, 
Nebraska on the 24th of September, 1903, the 
third of eight children born to William Martin 
and May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer.  The family 
moved thereafter to Colorado where they settled 
in the growing city of Denver. 
 
Jo and Earl married in Denver and lived most of 
their lives in Colorado until their retirement in 
New Mexico.  
 
The story of their lives which spanned most of 
the 20th century is truly a quintessential 
American saga, and it is dedicated to their 
loving family and their many friends. 
 
  * * * 
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2.  Earl’s Upbringing 
 
 
 
 
 
Earl Martin Shaeffer was born in Farnham, Lincoln County, Nebraska on September 24, 1903, 
the third of eight children born to Martin William and May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer.  The family 
returned to Colorado around 1905 where Martin worked as a teamster in Denver. 
 


 
Earl remembered riding in the delivery wagon with his father.  He 
recalled that one time they approached another driver who was 
unmercifully whipping a poor tired old horse up a steep hill. This 
enraged Martin so that he let his own whip fly at the heartless 
freighter, saying, “Don’t let me ever catch you beating that horse 
again.”    
 
 
  Below: May Ellen Suttle & Martin William Shaeffer 
   Wedding 1899, Steamboat Springs, Colorado  
          (center) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Earl’s mother hailed from 
Steamboat Springs, Colorado, a 
very high mountain town, where 
the snows came early and stayed 
late.  She often went to school on 
skis.  On one occasion when the 
snow was very, very deep, her ski 
caught on a telegraph line causing 
a fall in which she broke a tooth.  
 
In 1910 the Martin William Shaeffer family and the Robert F. Shaeffer family lived side by side 
at 3332 Eliot Street in Denver (possibly a duplex - 1910 census and Denver city directory).  At 
least part of the Shaeffer family was living in Denver by 1895.  Earl’s two older sisters were both 
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born in Colorado. The 1900 census showed grandparents, George and Louisa Shaeffer in Lincoln 
County, Nebraska.  That’s where Martin and his family were also living when Earl was born.  It 
is unclear what took them to Nebraska, but both families returned to Colorado prior to 1905. 
Earl’s grandmother, Louisa Shaeffer, died in Denver in 1907.  Grandfather George lived until 
1914. 
 
May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer lived until age 79, passing away in 1961 in Denver, having been a 
widow for over 38 years. 
 
May Ellen and her daughters were known for their beautiful, smooth, creamy complexions. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
L-R:  Violet Shaeffer Learmouth,   May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer,    Mary Shaeffer Thomas 
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Earl’s mother, May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer, was the daughter of George Henry Suttle of Iowa and 
Amelia Francis Tennis of Illinois.  A family researcher, Jeremy Dover, has taken the Tennis line 
back a number of generations. (See Appendix.)  The Suttles lived in Steamboat Springs, 
Colorado when May Ellen met Martin William Shaeffer. 
 
Earl’s father, Martin, as a teamster often delivered orders for a number of Denver’s grocery 
stores.  His grandfather, George Shaeffer, had also been a teamster, according to both the 1870 
and 1880 federal census records of Polk County, Iowa.  In various documents the Shaeffer name 
has also been spelled as Shafer, Shaffer, Schafer, and Shaefer, all referring to the same persons. 
 
Martin William Shaeffer died as a result of kidney disease at the age of 49 leaving his widow 
with 8 children to rear.  Times were hard after Martin’s death.  Earl recalled that at one time a 
neighborhood contest was organized to see which family had the most children, which family 
had the most girls and which family had the most boys.  The winner in each category would get a 
ton of coal.  The Shaeffer family won in all three categories, and they were awarded three tons of 
coal which helped them get through the winter.  It would be nice to know which kindly neighbor 
set up the “contest” in which the Shaeffers were sure to win. 
 
Though the Shaeffers may have been poor as far as this world’s goods were concerned, they 
were rich in family love and loyalty.  They all worked to keep the family going.  During Martin’s 
illness, Earl quit school in his sophomore year of high school to begin working in a foundry.  The 
work was hard and dirty.  Foul fumes were a daily health hazard. Then in 1921 he was hired by 
Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Co. “assisting in cable measurements and records.”  
The title of Cable Splicer was given him in 1924 according to the telephone company’s 
publication, The Monitor. 
 
 
 
 
The Elks organization helped young people by 
organizing a drum and bugle corps.  Earl was 
fortunate to be admitted to this group where he 
became a talented drummer.  His family was unable 
to provide the funds for him to have a drum, but 
they did help him buy drum sticks.  He practiced 
drumming on the dresser top and became very good 
at it.   
 
He played the drums throughout the years, 
including dances in Grand Junction and 
surrounding communities.  He recalled that often  
about midnight when the band was scheduled to 
end their night’s gig, the dancers would pass a hat 
around to collect enough money to keep the band 
playing for another hour or so. 
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The story of how Earl taught Jo to play the drums was included in the memorial tribute to Earl 
published in the Curry County Historical Foundation book in 1978, p. 491: 
 


Earl M. Shaeffer was a man of quiet dignity and great depth of kindness.  He was loved and respected by all 
who know him… As a young man he was a drummer in the famous Cook’s Drum 
and Bugle Corps.  The group, a 60 piece band organized during the Colorado gold mining boom,  
traveled and performed all over the United States. 
 
Earl spent his growing up years in Denver where he met and married Helen Josephine Osborne on New 
Year’s Day 1925.  One day, when the Shaeffers were still newlyweds, Jo was looking through the 
newspaper and an unusual ad caught her eye.  It read: WANTED:  Drummer for All-Girl Orchestra. “How I 
would love to do that,” said Jo, though she had never played the drums.  The audition was only ten days 
away but Earl was convinced he could teach Jo to play the drums in that length of time if she would really 
work at it.  And work she did!  Each day Earl would teach her a new set of rhythm patterns when he came 
home from work.  Then she would practice—practice—practice—on the table—on pots and pans, until Earl 
would teach her a new set. 


 
On the day of the audition Jo was nervous.  Could she do it?  She didn’t want Earl to hear her performance 
so she asked him to just drop her off.  Instead of leaving, however, he drove around the block, parked and 
sneaked into the rear of the audition hall. 
 
When Earl heard her play he was proud.  His pupil had learned her lessons well, and he knew she’d get the 
job. And she did!  The All-Girl Orchestra performed at the Pump Room of the Holland Hotel in Denver and 
received wide acclaim.  It was a delightful experience for the young Shaeffers.  With Earl in the Drum and 
Bugle Corps and Jo in the All-Girl Orchestra, it was a musical time of life they would long cherish. 


 
 


 
 


Jo on the drums 
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On a videotape made in her 80’s Jo talked about playing in the all-girl orchestra: 
 
I made the orchestra and I had a lot of fun with it.  And I made $19.75 a week.  We played down at 
the Holland Cafe in Denver which was a very nice restaurant at that time.  We played for an hour 
during the dinner hour and then we played from nine to eleven [in the evening].  I think it was five 
days a week, but I can't remember exactly.  I played with them for a while, I guess it was about a 
year, maybe not quite a year.  We had lots of fun.  It was a real cute bunch.  Dixie Lee and I were 
very dear friends, and still are.  I hear from her only at Christmas now but anyway, she had tried 
out just before I did.  She played the piano beautifully, but she also played the banjo and guitar.  
The other two were sisters, Addie and Nettie.  One of them played the violin and one played the 
piano beautifully.  We really had fun playing.   
 
Every once in a while when we lived in Grand Junction I'd meet somebody who had heard me play 
in Denver and remembered me.  While I was playing with them, a real famous all-girl orchestra 
came through Denver.  I can't remember the name of it now, and while they were there, their 
drummer--and I can't remember if she quit or if she got sick--anyway, they were without a 
drummer and they came down to the restaurant and they heard me play and the manager of their 
group came and asked me if I'd meet with them the next morning at ten o'clock at the Brown 
Palace.  And they offered me a job playing with that orchestra.  Imagine that!  And I didn't know 
anything.  Of course, I could keep time to the music, and I guess that was all they were interested 
in.  And I really would have liked to have done it, but of course they traveled on the road and Earl 
wouldn't listen to that and neither would I because I wouldn't leave him.  But it was a wonderful 
opportunity and I certainly learned a lot. 


 
 
 
 
 
 The Great Depression hit not long after the Shaeffers 
had their first baby and times were hard.  But Jo and Earl 
were always grateful for Earl’s job with the telephone 
company, especially when many college-educated men were 
on the  streets  begging for money to feed their families.  No 
one was ever turned away from the Shaeffers home who 
asked for money or help. 
 
  Earl’s work took the Shaeffers all over Colorado: 
Colorado Springs, Grand Junction, Meeker, Durango, Aspen 
and Cripple Creek. 
  
  
 
  
 Right:  Bobbie Jo and Earl 
 Note the lace-up work boots and leather jacket. 
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After 47 years with the telephone company Earl retired as manager of the Palisade, Colorado 
telephone exchange. Two of his brothers, Cliff and Bob also worked for the telephone company. 
It was noted that the three Shaeffer brothers eventually had a combined service of well over 100 
years with Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Co. 
 
 


 
  
Left:  Cliff and Bob Shaeffer 
 
 
Earl’s brother, Cliff, was injured in 
WWII.  He had a steel plate in his 
head which caused him much pain 
and anguish.  Over time, the results 
of this injury, combined with 
personal problems, triggered a 
depression in which he eventually 
ended his own life. 
 
 


 
Earl’s sisters, Esther, Violet and Mary, were beautiful and gracious.  One snapshot (below) of the 
Shaeffer children from their early years, unidentified, are perhaps:  (L-R) Bob, infant Cliff, held 
by Esther or Mary, then Earl on the right.   Photo about 1912 or 1913. 
 
 


The author never met Esther, who died in 1932, 
but Violet and Mary were very kind when E.C. 
was introduced into the family.  Mary was 
particularly helpful in providing family history 
information.   
 
Lois Louise died as an 8-year-old child, and her 
twin, Louis, lived until the age of 43.  Cliff and 
Bob were both living in Albuquerque when Marty 
and E.C. resided there from 1959 to 1961. 
 
Violet lived with her mother in her later years.  
Mary married George Thomas who had two 
children by a previous marriage. They later 
adopted a girl who was the joy of their lives. 
Mary and George lived in Denver until they were 
no longer able to care for themselves, at which 
time they moved to Michigan to be near George’s 
son. 
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Earl had a charming dimple in his chin as did his brothers and at least one sister.  The photos 
below were taken in a photo booth, probably around 1935-1940. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
          
Members of the Shaeffer family were loyal to each other and worked together to support their 
mother when she was widowed.  Throughout the years Earl and Jo made frequent visits to their 
widowed mothers in Denver.  From Grand Junction the trip was long and tiresome over mostly 
graveled roads up and over Loveland Pass.  Marty remembered as a child being “shushed” if he 
made too much noise in the apartment buildings where his grandmothers lived.  To him their 
rooms always seemed too warm and too crowded with furniture. 
 
Earl was an excellent craftsman.  He always tried to simplify every task.  He was very creative, 
modifying tools for specific jobs.  One example was his “snips” which were very small but 
strong wire cutters.  He modified these to strip the coating from copper wire, a frequent task at 
work.  As time went by he was never without a pair.  Eventually “snips” became a standard tool 
for all the telephone linemen as well as for the Shaeffer clan.  Earl used them to clean fish, pull 
fishhooks from fingers, install telephones, rewire the Jeep, cut hair, patch a tire and remove 
porcupine needles from a dog’s nose, among other things. 
 
Earl could fix anything, or at least he would always try.  When his grandson, Bo, was small he 
tore apart an old alarm clock and couldn’t get it back together so he brought it to “Pappy,” so 
named by the grandchildren.  Pappy told him that you had to study the object before you took it 
apart.  Then figure out what each part does, removing and labeling each part.  Earl threw the 
clock parts out, then let Bo help him tear down the electric motor that operated the irrigation 
pump.  “Dad read directions only after he tried all other options,” noted Bobbie Jo.  She said, 
“The whole family saved broken things for him to fix.  He even got into watch repair.  I had a 
good watch that stopped and a jeweler was going to charge me $35 to fix it.  Dad used his magic 
cure for watches: one drop of carbon tetrachloride on the moving parts, shake it and remove the 
excess with a piece of cotton.  It worked every time.  This solvent was eventually taken off the 
market because the fumes were dangerous.  But Dad still kept a small bottle at his workbench.  
He explained that “everything is dangerous if you don’t know how to use it.” 
 
“Dad knew a great deal about electricity,” said Marty.  “He could test hot wires with his bare 
hands.  He would use his little finger with his thumb so that the three middle fingers wouldn’t 
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cramp up.  His long experience with electricity had taught him how to handle it with confidence 
as well as respect.” 
 
Earl grew up in a church in which the minister had a positive influence on him. But in his later 
years Earl resisted organized religion.  He wouldn’t join or even go to a church because he knew 
some of the church members were hypocrites.  They didn’t pay their bills, they cheated on their 
wives or were lazy and didn’t give a day’s work for a day’s pay.  Jo countered that perhaps these 
people needed the church more than others.  Earl said that he didn’t need a church to tell him to 
give an honest day’s work or give a helping hand to those in need.  Earl said he found God in the 
mountains and in growing things.  “He taught us by example,” explained Bobbie Jo. 
 
Earl’s favorite pastime was fishing. Bobbie Jo wrote: 
 


 When Marty and I were children we looked forward to traveling with Dad in the summer time.  
Mother suffered greatly with hay fever but as long as she was in the mountains she was fine.  Since 
Dad’s work took him all over the state he saved the work in the small mountain towns until 
summer.  We spent time in Silverton, Ouray, Durango, Telluride and a couple of summers in 
Aspen.  Dad usually found us a place to live through the local telephone office. 
 
Mom would pack the car with clothes, pots and pans, extra pillows and blankets.  Marty and I 
each took along a box of treasures. We spent summers in Aspen where when it was mostly a ghost 
town.  The silver miners had moved on and the skiers hadn’t yet discovered it. There was a 
grocery store and a drug store and the old Jerome Hotel.  Most of the houses were boarded up 
with For Sale signs.  The owner of the Jerome Hotel had the keys to most of the houses, many of 
which still had furniture.  In addition he was a realtor as well as a hotel manager.  He gave Dad 
the keys and let him choose a house for the summer.  Many of those houses could be bought for 
back taxes.  Mother wanted to buy the last house we lived in, which was across the side street from 
the Jerome Hotel.  Dad said, “Who would want to spend every summer in Aspen?”  Dad was 
never able to live down this remark. 
 
Shortly after unpacking, Mother would go hunting for the library.  These Colorado mountain 
towns usually had a library of sorts in the back of the courthouse, general store, jail or sometimes 
in an old house.  Often Mother read everything there was and many times straightened and dusted 
the shelves.  She met some interesting people along the way. 
 
Dad checked out all the fishing streams, particularly along old mining roads.  It didn’t take him 
long to find places where after work he could catch enough trout for supper. 
 


Marty remembered an all-day fishing trip on the Crystal River which was just out of Glenwood 
Springs:   
 


When I was older, we would do leap-frogging on the river so that we each could fish in 
undisturbed water.  I remember doing that one day on the Crystal River and I was amazed to 
discover that I was catching very, very large trout.  I couldn’t wait to show them to Dad.  Suddenly 
someone stepped out from behind a bush and startled me. He kindly explained that he was with the 
Secret Service and they were preparing for President Eisenhower to fish that portion of the river 
the following day.  I asked him if by chance they had salted the river, and he grinned and admitted 
they had.  I was reluctant to abandon the river, but happy to save the rest of the big ones for Ike! 


 
 
 


* * * 
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3.  Jo’s Upbringing 
 
 
 
Helen Josephine Osborne was born to Mary Pearl Oak Miller and Dallas Jonathan Osborne on 
July 7, 1906 in Denver, Colorado. The circumstances that brought the Osbornes to Denver from 
Ohio were not unique.  Many were sent to the high dry lands of Arizona, Colorado and New 
Mexico for their health.  Dallas had a lung disease that was then called “consumption,” now 
known as tuberculosis. The Osbornes first chose Las Vegas, New Mexico, where they invested 
in the sheep and wool business.  However, after the failure of this venture, they moved to 
Denver, Colorado, where Jo was born, the third of four children born to Pearl and Dallas 
Osborne.  Dallas lived until 1913, when his daughter Jo was 6 years old, and his youngest child, 
Ruth (Bobbie), was only four.  It is sad to note that likewise his mother, Nancy C. Osborne, died 
when Dallas was just six years old. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                           L-R clockwise:  Jo, with the biggest bow, Dal, Alberta, Bobbie 
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Jo wrote: 
 
I started out as a disappointment!  The third child was to be a boy born on July 4th, and I turned 
out a tiny girl baby and made a belated arrival on July 7th [1906]. 


 
My name—thereby hangs a tale: Though we were in no way related, it so happened that another 
family by the name of Osborne lived in our block.  My mother, out strolling with her now three-
months-old baby, met the other Mrs. Osborne out perambulating her new infant.  In a few 
moments of ‘baby’ conversation they discovered what had happened, and it was almost 
unbelievable.  Both the babies had been born on the same day and both had been named Helen 
Josephine, and both had the surname of Osborne! 
 
All through my school years the other Helen was my bug-a-boo!  As might be expected we were 
constantly explaining which Helen we were.  My namesake was beautiful to look at, but not as 
beautiful to know.  She was very early the possessor of the ugly thing called a ‘bad reputation.’  
It became increasingly embarrassing for me as I went into my teens to suffer the mistaken 
identity which I was frequently subjected to.  In high school I found myself in the office on two 
different occasions having to convince them that I was not the Helen Osborne they really wished 
to expel. 
 
Judge Lindsay of the Juvenile Court informed my mother one day in no uncertain terms that I 
was to report the following day to the court.  This was the straw that broke the camel’s back!  
That evening at the dinner table Mother issued the ultimatum, “I am changing Helen’s name; 
henceforth she is to be called Jo and we will start here and now.” And so I became Jo, and I 
almost hate the name of Helen. 
 


Jo recalled her earliest memories in a video-taped interview done when she was 82 years old: 
 
Grandfather Miller:  This is my very first memory.  I couldn't have been much more than two and 
a half.  We had a great big baby buggy called a perambulator.  Grandfather put Bobbie, who was 
the baby, in the buggy, and put me in with her, and took us for a walk.  And I can remember how 
humiliated and embarrassed I was to be in that great big baby buggy with that baby!  And he took 
us down by Wyman School, which was the first school I went to, 
where there was a little penny candy store.  And he wheeled us 
into the candy store and he told me then that I could select some 
candy.  I was so embarrassed that I wouldn't even select the 
candy.  And he kept trying to tempt me by saying, "Don't you 
want this?  Don't you want a candy banana? Or don't you want a 
penny's worth of those little black licorice babies?"  He tried 
everything under the sun, and I just wouldn't answer him.  I can 
still remember my great embarrassment to be in that baby buggy 
with the baby.  Finally he had to take over and select the candy 
for me and when he did, I wouldn't even eat it, I was so angry 
about being in that big old buggy with that baby! 
 


Right: Grandmother & Grandfather Miller, 1902 
 
Grandmother Miller was the dearest thing in the world.  She 
loved kids, and she used to hold me on her lap hours at a time, 
and would tell me stories and just anything to entertain me.  She was so patient and so dear.  I can 
remember going in and saying, "Grandma, how 'bout telling me a story?"  And no matter what 
time of day it was, or how busy she was, she would stop everything and I'd sit on her lap and she'd 
tell me stories by the hour.  Mostly bible stories, or stories about her childhood or about how they 
would walk to the church. 
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I also remembered my father coming home with a box of candy for Mother.  And he said, "I'm 
going to let one of you children give it to her."  And I thought surely I would be the one chosen to 
give her the box of candy.  But he said, "No, it should be Alberta, because she is the oldest."  Or 
he said, "No, it should be Bobbie because she is the baby."  And he gave it to one of them to give 
to her.  And I didn't get to give her the box of candy.  And I was just broken hearted because I 
didn't get to give Mama the box of candy. 
 
I remember that we used to sit at the dining room table and it was a great big table and my father 
would sit at one end.  I presume that grapefruit hadn't been in common use at that time, but the 
maid would bring in a peeled whole grapefruit.  Father would take a little sharp knife and take a 
section of it and he would take the membrane of the skin off each little section and then he'd put it 
on a plate and then he'd hand it down.  And one by one we'd get a little section of grapefruit and 
as he would finish he would pass a plate down, and then another.  I can remember how long it 
would take.  I would wait and wait and wait for a little hunk of grapefruit.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
             
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                
 
 
 
 
                                   The Osborne family about 1910 
 
 
I was only six when Mother had to suddenly assume the responsibility of both father and mother.  
My scholarly, good, gullible father died suddenly one night with a heart attack,  [resulting from 
advanced tuberculosis] leaving my lovely young mother with four children to rear. 
 
Father, a struggling ministerial student, met and married my young, very protected, wealthy 
mother while they were both in college [in Hiram, Ohio].  Father as a minister was most 
successful.  As a financier he was awful!  His godliness got in the way.  He sincerely believed and 
trusted every man and therefore was the swindler’s dream come true.  Mother’s money was like 
sand seeping through the egg timer, and it slowly eked away.  
 
I was a strange little child.  I was not liked very much by other children and I was afraid of them.  
Consequently I spent much time alone.  I felt I was disgraced because I did not have a father and 
I would tell all sorts of prevarications trying to explain his absence.  He was on a trip, or he was 
in the hospital, anything but the fact that he was dead.  Children are conformists in an 
exaggerated sense, and suffer when they feel they are different in any way. 
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Some of my early memories are of Father’s library.  It was a huge room with a fireplace at one 
end over which hung a very large picture of a forest fire.  On two sides were open book shelves 
that extended to the ceiling.  Once in a great while tucked among all those books of theology, law 
and classics I would find in some obscure place, as if hiding from its aristocratic neighbors, a 
meek book begging to be read by a long-legged, black pig-tailed, skinny, searching little girl.  
Never will I forget my thrill and joy the day I discovered Elsie Dinsmore, unprotestingly 
crammed back of the eye-seeing row of books—she would be!—waiting for some little girl to haul 
her out.  Mother always knew when I became ‘icky sweet’ and too angelic that I was again ”en 
rapport” with Elsie. The day I struck it rich and found Little Women,, Little Men  and Jo’s Boys – 
well, all the church bells on earth were ringing!  
 
Sunday evenings were our music evenings.  We all had to gather in the music room to listen as 
mother played the piano.  We took turns choosing the selection.  Brother always chose a march; 
Alberta and Bobbie’s tastes would vary; I always would choose “Melody in F,” or “Rustles of 
Spring.”  Sometimes it was a bit difficult to sit for two hours, but I know that is where was first 
instilled my love of music, and where mother first subtly taught her children to be discriminatory 
in their musical tastes.  Once a year Mother took  us to the opera.  I was dreadfully bored. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


The Osborne’s first home, Tiffin, Ohio 
 
We always had to dress for dinner which was served in four courses and was an occasion.  Even 
when Mother did her own cooking and serving we still made a ceremony out of dinner.  After 
Father died Mother sat in his place and served.  I will never forget that picture.  Mother sat very 
straight and dignified with her white hair—it had turned white quite early—piled high on her 
head looking every inch the aristocrat which she was. 
 
As I went through the toothless, tonsil and adenoid, and crush stage, it became very evident that I 
didn’t exactly fit the family pattern.  I didn’t like private schools; I was forever bringing home 
some waif; I couldn’t be spanked—it made me ill.  Mother said, “Jo is my little black sheep, but 
she’s such a nice shade of black.” 
 
Our summers were fun.  The day school was out we went to our summer home in Pinecliff, 
Colorado.  There we hiked, played tennis, waded and danced our summers away. 
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Adolescent years included the things in most girl’s life that seemed very important:  dances at 
Colorado University, College of Mines, Colorado College and Aggies with the accompanying 
fluff-fluffs and gee-gaws that are such fun.  I was called upon to make those tremendous decisions 
not unusual in a young girl’s existence: whether I should accept a date with a Beta, though he was 
too short, or be squired by an ATO that was tall! 
 
 
                                     
 
 
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 


 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Jo and Bobbie as teenagers 
 


Suddenly it all became rather silly and unimportant.  I met a boy who dwarfed all the other boys 
in my thinking.  This lad represented everything I had never known in my other beaux.  He came 
from a large, poor family, and had been working since he was fourteen, finishing high school at 
Opportunity School at nights.  He was very serious, hard working, stolid, and mature—perhaps 
too much so, having assumed much responsibility too soon. 
 
By this time our family finances were reaching a low ebb.  The truth was that after sending 
brother and sister east to college, the sand was running too low in the egg timer to send me. 
It was decided that I would work a year and then go to college.  The plan however, was 
interrupted in the mid year by my marriage to my serious, quiet, enormously kind Earl.  It has 
been a very happy marriage in a quiet, unspectacular way.  We have grown together some way 
much as two halves of a peach. 
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The rest of Jo’s first autobiography is continued in the chapter “Family Life,”  but there 
is more about her early life in a paper she wrote for a university educational sociology 
class in 1959 entitled “Formative Influences:” 


 
When pondering the factors that have influenced my life it is soon evident that early influences 
have been the most formative and lasting one. The rather staid and uncompromising standards 


that have prevailed in my life are the result of the 
strict, dignified, unbending atmosphere of a 
minister’s home.  That influence, though somewhat 
modified through the years, is still manifest by the 
repugnance felt when observing something that is 
contrary to that early teaching. 
 
Mother was stately, aristocratic and cold.  [She] 
taught the children not by words but by feeling tones.  
To feel disapproval was a terrible thing and to be 
avoided at all costs.  That forced early awareness 
created a sensitivity that has remained.  This 
sensitivity, though too pronounced, has created an 
insight that produced empathy and appreciation and 
understanding and the power to be sensitized to many 
things that many people are not aware of.  It has 
given profoundness to my life. 
 
 Left: Pearl Miller Osborne 
 
Any religious bent I may have was instilled not by my 


minister father but by my grandmother [Miller].  The broad concept of religion which seems to 
more nearly meet my needs was the product of observing with disgust Grandmother’s very 
fundamental religious convictions.  My love of children and my patient tolerance of them was 
absorbed by watching [her] and by imitation through the early years the kindness, playfulness and 
never-ending patience of this same grandmother.  This love of children and the desire to be of 
service culminated in my entering college at the age of forty-two, in order to teach. 
 
The quiet, somber atmosphere that always prevailed in our home has been one of the factors that 
make it imperative that there be some quiet, somber, alone periods in my life.  By the same token 
this influence brought the realization that there must be some gay, jovial times in a home also, and 
as in most things in life, one must strive for a balance.  This realization carried on into my own 
family and in our home as we attempted to create an atmosphere of balanced quietness and 
serious interludes with gayety and lightness.  This thing of formative influences carries on into the 
generations. 
 
Reading has made a magnificent contribution in influencing my life.  The first thing I can 
remember are books—hundreds of them all over the house.  Vivid is the memory of climbing up on 
a small chair I had placed on top of the library table to extract a volume from a high shelf in 
father’s library.  I experience the same thrill and excitement today when I browse through library 
stacks.  In that early bookish atmosphere was born an appreciation and love for books that grew 
into a profound love of literature that has been the most important inanimate influence in my life. 
As quite a young girl I would discriminate in my reading.  There was no issue made of books not 
to be read.  It was merely the exposure to good literature and I found myself bored with the tawdry 
and easy-come-by type of literature very soon.  This book-lined-wall house culminated in my 
becoming a professional book-reviewer in my late twenties. [She was well-read even into her 
90’s.]  







 21


Money—or lack of money—played an influence that I see manifest in my life.  My mother was a 
wealthy girl who married a poor struggling, idealistic minister who had no business acumen 
whatsoever.  Consequence:  money lost in poor investments, a huge home, three cars, chauffeur 
and maids, and NO money. 
 
Growing up, the determination to not experience financial dependence became almost an 
obsession.  Too often did I hear my mother subject herself to the indignity of asking Grandmother 
for money.  My son said to me the other day, ‘Mother, all I’ve heard for years has been 
“Security—security,” I’m not going to let it become that important to me!’  So you see, he will 
probably branch out the other way.  A strange thing—these formative influences!” 


 
The problem mentioned above—money—was much on the mind of the Osborne family.  Pearl’s 
parents, Robert & Ruth Miller, had been successful at farming and raising cattle, having  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 


 
Miller family 1886: L-R: Daniel, Mattie, Ruth, Abe, Robert, Pearl (see Appendix) 
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inherited a goodly sum from the Mercer grandparents, who had sold beef and pork to the Union 
army during the Civil War.  When oil was discovered on the Miller farm, a huge fortune was 
realized. (See Mercer/Miller Family, by Ruth Maria Mercer Miller.)  With this sum the Miller & 
Sons Bank was opened in Tiffin, Ohio.  “This firm with its ready cash, coming to Tiffin in the 
financial crisis of 1893, found a grand welcome, and how many people and firms this bank 
helped to stem that tide will never be known, and its influence and aid to Tiffin and surrounding 
country cannot be overestimated.” Men of Northwestern Ohio, p. 11.   
 
However, circumstances combined to thwart the Miller’s financial stability, including the death 
of their beloved son, Daniel, partner and chief financial officer in the family businesses, the 
country’s financial crisis of 1893 which was called the Panic of 1893 which left hundreds of 
banks, railroads, mines and other businesses in financial ruin.  This was followed by the nervous 
breakdown of the head of the family, Robert Miller, the alcoholism and poor management by the 
remaining son, Abe Miller, the illness and death of Pearl’s husband, Dallas, who in trying to 
secure his family’s financial security ended by losing his portion of the Miller estate.  Son-in-
law, Will Cook, the husband of Mattie Miller Cook, was the only one able to protect his share.  
He and Mattie moved to Chicago. When Mattie died in 1922 Will married “a woman of means”, 
further distancing himself from the Miller family.  However, his continued dealings with the 
family are evident in letters, including this one which was received after the Millers moved to 
Denver (in an effort to assist their widowed daughter, Pearl): 
 


Chicago, Sept. 12, 1924 
Mrs. Ruth Miller 
1611 Adams St. 
Denver, Colorado 
 
Dear Mother, 
 It occurs to me that the deal you refer to is only another of the many deals I have heard 
Abe talk about in the past.  If $4500 would do you some real good I would feel very different about 
it.  I think this $4500 would immediately pass to someone else for back taxes, interest and expense 
of this kind, and in reality do neither you nor Father Miller any good.  And in the end would work 
hardship to me. 
 In fact, I believe it would be the beginning of more to follow.  Undoubtedly, Abe means 
well, but from past experience and the fact that he has had entire charge of your estate for the last 
twenty years, is sufficient proof that he is a poor manager.  I do not feel that I care to have him 
manage any of my estate. 
 On July 23, 1921, I received a very urgent letter from Abe that he must have $500 
immediately and if I would send it to him he would return it in thirty days, and surely in sixty days.  
It has now been more than three years and I have never heard a word from him relative to interest 
or refund.  This does not make me enthusiastic about advancing more money to him. 
 My brother’s eleven hundred acres, within seventy miles of Chicago, was considered 
worth $200 an acre three or four years ago, but it is now impossible to sell any of it for $50 an 
acre.  And I feel that land within seventy miles of Chicago ought to be worth more than Colorado 
land….. I find plenty of trouble making loans in Chicago without going to Colorado where I know 
nothing of conditions. 
 Lovingly yours, W. Cook 


 
A sad note in the account book of Ruth Miller: 
 


Dec. 10, 1925 – I sold to Mr. Tanner my 23,000 shares for $3,000 as the price was away down 
and nobody wanted to buy and I owed Abe $5000.  I had got him to take Dallas Osborne’s note to 







 23


pay Abe $5,000 that I owed him.  I said Dallas’ note was good, but it proved worthless for he died. 
And I had to make it good to Abe and Abe had to have it now to save his furniture and to get 
started anew.  I did not want to sell the Tungsten nor did Abe want me to, but we had to for war 
times had made our land worthless and we had mortgaged all we had to try to save our land… but 
this makes me bankrupt and have to depend on charity until Abe gets started and then he promises 
he will see I have plenty to live on and pay up Robert’s funeral expense and coal bills. 
 


This was followed by a stinging letter to Ruth Miller from Will Cook: 
 
Chicago 
December 14, 1925 
Dear Mother, 
 I am advised that you have sold your 12,000 shares Tungston stock to W. L. Tanner.  This 
sale gives Mr. Tanner the absolute control of the company and leaves me as a minority 
stockholder, which, of course, is not a very pleasant position to be in. 
 Will you kindly advise me what Mr. Tanner paid you for the stock as he has asked me 
what I am willing to sell mine for.  Your immediate reply will be appreciated very much.   
 With love, W. Cook 


 
No wonder Jo was frugal all her life!  Having watched her mother, Pearl, and her grandmother, 
Ruth, the fear of penury was ever present.  Living through the Great Depression of the 1930’s 
after she and Earl were married, was also strong motivation for her careful money management.  
Jo and Earl, of course, helped maintain their own mothers during their later years, not to mention 
their generosity to their own children and grandchildren.  Earl was particularly generous—with 
his opinions as well as with his resources.  
 
A draft of an undated letter to her mother was found among Jo’s letters.  Perhaps it was a 
Mothers Day tribute to Pearl: 
 


[Dear Mother], 
I have been complimented many times on the fact that I was a good listener.  I have you 


to thank for that, Mother.  You set the example.  I remember distinctly how whenever there were 
guests in our home you always played the perfect hostess and listened with keen attentiveness. 


Your walk: You have always carried yourself with the easy grace of a lady—a lady born 
to the purple. 


I can never remember coming home from school and not finding you all cleaned up.  
Every afternoon you dressed as for guests.  I can never remember in my life of seeing your hair 
uncombed, or your person in any way disheveled after noon.  Always [you had] clean nails, 
beautifully groomed in every way.  I never experienced as a child coming home to an untidy 
house.  It was always cleaned.  I was always so proud to bring friends home.  Our house was 
always orderly. 


I often wonder how you kept the house so systemized when there was not the natural 
order of the work-a-day world—having no man, husband and father having to live to schedule and 
time.  But you kept wonderful order in our lives always. 


Sayings that stand out:  ‘I don’t want my girls to make mistakes.  It’s so easy, I know. I’m 
human myself.’ ‘Be clean, you may not have much, but you can keep clean.’ 


Our Sunday evenings were delightful when you used to play for us and cater to our 
preferences.  Dal , boy-like, preferring marches, me the romantic Melody in F. 


Stories that seem as a child to have impressed me most were stories pertaining to 
Tombolin, your cat; how terribly afraid, as a child, you were of gypsies; your college days—how 
on Sunday nights you bought dill pickles and ate them with bread and butter; and the stories about 
the old German hired man who always smelled of fertilizer. 
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Once in a while you would let slip some very nice little compliment, although adding by 
way of apology, “Now Grandmother would say it would make you vain to tell you this, but Helen, 
you do have a pretty mouth,” or “You are a pretty girl” (in a sort of apologetic tone like “I really 
shouldn’t say this but …”) 


Our meals were always superb.  Never did we have thrown together meals.  Always 
painstakingly planned, diligently prepared, wonderful food and Mother, you’ve always been a 
marvelous cook.  The food was not placed on the table slipshod either.  Always the dinner table 
was correctly set and the meal beautifully served.  When I see you, it’s you—sitting majestically 
and lovely serving at the head of the table.  I think, Mother, you were made to sit at the head of a 
table pouring tea, instead of the lot that life gave you that was decidedly not just pouring tea! 


You gave us all a background that in any kind of company we were not too ill at ease.  
You did equip us all that we could meet life and not go down under it, realizing that whether it be 
a slap on the back or a sock on the chin, that if one had his balance it meant just about the same 
thing. 


Now this I think perhaps is the most unusual and remarkable thing: I do not believe there 
is another soul who could have accomplished this as successfully as you did.  You did not ever 
harp on what was gone, or what might have been.  And with one that had had all the material 
things you had and but for the unwise doings of others, you could always have had; that is real 
greatness!  You did not go back.  What was gone was gone! You lived the philosophy [that] 
yesterday is gone, today is a new day. You did not waste time and energy blaming.  I remember as 
a child mentioning this to you and you answered, ‘I try my utmost to keep a thing from happening, 
but when it is done, it’s done, and I bury it.’   You did not ever harbor prejudices, Mother.  You 
were always and forever a lady, Mother, always! 


It’s a wonderful thing for a child to feel pride in a parent, and I’ve always been so proud 
of you.  You’re lovely to look at and lovely inside.  I’ve always had the desire to show you off, you 
know.  How I used to burst with pride when you came to school to visit, which you regularly did 
once a year. 


You were very wise the way you handled the boy situation when I reached that age.  I 
always had to bring the young man home for you to meet and then you allowed me to go.  You 
were liberal, allowing me much freedom, but not too liberal.  Some way you had instilled a deep 
sense of right and wrong and I wouldn’t have broken any confidence you had in me for anything 
on earth.  You trusted me therefore I was trustworthy.  I realize through their surroundings 
children do absorb things—just taking them in and building around them.  Our clean home, 
beautiful pictures on the walls, always bookcases full of books, music, all that was absorbed by 
me, and probably accounts for my love and appreciation of books, music and art. 


You encouraged us to develop our individuality and be creative  because you were wise 
enough to never dictate just what we wore or how we acted, allowing us to express ourselves 
through clothes or what have you, and many times it must have been against your better judgment. 


 
 


There was probably an appropriate closing to this letter, but all we have is this undated draft, a 
truly wonderful tribute to Jo’s mother, Pearl.  In 1994 when the family history her grandmother 
Miller had written Mercer/Miller Family by Ruth M. Miller came into her possession (upon her 
sister Bobbie’s death), Jo said that Grandmother Miller was the one who ran things in the family.  
When asked about her grandfather Miller, (the grandfather of the candy store incident) having 
had a nervous breakdown she said she was very much surprised when she read that.  She 
remembered her grandfather as having been a very kind man. She recalled that he always dressed 
very properly.  She used to have to go with him sometimes on the streetcar and she was always 
embarrassed by his tall silk hat which was very old fashioned even then.  An incident she 
recalled took place in Denver once when her mother, Pearl, was driving.  The car stalled on a hill 
and she had difficulty getting it started again.  Grandfather Miller, “was so kind—he sweetly 
asked Mother not to be frightened.”   
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“Grandmother Miller was very bossy, but I loved her best,” said Jo.  “I was the only one who 
wanted to sit on her lap and listen to her stories.”  She added, “But she was too religious.  She 
was just fanatic.  She went to church every Sunday.  No wonder all the rest of us turned away 
from it.”  Jo said that Grandmother Miller always thought that if her son, Daniel, had lived they 
would have come through their financial struggles alright.  But Uncle Abe, as Jo said, was a 
spoiled rich boy who became an alcoholic and squandered their money on worthless investments. 
 
Jo also said that her father, Dallas J. Osborne, had a large responsibility for losing the money as 
well.  He knew he had not long to live, as he was sick with tuberculosis, so he wanted to leave 
his family well-fixed, but instead left them almost penniless.  Every investment he made turned 
sour and lost money.  “He was a scholar and a preacher, not a businessman,” said Jo.  A minister 
in the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ), Dallas Osborne spent two years as the full-time 
pastor of the West Madison Church of Christ in Cleveland, Ohio shortly after his marriage to 
Pearl Miller. Jo kept a little book indexing his sermons (see Appendix).  
 
The Osbornes had a much lesser 
influence on Jo’s upbringing 
largely because they were all in 
Ohio when their son’s family 
was growing up in Denver.  
Also, Grandmother Osborne, 
Nancy Caroline Moherman 
Osborne, died young, so of 
course his wife and children 
never knew her. Then, too, 
grandfather Albert M. Osborne 
died in 1915, just two years 
after his son’s death, so his 
grandchildren had limited 
contact there.  However, there 
was a photo taken of him with 
his son & grandson, Dallas and Dal, during a visit with the family,  about 1907or 1908. 
 
Grandfather Miller died just months after Jo and Earl married in 1925.  Grandmother Miller died 
five years later, in 1930.  Pearl Miller Osborne never remarried after her husband’s death.  She 
lived to age 93 having been a widow for 59 years.  Her daughter, Bobbie (Ruth), Jo’s younger 
sister, never married, and was her mother’s companion until Pearl’s death in 1972.  Bobbie lived 
until 1994, dying at age 85.  Dal also died at age 85, Alberta at age 88 and Jo at age 93.  (For full 
family statistics, etc. see Appendix.) 


 
 
 


* * * 
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4.  Family Life 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo and Earl met at a Christmas dance: 
 


 I was still in high school at that time.  I was about sixteen, going on seventeen.  He was playing 
the drums up on a stage that was elevated a little above the floor and he was sitting near the end.  
As I looked up at him, I thought he was real cute.  We were dancing around there and his foot was 
sticking out a little so I untied his shoe string.  Can you imagine doing anything like that?  He 
looked up and kind of smiled and I did that a couple or three more times.  So then when he had a 
break, (they'd let members of the orchestra off for one dance) he came over and asked me to 
dance.  I danced with him, of course.  He wanted me to ditch my date so he could take me home, 
but I wouldn't do that.  But he got my name and address and telephone number. 


 
Jo once wrote, “Earl’s alright.  He likes 
everything I do from movies to seafood.”   
 


The dance when we met had been just before 
Christmas and we were married the following  
year on New Year's Day 1925 at high noon.  
 
Earl was working for the telephone company at 
that time.  And we were married at home, in my 
home, and all his family came and my family, 
and my friend Edd who stood up for me.  And 
[Earl's] brother, Bob, stood up for him.  And 
the minister was from Earl’s church, Dr. 
Pingree.  Earl had said, "I'd like very much to 
have him marry us if you wouldn't mind."  So I 
said "That was fine with me."   And that's how 
we were married.  Mother had a little luncheon 
afterwards, and I remember that we had 
chicken salad.   What else, I don't recall, but I 
remember the chicken salad, and of course the 
wedding cake.  


 
 
 
 
 
If there were any wedding photos taken, they have not survived. The newlyweds lived in Denver 
their first few months, then moved to Colorado Springs for about a year.  In the autobiography of 
1949 Jo wrote: 


 
There followed carefree years of living out of a suitcase on ninety dollars a month.  We had 
planned that I would go to school, but we had neither the permanence nor the finances to carry 
out that plan.  We were busy, oh, very busy!  Both of us were playing in orchestras when we were 
stationed in Denver, which entailed much time and many interesting times.  
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The telephone company transferred Earl to Grand Junction in 1927 and their first child, Bobbie Jo, 
was born there on February 7th, 1928.  The trip from Denver to Grand Junction at that time was 
horrendous. It was described in a videotaped conversation between Jo and the Irwins in 1987: 
 


WILL IRWIN: There was a story about getting stuck in what was the old railroad tunnel, and cars 
would have to back out because it was a one way tunnel. 
 
JO:  That seems so antiquated now that you just can't believe that it was that primitive.  Because 
after all, I'm only 82 years old, and you just can't understand what it was like then.  We came 
through that tunnel scared to death.  Someone had told us to be sure and come that way. 
 
WILL:  Explain to your audience what the tunnel was. 
 
JO:  I don't suppose it any longer exists.  It was between Denver and Grand Junction.  It was 
really between Denver and Basalt.  It was a tunnel.  If you went up this terribly steep, steep incline 
you came to that tunnel, and you drove through.  Do you remember how long that was? 
 
WILL:  It had been cut for the railroad, but was no longer in use by the railway and it was turned 
into a one-way automotive tunnel. 
 
JO:  Yes, and we didn't know whether to go through it or not.  Earl said, "Well, let's try it.  
Nothing can happen."  I said, "What if we meet a car?"  And we did meet a car. 
 
BOBBIE JO: But you were to go one way on the hour. 
 
JO:  Yes there was a big sign that said on the hour you could go one way and the next hour you 
could come back the other way.  And this man had not paid any attention to it, thinking that he 
wouldn't meet anybody.  So it was up to him to back out, not us. 
 
BJ: So you did meet someone, but he wasn't responsible and would not back up.  He said he'd sit 
there forever but he wouldn't back out. 
 
JO: Yes, she remembers it better than I do.  That's right.  He did.  He refused to back out. He said, 
"I'll sit here forever before I'll back out." 
 
WILL:  He was afraid to back out, as I recall. 


 
JO:  Yes, he was afraid.  Scared to death.  And we were too.  That doesn't seem possible now.  But 
finally, after hours, we got out of that tunnel. Then we came on down into Basalt, and we saw 
these wild animals, I suppose they were coyotes, but we weren't sure if they were lions or coyotes, 
but we were in really wild country.  They'd make these "Rrrrrrrrrrr" noises, and I was petrified, 
and Earl was too.  Earl was really frightened. 
 
WILL:  Was this on the same trip? 
 
JO:  Yes, the same.  And we've never forgotten it.  That was when we first came to that part of 
western Colorado.  It was really wild country. Now, that doesn't seem possible. That [area] later 
was all inhabited by a very rich clientele, remember, who built great big gorgeous homes up there.  
But it was wild then, I'll tell you, for sure. 
 
BJ: But you never made a trip without helping somebody. 
 
JO:  Yes, you'd help anybody on the road that was having trouble with their car--flat tires, flat 
tires, flat tires, trouble, trouble, trouble.  And you didn't pass them up.  You stopped, of course, for 
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anybody in trouble, to see what you could do.  After the tunnel experience we came down into 
Basalt and we were hungry by this time, but we were afraid to stop. 
 
WILL:  You were afraid to stop in the town?  What was it about the town that frightened you? 
 
JO:  Strange looking people, miners, and oh, we were frightened, and we just went on till we came 
into Glenwood.  And when we got there we got into a motel and we ate, and by this time it was 
way late, two or three in the morning, I expect.  Finally we got there!  That trip!  Some day, I want 
to really write up that trip.  That was some trip.  Earl and I never did forget it because it was such 
an experience.  That was when we first came over to the Western Slope, and we thought, "What 
are we getting into?"  But you know, we finally hit civilization again, and it wasn't that way, but 
[the trip] was terrible. 


 
From the 1949 autobiography Jo continues: 


 
In 1928 we took our first huge step toward growing up.  We encountered our first heartache.  
Our Bobbie Jo was a tiny, premature baby who was born organically perfect but with no 
resistance, caused as the doctors all said, by having made a journey in seven months that was 
meant to take nine.  This began a determined, desperate fight.  If it was physically possible to 
rear that tiny infant to maturity I would do so.  There followed three years with both Earl and me 
devoted and absorbed by this single purpose.  To say our world revolved around a puny, frail 
little girl is to put it mildly.  To say she was our world is to state it more correctly. 
 


Jo kept a tiny baby book for Bobbie Jo.  In it she wrote: 
 


The first time I ever saw her, her big blue eyes were so wide open.  At seven weeks she would 
grasp an object.  At three months she would play with her dress and put it in her mouth or try to.  
She played with her hands at eight weeks.  
  
Bobbie Jo took whooping cough at 3 months. 
Put her foot in her mouth – at about 4 ½ months pulled off her booties. 
 
At nine months she is so cute and bright.  Jabbers all the time.  Says “Da. Da. Da. 
 but it is just jabber.  Plays peek-a-boo and patty cake.  Her hair is coming in quite rapidly now.  
Has six teeth.  Plays alone for an hour at a time.  She is SO good.  If she thinks I am being hurt 
she sure cries, when we are scuffling for fun.  At ten months Bobbie Jo says, “Da-dee, and Mama.  
She has a walker and just goes everywhere.  Has eight teeth.  At eleven months B.J. opens the 
drawers and removes anything she wishes-- is cutting a lot of teeth – jabbers so much.  Goes 
everywhere about 60 per on her walkie.   
 
She had a bad cold her first Christmas.  She tried to take off all the decorations from the tree—
succeeded a few times.  Micky gave her her first dolly. (Micky was one of Earl’s closest friends – 
was single at the time)  At one year she says “Ma-Ma, daddy, drink, ba-ba (bottle) and bye bye.  
She’s very bright and peppy.  She adores her daddy.   
 
I had intended to have a birthday party for her but she had a bad cold so couldn’t.  She jabbers 
continually.  My!  How she loves “Micky” her dolly.  She has eight teeth and is cutting more.  
Mama gave her rompers.  Alberta a dear little blue hat trimmed in white fur, her first little hat.  
It’s darling., and Mrs. Shaeffer a pair of rompers. 
 
At four years B.J. said one day, “Mother I’m going to marry the man I love, not for money.”  Had 
some paper dolls and she said, “Mama, when Helen [friend] sees these won’t she be fanatic over 
them?”  This is the last thing I’m going to put in her little book.  Hope B.J. enjoys this little record 
as much as I have keeping it.         
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From the autobiography: 
 


When Sissie was four [years old] dear old Dr. Day asked me to come to his office to talk to him.  
He very kindly but firmly told me I was warping B. J. as well as myself by being over-solicitous.  
I can hear his words: “Get away from that child once a 
week.  Do something you’re interested in—anything—
come down here and work if you want to—but get away 
from the house and quit counting every mouthful of 
food that child eats.  Do you want to ruin her life as 
well as your own?”  And that is how I started to review 
books.  I couldn’t play bridge because I saw her 
pinched face on every card; I couldn’t sit through a 
show because the lines seemed to always say “Is 
Bobbie Jo alright?”  But I could review a book and 
lose that Bobbie Jo-consciousness for an hour. 
 
Now I can thank that doctor.  At the time it seemed 
very cruel and hurtful.  I had struggled so to keep her.  
It is an easy thing for an ill child to become an 
obsession with a mother.  It was aggravated in my case 
as Earl traveled all the time and I had to assume full 
responsibility.  Willing a child to live soon possesses 
one’s body and soul.  Oil rubs, special formulas, 
exercising ten minutes, then fifteen, interspersed with 
rest periods, all began to build resistance, and then to 
have pneumonia strike, followed by nephritis [a wrong diagnosis, as it turned out], typhoid next, 
but slowly, slowly, she began to thrive. 
 
Even with all the variegated colors, motherhood is the most wonderful experience in life because 
it is fulfillment. 


 
More from Jo’s autobiography: 
 
Marty made his appearance three and a half years 
later.  He also was too hurried to get to this world, but 
he was a strong, curly blondie, with a big nose and 
worlds of personality.  From the first he was a big 
hunk of sunshine. 
 
Bobbie Jo explained that when Marty was around 2 ½ 
years old the baby of Charles A. Lindbergh, the 
famous pilot, was kidnapped.  The Lindbergh baby 
had blond curls and looked very much like Marty.  His 
picture was in every newspaper.  The whole country 
was looking for him.   
 
When Jo would take Marty to the store people would 
stop and stare or point to him.  It got so embarrassing 
that she didn’t take him out as much after that. 
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 Bobbie Jo and Marty, Easter 1938 
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Bobbie Jo recently wrote: 
 


When Marty and I were small we entertained ourselves using our shoebox treasures. One time we 
built a city with roads for Marty’s small cars.  We did this with mud, rocks and weeds.  As the city 
grew other children wanted to join us, but we were possessive.  As we did not welcome 
newcomers, Mother, the judge, intervened.  When we no longer controlled our city we moved on to 
other things.   
 
Mother always read to us, and when she’d read all the children’s books she would read us an 
adult book.  She read rapidly and would change words or ideas that were inappropriate.  
Sometimes she would read ahead silently and then condense the page for us.  We knew we were 
missing something, but also knew enough not to challenge her. 
 
When we got older we had much freedom to explore.  Marty was braver than I was, but often he 
would take me someplace he had found.  When we lived in Ouray he discovered along a stream 
some wonderful caves which were full of rocks with crystals.  He found many beautiful ones and 
brought them home.  Dad was curious and he had Marty take him to the caves.  He thought it 
much too dangerous so that discovery became out-of-bounds. 
 
When I learned to read for myself I spent most of my free time curled up with a book and Marty 
went on mountain climbing.  Once in Silverton he slipped on a rock and literally rolled down a 
mountain.  He was badly skinned up and also received a concussion.  For a while his wings were 
clipped. 


 
 
 
 
    Jo, at twenty-something: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
About their family life Bobbie Jo continued: 
  


Mother handled most of the discipline in the family.  She would tell us how disappointed she was 
when we misbehaved.  Usually this did the trick, but sometimes she had to resort to the hairbrush.  
She would quietly tell us to go get the brush.  This was most effective and usually turned us 
around, but not always.  Both of us had been spanked with that brush, so the threat had some 
teeth.  I don’t remember Mother ever threatening us with “Just you wait until your father comes 
home.”  When Mother became a grandmother she warned me more than once that nobody loves a 
spoiled child.  “Parents who spoil their children do them a grave disservice.”  However if Bill or I 
disciplined our own children in front of their grandparents, Mom and Dad were offended and felt 
we were too harsh. 
 
When I was a teenager mother said she trusted me.  I knew right from wrong and could make good 
decisions.  I don’t remember any moral discussions, but I do remember Mother saying “If you are 
going to smoke, smoke at home.  But don’t smoke!  It is a dirty habit and you’ll always smell like 
stale tobacco.”  I was never even tempted to smoke.  I don’t know whether it was fear of smoking 
at home, or smelling like tobacco. 
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Mother gave me some good advice about boys.  She told me to never turn down a date just 
because I knew I was a second choice.  “Often you will have a good time and may meet more 
boys.”   
 
She also insisted that I be careful when I didn’t want to accept an invitation.  She explained that it 
took nerve for boys to ask for dates.  That thought had never crossed my mind.  The dating game 
has changed much since the forties.  We had a clearer picture of right and wrong then, but that 
doesn’t mean we always made the right choice. 
 
Dad didn’t do much about discipline.  He corrected us rarely, but when he did it was without 
explanation.  It was simply, “No,” or “Don’t do this again.” 


 
When Bobbie Jo was in the 5th grade she got typhoid fever.  This was followed by rheumatic 
fever, causing her to miss school most of that year. Her summer was spent in bed while the 
family stayed in Durango, where Earl was working.  Nights were cold even in the summer. 
   


Undated journal entry written by Jo: 
 
 I got up to refill an ice bag for my fatty-jawed Bobbie Jo and covered up my three little boys—all 


sleeping in one bed [Marty and two friends].  There were toes and other parts of little boys 
exposed to be covered as it is so cold here—wouldn’t do to send them home with parts frozen.  I 
gave them the blanket covering Earl and an extra tuck and here I am at 5:30. 
 


About Bobbie Jo she wrote: 
 
 She has the whodunit craze.  She’s like a young colt, all thin legs, growing graceful now – a 


dignity – thoroughbred from inside out – high strung – always poised – very stable – a little 
inclined to snobbishness but kindly, too – a very fine mind – not pretty really, but wistful looking.  
My prayer is that she will get the best out of life that life has to give her.  [She’s] like my people, 
but I hope the sharp corners have been ‘kinded’ down till she is a more understanding, loving girl. 
I want her to ‘love’ much in her life – love all people. 


 
On another page Jo wrote: 
 
 B.J. is Tom Sawyering Marty by having him crack nuts for her and paying him by check.  B.J. with 


her magnificent intolerance!  
 
  My experiment in psychology has neglected me.  Suspicious sweetness! 
 
 
On the same page as the above, she made these notes:  
 
 So beautiful out today—everything white, like an old, old lady with white, white hair that at last 


knows the answers and is quiet and serene!  Tonight it is softer and downier like a huge, velvet 
carpet stretched all over the world.  


 
 Today I put on my party frock and that staid expression and went to drink tea and to say very right 


and silly things.  
 
 I hope life will not so much alter me as deepen me.  I want my children to be able to face life and 


adjust and not go down under it. 
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Undated entry: 
 
 [Then] followed the years of rearing two nice, non-beautiful, normal American kids.  Watching 


our two second chances at life develop year by year has been the most interesting phase of all. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 As I look at my children and Earl, I wonder what I have done to deserve such munificence.  
 
 
 


 
When Bobbie Jo was about twelve years old, Jo made them 
look-alike dresses.  Mother-daughter outfits were popular 
then.  But Jo looked almost as young as her daughter.  
Bobbie Jo was not too pleased about that.  She reported that 
when the movie “Gone With the Wind” came out someone 
dared Jo to see if she could get in the show as a child.  So 
she braided her hair in pigtails and paid for her 25 cent-child 
ticket without any 
challenge 
whatsoever.  When 


Earl found out about the escapade, he was embarrassed 
and disdainful. 
 
Bobbie Jo wrote the following about her father: 
 


He was a wonderful father.  He said very little, but when 
he spoke we did listen.  He taught more by example than 
words.  He believed in hard work.  I remember one 
summer during WWII the peach farmers couldn’t get help 
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to get the peaches off the trees.  He took a week’s vacation to help in the orchards.  I wanted very 
much to go with him but he felt the work was too hard.  After two or three days of begging, he 
gave in and took me on the last day.   
 
The farmer was not pleased to see me, but Dad said quietly that I would do piece work, and he 
would work with me.  The farmer had been impressed with Dad’s skill and grateful for his help so 
he hired me.  The job was much harder than I realized.  The bag I wore on my shoulder got heavy 
very soon, and moving the ladders from tree to tree was almost impossible.  The peach fuzz drove 
me crazy and it took me a long time to fill a box with peaches for which I was paid 10 cents a box.  
I don’t remember how many hours I worked, but I do remember that I spent time sitting under the 
peach trees.  Dad stuck with it until it got too dark to see.  
 
When we got home Dad realized that the farmer had made a mistake and paid him for more hours 
than he had worked so he drove all the way back to return the money before he would have 
supper.  He also bought a couple of bushels to send to friends. The farmer should have given them 
to him!  My piece work amounted to less than $2.00 and I certainly felt I had earned it, even 
though Dad had moved the ladder and rounded off my boxes.  I felt Dad more than earned the 
extra money, but Dad said no money is worth not being honest. 
 
Years later when Dad had his own orchard we all helped a little.  Mother felt fortunate to be 
allergic to peach fuzz, so she didn’t help outside.  She certainly worked, however, because she fed 
the pickers.  We tried to be home during harvest to help, too.  Marty made it whenever he could.  
He helped pick and drove the  jeep to haul the peaches to the co-op packing shed.  Mother needed 
help in the kitchen, but when Marty couldn’t get to Palisade I got to drive the peaches to market.   
 
I loved watching the packers work.  It looked so easy and a good packer could make about ten 
dollars an hour, while pickers made about 75 cents.  I decided that I wanted to pack peaches.  I 
applied for a job but they wouldn’t even let me try without experience.  There was limited space 
and the packers had to work fast to keep up.  I complained to Dad that they wouldn’t hire me 
without experience.  Since Dad was a member of the co-op they said I could try on the night shift.  
I was a disaster.  What looked so easy was so hard!  My boxes were returned to me to do over.  
Not enough peaches, too many peaches, thumb marks, not enough paper, too much paper, and not 
enough speed.  They paid me 75 cents an hour (state law) and I didn’t earn even that.  I couldn’t 
pack 7 or 8 boxes in an hour.  Since that experience my admiration for anyone on an assembly 
line has always been high.  Dad’s only comment was that real skill always looks easy. I went back 
to kitchen help, but still enjoyed driving the peaches to market when I had the chance. 
 
Another peach story: Dad used his old Hudson car as an orchard whoopy [jalopy] for about five 
years.  Then he found an old army jeep he could buy to replace the Hudson.  The jeep was 
wonderful.  We all loved it and it could pull the peach wagons easily as well as run errands in 
town. Then Dad found a newer jeep to replace the old jeep that was no longer trustworthy.  He 
sold the first jeep to a farmer down the road.  The farmer drove past our house on his way to the 
packing shed and as Mother would point out each peach season, that old jeep kept driving loads 
of peaches for another ten years. Dad, as usual, said nothing. 
 


Bobbie Jo recalled that they used to close the schools in order for the students to help during 
harvest.  The big harvest was peaches, but other farmers needed help, too.  One year when the 
kids were quite young, Bobbie Jo and Marty were hired by a truck farmer to pick tomatoes.  
They received 10 cents per bushel.  The wise farmer let all the children save any rotten tomatoes 
for an end-of-day tomato fight.  Bobbie Jo said that they earned $1.50 between the two of them.  
They were so tired that they walked home holding hands.  When their mother saw them, she 
burst into tears when she recognized that those two little waifs, dirty and tomato-splattered, were 
actually her own children. 
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In 1943 Earl was transferred by the telephone company to Cripple Creek, Colorado.   A news 
item from the telephone company’s magazine “The Monitor” for August 1943 included the 
following: 
 
 Earl M. Shaeffer started his service with this Company in 1921, assisting in cable measurements 


and records.  The title of cable splicer was given him in 1924.  In 1926 he was transferred to 
Grand Junction, Colorado as district cableman, and subsequently served there as general plant 
man.  His recent transfer takes him to Cripple Creek, as manager. (p. 22) 


 
 
                                           Cripple Creek at its prime in 1890 
 


Refer to the book by the well-known author, 
Wallace Stegner, Angle of Repose, for a complete 
description of Cripple Creek, Colorado, a town 
almost 10,000 feet in elevation, putting Denver, the 
“Mile High City” in the lowlands by comparison. 
 


 
 
The family 
moved into a 
little old house 
on a hill close 
to the center of town.  
 
Photo above taken in the year 2000 (L-R): Martin Shaeffer 
III, James Shaeffer, Marty Shaeffer, Jr.  
 
Photo left:  Marty Jr. in 1944, dressed in his scout uniform, 
complete with first aid kit on his hip, in front of the same 
house. 
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 In 1943 Jo had written:   
 


I wish you could see this house.  It is about fifty years old.  In trying to make it livable I couldn’t 
strive for elegance or chic, so, instead, I have tried to make it comfortable and homey… B.J.’s 
room is the pink and blue shoppe.  The bathroom—now there’s a masterpiece.  I made curtains 
out of all colored sheers, over the bathtub we put a little glass shelf on which are four little pots, 
the kind that one grows flowers in—pink and blue and red and yellow, with vines growing in them.  
As there is no linen closet I had to resurrect my old wreck of a cedar chest.  I made four little tiny 
pillows to cover the old battered top—of pink, blue, red, yellow that just fit.  On the towel racks 
there are four towels of the same colors, embroidered, “Mom” “Dad” “BJ” “Marty”—not to be 
used, unless.  On the floor is our little yellow, shaggy rug and draped over the old 1800’s tub is a 
huge old towel in all colored stripes to hide its naked ugliness.  Earl is going to make me a little 
tiny book case in which I am going to put the books, “Relax and It will Come to Pass, Bathe Daily 
and Lift that Burden from Your Chest” and such… [on the back of the paper on which the above 
was written were penned the words, “While digging a new privy hole, lo and behold, we struck 
gold – Shaeffers gold mine!” 


 
 


Marty got a job 
working part time 
at the local Blue 
Front Grocery store 
delivering 
groceries, a 
Shaeffer tradition, 
as it were. 
 
 
 
 
Photo left: The old 
Blue Front Grocery 
in the year 2000. 
L-R: E. Martin 
Shaeffer, Jr., James 
Shaeffer, E. Martin 
Shaeffer III 
 
 


 
When Marty lived in Cripple Creek he was at the perfect age for adventure and exploration.  He 
and his friends sometimes climbed down into old mines unbeknownst to his parents.  He also got 
involved in more acceptable activities like scouting and basketball. He recalled seeing soldiers 
from Ft. Carson in Colorado Springs marching and drilling on their 40-mile treks to Cripple 
Creek.  Most of the local boys joined the navy simply to avoid the infantry.  Marty heard many 
navy stories from the locals and he admired their courage and patriotism.  Much later, during the 
Korean War, Marty would join the navy, partly as a response to earlier impressions of the navy 
vs. army debate he had heard in Cripple Creek. 
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  Photo below:  Marty in scout uniform, far left rear.  Cripple Creek 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


             
Marty,  #5 (Grand Junction Jr. High, just prior to move to Cripple Creek) 
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About Cripple Creek Jo would later write: 
 


It is strange we find often the things we dread the most turn out [to be] the most enjoyable.  When 
Earl was transferred to the gold mining camp of Cripple Creek we felt most abused, in spite of the 
fact that we were grateful that for the first time in seventeen years we would have a real home, as 
the managing field meant no more traveling for our daddy. 
 
The three and a half years spent in that unique mining camp proved to be the happiest years we 
have ever known, and yet one of those years was the darkest we have experienced [see p. 44]. 
 
For some unknown reason we had the mistaken idea that the inhabitants of a mining camp would 
be uneducated and uncouth.  Quite the contrary was true.  We found a more cultured circle of 
friends than we had ever known.  It was a cosmopolitan group, most of whom had lived in many 
parts of the world and therefore brought to us experiences novel and interesting. 
 
One could see a man clumping down the street in old, ragged, soiled britches wearing a hat that 
looked as though it had been under the mattress for six months. On his feet were shoes that 
provoked a well of pity, only to find out he was many times a millionaire.  Like a disease the town 
got into our blood!  It was an easy-come, easy-go, God-send-Sunday sort of existence.  There was 
no moaning if a fortune was lost.  There was no noise if a fortune was made. 
 


Bobbie Jo recalled her driving lessons in Cripple Creek: 
 


Dad was a natural born teacher.  He was patient, calm and broke down the job into small pieces.  
He taught me how to drive when I was sixteen.  He taught me to shift gears at the bottom of a hill.  
Even though there was no traffic, driving was not easy in Cripple Creek.  The hill leading out of 
town was so steep that if it was snow packed the car had to have a running start to reach the top.  
Often the car slid backwards and one had to start over.  This unnerved many visitors. 
 
After a few days of starting and stopping without killing the engine Dad suggested I drive to 
Victor, a small town about seven miles across the mountain from Cripple Creek.  I was delighted, 
and not afraid because with Dad I was never afraid.  We barely got started when we came upon a 
couple of magpies eating carrion in the middle of the road.  I swerved towards the outside edge of 
the road and Dad grabbed the wheel to keep us from going over the side.  Dad quietly said, “You 
made two bad choices.  First you never swerve to avoid hitting birds.  They can take care of 
themselves.  Second, if you are on a mountain road and have to swerve, always go toward the 
mountain and not the outside edge.”  He then calmly said, “Let’s get to Victor.”  We made it to 
Victor and had a soda and then I drove back. 
 
Not long after this I went to the police station which was half way up a hill to get my driver’s 
license.  The policeman said he would watch me from the window and if I could start the car and 
drive it to the top of the hill he would give me my license.  The street was snow packed, but I still 
passed the test.  Dad was not surprised.  This however, doesn’t say as much for Dad’s teaching 
skill as it does about the police creativity. 


 
After the Shaeffers moved back to Palisade, Marty began driving lessons in the jeep.  Earl had 
repeatedly told him not to drive to town.  He was to drive only on farm roads.  But Marty, age 
14, could not resist the temptation to drive to town.  In downtown Palisade he parked beside the 
bank and went into the drug store for a soda.  When he came out a state policeman was standing 
there beside the jeep.  “How old are you, son?” asked the officer, and when he was told, he then 
asked Marty where his father could be located.  The telephone company was only a block away 
so the officer went to find him.  Marty got in the jeep and drove home. 
 







 40


“I knew I was going to get killed when he got home,” said Marty.  But when Earl got 
home all he said was, “Ha, ha! You got caught!”  He never scolded or said another word.  
“I never was so relieved,” said Marty, who had anticipated the worst. 
 
Bobbie Jo wrote more about driving lessons: 
 


The grandchildren all called Earl “Pappy,” and soon his children did too.  Pappy taught 
all of his grandchildren how to drive the jeep.  He started by letting them steer while 
sitting on his lap.  When their legs got long enough to reach the pedals he put them 
behind the wheel.  Palisade was a good place to learn as the country roads were quiet, 
flat and wide.   
 
One evening Bo was behind the wheel when the sheriff stopped them.  He told Bo to pull 
over.  The sheriff then asked Bo his name, and Bo was so frightened he couldn’t answer.  
Pappy had to answer for him!  Then the sheriff asked him how old he was.  Bo whispered, 
“Ten.”  The sheriff, who knew Dad, told him Bo was too young to drive.  Pappy 
explained they stayed on quiet roads.  The sheriff strongly suggested they stick to the 
driveway. 
 
When Jo and Earl moved from Palisade the jeep was given to Marty to take to the fishing 
camp, Tres Amigos, on the Piedra River near Pagosa Springs, Colorado.  The old jeep 
has been rebuilt several times, but as of this date, 2005, it is still running, and another 
generation of kids is learning to drive it. 
 


Bobbie Jo also described driving with her mother: 
 


We hated to have Mother drive. I don’t think we felt safe.  It may be that she was uneasy 
and we responded to her lack of confidence.  I remember that there was a stretch of road 
between Ouray and Silverton on the Million Dollar Highway which was one-way.  It was 
about a six mile stretch.  There were only a couple of places wide enough for cars to 
pass.  The rule was if you got past the half way mark and met a car, that car had to back 
up until it reached one of the turn-outs.  We were always happy to get past the halfway 
mark. 
 
Once when we were on this stretch of road we passed the half way point and met a car 
from Texas.  Dad got out of the car and told the man he would have to back up.  The man 
was polite but said he could not back up even if he had to stay there forever.  His wife 
was in tears.  Dad came back and told Mother she would have to drive our car, for he 
was going to back the Texas car.  Marty put a pillow over his head and I cried.  Dad told 
me not to be silly.  I don’t remember how Mother felt.  It seemed to take us a long time to 
get down the mountain.  The Texans said they were going home.  Mountain travel was 
hard then, even if you were used to it. 


 
In the fall of 1943, their first year in Cripple Creek, Jo realized a long-anticipated dream-come-
true: a trip to New York City and from there to Ohio to see relatives.  Bobbie Jo said, “Mother 
and Dad had saved enough money to go.  The tickets were bought, hotel reservations made.  
Something happened that kept Dad at the office, but he insisted that Mother take the trip.”  The 
move to Cripple Creek had been hard on Jo in many ways, as she missed her home and friends 
and her book reviewing.  The trip had taken much planning.  It was during the war and the trains 
were crowded and hotel reservations almost impossible. But she went anyway. 
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Jo’s wonderful trip east was described in a letter to Gertie, who had lived next door to the 
Shaeffers in Grand Junction.  During the years the Shaeffers spent in Cripple Creek, Colorado, 
letter-writing was the best way to keep up with old friends from Grand Junction.  Letter-writing, 
as an art form, had, of course, been in vogue for many centuries, only to die out in our own time 
with the advent of telephones, fax, and email. 
 
 Darling Gertie, 


 I’m going to let my dishes go and hasten this letter winging to you, as I want it to carry 
with it all the good wishes for the coming year and the Merriest Christmas ever.  I am wondering 
if you feel a bit lonely and alone as I do this year, so away from all our dear and close friends? 
 I indeed have a surprise for you—I have had the most wonderful trip east.  It happened 
rather suddenly this way.  As you know, father … died when I was five and I had never seen his 
family. They were very anxious for me to come as they said, “before they died, and as the two 
aunties I mainly wanted to meet were in their eighties.  Earl and I suddenly decided not to delay it 
another minute, and then perhaps regret, so in a few days I was on my way.  I decided as long as I 
had to go into Warren, Ohio, it would not cost much more to see N.Y. so we planned it that way—
and let me hasten to add, Gertie, this is NOT to conflict with our planned trip, as now I am more 
anxious than ever to go with you, and I have four bucks saved for it—are you still saving and 
planning?  Please do, honie, as I think next year is the time for us, and I am absolutely and fully 
determined I shall take a trip once a year, it did so much for me.  Earl spends his allowance on 
cigarettes and pool and such.  Mine I shall save to trip once yearly. 
 It was all so marvelous—it was just one happy dream!  I found traveling conditions not at 
all as I expected, not at all crowded and most convenient in all aspects.  I met such interesting 
people on the train, in fact, the personalities that came into my scope were half the trip.  I went 
directly into N.Y. and there stood I at 7:30 one early morning in Grand Central Station!  It was 
massive and gorgeous, and one whole side was covered with an American flag.  I made my throat 
catch. 
 My room was waiting for me at the Taft.  A small, but with everything one might want, 
cozy room.  The next five days I spent in one grand whirl of activity and beauty.  Oh, honie, I saw 
Helen Hayes in “Harriet,” which as you know is the life of Harriet Beecher Stowe.  Much, much 
to my surprise she did not have one really dramatic scene.  She spoke her lines in almost a 
conversational tone of voice, which greatly surprised me.  Her greatness lies in her perfect 
simplicity and naturalness.  VERY, very natural and simple.  I was not disappointed exactly, but, I 
sat there thinking, and why is she considered the greatest American actress?  Gertie, I say this to 
you honestly, sincerely, I have heard you do many things that were much greater.  Oh, Gertie, if 
only you had gone into that field.  Hon, in all the east I heard or saw no one that had as much as 
you have to offer, Gertie.  I mean it.  She played in a very small, old fashioned theater.  These 
legitimate actresses play in these old, old, dirty theatres. 
 She is small, homely, but oh, so [illegible].  That’s the only word that describes her truly. 
She moves quickly and lightly and gives the impression she’s walking on tiptoe.  Her voice is not 
at all heavy, most light, but every word is enunciated so clearly, you get every single word.  There 
were five curtain calls, gradually eliminating the cast, until she took her final call alone.  Her 
most powerful and impressive line was, “I’m so tired, so terribly tired.  I’m tired way, way into the 
future.”  In her final scene she was standing on a raised window sill (all this to give her much 
needed height) and made a plea for freedom.  She was in a direct ray of light and you may 
imagine how every effective it was. The cast was superb.  The timing perfect.  I felt it was all that 
that carried the play, rather than her great acting. 
 The next night I went to the Zigfield Follies.  I was delighted and I laughed and laughed.  
The girls were not beautiful but attractive and this astonished me: they were quite on the thin side.  
No nakedness.  I do believe the directors are getting smart and learning the psychology that it’s 
much more enticing to leave a bit hidden, to excite and stimulate the imagination.  Eric Blore 
(takes butler parts in the movies) was grand.  I thought the funniest line in the whole thing was in 
the Eric Blore skit.  A newly married couple were hiring a butler, and instead of the usual 
procedure, it was reversed, and he was demanding their credentials and such and the following 
line ensued, “What does he have that I haven’t got and where do I get it.”  I must tell you there 
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were only a very few smutty or suggestive lines, and they did not get laughs.  It was the refreshing, 
clean lines that got the response every time. 
 The few hours I spent watching the Russian Ballet, I believe were two of the most 
enjoyable and inspiring and thrilling I ever spent in my life.  Words are simply inadequate for 
such beauty and grace.  Then the Philharmonic and the art galleries! 
 The view from the Empire State [building] of the island was breathtaking.  I spent three 
hours there and then just had to drag myself away.  And the old Trinity church down in Wall 
Street, right down there in the heart of the business world, of the whole world.  Its quiet, somber, 
restful, peaceful beauty impressed me much.  As I sat there in the small chapel for an hour, I saw 
many finely dressed men, business men I imagine, come in, stay twenty, thirty minutes in quiet 
meditation, then go their respective ways to God-knows-what. 
 I think my supreme thrill was seeing the Normandy, renamed now, in the harbor, after 
she was retrieved.  And my impression of Broadway was so very, VERY different than I had 
pictured.  Instead of the very elegant, formal, pretentious thing I imagined it to be I saw a street 
running diagonally across the city, filled with every sort and description and kind of humanity—
most intelligent.  Millions of little shops, jewelry, junk, book, clothing, pushcarts selling 
[everything] from silk hose to onions, balloon stands, shooting galleries, dirty little boys, hundreds 
of them, with little boxes on their backs, looking into your face with the words, “Shine, lady, 
shine?”  Teeming millions of people pushing you along if you dare to loiter a minute—in short 
‘twas simply a small town country fair (or Glenwood Springs on Strawberry Day) multiplied by 
four or five million.  The soldiers interested me—Free French, Australian, Austrian, British— 
Suddenly I realized regretfully my five days were up and I must be Cleveland bound, so down the 
Hudson (glorious) into Cleveland.  One day in Cleveland spent mostly in the art museum there, 
then on to father’s people in Warren [Ohio].  I found them fine, kindly, earthy, intelligent (not 
brilliant) folk.  I LOVED them and felt immediately as though I belonged, if you know what I 
mean.  They had a family reunion and Osbornes came from all over the state.  Nineteen were 
there.  They were so deep and real, and I felt most proud to be of their stock.  We all laughed and 
wept together.  It all gave me something to love and remember all my life—something to live on 
forever. 
 Gertie, how I loved eastern people.  We seemed to click.  I could go on and on drooling 
about it all, but guess I best call a halt so as not to tire you, or worse yet, bore you. 
Dear friends, we do love you, and are very grateful for your loyalty and understanding.  [Jo] 
 


As a follow-up to the foregoing description of her trip east, Jo saved a letter to her mother 
written by her cousin, Alice Miller Brown.  It was postmarked November 1943: 


 
Dear Aunt Pearl, 
…I surely was delightfully surprised when I heard that Helen was in town.  I was disappointed 
that she had gone to the hotel, but I trust she will not do that the next time.  It just cheats us out of 
hours of chatting—that’s not to be tolerated when we have so little time.  I am afraid that I did all 
the talking, which I am always inclined to do.  But I do have a lovely memory of a beautiful, sweet 
nature abounding in cheer and interest in everything.  Helen can keep quiet, or she can give off—
and all of it is good.  She was only 16 when I saw her last.  We had a good laugh.  She tried to get 
Carl [Alice’s husband] to say that he had fallen in love with Denver.  How like a little girl.  But 
she has matured and has a broad sympathy and understanding.  I love her quick mind and her 
ability to express herself in beautiful English.  She has surely read books with a purpose and in 
fact I felt all the time I was with her that her whole life was purposeful.  She has a beautiful 
mother-attitude toward her home and family.  In fact I found no fault in her anywhere.  As for her 
looks, I saw a pretty good mixture of you and her father.  She is more fearless and aggressive than 
you, but I felt very sure that her interests were stemming from you.  They were not of 
Grandmother’s nurture, but Aunt Pearl, they are used to further the causes that she loved.  I so 
often regret that Grandma didn’t have the joy of a broader understanding.  But she was of her 
time and it is so right that we should build on her foundation a broader and more complex 
structure if only we can stress the fundamental truths that Grandma and her generation loved so 
much.   
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I hope that Helen begins to gain weight.  She seems so well but just losing weight is 
enough to worry me, and I know it does all of you—else she would not have made this trip.  The 
next time she must not go so far or so fast.  I am afraid it did more harm than healing.  But we 
meant to be kind.  There were a few times when Helen looked like Alberta, not always.  But what a 
lot of energy your girls radiate.  You have always seemed so quiet to me.  How Grandpa loved 
you!  I think that you hardly realized the light that glowed in his heart for you. You always seemed 
to be his own—a little different from the others.  I think your family [is] more of the Miller than the 
Mercer and of course, they have much of the Osborn [sic].  Only very selfish, self-centered women 
have children of their own likeness, or so it seems to me… 


I must tell you about Daniel [her only child]  for I feel quite sure that he has not written 
as he should.  He did not tell us what he was doing in Harlingen, but he graduated as a 
sharpshooter and is a tail gunner.  He is a sergeant with $78 per month and half pay when he 
flies. He made a very good record, almost twice as high as the average in his class, and to his 
great disappointment, was held as a temporary instructor for 30 days.  He feels that they are 
definitely lengthening that time and he chafes under the delay—for like all his ilk he craves 
action… [tragically, Dan was killed December 25, 1944 in Belgium] 


Thank you for Helen.  We did enjoy her so much and I wish that you and Bobby could 
come to see us, too.  Lots and lots of love…  Alice M. Brown 
 


Another letter from another cousin Jo met at the Osborne reunion: 
 


December 14, 1943 
Earl, Helen, Bobby Jo and Marty, 
Our Very Grand newly found cousins—Greetings: warm and sincere… Mother was just 


pleased beyond words to hear from you and once again she reiterates that we just must share the 
joy of knowing and seeing Aunt Pearl so we may realize how wonderful she and hers are… 


Any pleasant times you may have had in which we had a slight part are a thousand fold 
repaid by being honored by the presence of one so vivacious and affectionate.  And that printing is 
so pretty!  It is difficult to pry into the lives of your family or ask questions but if the snapshots 
arrive we will know them somewhat better.  Snip off a few little bits of something about them…  


And so in closing we send oodles of love from this family to yours and trust you may have 
a most enjoyable holiday season.          Martha 


 
 


While she was away, Jo received the following letter from her husband and kids at home: 
 
Wednesday, 8:30 PM 
 Dear Jo, 
 I guess you will be surprised to hear from your tribe. We are getting along fine although 
we need a good cook.  If B.J. doesn’t burn the macaroni and cheese and I don’t burn the bacon we 
will make it OK.  I just got through cutting Marty’s hair—saved 50 cents.  I haven’t heard from 
Howard Wolf yet.  I guess I will have to go after him about Friday.  But the big surprise:  we 
received the check for the bond. 
 If you have time to look up my mother, her address is 1353 Gaylord [on her way back 
through Denver].  Honey, I do hope you are having a good time and hope you find your mother 
well and happy.  We all miss you, Earl 
 
Dear Mom, 


I know you will just die when you hear our menu.  Here it is: Monday – Dinner, lunch 
meat, tomato juice, tea, bread -  Supper: steak (too much pepper) my fault; potatoes (not quite 
done), gravy (so thick you can’t eat it), corn (burnt to a crisp) ugh!  Marty wants to write so I will 
sign off with just Monday’s menu. 
PS: Mrs. Kraii invited us for dinner. THANK HEAVENS 
Gee, you don’t know how much we miss you.  Have a swell time.  Marty has been awfully good.  
He read 20 pages in his book.   B.J. 
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Dear Mom, 
We have very good meals, awfully well done (in fact a little too well done).  We are going 


to have some ice cream for a change.  Good luck, mother, Earl Martin Shaeffer, Jr. 
 


Jo returned from her trip refreshed and invigorated which certainly prepared her to meet 
the challenges that followed: 


 
 There followed a year that left its mark forever.  Perhaps it was meant to teach us to put 
first things first, to discern the really important things in life, to know humility or to pray.  Very 
suddenly one day Earl collapsed and was seriously ill for many, many months.  He was beginning 
to make a slow recovery when Sissie was desperately hurt in an accident.  To complete the trilogy 
Marty and a baseball bat in the hands of a pal accidentally collided, with the result of a broken 
hand that had to be re-broken and reset , the consequence of which was a long, painful hospital 
sojourn. 
 We all carry scars of that year.  Earl with a definite limitation of his strength, Sissie with 
an angry scar on her forehead, Marty with a slightly crippled hand and [me] with a ‘Don’t let 
anything more happen’ persistent little fear at the edge of [my] mind.  We all learned that if we 
have each other and our health, that is all that really counts. 


 
The following incident was described by Jo in the audiotape of 1987 which illuminates 
the circumstances under which the photo below was taken:    


 
 
 
Bobbie Jo decided that for 
Mothers Day they would have 
their picture taken for me for a 
Mothers Day present.  And so 
this particular day--and this was 
all secret, of course--Marty was 
to meet her right after school 
and they would go down for their 
sitting for the pictures.  And the 
time came, and Marty didn't 
come.  And he didn't come.  And 
he didn't come.  She had the 
photographer waiting and 
waiting.  Then she went right 
down to the football field and she 
grabbed him and said, "Come 
on, we are going to have our 
picture taken."  He was mad as 
he could be.  And she said, "It 
makes no difference.  I'm taking 
you."  And she took him.  First 
she had to wash his face and 
comb his hair.  And he was 
protesting all the time, mad as 
mad could be.  But they did have 
their picture taken.  And we have 
the picture of the two of them 
together.  Marty is looking half 
mad and she looks so happy.  But 
she got the picture.   
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Often during those years of wonderful letter-writing, letters would be forwarded or included with 
other letters to share the news of friends.  The following letter had a note penned in Jo’s 
handwriting, “Will you send this back, Mother, please.”  Then the Mother was scratched out and 
“Emma” was written.  Evidently Jo shared the following letters with her mother and also with a 
friend named Emma.  The following two letters, from Jo’s friend, Elio Gower, are first hand 
accounts describing what it was like sending young sons off to fight during World War II: 


 
March 8, 1944 
Dear Jo, 
It has been ages since I wrote to you.  Letter-writing has become a chore to me for some 


reason; so I write to the boys each week and to Dad occasionally and very seldom manage any 
other letters. 


Things are marching along much as usual here, same old problems to meet, with the 
addition of new ones from time to time.  I simply pray for strength to meet whatever may come; 
and of course, I am only one of millions all over the world who are sending up such petitions to 
the throne of grace.  When I used that expression “Throne of Grace” not long ago to patsy, she 
said, “Is that what you call it, Mom?” Seemed to take her fancy for some reason. 


 Patsy is growing so tall and long-legged this year.  She may yet grow to be quite 
large, in spite of her inauspicious entrance into the world. 


 Calvin will graduate in May and expects to leave for Denver in June and work.  
He will have to register for the Draft in November, and they may take him into the army in spite of 
his defective eye-sight.  Tell Marty that Calvin won a letter – a big “G” to wear on his sweater 
from playing basketball.  I am going to miss Calvin, Jo, because he has been such a help to me for 
the past two years.  But, after all, they have to strike out for themselves sometime.  And if he’s in 
the army, he will probably be farther from home than Denver… 


Dorothy is much the same.  Not many dates this year, but she turns down most of the boys 
for one reason or another. 


Mary is really pretty this year, Jo.  She still doesn’t like training much, and I don’t know 
whether she will finish or not.  She is having her first serious love affair, and I don’t know how it 
will turn out.  She came right to me for advice, which pleased and touched me very much. 


We got some beautiful chocolates from Wiley, Jr. at Christmas and I got a big kick out of 
it till I found out that he had sent some to a girl friend of Mary’s too… and I must admit I felt 
rather jealous… Strangely enough, when I told (dad) Wiley about being jealous, he said, “Sure 
you were. I don’t want anyone looking at Mary, either.” 


Jack went to Camp Roberts, California, on maneuvers, about February first.  That’s 
another grief to be met, Jo, because I feel sure that he will be sent overseas – and probably to the 
South Pacific – worst place of all.  Jo, I pray daily that Jack will be able to “take it.”  I’d rather 
not have the boys come back at all than to return with a mind impaired.  No letter from Jack for 
almost three weeks, but they are out some distance from Camp Roberts, so maybe it’s rather 
difficult to write.  I’m trying to hold on to myself.  Isn’t war a damnable thing, though!  


… For a touch of comedy to relieve this rather somber letter, did I tell you that Wiley, Jr. 
has a bright red moustache?  And he refuses to discard it, even at my request… 


Jo, do write and tell me how you all are, etc. 
Love, Elio [Gower]. 


 
In another letter dated August 29, 1944 Elio wrote: 


 
Jo, my dear, 
I have thought of you so much since you called.  I’m afraid you’re too concerned about 


me, Jo.  You needn’t be, because I think I had my worst time before I actually received the news. 
From the time I heard that Jack was going overseas, I simply knew that he would not 


come back.  Never before was I superstitious or inclined to trust hunches, but that feeling was too 
strong for me.  I could not shake it off.  Dorothy and Mary, also Mrs. Kraai and Elvira Howard 
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knew how I felt.  Life was a nightmare to me, Jo, day and night I could not relax to sleep or eat 
right. 


However, I managed to get to Calvin’s graduation exercises, take care of Mary after she 
had her tonsils out, and help M & C get started for their summer’s work.  But always feeling like 
a person in a dream. 


When the telegram came three weeks ago tomorrow, at eight in the morning, I got up 
out of bed to answer the door.  D. & I were here alone.  Patsy was gone for a day or two.  I said 
to Dorothy, “It’s come, Dorothy.  He’s not coming back,” before I opened the telegram. 


Dorothy almost collapsed, so I had to send telegrams and make phone calls.  Dad was 
here within three hours after I called and he took it so hard, Jo.  Mary and Calvin came in that 
night.  Calvin gave up a good job in Denver just because I asked him to come home.  I felt as if I 
had to have him here, Jo.  He may be drafted after he’s eighteen and that will be hard to take, 
too.  He’s really a good boy, Jo, and so good to me. 


Wiley is in Italy now.  He traced Jack to a depot which he had left only two days before, 
but did not get to see him.  Yesterday we got such a pitiful letter from Wiley.  It almost broke my 
heart, Jo.  He was stunned and shocked at the news.  And think of the poor kid over there so far 
from home and from all of us.  Jo, they all expect me to be strong.  Dad and all of them look to 
me for strength and inspiration, as they always have; but Jo, my dear, where is my strength 
coming from? 


Let’s remember this, though, all of who are grieving for Jack—the “outworn shell” that 
is his earthly body lies at rest somewhere in Italy, but his gallant spirit goes marching on.  This is 
a kinder way than to have him come back crippled or maimed in body or with his mind affected. 


Cards and letter of sympathy continue to come.  I have a box full now—some of them 
from people that I had almost forgotten. 


Perhaps you can come over later on, Jo.  That would be better because it would give us 
both time to get hold of ourselves somewhat.  Let us not grieve, Jo, perhaps Jack is better off than 
we are.  Thank God we here can remember him as we saw him last: marching down the street 
tall and erect and handsome. 


I hope this outpouring hasn’t been too much for you.  Write when you can, Jo, and don’t 
worry about me.  Catherine Cunningham’s sister in Colorado Springs got word Saturday that her 
son, Eddie, just such a boy as Jack, was killed in action in France.  He had been “over” about as 
long as Jack.  I’m going to write a note to her. 


We have failed Eddie, Jack and all of the others who come back maimed in body and 
mind, Jo, if I haven’t the strength to do everything I can while I live to prevent another holocaust 
like this.  I don’t know yet what I can do.  Maybe I can write something.  My righteous anger has 
dried my tears. 


I’ll stop now.  Love to you, Elio 
 


The war had become the overriding concern of every American.  The country was united in its 
goal to rid the world of Adolph Hitler and his cohorts in Europe and in Asia.  Patriotism was at a 
level not seen since the Revolutionary War.  Every effort was made to sustain our fighting men 
and women, and ordinary people were motivated to abide by higher standards of unselfishness 
and community.  In subsequent wars involving the United States that same level of unity and 
patriotism has never been duplicated. 
 
During this time period Jo penned the following words: 
 


What world shaking days are these!  One cannot plan one’s life for the grim march of events 
thousands of miles away shape our fates, rough hew them as we may!  Out in the malaria ridden 
snake infested jungles of the South Pacific islands, the flower of American youth are dying as our 
Marines battle with cold steel for the possession of some worthless bits of land with slant-eyed 
sons of Mikado or should I say bitches.  American and R..A.F. fighters take off on their missions of 
death in their daylight sweeps across the English channel.  Some 2000  miles across the broad 
plains of Russia like some jagged, bleeding wound, stretches a battle line in which millions of men 
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face each other like wild beasts gone berserk at the taste of blood.  Where will it all end?  It hasn’t 
touched our country yet—a little less sugar, a little less joyriding as a grim, cruel and awful task 
that confronts every man, woman and child in our land—for this is a total war!  Live by the creed:  
“He who does the best his circumstances allow does well, acts nobly—angels can do no more.” 


 
All wars come to an end, but it was evident that before the official conclusion of WWII the Axis 
forces were defeated.  Even before the end, however, the telephone company was gearing up for 
the post-war efforts.  As seen in the following news clippings, Earl faced many challenges in his 
job with the telephone company.  One of these challenges included making preparations for what 
was to follow the war.  It required much initiative and effort. 
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Cripple Creek, at 9,494 feet elevation, surely presented its share of challenges to the telephone 
company.  Note that the news clipping is dated May 5th. 
 
 


 
 


            * * *  
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                            5.  The Nest Begins to Empty 
 
 
 
 


In the fall of 1944 Bobbie Jo began exploring various possibilities for going to college the 
following fall.  She applied for a scholarship to Hiram College, at Hiram, Ohio, where her 
grandmother Pearl Miller had attended.  Hiram College had also been the recipient of a Miller 
family endowment of unknown proportions. 
 
Several letters were exchanged between the Shaeffers and the Admissions Office of Hiram 
College.  Excerpts from several follow: 
 


November 28, 1944 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer, 
 Your letter responding to my inquiry concerning your daughter’s college plans arrived 
this morning and I have thoroughly enjoyed reading it… You see, I also belong to a Hiram family 
whose contacts with the college go back several generations.  I am so glad that you are interested 
in Hiram as a possible college for Bobbie Jo.  I confess to a prejudice in favor of small colleges in 
general and Hiram in particular but I also have sound reason for believing that an undergraduate 
training at a good small college followed by specialized professional training at one of the great 
universities is as fine a preparation for life as one can have… 
 We will be very happy if Bobbie Jo decides to enter Hiram next fall and are anxious to 
cooperate in any way we can to make it possible for her to do so.  There is always an especially 
warm reception waiting here for the children of Hiram people.  However, I have a pretty good idea 
that Bobbie Jo is one who will win her own warm welcome wherever she goes. 
 Very truly yours,  
 Charles A. Henry, Admissions Office 
 
 
January 30, 1945 
Miss Bobbie Jo Shaeffer 
303 N. 4th Street 
Cripple Creek, Colo. 
 
Dear Bobbie Jo: 
 Mr. Kelker has, I think, already acknowledged the receipt of your application for 
admission and for scholarship but I also want to let you know of my pleasure at this indication that 
you are planning to be with us here at Hiram beginning next fall.  Yours is a Hiram family and for 
that reason, as well as for a good many others, we will be especially happy to have you here. 
 I am very confident that you will never regret your choice.  The college here is unusually 
well equipped to give you the training that you want and, unless you are a very different person 
from what I think, you will find that both the students and the faculty are your kind of people… 
 I wish that your home were not so far distant as to make your attendance at our 
Scholarship Day competition pretty well out of the question.  There are, however, some larger 
awards available for upperclassmen so it is possible that you may be able to get more than the 
$100 a year provided by our general scholarships during your last three years here at Hiram. 
 With kindest regards to you and your family, I am 
 Very truly yours,  
  Charles A. Henry, Admissions Office 
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During the summer of 1945 Bobbie Jo 
was invited to spend some time with 
her best friend who had moved to 
Long Beach, California.  Her parents 
agreed she could go and she did.  She 
spent a lot of time on the beach and 
got very suntanned (photo, right).  On 
the train coming home, a lady 
approached her and said, “My 
husband and I agree that you are quite 
the most beautiful mulatto we have 
ever seen!” 
 
 
That summer, while she was in Long 
Beach, BJ wrote the following letter to 
her dad: 
 


Fathers Day 
June 17th  


1945 
 
Dearest Dad, 
   I am writing especially to you today as I have missed you so very, very much and 
especially on this day.  I couldn’t tell you even if I were there—and am sure I can’t express myself 
on paper—how very, very much I love you. 
              I want to thank my wonderful mother for choosing you—out of all the fellows she could 
have chosen to be my father.  You have been perfect in every way—so understanding, sweet and 
considerate.  I can never thank God enough for giving me such a wonderful father and mother.  I 
have been wanting to answer your sweet letter every day, but just haven’t gotten around to it. 
         We went to the show last night and saw “Between Two Women”…  It was pretty good.  
Now we are cooking our dinner.  We went to Public Market early yesterday morning and stood in 
line for an hour and fifteen minutes and finally got a chicken.  Then we went around to the other 
farmers’ stands and got some wonderful fresh vegetables, so I guess we are really going to eat. 
                I was really surprised when I heard about that raise.  Not only surprised but awfully 
jealous.  Gee, I wish I were home and working.  As much as I kicked I sure DO miss that weekly 
check.  I don’t think that your dumb girls deserve it, but if you could see what they are hiring out 
here you would feel very lucky, and they do deserve a little more money considering that you make 
$30 a week to start with out here.  I bet Rosie is sorry she quit, and Elsie, too. Ha! Too bad! 
               I’m reading the best book: “Valley of Decision.”  I thought I would read it after seeing 


the good show.  That’s all I do – knit – read – sleep – take sun baths and go to shows, two a week to 
be exact.  The thing I miss most about Cripple Creek is the blue skies.  They are always blue but 
kind of a drab, light blue out here. 
  I must close as I have to set the table. I’m closing with my dearest love to you and please 
know that I do appreciate you and everything you do.  I hope that this has been a happy day and I 
have surely wished I could have been with you. 
   Love and kisses, 
               Bobbie Jo 
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While at Hiram College, Bobbie Jo met and subsequently married William P. Irwin. They were 
married September 7, 1947 in Grand Junction, since Earl had completed his assignment in 
Cripple Creek and had been transferred back to the Grand Junction area in 1946.  From the 
videotape Jo reported to John Duncan Shaeffer: 
 


JO:  Bobbie Jo met Bill at Hiram. I believe he was teaching.  He was a student, but he was also an 
assistant. Anyway, they met.  She had met another boy she thought a lot of that had known some of 
our family.  But they didn't go together very long, and then she met Bill.  So when she came home 
at Christmas I could see she felt differently about Bill than any boy she'd gone with.  She didn't say 
too much, but I could kind of read between the lines that it was pretty serious.  So shortly after 
that I decided it was time I'd better meet Bill.  So I went to Cleveland. 
 
JD:  That was a long drive. 
 
JO:  It wasn't a drive.  I flew. I didn't stay very long.  I saw my cousin, Alice, who was living there, 
met Bill and met his people.  I just stayed long enough to meet Bill.  That's just about all.  It was a 
real courtship thing.  There didn't seem to be anybody for Bobbie Jo after she met Bill.  And it 
seemed to be the same way with him.  So it gradually progressed until it became really serious.  
And then they were married.  Bobbie Jo came home and spent the summer and they were married 
in September in Grand Junction.  They knew an Episcopalian priest they both liked very much and 
they decided they wanted him to marry them.  So he did. . 
 
JD:  Was Marty in the navy at this time, or was he there also? 
 
Jo:  He was at the wedding.   I 
don't believe he'd gone into the 
navy yet.  I remember after the 
wedding, he had such a hard 
time controlling his tears.  He 
could hardly keep from crying.  
It was real hard.  The Irwins 
came.  And Betsy, Bill's sister, 
came also.  We decided to invite 
only our very good friends 
because we didn't believe in 
inviting just everybody-- just our 
very close friends.  It ended with 
about sixty.  We didn't want it 
quite that large.  We wanted it a 
little less than 50.  But about 60 
came.  And a lot of people were 
mad because they weren't asked, 
oh, dear. 
 
Bobbie Jo’s wedding colors 
were all done in orchids and 
greens.  And on the plates we 
had grape vines.  Everything 
was orchid and green.   
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The Christmas that followed the wedding of Bill and Bobbie Jo (1947) the Shaeffers received the 
following card from their friends, the Davenports: 


 
Dearest Jo and family, 


That is the cleverist Christmas card I ever saw.  I was so thrilled to hear from you.  I love 
your wonderful spirit, your ambition and zest for living.  Everything you do just bubbles with the 
joy of being alive… 


I am glad you like your new son.  And I think youngsters that get married young are 
blessed.  I feel sure it is the best plan.  We, too, love our new son, Jack Rutan.  He is very 
worthwhile… Hope to get to see all of you this summer.           


Love, 
 Anne 
 


Bill graduated from Hiram College in August 1947 just before the wedding.  Bill and BJ moved 
to New Haven, Connecticut where Bill started his graduate work in philosophy at Yale.  Jo and 
Earl did not object to the marriage because Bobbie Jo was so young, but felt strongly that BJ 
should finish her degree.  They offered to pay her tuition and buy her books, which made it 
possible. 
 
The newlyweds had a two room apartment on the second floor of an old mansion.  The address 
had prestige, for it was next door to the President of Yale.  However there were 10 families 
sharing one address while only two people lived in the house next door.  It was an exciting time 
and the beginning of years of studying and teaching. 
 


 
 
 


 
 
 
Left:  Will Irwin 1943 
 


Will had enlisted in he U. S. Naval Reserve 
in the spring of 1942.  He trained in the Navy 
Air Corps at Cornell University before the 
program was ended.  He was then shipped to 
the Pacific theater near the end of WWII, but 
saw no hostile action.  He spent several 
months at Tsingtao, on the China coast, 
training Chinese naval personnel, where he 
was promoted to the rank of Lt. J.G. 
(Lieutenant Junior Grade). 
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In 1948 BJ and Bill moved back to Hiram 
where BJ finished her junior year and Bill 
taught high school in the nearby town of 
Deerfield.  Their third year of marriage they 
moved to Cleveland where they both attended 
Western Reserve University.  BJ finished her 
senior year (1950) with a BA degree and Bill 
got his master’s degree. 
 
Another year, another move:  this time to 
Tiffin, Ohio, where Bill was an assistant  
political science professor at Heidelberg 
College, and BJ was a teaching assistant in the 
biology department.  The young couple 
worked hard and played hard, spending the 
winter holidays in Cleveland with the Irwins 
and the summer in Colorado with the 
Shaeffers.   
 
 
 


Right:   Will Irwin, about 1961 
 


 
 
 
 
 
After two years of teaching at Heidelberg College Bill was accepted into the Ph. D. program of 
the political science department at the University of California, Berkeley.  While there Bill was a 
teaching assistant in political science as well as a student. 
 
Marty, meantime, had joined the Navy during the Korean War, and was assigned to an 
ammunition cargo ship, its home port in San Francisco.  As soon as the ship docked in San 
Francisco the sailors were given shore leave.  Marty and a friend or two would show up at the 
Irwin’s apartment.  “Sometimes we would wake up and find sailors asleep all over the floor,” 
recalls Bobbie Jo.  “We enjoyed having this time together.  The young sailors were always 
asking Bill to introduce them to some pretty young students.  Bill couldn’t find a way to do that, 
but was very sympathetic.”  Marty was there to keep Bill company when Becky was born, 
September 20, 1953 (dads were not allowed in the delivery room in those days).  Marty was 
delighted by the baby.  Being an uncle was a new role for him. 
 
In June, 1954 the Irwins moved to Colorado where Bill did field work for his dissertation. While 
Bill traveled doing his research, BJ and Becky kept house for Earl in Grand Junction.  Jo spent 
the summer on campus at the Colorado State College at Greeley (now the University of Northern 
Colorado), finishing her BA degree.  When she would get homesick she drove home to sleep in 
her own bed and play with the baby, Becky. 
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Bobbie Jo recalled:  “Mother always said she wanted to travel, but she said that Dad only wanted 
to travel if he could be in his own bed at night.  It took a long time for me to realize that it was 
the other way around.  It was Mother who wanted to be in her own bed at night.” 
 
During that summer Earl missed Jo, but had a fine time being a grandfather.  He built Becky a 
car seat that fit on the front seat of the jeep.  “This certainly would not meet today’s safety 
standards,” explained BJ, “but Becky loved it and always cried when we took her out of the 
jeep.”  Earl gave Becky her first taste of A & W Root Beer much against her mother’s wishes. 
 
In the fall of 1954 the Irwins moved to DeBeque, Colorado, a small town up the canyon from 
Palisade.  The road curved around and around following the Colorado River.  Bill taught high 
school by day and wrote his dissertation by night and on weekends. Bo was born on February 1, 
1955.  He arrived two weeks early and weighed only 5 pounds.  He was named William P. Irwin 
III, after his father and great-grandfather.  Becky called him “Bo” for brother. 
 
Often on Friday nights Jo and Earl drove up the canyon for supper and brought BJ and the babies 
to Palisade for the weekend.  That helped BJ with the babies and gave Bill quiet writing time.  
Bill would drive to Palisade on Sunday for dinner and to pick up his family.  Jo and Earl were 
wonderful grandparents. Earl was particularly delighted with his first grandson.  When Bo was 
in the 2nd grade he wrote the following tribute to his grandfather: “My Favorite Person - My 
grandfather is my favorite person because he taught me to build things like a boat and a bed.  He 
has a dog named Vicky. Vicky likes kids.   William” (Bo) 
 
In July 1955 the Irwins moved to Fort Collins, Colorado, where Bill joined the faculty at 
Colorado Agricultural and Mechanical College (now Colorado State University). 
 
A thank-you letter from Bill in 1955 gives a glimpse into the life for the Shaeffer and Irwin 
families at the time: 


 
July 2, 1955 
Dear Mom and Dad, 


BJ is considerably more adept at saying “thank you” than I have ever been, so it has 
usually been her lot to do so.  Perhaps I can express myself better here than I have in the past. 
It seems that we are about to achieve the degree of independence that we’ve been looking forward 
to for the past few years.  Now seems a good time to thank you for all the help and encouragement 
that you have given us over the long haul.  This last winter, in particular, was weathered only 
because of you. 


I hope that hereafter when we get together it will be for fun and fishing, and not a 
strained parley to devise some means of keeping the Irwins on their feet. 
Love,  Bill 
 


Less than two years later Bill’s father, J. Preston Irwin, died.  Jo received the following letter 
from Bill’s mother: 


 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Jan. 13, 1957 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer, 


Thank you for your kind expression of sympathy in this time of heart-break.  The presence 
and the kindness of a precious family and many loyal friends throughout the closing days of the 
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old year and since the dawn of the new one have been a blessing for which I have thanked God 
with all my heart. 


I am trying desperately not to mourn.  Were I to do so without restraint, I should be most 
unworthy of the infinite blessings which have been bestowed upon me during the last 38 years.  
They have been years of complete happiness. 


Hence, in gratitude, I must regard the passing of him who has taken my soul with him as 
a triumphal exit after a grand performance.  His devotion to his family, achievements in his 
profession and service to his fellowmen, quietly given, have left me a feeling of exultation despite 
the ache in my heart. 
Sincerely and affectionately,  Jo Irwin       [note: Both Bobbie Jo and her mother-in-law had the 
same name, as did Jo Shaeffer and her granddaughter, for a time, Jo (Ellen) Shaeffer.] 
 


When Earl was promoted to manager of the Palisade, Colorado telephone office, the Shaeffers  
left Cripple Creek and had rented briefly in Palisade and then in Grand Junction.  After Marty 
graduated from Grand Junction High School he attended one year of college before entering the 
navy during the Korean War. (That story is told in the next chapter.)  During the time Marty was 
away Jo and Earl bought a peach orchard in Palisade, Colorado, and built a lovely new home. 
 
Jo and Earl planned their new home from the ground up.  It later became known in the area as 
The Pink House, which was quite an unusual color in those days. When Dan Shaeffer and his 
family saw it in the summer of 2004 it had been painted yellow. (Photo below)  But it still 
retained its charming character. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo wrote the following description of what she dreamed their new home in Palisade would be: 


 
The living room will be 27’ long by 13 ½’ wide.  Books, books, books strewn everywhere.  It’s 
livable, not elegant.  One extravagance I would allow myself would be beautiful furniture just the 
kind I want.  It would be mainly 18th century—it’s simple yet elegant and livable and corresponds 
to my makeup some way.  I should carpet the whole of this little cottage in a dusty pink and walls I 
would have a very delicate blue.  Drapes, defying interior decorators, would be a soft, misty, dusty 
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pink, too, similar to walls so as not to draw attention to windows but make them a part of a lovely 
whole.  It’s strange when my clothes and life do so depart from the ordinary, I would wish my 
home to not have a very unusual, striking effect, but the effect of calmness and quiet beauty.  That 
to me is what the word ‘home’ should signify. 


 
Most of the above came true.  The home was charming, made so through the efforts of both Earl 
and Jo. Earl was renowned for his beautiful peach orchard in Palisade.  During harvest time 
people would come from as far as Kansas to buy his big delicious Elberta peaches.  Several of 
the trees in the front yard were for household use only.  Earl affixed a coffee can on the end of an 
old broomstick. He would wait till the peaches were ripe enough for the table then he would take 
that stick and gently push it up under a peach.  The ripe peach would let go and its circumference 
would fill the coffee can.  Oh, how delicious!  Nothing in the world compares to tree-ripe 
Colorado peaches.  Jo would prepare wonderful peach dishes, pies, cobblers, ambrosia etc.  She 
would also can and freeze peaches for use all year long.  And all of this was accomplished while 
Jo was teaching school and taking university classes. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left: Jo and Earl on the 
hearth of their new 
home in Palisade, 
Colorado. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
Earl loved the orchard.  For him it was a dream-com-true to have his own peach orchard. But of 
course it was lots of work.  Marty remembered helping his dad with the weeding around the base 
of each tree, then making a circle with insecticide to prevent the ground bores from damaging the 
trees.  He said, “I can remember Dad saying, ‘Now as soon as we get to the end of the row we’ll 
stop and have a coke.’  We would work and work and when I looked up that row seemed just as 
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long.  But Dad was happy and whistling as we worked.”  Break time came too soon for Earl, but 
not soon enough for Marty. 
 
“Dad was a great mechanic, too,” said Marty.  “He could pull out a dead stump of a tree with the 
jeep, working the momentum of the jeep back and forth till the trunk broke free of it’s deep 
roots.”  Marty said he tried but was not able to do what his dad could.  “He would take those 
stumps that we dragged out of the orchard and he would saw them up by hand to burn in the 
fireplace,” explained Marty.  They also burned coal in the fireplace.  There was a small coal 
mine not far from their home.  Marty said, “We drove straight up to the Palisades to the mine, 
open a chute, fill our trailer with coal, then Dad would sign his name on a clipboard and note 
how much coal he took.”  It was an honor system that worked well for the locals.  Coal at that 
time was about $4 or $5 per ton.  “We had a fire every night and every morning,” explained 
Marty, adding that though the new house had a furnace, burning peach stumps and coal saved a 
great deal on fuel. 
 
The summer after Marty’s first year of college the Shaeffers added a large screened-in 
porch.  Earl hired a contractor to do the work on the condition that he hire Marty as a 
helper.  “He inadvertently chose my life’s career and didn’t even know it,” said Marty.  
Marty hated the farm work but loved the construction.  The only part of the peach 
business Marty enjoyed was driving boxes of harvested peaches to the co-op.  He 
explained that there would generally be a long line of trucks waiting to be unloaded and 
that the drivers would congregate in the coffee shop.  Every time one truck was unloaded, 
just one driver would go out and move all the vehicles forward one by one, thereby 
preserving the continuity 
of the social hour for the 
other drivers who would 
each take a turn at the 
move-up system. 
 
Earl never made much 
money with his orchard.  
He was generally able to 
meet his expenses, and if 
he had a bumper crop he 
could realize a modest 
gain.  But he loved it 
anyway.  
 
 
 
Right: Dan and Angela 
Shaeffer’s kids in 2004, 
left to right:  Marty, 
Christopher and Courtney, 
Jo and Earl’s great-
grandchildren. 
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Earl was afflicted with Bell’s Palsy in the late 1960’s.  It is a condition that causes the 
facial muscles to weaken or become paralyzed. It's caused by trauma to the 7th cranial 
nerve, and is not permanent, although Earl’s lasted a considerable length of time. 
 
Occasionally Earl could be coaxed to tell stories about the early days of his work with the 
telephone company.  Workers being transported by the narrow gauge railroad that runs between 
Durango and Silverton were delayed on one occasion by an especially heavy snowfall.  All able 
bodied men got out and shoveled snow from the tracks.  A run that today takes the train about 2 
½ hours took four days on that occasion.  
 
Another incident took place after the “Million Dollar Highway” was built between the towns of 
Silverton and Ouray.  Earl was driving a telephone company truck, and stopped to visit with the 
driver of a state snowplow.  He parked it just off the road on a plowed turnout of snow.  Since no 
other traffic was on the road they visited for a few minutes, but when Earl went to return to his 
truck, it was gone.  The underlying snow had given away and the truck had tumbled down the 
steep mountainside hundreds of feet below.  The company was never able to retrieve the truck in 
that rugged terrain.  In 2005 that same road is still frightening to drive in even beautiful weather! 
 
One story the family loved to tell about Earl took place in the spring of 1958 when the family 
was chalking up the educational degrees.  Jo had gone back to school to complete her Master’s 
degree, daughter Bobbie Jo also was receiving her Master’s degree, while her husband, Will, 
earned his PhD and son Marty was awarded his BS degree.  Earl, who had only completed the 
10th grade, sat back with a successful smile on his face as all the degrees were tallied up and 
remarked, “And guess who paid for it all?!?” 
 
 
 


* * * 
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6.  Marty goes to BYU – a Miracle 


 
 
 
One of the papers Jo wrote for a graduate class in child psychology in the spring of 1965 
was entitled, “A Study of Marty.”  Actually, the paper had been written by Bobbie Jo 
Shaeffer Irwin in 1958.  When Jo was working full time as the principal of two schools 
and continuing her education in order to earn a masters’ degree, she “borrowed” and 
altered the paper which was truly more about her own life than about her daughter’s.  The 
paper describes Marty’s school experiences, though perhaps in somewhat exaggerated 
terms. 
 
She wrote: 
 


I have centered this study of emotionally disturbed children on Marty, a child who during 
the first grade began withdrawing, hating school and teacher and not learning. I have 
been in close contact with this child for thirty-three years, watched him grow from a 
withdrawn, highly sensitive little boy into a belligerent, aggressive, somewhat hostile 
adolescent, into a mature, happy, well-adjusted adult.  It was this child’s problems … 
that stimulated [me] to start college at forty-two in order to help children like him.  
Marty is my son, my youngest child.     
 
Marty’s rate of maturation was slow.  He was earlier to sit up, crawl and walk than 
average, but refused to say a word until [age] three when he startled the whole family by 
saying, “Mama, I got a good idea.”  He refused absolutely to eat a bite of food unless he 
was at home in his own chair.  If the family had to eat in a restaurant, Marty would spend 
the whole time making a repugnant hissing noise. 
 
Marty was about twelve months old when his father 
teasingly remarked to him one day when he was 
taking his bottle, “You’re a baby having to swig that 
old bottle – tut, tut!”  The baby would never accept 
his bottle again.  Toilet training was accomplished 
very quickly, very easily at about thirteen months 
with a remark something like this, “You’re a big 
fellow now.  Let’s use the potty from now on.”  In 
retrospect his almost effortless training concerns me 
as it certainly portrays a child too vulnerable to an 
adult’s displeasure, tone of voice, or to say the least, 
a highly sensitized child.  He would never go the 
bathroom except on his own potty chair, so that if a 
trip were in the offing the chair would have to be 
taken along.  He was an apparently happy little boy, 
but terribly sensitive to change.  [He] adored his 
older sister who ignored him, or was overly hateful 
due to her sibling jealousy of the blue-eyed blonde 
baby brother.  These are some of the unique things I 
remember about Marty before he went to school.  
First, his stronger than average tie with the familiar 
and [second] his slow maturation. 
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His was a late August birthday and 
unfortunately he started school in September.  
If only his parents had known then what they 
now know, he would not have been started to 
school for another year.  They felt he was too 
immature to start, but were assured by the 
principal that boys were always more 
immature than girls, and that it would hurt 
Marty’s pride if he were kept out of school 
until he was seven… He didn’t  feel accepted 
or emotionally secure in his school 
environment for the first grade teacher, 
instead of accepting Marty as Marty, tried to 
spur him on by constantly comparing him to 
his sister who could color neater, could sit 
still longer, could write plainer, could read 
better… This child’s self-image was destroyed 
in the first grade… Marty’s first grade 
teacher was satisfactory with the well 
adjusted, good average student.  She couldn’t 
stand those who were slow and grew sarcastic 
and rejecting.  When she rejected Marty he 
grew more naughty.  He would strike the child 
sitting next to him for no apparent reason.  
This started the vicious circle.  Dorothy 
Baruch’s book on discipline has as the main 
thesis that a child acts naughty because he 
feels naughty….His feelings are the cause, his 


actions the result. (Dorothy Baruch, New Ways in Discipline, New York: McGraw Hill, 
1949) 
 
…Marty’s first teacher did everything possible to hinder and destroy his ego power.  She 
did this so effectively that he went on to the second grade not reading, with a poor 
number base, and what’s more important a low self concept… In the second grade Marty 
was still in the shadow of his sister, by 
this time he, too, believed that he could 
not do the work.  “I’m not smart like 
Bobbie Jo, I’m dumb, Mother.”  He gave 
up… and for the most part sat quietly 
and escaped the classroom in fantasy… 
Fortunately, Marty did not use his 
dream world except in school.  He was 
an active outdoor boy, loved to fish and 
did achieve success here.     
 
Marty’s parents were aware at the end 
of the fourth grade that drastic steps had 
to be taken to build Marty’s self esteem.  
First they decided to remove him from 
his sister’s school and put him in a new 
school.  Secondly, they decided to put 
him back into the fourth grade to see if 
he couldn’t gain some of the skills he so 
lacked which would mean success or 
failure in future school years. Thirdly,  
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they had a family conference to see if they couldn’t all agree (mostly for his sister’s 
benefit) to give as much praise as possible for all things Marty did even slightly well and 
to limit criticism to rare positive suggestion.  There was a blow to Marty’s inadequate 
ego to be back in the fourth grade, but this was smoothed over by a lie which was that 
Marty had been started in school when he was five and not six years old; so now he was 
really only eight and not nine years old.  This lie was justified at the time for it soothed 
this damaged ego.  It was hoped that by the time Marty discovered this lie his ego would 
be strong enough to take it, and to understand the reason behind it.  However, during 
that second year in the fourth grade Marty was home with mumps and some way read his 
birth certificate and discovered the lie.  Two outstanding mistakes were made here.  
First, the lie did not work and caused more hurt than the truth would have originally.  
Secondly, Marty should have been retained not in the fourth year, but the first or second 
year.  By the time he was in the fourth grade too much resistance had been built, too 
strong a pattern of failure and a self-concept that he was just stupid.  “Emotionally 
disturbed children are hampered in learning; their feelings block their abilities and 
school is for most of them a frustrating anxious realization of inadequacy.” (Leonard 
Kornberg, A Class for Disturbed Children, New York: Columbia Univ., 1955, p. 10) 
 
Marty’s intermediate years went on in the same vein with only the break of completely 
happy and free summers.  The family always spent three months in the high mountains 
and was almost isolated except for the immediate family.  Hours were spent rock hunting, 
fishing and exploring old mining camps as well as hours spent listening to books being 
read by the mother.  Marty had amazing powers of concentration during these times and 
an exceptional memory for details.  He was almost a non-reader, so these sessions 
opened up a new world for him.  It was hoped that this would kindle the urge to learn to 
read, but it was not successful.  Incidentally the first book Marty ever read alone and 
without being forced was Crime & Punishment [Dostoyevsky] when he was aboard an 
ammunition ship outside Korea.  This was some accomplishment for the very poor reader 
he was!  Clark E. Moustakas in Children in Play Therapy  (New York: McGraw Hill, 
1953) p. 204-6 says that some of the means to help children gain emotional insights “are 
listening, conveying understanding, and providing opportunities for free emotional 
expression…Children become wonderfully alive when they are listened to, understood 
and accepted.”  These summers free of the 
conflict of school gave Marty just such an 
opportunity.  They did much to make the next 
year bearable.  He always returned in the fall 
full of hope, only after October to fall back 
into his withdrawn behavior.  
 
When Marty was in junior high his father 
[was] transferred to a mining camp high in 
the mountains.  This isolated town lived, ate 
and slept basketball.  Since Marty was tall 
the coach worked hard with him so that he 
would really be good material by the time he 
was in high school.  This did help Marty’s 
self esteem to a point where much of his 
hostility was gone.  By the time Marty was 
ready for high school his father was 
transferred again. Marty was well trained in 
basketball and was outstanding enough to be 
[included] on the first team of the larger high 
school [in Grand Junction 
 
That year the basketball team won most of its 
games and was going to the state playoff in 
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Denver.  Everyone was under threat, the coach, players and even the parents.  However, 
when the coach saw Marty smoking at the corner drug store he put him off the basketball 
floor at practice, took his suit and gave it to another player.  He said that the boys had 
been told that if they broke training they couldn’t go to Denver.  Here was one broken 
child, and I might add, one sick family… His father went to the principal who called the 
coach.  The coach explained that he was sorry, but that word had come to him that the 
whole team was smoking and that Marty’s father must admit that it had to be stopped.  
He had used Marty as an example for Marty was the least valuable player.  It had worked 
beautifully: the team had come around.  If Marty’s father insisted he would put Marty 
back on the team.  Of course, his father did not insist for the damage had been done, the 
suit gone and the team doing beautifully without one sick boy.  The team went on to 
victory, the school and the town went wild with joy – except one household.  Marty never 
returned to a basketball floor again, even though he had the opportunity in another 
school. [Marty says that is not true.  He did continue to play basketball when they 
returned to Grand Junction and he played a lot of intramural basketball in college.] 
(Dorothy Baruch, op. cit. says that:) “You seldom remember what you are punished for, 
but you remember the punishment.” 


   
Marty’s parents explained to 
him the night he graduated 
from high school that they 
would make it possible for him 
to go to college, but they would 
not pull him through.  It was 
all right with them if he 
decided not to go.  Marty was 
sincerely shocked that his 
parents had entertained the 
thought that he might not go to 
college.  It was not easy to get 
a boy into college who rated 
thirty-fourth from the bottom 
in a class of over two hundred.  
After many unsuccessful 
attempts [to get him into a 
college] the registrar of 
Brigham Young University 
answered a desperate mother 
with this, “We are not 
interested in your son’s 
grades, we are interested in 
your son.”  And they were!   
 
… With their guidance and his 
hard work he made it through 
the first year with confidence 
enough to get him through four 
hard years in the navy.  He 
returned and graduated from 
[Brigham Young] University 
and now is a young father and 
successful young business man.  Somebody cared! 
 


Jo got an A on the foregoing paper.  Her professor wrote: “This is a wonderful report.  As 
in a painting each brush stroke counts and carries a meaning.  Your picture of Marty has 







 63


real meaning since it concerns the inner world of a child and the affect of this on learning.  
It has deep roots!” 
 
Just a note about Marty’s education:  It wasn’t as bad as Jo’s paper would have one 
believe.  When the family lived in Cripple Creek, Colorado, Jo and Earl received this 
letter from the superintendent of schools: 
 


 February 7, 1944 
 Dear Mr. and Mrs. Shaeffer: 
 
Marty ranked the highest in an arithmetic test that I gave last month.  He did especially 
well and is progressing splendidly and did eleven problems right out of fifteen that I 
gave.  I want to congratulate you on the fine work done by your son and I want you to 
know what a fine boy your son really is. 
 
Thanks many times for your fine cooperation. 
 Sincerely yours, 
 Leslie Wilkinson, Supt. of Schools 


 
 


The real story behind Marty’s being 
accepted at Brigham Young University 
was this (as told to the writer in 2004): 
Marty and a friend, also from Grand 
Junction, rode the train over to Salt 
Lake City and took the entrance exam 
at the University of Utah.   
 
After the test they walked downtown 
and, as he recalled, they were not far 
from Temple Square when “just out of 
the blue this fellow started talking to 
us.”  Marty remembered very clearly 
that he told them to go down to Provo 
and go see a certain person, a friend of 
his, in the administration building at 
BYU whose name he wrote on a piece 
of paper, handing it to the boys.  They 


then boarded the train, got off in Provo, walked up to the administration building and 
found the person whose name had been given them.  They were both welcomed with 
open arms and registered as students.   But Marty has always regarded it as a kind of 
miracle that at a critical juncture in his life a stranger intervened, setting his feet on a path 
that led to success and happiness. 
 
At BYU Marty lived at Wymount Village, temporary dorms that housed many returning 
servicemen, and later became Married Housing until new quarters were built.  The 
university was growing fast and had the same challenges as did all the colleges with the 
influx of students after WWII taking advantage of the GI Bill which provided student 
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financial aid.  Marty enjoyed college life, did reasonably well and played a lot of 
intramural basketball. 
 
After one year at Brigham Young University, Marty enlisted in the U.S. Navy.  His draft 
number was coming up and he would have been called into the army.  Remembering 
what he had heard about the army versus the navy while living in Cripple Creek, he chose 
the navy.  Marty’s first tour of duty was aboard the U.S.S. Virgo, an ammunition 
transport ship.  However, his four-year tour of duty during the Korean War was spent 
mostly in the submarine service where he earned the rank of Chief Petty Officer.  He 
became a skilled navigator aboard the U.S.S. Razorback, which is now a naval museum 
in the City of North Little Rock, Arkansas. At the end of the Korean War the submarine 
was sold to the nation of Turkey. Then in 2004 it was acquired by a group in Arkansas 
and became the Arkansas Inland Maritime Museum (http://www.northlr.org/maritime-
museum/). 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


     Aboard the transport ship     Signalman 
 


 USO dance in Japan     Submariners 
 
 
Jo and Earl were never at ease about their son’s service in the Navy.  They were fully 
patriotic, but WWII was too recent in their memories.  They joined him once when he 
was on leave in San Francisco, and they came to San Diego for his mustering out 
ceremony in 1955. 
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Marty returned to Brigham Young University in the fall of 1955 to resume his studies.  
He changed his major from engineering to industrial management when he realized that 
he would enjoy business a lot more than engineering. 
 
While skiing at 
Alta one cold 
Saturday in 1956 
Marty met Ellen 
Claire Weaver, a 
BYU co-ed who 
hailed from 
Chicago.  A 
courtship ensued 
and they were 
married August 
20, 1957 in the 
new Los Angeles, 
California temple 
of the Church of 
Jesus Christ of 
Latter-day Saints. 
 
Following their 
marriage, Marty 
finished his last 
year at Brigham 
Young University 
while E.C. taught 
4th grade at 
Wasatch 
Elementary School 
in Provo.  Their 
dear friends, Dick 
and Vernadeen 
Vetterli lived next 
door and the two 
couples, who had 
often double-dated 
prior to their 
marriages, 
continued to do so afterwards as well.  Both husbands were finishing their education, 
both wives were teaching school, having earned their degrees in 1957. 
 
By 1959 Jo and Earl had many reasons to be proud of their son, Marty.  He had finished 
college, had married and started a family of his own when he took a job with the 
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telephone company in Albuquerque, New Mexico.  On December 11th of that year Ellen 
Claire gave birth to their first child, a son named Earl Martin Shaeffer III.   
 
Only months before, on July 22, 1959, Bobbie Jo had given birth to her third and last 
child, a daughter named Elizabeth Jo Irwin.  For the senior Shaeffers, the year ended with 
a celebration of their now four grandchildren. 
 
Marty’s job with the telephone company came after a short career, to be later resumed, in 
the building business.  Doug Dana of Dana Homes in Phoenix had hired Marty to build 
several large custom homes in Albuquerque.   Marty had attended Arizona State 
University for one semester of graduate work, then went to work for Dana.  E. C. taught 
third grade at the Rose Lane Elementary School in central Phoenix, riding her bicycle to 
school each day while Marty drove to Tempe, the same university where his son, J. 
Duncan Shaeffer now teaches.  
 


Jo kept a copy of the talk Marty gave as a 
presentation to the marketing department 
of the Mountain States Telephone and 
Telegraph Co.’s Albuquerque district 
conference July 10, 1961.  In it he said: 


 
This may sound ridiculous, but work can 
be fun.  The only real reward that life 
can offer is the thrill of achievement and 
the place that achievement amounts the 
most is on the job.  Remember!  Nothing 
you do will be quite as exciting as a well 
earned promotion.  The good salesman is 
the one who does a better job of 
reaching the minds of others. 
 
The greatest salesmen I know have a 
warm and human understanding of what 
their product will do for the other fellow, 
and they have ideas.  If they don’t have 
ideas they go out and get them from 
someone who does.  Very few people are 
naturally expert at this type of human 
relations, but like any other skill it can 
be learned and improved amazingly by 
practice, and it automatically pays off in 
greater sales and greater happiness on 
the job. 
 
 


* * *  
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7.  Book Reviewing 


 
 
 
As noted earlier, it had been suggested to Jo by her pediatrician that she find something 
to do other than hover over her sick daughter.  With a little thought and energy, she came 
up with what eventually became one of her most acclaimed achievements—reviewing 
books for audiences. 
 
In the days before television people loved gathering in the evenings for various kinds of 
entertainment.  There were a great number of traveling troupes that would go from town 
to town to perform.  But book reviews were different.  And Jo’s style of reviewing was 
entirely unique.  She never spent much time talking about the author, she went straight to 
the story.  Using a narrative style she would enhance it with memorized lines of script.  
She would actually play all the parts much as an actress would do in reading a book for 
an audio presentation.  People loved it.  She could keep them on the edge of their seats 
for a couple of hours, especially those who didn’t read much. 
 
The books she chose were always of great interest to a broad audience.  Often they were 
bestsellers.  Her amazing ability to memorize and to recall dialogue kept her audiences 
spellbound.  She used notes only rarely.  However she did make copious notes for herself 
in preparation for her reviews.  These extensive files are now (as of 2005) in the 
possession of her daughter, Bobbie Jo Irwin. 
 
An undated letter from her friend, Marguerite Vorbeck, applauded her book review: 
 


 Jo dear, 
 I had forgotten what an extremely talented person you are.  You should be on 
the stage with your name in blazing lights on Broadway.  I had forgotten, too, because it 
has been years, remember, since I have heard you, your inimitable technique in doing a 
book review. 
 No, I didn’t like the book.  I hate to have my heart pulled out by the roots if 
only for an hour or two.  I stayed up until almost one reading a mystery which engaged 
only the surface of my mind before I got in the mood for sleep. 
 You looked so pretty last night.  I concentrated on that when your book got too 
heartbreaking.   
 I’m writing this because I don’t have time for a long telephone talk.  We are 
going to Colorado Springs and Denver over the weekend and I still am working on 
lengthening dresses for Mary and me and also some Republican work which must be 
done before we leave.   
 We are to hear the Philadelphia Symphony in Denver Monday night and home 
Tuesday.  I’ll call you. 
 Lovingly,  
  Marguerite 


 
As soon as Jo began reviewing books for clubs and other groups, she gained a following 
of great admirers.  Soon she was called upon frequently for larger gatherings.  Often she 
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performed for fund-raisers.  But she never charged for her work.  She always felt that was 
beneath her calling as a reviewer.  And so she became greatly revered by many, as the 
following news clippings will attest: 
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As one can see, Jo was much sought after as a speaker, entertainer and inspirational 
leader.  Her years of reviewing books were rewarding to her in many ways, but not 
financially, as she refused to charge anything for her work.  She gained a following as she 
became well known in the communities in which she appeared on stage, and was admired 
and recruited by others to join organizations, clubs and other social groups.  
 
Much later, Jo wrote about her years of reviewing: 
 


My favorite and most enjoyable hobby is the reviewing of books for groups of people.  A 
hobby that not only gives me the utmost pleasure, but I think is giving listening pleasure 
to others, makes it a worthwhile outside interest for me. 
 
I have found this engrossing hobby a means of sharing my reading and deep love of 
books with others. By “others” I mean a heterogeneous lot of people.  Sometimes it will 
be a large audience, or again very small, occasionally highly cultured, next time 
uneducated.  Every type of group interests me in a different way. 
 
I believe in all life we have to be contributors to be happy.  This is my means of giving my 
very small bit to beauty.  If it is possible for me, if but for one hour, to lift one person, or 
impart one word of the author’s that gives hope, or consolation, or joy, or inspiration to 
one person in the audience, it has been a well paid effort. 
 
Reading is the opening of doors into great and wonderful things.  I try to give those 
seated before me a glimpse through those doors: to travel with me into far, strange 
places—to live for a moment in the lives of other personalities—walk for a short time in 
another “slice of life”—laughing with the humorous characters—weeping with the 
sorrowing. 
 
Reading is a delving into another’s mind where we may grasp and take things we want to 
keep and reject that which we do not want to retain.  In [my] reading I am especially 
drawn to those passages which reflect [my] own thinking. 
 
Through depicting a book to my best ability I attempt to awaken new vistas of thinking in 
my audience.  I hope to challenge their opinions and ideas, broaden their views.  Above 
all, and most important, is to increase their tolerance and enlarge their understanding. 
 
The personalities I encounter in my listeners are a large factor in contributing to my love 
of reviewing books.  I have found many friends down my “book avenue.”  The friendships 
I have made thus have been deep and lasting, and so have made life richer. 
 
I am reminded of an elderly lady who accosted me as I entered the shabby, ill kept room 
of an isolated, dilapidated farm house in a lonely community.  “I’m sorry I came.  If I’d 
knowed they was agoin’ to be a book lady here I’d a never come.  I read the Bible onest 
and that’s all I need to read.”  She was my most apt listener. 
 
A week later I answered the knock at my front door to see the same little old lady.  She 
handed me a pint jar of cream saying, “Here—I want you to have this.  I wanta say 
thanks to you.” 
 
Many people have asked me why I do not charge money for my reviews.  I can only 
answer by saying that I cannot accept money for something I try to give that comes from 
way down deep.  Would any amount of money pay for the gift of a pint of cream from a 
little old lady that had read the Bible and that was enough for anybody to read? 
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Along with her many, many book reviews, Jo was occasionally asked to do a poetry 
reading.  With these readings, she would have her friend, Beulah Baker, accompany her 
on the organ.  She also narrated the script for at least one fashion show in Grand Junction:   
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Books were reviewed by Jo in many communities around Grand Junction and Cripple 
Creek and even further afield, like Glenwood Springs, Colorado.  One friend wrote her 
the following: 
 


1032 Pitkin Ave. 
Glenwood Springs, Colo. 
May 12, 1942 
My friend – Jo Shaeffer, 
 Greetings of affectionate admiration to you, my clever little friend!  I am very 
happy in looking forward to your coming here next Monday evening when you will be the 
guest speaker at the Beta Phi Sigma social gathering. 
 Because I received an invitation to enjoy you with them at this gathering I am 
now as happy as a robin in a cherry orchard and I am singing out to you a cheerio 
greeting. 
 I have a message for you, too, my dear, from the members of my Reading Club.  
They are hopefully requesting you to stay over in Glenwood the following Tuesday and be 
their guest at a gathering Tuesday evening. 
 This meeting will be the closing meeting of our club year and is in the nature of 
a gala celebration (by very, very, very dignified matrons) for the lofty completion of a 
year of self culture – ahem! 
 The meeting place of the Beta Phi affair is right next door to my “Bide a Wee 
Nest” so you could stay with me, you see, that Monday evening and the next day while I 
“labor in the field with Young America” you could lounge around and rest yourself for 
our evening’s rendezvous! 
 You know how informal and friendly our group is.  We don’t take our social 
affairs as obligations and you can relax with us and can feel very free and easy in making 
your own choice of the selection to review. 
 As a very pleasant and fruitful treat for the ladies we have coveted the 
enjoyment that you can so ably present in your refreshing, original way of reading for us. 
 Will you kindly phone me Thursday evening at my expense to let us know if you 
can be with us on the evening of May 19th?  Surely hope we can have you!  My phone 
number is 496-W – just call the McDermott residence please. 
 And now wishing you a sunny path on an upland way, I’ll sign off, happy over 
the promise of a visit with you soon. 
 Very sincerely, Mame Tully McDermott  


 
A “thank you” letter arrived some time later: 
 


Lazy Lane 
McDermott’s Apt. 
Doldrum’s Corner 
Undated 
Greetings to you, my endearing clever friend! 
 After this long elapse of time I should ask, “Remember me?” and then add by 
way of apology that the above address tells the whole story of the passing weeks since 
you were here. 
 Usually my stock of energy keeps boiling up pretty vigorously but this spring 
drained me of the “will to do” until I have been just as idle as a painted ship upon a 
painted ocean. 
 I have slept with utter abandon late these mornings until the activities of my 
industrious neighbors wham my conscience into unwilling wakefulness—and for many 
hours of the day I have been content to read quietly here at my desk thinking the long, 
long thoughts of mellow maturity—just an  “on-looker” of life. 
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 This long sweep of the strong, green hills facing my windows prods me into 
earnest appreciation of the wonders of life and I keep promising my school-teacher mind 
that I am going to snap out of this lazy serenity and swing into action again. 
 I want to tell you that I appreciated your friendly thank-you note.  You have a 
real genius for affection – do you know it? 
 The other ladies to whom you wrote were so proud and pleased over your letter 
to them, and by the way, they were gracious enough to write you and express their 
sentiments.  But for me—alas and alack for the good intentions harbored in a jaded spirit 
like McDermott’s—it took the vitalizing power of glorious free vacation June time to stir 
me up, as a jaded flower waits for sunshine after rain. 
 Well my friend, the clippings from the town’s “Bugle Call” seem to be rather 
empty but the newspapers have a way of shading down the high lights into prosaic 
happenings.  Anyway, the clippings will serve as markers of time in your scrap book.  
And your visit to us will stand out in our memories like impressive mountain peaks of 
glory. 
 We will look forward to the next visit you can make us. I have an appealing little 
story called “C’n I have a Dog?” which I’d love to hear you interpret.  I’d send it to you 
only that it is in a school text.  But when you come to Glenwood town again I’ll read it to 
you.  It would do nicely for an encore.  I found some of the letters I spoke of too, so when 
you come up, my friend, we’ll have happy crowded hours together. 
 My Tom is still impatiently waiting his summons, but still in high courage and 
lofty patriotism.  He is working at Pando * at present faring very well. The wages are 
very generous but the living conditions are as primitive as Abe Lincoln’s log hut…  
 Thinking of your “appreciation for every-day” philosophy I offer you this bit of 
verse in closing my letter. 
  May the Giver of Gifts give unto you 
  A gift that is noble, a gift that is true: 
  The will to work and the power to do, 
  And the courage to sing the whole day through. 
  Whether the skies be gray or blue 
  May the Giver of Gifts give these to you.” 
 Your procrastinator friend, Mame Tully McDermott 


 
*   Pando was a small camp that housed the construction workers that built Camp Hale. 
Camp Hale was a huge facility that was home to the 10th mountain division during WWII. 
Troops were trained there in all forms of high country warfare. These troops then fought 
in the Apennine Mountains of Italy. Constructed in 1942, Camp Hale contained over 1000 
temporary structures and housed approximately 2500 men. It was dismantled in 1965 (See 
www.ghosttowns.com/states/co/camphale.html ). 
 
Another thank-you letter : 


 “Dear Jo, 
 Just a little note to thank you for the book review that you gave for our Guild 
meeting.  Everyone enjoyed it so much.  To me it was like a rainbow in the midst of a 
storm. 
 Sincerely, Edythe Noe” 


 
The following enthusiastic thank-you letter was written to Jo after she gave a book 
review in Montrose, Colorado: 
 


Precious Friend, 
 In spite of our many moves (yours and ours) and lack of  [illegible] that is the 
way I often think of you, and oh, what joy!  To have you close yesterday, and what a 
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pleasant surprise when I heard just the day before that you were coming.  On your next 
visit to Montrose, may I plan on your spending your spare time with me? 
 …Truly I’d have been disappointed if you had not chosen to review the book you 
gave us yesterday.  I keep wondering if the author has ever heard you give it?  And what 
a thrill it would be to hear one’s own book brought to life.  Because, my dear, that is 
exactly what you do and your audience “lives” it with you.  You don’t have the wildest 
idea how much we all appreciated you.  And to think of the many who will regret not 
having been there.  Of course, I think anyone who has not had that pleasure has been 
cheated.  What I’d like would be an advertised return engagement for the same book.  In 
fact I’d have you go on tour doing just that one. 
 Don’t you charge any fee for your work?  If not, why not?  Please dear, explain 
this to me.  I’m on the entertainment end of an Episcopal Guild meeting at Mrs. 
Moynihans some time this year and oh, how I’d love to plan on you for another big 
“treat.”  But it must be the same book.  Do you think me completely crazy? 
 Then, too, what is your secret for eternal youth?  You surely have it.  So many 
ladies thought you looked like a little girl when you were standing up there giving us so 
much of your very self.  I marvel there is anything left of you.  Do you notice how quiet 
and rapt your audience is while you talk?  Oh dear, I could go on and on and still not 
express how I really feel. 
 I am sending a wee book our Guild puts out and hope you will enjoy especially, 
the passage I have marked on page 52.  Should we belong to the same church? You, of 
course, will have one of these, so just pass it on. 
 I’d like to hear more of you and your dear ones and now, back to earth and the 
daily “blessed” toil.  Thank God for continued strength to carry on, and for you, my 
dear, in whose presence I feel so very humble. 
 Bye now, 
 Bert  (Mrs. R. W. Sloan) 


 
The praise, even adulation Jo received over her book reviews made her extremely 
conscious of her effect on others.  She went to great lengths to be kind to everyone.  Of 
course, she would have been gracious to others just on the general principles of her 
upbringing but the attention she received as a popular book reviewer made her 
particularly careful to never say or do anything that might offend others.  Thus, the praise 
for her continued to grow. 
 
Jo recorded a number of things that others said about her.  Perhaps it is a good idea to do 
this, in order to recall one’s value to others especially on days when one is feeling a bit 
low.  Some of these notes were credited, others were not: 
 
One small clipped portion of a note or letter read: “You unusual you!  Always jet 
propelled, even handwriting exotic.  Where do you get your steam?  It’s wonderful.” 
 
Esther Kerr to Eliz. Gauer: “Jo is one of those people we meet in life to bring us a little 
joy – make life a little easier.” 
 
Mrs. Dickerson: “Jo, I believe in listening to you do that poetry I felt closer to Heaven 
than I ever have in my life.” 
 
Mrs. Heinson (Glenwood Springs):  “I feel very honored, very honored to have Jo 
Shaeffer in my home (to the audience).” 
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Mrs. McDermott:  “You could give Helen Hayes lessons.” 
 
Mrs. Keith (minister’s wife):  “You have helped me to like Grand Junction.  You’ve 
made it a nicer place to live.” 
 
Mrs. McHannah:  “I wasn’t conscious of you, or an audience or myself—just a book was 
living.” 
 
A:  “Jo, you are the most perfect human being I’ve ever known.” 
 
S:  “She is a keen, alert, capable, shrewd, generous, gracious, lovely lady.” 
 
Kate Harper: “I do not need to introduce Jo Shaeffer to this audience.  You all know of 
her talent and I would like to say to you, Jo is just as sweet as she is talented.” 
 
Goodell Slocum:  “Jo is our color here.  We can’t see her leave town.  She adds color and 
zest to every gathering.” 
 
Grace Markley:  “We are very, very fortunate to have such talent as Jo Shaeffer living in 
our community.” 
 
Loretta Davis to Bobbie Jo: “Your mother is the most wonderful woman I’ve ever 
known.” 
 
Bobbie Jo:  “Mother, you are just my idol.  I try to be like you, but I fear I will be like 
Scarlet O’Hara, who always tried to be like her lovely mother but couldn’t.” 
 
Earl:  “I could search all over the world and never find as wonderful a woman as you.” 
 
As Jo’s favorite author, Adela Rogers St. Johns said,  “those who have not contemplated 
the difficulty of telling the truth about anybody,”  the following list of compliments are 
included here.  They were recorded by Jo under the heading of  “Sam” or simply “S.”  In 
any case, Jo noted these compliments from someone who was evidently quite taken by 
her.  Perhaps she did not respond in kind, but it must be pointed out that since she saved 
these notes, it was as important for her to feel appreciated as it is for any of us. As Bobbie 
Jo said, “The men in our family should read this because they need to realize that women, 
too, need to feel valued.”  However, about this person Jo wrote: 
 


 S. reminds me of the amateur strategists that hang around Washington to tell the Army 
how to win the war or the guys in the bleachers that tell Babe Ruth how to hit the ball.  
Words are like jewels, pick and choose long enough and you get one that exactly fits the 
sentiment expressed, and when you have finished to be sure you have the right one, it 
must raise the right inference as well as say the right thing.  That is a real art, to not only 
make the reader know what you want to say, but to throw out little fishhooks to make him 
have a thought that will be pleasing and convincing as well.  Did you ever think of that, if 
you let him infer, instead of saying it boldly, but be sure ‘tis the right inference, ‘tis 
perfect. 
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Sam: “A compliment puts a lilt in her voice, a sparkle in her eye, a spring in her step.  
Too much would ruin her.  Two glasses bring a sparkle and a glow, five, intoxication.” 
 
S – “Jo, you can cram more punch, more thoughts in the fewest lines.  If you would write 
a book on any subject that really interests you, and put the same color, punch, verve, 
vitality and personality in it you do in your best letters, that book would be a best seller 
for years to come and mark a high-water mark in contemporary publishing.” 
 
S – “There is so much to YOU, you are inexhaustible in your power to bring to the lives 
of others something of sweetness and light – just because you are you.” 
 
S – “Funny thing, understanding!  Precious few people can really grasp any emotion 
beyond the realm of their personal experience.  You are one of that finely and divinely 
gifted few!  You do far more than anyone I ever knew!  I think the ability to do that is an 
attribute of a totally unselfish mind and heart—of one who lives for others first of all.” 
 
S – “Other women are just stuff, stuff—fill in time but not empty places.” 
 
S – “Winged messages [are] my main interest in life.  These winged messages veritably 
breathe a personality without which my life and deeds are but an empty shell. I’m in a 
pensive, languorous mood.  Someday you shall occupy this guest room with me.” 
 
S – “I could write pages on every sentence you write.  It breathes, lives, moves, inspires.  
If you could put that same thing from the preface to the finish of a book – ‘twould be the 
4-star best seller of all best sellers.  You will some day, when years and years have left 
their star-dust of happiness and communion.” 
 
S – “Here is gracious, generous, yet thrifty living—wealth at its best.  Alas, few people of 
any large wealth are thus.  They run to extravagant and excessive personal indulgences 
and orgies for personal pleasure.  Wealth brings out their animalistic nature instead of the 
higher, nobler, more spiritual virtues.  Wealth masters them and not they wealth.  They 
are surrounded, protected, buttressed and dominated by the accumulated wealth of 
bygone generations.  They have now become conservatives, looking askance on new 
ventures, quite content to clip the coupons from their gilt-edged 2 ½ government bonds. 
I haven’t been poured in the mold of eastern culture, Thank God.  Give me the virile 
cities of the west.  N.Y. is a frontier, it craws the best blood from the hamlets and pays 
off on the ability to stand the gaff and produce just a little better than the rest.” 
 
S – “Clean living as well as clean thinking pays rich dividends.  Those who cater to their 
baser emotions are not living, they are squandering a heritage they can never replace, and 
this is not a withdrawn-from-the-world esthete talking, either.” 
 
S – “[I have] A sort of squirrel cage of existence of going round and round in a 
mechanical way, ‘something accomplished, something done,’ but oh, so unsatisfying!  I 
realize how far short my old motto ‘Get your happiness out of your work’ is short of the 
truth and yet for more than two score years I believed that.” 
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S – “I begged, pleaded and implored but one woman, not only because I could not picture 
life without her.  I was prepared to give all, go all the way, with her.  Of all the 
personalities that have ever touched my life, and I mean all, one stands far above the rest. 
There are simply the others and Jo!  Honestly none of the others are or ever were 
indispensable to me.” 
 
S – “May 1943: “In fact, looking back over the years and of all the people I’ve ever 
known there is only one of whom I’d never tire—who would bring relaxation, 
understanding, instant and electric telepathic spontaneity—keeping my interest in good 
times and bad—in joy and sorrow—always inspiring –and I mean every word of that! 
 “Well, my effusion is over.  My word battalions are drawn up on the parade 
ground of several scrawling pages.  ‘Tis time to sound taps. 
 “And so I close, to you and yours a toast, may you have the best always. 
 “July 7 is a hallowed day for me.” 
 
At the end of all these recorded lines of praise, Jo wrote:  
 


I loathe the cheap lionizing, the easy adulation which follow a public success.  It is very 
quiet here today…, but I still have my husband, so kind.   Earl: no suavity whatsoever, 
but an enormous kindness.  We are like two halves of the same thing, somehow grown 
together like two branches of a tree.  It was built, of course.  It did not happen.  I do not 
believe that real marriage ever just “happens.” 
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The books Jo reviewed, listed in the approximate order in which they were reviewed: 
 
Gone With the Wind, Margaret Mitchell – reviewed about 1939.  In 1943 she did a satire on this book. 
 
The Congo: A Study of the Negro Race, Vachel Lindsay prospectus, 1931 – a memorial to Rey Eldred, a 
Disciple of Christ  missionary on the Congo River. 
  
Rebecca, Daphne de Maurier, best seller in 1939 – reviewed same year. 
 
The Joppa Door, Hope Williams Sykes – reviewed in 1940. 
 
Mother of the Smiths, Lorraine Carr, 1940. 
 
Grapes of Wrath, John Steinbeck, reviewed Feb. 9, 1940 and many more times. 
 
The Family, Nina Fedorova – reviewed Dec. 5, 1940 and a number of other times. 
 
Who Walk Alone, Perry Burgess, Leprosy Foundation, voted Most Unusual book of 1940. 
 
Let the Hurricane Roar, Rose Wilder Lane – reviewed in 1941. 
 
I Go By Land, I Go By Sea,  reviewed in 1943. On the same occasion she “gave a dissertation on the 23rd 
Psalm.” 
 
The Whole Heart, Helen Howe, 1943. 
 
Midas of the Rockies: the Story of Stratton and Cripple Creek, Frank Waters, 1937.  Reviewed in 1943. 
 
A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, Betty Smith , 1943. 
 
Papa Was a Preacher, Alyene Porter, 1944. 
 
Out On a Limb, Louise Baker; Chicago, Peoples Book Club, 1946   - reviewed in 1946. On this occasion 
she also recited two poems: “Not Understood” by Thomas Bracken and a dissertation on the Twenty-Third 
Psalm. 
 
The Life of Stratton—Midas of the Rockies, Barry Walters – reviewed in 1946. On this occasion she read a 
poem “Hillborn” by Fred Whitney and a letter written during the war by a soldier seeing action in the war 
zone. 
 
Checkerboard, Neville Shute, 1947. 
 
Kenny, by Louis Bromfield   - reviewed in 1948. 
 
Knock on Any Door, by Willard Motley - reviewed in June 1948. 
 
The Big Divide, David Lavender, 1948.  Reissued classic in 2002. 
 
Big Doc’s Girl,  Mary Medeiras, 1950. 
 
Karen, Marie Killilea, 1952. 
 
East of Eden, John Steinbeck, 1952. 
 
O Rugged Land of Gold, Martha Martin, 1953.  
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Soapy Smith-King of the Frontier Con Men, Frank C. Robinson and Beth May Harris, 1961. 
 
The Apostle, A Life, by John Pollock, 1969. 
 
The Honeycomb, Adela Rogers St. Johns,  1970. 
 
Brother Billy,  Ruth Carter Stapleton, 1978. 
 
Edge of the Taos Desert, Mabel Dodge Lujan, 1987. 
 
Bobbie Jo recalled that her mother would often do a review for the family in the evening.  
She said, “These were always memorized and she used no notes.” 
 
Other books were later read during her years of college training.  She made notes on: 
The Romantic Revolution by Vernon Parrington,  Killers of the Dream by Lillian Smith, 
Woodrow Wilson, by Ruth Cranston, The Scarlet Letter by Nathaniel Hawthorne,  The 
Interpretation of Dreams by Sigmund Freud, A Russian Journal by John Steinbeck, The 
Romance of Leonardo da Vinci by Dmitri S. Merezkowski, and An Almanac of Liberty, 
by William O. Douglas. It is interesting to note in the post 9/11 world – a world Jo would 
never know about – that she concluded her review of the Douglas book with “As I read 
this I am struck again and again with how security conscious we have become.  I wonder 
if we’re not becoming almost security warped!  Why has America become afraid?” 
 
Jo’s  all-time-favorite book was The Honeycomb, by Adela Rogers St. Johns,  
Doubleday, 1969, which she read and re-read often in her later years. She would turn to it 
when she didn’t have anything else that interested her.  She reviewed it numerous times 
for audiences and it was always popular.  She kept a file of lines from the book that she 
used in her reviews and it is quite extensive.   
 
Some of the lines from The Honeycomb she jotted down and memorized to share with 
her audiences: 
 


Women are cheats!  Serenity I had never known.  My mother saw to that when I was 
little.  At first, alone, it was wonderful to do everything my own way...  I am sorry, Ike. 
 
My divorce from Ike St. Johns came while we were still living in Hollywood at the 
beloved Whittier Ranch, 22 acres of walnuts, tennis courts and servants.  We were 
married 15 years and there was never enough money.  I thought Ike should be smart and 
handle the money.  He was a born loser. 
 
Billy, my son had tenderness, he had nightmares one whole year.  I wouldn’t go out at 
night so I could rock him when he awoke with nightmares.  Elaine was beautiful.  A 
beautiful daughter has to be a joy and a scourge. 
 
When I was 18 and still in pigtails Papa took me to meet Mr. Randolph Hearst and I 
became the first woman reporter.  I will never forget my first police-ambulance call.  No 
woman had ever done that before.  I was substituting for a police reporter.  “Alright 
Swifty,” the boys in the press room said, “Get going.”  Breathless and shook I followed 
the white-clad intern to a small flat on the outskirts of town where a family of 5, father, 
mother and 3 kids were all dead on the floor, reeking of vomit.  They had all eaten 
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toadstools they thought were mushrooms.  I’ve never eaten a mushroom since.  This may 
not be learning philosophy in the gardens of Academia, but it is one way. 
 
Mr. Hearst was a few years older than Papa, and one of the handsomest men I’ve ever 
seen, and oddly enough he didn’t scare me.  He lived with the actress, Marian Davies 
thirty years in complete devotion.  She sassed him back, though she stuttered when she 
did it.  The character and genius of this man influenced us all.  He caught us young and 
taught us young—speed and accuracy.  We who became The Herald got out a paper that 
became the biggest money maker and circulation smash in the evening field anywhere. 
 
In the 40 years I worked for Mr. Hearst I never reaped an angry word. There were no 
meetings, no chewing things over until they were pre-digested hash.  He had a high, 
unique voice.  He was shy with strangers and he listened much more than he talked.  He 
was very kind.  At his beautiful castle there was little drinking as he didn’t believe in it 
and everyone had to sit through the movie shown and get up and attend breakfast.  In all 
that ornate grandeur it was a comfortable place to be. I have found when the host and 
riches are one it is.  People who have always had money take it for granted.  They are 
different than people who scramble for money. 


 
At this time I was a rash, reckless, opinionated young woman, a know-it-all trying to 
drink up all the gin in Los Angeles and San Francisco and having some success. 
 
Along came Ike St. Johns fresh out of Stanford and a good newspaper man.  I wanted 
babies and so I got married.  I lost my first baby.  What has God done for me?  He hadn’t 
helped my father in his fight with John Barleycorn.  If there was a Father, I couldn’t hear 
him, see him.  Ike and I lived a poverty-stricken, who-needs-money, badly overworked 
and loving it, mad whirl – riotous, uninhibited, sleepless, ain’t-we-got- fun life. We drank 
too much.  Ike continued at poker 6 nights a week. 
 
Why didn’t William Randolph Hearst marry Marian Davies?  Two good reasons:  
Millicent Wilson Hearst and Marian Douras Davies.  Mrs. Hearst would never, beyond 
doubt, hold a man against his will and she wore her ring when she was 86.  Mr. Hearst 
never asked for a divorce.   We all loved Marian Davies because she never once used her 
enormous power for anything but good. One time when Marian was upbraiding him for 
being too easy with his youngest son, saying people who are divorced are always too soft 
with their kids because they have a guilty conscience.  “But,” said Mr. H., “I am not 
divorced and I do not have a guilty conscience.”  It was the only time I saw Marian cry.  
She said, “Sometimes I don’t know what to do.  You know you can’t live without me.”  
“I would prefer not to,” Mr. Hearst said gently.  She replied, “I won’t let you get a 
divorce.  I’ve told you before and I tell you again, you’re a great man, a great power, you 
must have dignity.  You marry a Follies girl 20 years younger than you and you cannot 
live down being ridiculous.” 
 
I got married again.  Most of the time I ask myself to believe that I have forgotten his 
name.  A good memory is a good thing but the ability to forget is the true token of 
greatness. 
 
A home is made of smells – of touch – warm bricks of sight.  The baby Dickie now had a 
stepfather.  Children of broken homes manipulate and maneuver.  We had to move.  
Parting with a home you love is leaving some of your heart behind.   It didn’t work.  All 
women who are still women are horrified by the common easy-go vulgarity of a second 
divorce.  My second marriage never could have been anything but a calamity. 
 
In the Hollywood house there was room for Papa.  He began fading like a light-bulb that 
goes out.  Now and then I talked to him about writing a book and he answered, “I must 
think about that.”  Earl Rogers, a great criminal lawyer defending the underdog, was 
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gone.  My eyes were saying, “Once upon a time you came first, Papa.”  I think I would 
have died for him.  You see it can’t be like that now there are babies to care for.  All of a 
sudden he gave me the most radiant smile, and I knew he said goodbye with that.  He left 
later that night and died a few weeks later.  Papa had said, “You will never lose me. You 
will always know what I would have said or thought.” 
 
Then my famous debate!  Mr. Hearst arranged that I, a reporter of the Hearst paper, 
debate with Alice Ames Winters, national president of the Confederated Women’s Clubs 
on “Is Modern Woman a Failure?  I said the modern woman IS a failure.  Women are 
miserable in their so-called freedom.  They know it is built on selfishness and indulgence.  
The way women are handling the gift of freedom has to lead directly to the destruction of 
a sane civilization.”  I won this famous debate.  Modern Woman is a failure, the judges 
decided, and we better get back on the road!  There I was waiting for the jury to decide.  I 
had spent so much of my young life doing that with Papa—and three men and four 
women were the judges of a debate.  The women there actually stood up and broke into 
cheers.  Mr. Hearst was there and Marian Davies and my editor, Campbell, and there 
were tears on his face! 


 
There are extensive notes on this and other books in Jo’s files, but hopefully this little 
excerpt will give the reader a taste of this, her favorite book.  Locate it and feast properly! 
 
Perhaps the cleverest of all the compliments Jo received regarding her book reviewing 
came from her friend, Margaret Vorbeck, who had missed her earliest performance of 
Steinbeck’s book, The Grapes of Wrath: 
 
   
    Elusive lady, please be kind 
    And stay at home one day 
    So I can tell thee, in all truth 
    What those maids o’mine do say. 
 
    Of praise they area more than lavish. 
    Of censure there be none. 
    They say your telling The Grapes of Wrath 
    Was magnificently done. 
  
              M.P.V. 
     
 


* * *  
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8.  Jo’s Education and Teaching Career 


 
 


 
In 1948 Jo decided to go to college, a dream she had long held.  Bobbie Jo had married and 
Marty was close to graduation from high school. Earl’s career with the telephone company 
seemed secure, and so Jo entered Mesa College in Grand Junction which was within walking 
distance of their home.  Mesa College was a two-year institution (now a four-year school), and 
Jo earned her associate degree in 1950.   
 
At that time few, if any, women of mature years attended college.  She was an anomaly in those 
days and it caused quite a stir on campus.  She looked young enough to be a college student and 
Marty remembered many people’s remarks about his mother’s “going to college!” She said: 


  
Now I’m realizing a dream come true. I’m doing the thing I’ve wanted to do since I was a little 
girl—I’m going to college.  Imagine starting college at forty-two!  It has opened worlds!  From 
the overall perspective of forty years one can see quite clearly the road with its bends and detours 
that eventually led to the door of Mesa College. Life has been good!  I’m thankful – thankful! 
 


A friend, Anne Davenport, wrote: 
 


I am so proud of you for going back to school.  I always thought if one could go to college and just 
browse thru the things we like best, that would be a real joy, instead of having to take this and that 
just to get a major.  You are taking such wonderful subjects and I know you are loving it. 


 
In a paper for an early education class Jo wrote:  
 


 “My little five-year-old next door neighbor called to me the other day, ‘Hey, Jo, are you really 
going to be an old maid school teacher when you grow up?’ ‘Yes, Karen I guess I am.’ ‘Well, why 
are you?’”  
 


When she thought about her desire to teach she described two reasons: one was a thought put 
into her mind very early in her life and the other had to do with her son’s unfortunate experience 
in school: 
 


The remarks that had to do with my deciding to teach were first a very kind one that has inspired 
me many, many times.  When I graduated from high school an English teacher called to me in the 
hall, ‘Jo!’ ‘Yes.’ ‘There is one thing I want to say to you and I want you to promise me you will 
never forget it: Get the best out of life that life has to give you.’  That remark made by an 
interested, kind teacher is one reason I am here in this little college today. 
 
The second remark?  When our young six-year-old son, Marty, was in the first grade… he came 
home from school very sullen and very naughty.  Soon the truth seeped out. ‘I’m dumb, Mom. I’m 
dumb ‘cause Miss ___ says I am.  She said I wasn’t smart like Bobbie Jo.’ Marty has never 
forgotten that remark and has labored under it all his school life.” 
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From the video tape recording of 1988 the following conversation between E.C. and Jo 
concerned her education: 
 


JO:  I'd always planned this, all through the years, that when Marty was old enough, eighteen, 
that I would go to college.  Of course, I didn't have a single hour of college credit, so I thought I'd 
gradually prepare everyone that this is what was going to happen.  So I would occasionally 
mention the fact that when Marty was eighteen and I felt he no longer needed me at home, then I 
would start to college.  I remember so well awakening one night and thinking that the time is here, 
and that there was no use of delaying any longer.  So I went down to the Junior College.  And it 
was unheard of in those days, but I was the first adult student they'd ever had.  This was Mesa 
Junior College right there in Grand Junction.  We only had the one car and I could walk back and 
forth.  We lived about two miles from the college and I could walk. 
 
EC:  What kind of a reaction did you get from all the kids? 
 
JO:  Really they were just wonderful to me.  I was sort of embarrassed at first, because of all the 
kids, because they began to call me "The Brain."  They did.  They were so cute.  And any social 
event they had, they would always ask me, and always invited me.  They really treated me 
wonderfully.  And so did the teachers.  I think they were very pleased to have an adult going to 
school because it was such a novel thing at that time.  They could probably see that it was one of 
those things that would increase and increase as time went on, and so I think they thought, "There 
was a good starter."  They couldn't have been kinder or nicer to me in any way.  That was about 
1949 or 1950.  Now Marty, I think was a little embarrassed about it, because some of his friends 
were at the school, and it really embarrassed him that I was sitting in the class with some of his 
friends.  Now it is so different, and it must be very hard for you to imagine, but it was so novel 
then, and people just couldn't believe it.  Oh, they just couldn't.  They'd say, "You don't mean to 
tell me you've started to college!"  And at first it was sort of embarrassing to me.  I got over that 
after a while.  The only time I remember when it was embarrassing would be if they would divide 
the class, you know, as they often do, into twos, to work together.  I would always sort of hate that 
because I’d be with some young kid.  They were always good sports, they never made me feel that 
it was a bit different or anything.  But my feeling was that it was kind of hard on the kid that had 
to be with me.  Of course, you know what would happen.  I would get the major part of the work, 
but I knew they’d rather be with some younger kid. 


 
Jo described the circumstances that lead to her being cast in the leading role in a college 
dramatic presentation: 


 
I hadn't been there very long when they asked me to take the lead in a play, called "All My Sons."  
And I just didn't have time.  I was trying to keep a home and do all the things I'd always done.  
Finally the Dean called me in and said, "We'd appreciate it so much if, while you are here, you 
would do it."  Oh, was I ever sorry I did!  Rehearsal night after night, and I'd have so much to do 
at home that I'd just be wild.  I'd think I just couldn't do it all.  And of course all those pages and 
pages of script to learn, too, you know, when my time was so limited.  You know what would 
happen.  I'd stay up till midnight or one o'clock then I'd fall asleep, set the alarm to get up at four 
thirty.  I'd read the play before, and I'm sure you have too, and I didn't especially like it. I wouldn't 
call it a classic, but it was one of the plays that had been done year after year after YEAR.  I really 
didn't especially like it and oh, when I think about it, it was just a pain, it wasn't any joy in any 
respect. 
 
EC:  I bet you were a hit. 
 
JO:  Oh, not especially.  I got through it all right, but it wasn't any big success or anything.  
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JO:  And I was often asked to do other extra things.  Very often they would ask me to chaperon a 
group of kids going some place.  We went out to the state home [for mental patients], and they 
would ask me to take a class out there.  And because they were college students they would take 
them out to see those terrible and hopeless cases.  That was awfully hard.  Then the kids 
themselves would ask me to chaperon a party or a dance or something.  I would have enjoyed it if 
I'd had a lot of time, but because I didn't have, I would hate to turn the kids down.  I did some of it.  
But as far as the studies were concerned I enjoyed them very much.  I found the instructors better 
at that little college than at some of the big name colleges that I went to later.  Not all of them, you 
understand, but so many of them were so good, and would be so helpful to the kids, and so kind.  I 
really found it a wonderful little college.  I enjoyed it so much.  I went two years there, and I got 
straight A's.  I wouldn't be that foolish and study that hard again, because I wouldn't want to have 
it take that much time. 
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EC:  It was important for you to feel success. 
 
JO: I couldn't stand not getting an A.  I wouldn't be that foolish now, Ellen Claire, but I was then.  
It was all really a wonderful experience.  And those kids were so sweet and so cute.  I really did 
enjoy them.  And they soon began to come to me with confidences and I finally began to feel like a 
counselor.  I had to spend so much time with them.  I would get into all their little problems and so 
forth, but they were just darling.  I enjoyed them so much.  I enjoyed those two years, though it 
was awfully hard work, taking as many hours as I could, then keeping up my home.  On Saturday 
and Sunday then I would do all the cooking for the week, and I made bread as I always had, and 
cakes and pies.  I thought I could do everything I'd always done and felt that if I couldn't keep up 
my home and do everything as I always had done, besides going to school, then it wouldn't be fair 
to Earl.   
 
EC:  So you did the Superwoman routine. 
 
JO:  I did indeed.  I got into that Superwoman routine, and how!  And Marty always had 
somebody there, just like he has now.  I can't remember, oh, I can if I am really serious about it I 
can remember a few times, but very few meals, very few, where we didn't have somebody extra.  
And we always had somebody staying all night.  The kids had twin beds, and I'd look in there the 
last thing at night there'd always be another little one--or big one, in those days. 
 


For one of her courses in education she was asked to describe some of the students during her 
student-teaching.  These descriptions show her deep interest in children as well as her excellent 
writing style: 
 


Heaven 
I’ll never be closer to Heaven than I have been these weeks of student-teaching: basking in the 
love and appreciativeness of these little folk.  It takes so little to make them happy—just a smile, or 
a pat on the back, or the noticing of some small thing. 
 
Leapin’ Linda the Puddle-Wader 
Linda Schisler is the answer to a teacher’s prayer – except she’s a puddle-wader. She’s a brilliant 
child, beautifully behaved, perfectly adjusted, but she loves mud and water!  Evening after evening 
she goes home muddy and soaked; she oozes mud from any exposed bit of Linda.   Mrs. M. has 
admonished, she’s bribed, she’s coaxed, all to no avail. A heavenly quiet descends on the room.  
Everybody has been buttoned and over-shoed and on his way home.  The janitor suddenly 
exclaims as he stands at the window, “Look at that kid above her boots in that mud hole!”  Mrs. 
M. looks at me with raised eyebrows that screech, “It’s Linda!”  One glance verifies our 
suspicions.  I suddenly had an inspiration and could hardly wait till morning to try it. Come 
morning, I tell a story about a repulsive creature that loved mud.  The oozier, filthier, grubbier it 
was the more he loved to wallow in it.  On and on I went at great length.  Before I had reached the 
line where this nasty, icky creature said, “Oink, Oink,” Linda exclaimed “Oh, it’s a pig!”  Now 
she immediately got the moral: that big old sloppy hogs wallow in mud but not pretty, clean, smart 
little girls.  Her face was most sober the rest of the morning.  I worried fearing I had gone a bit 
too far, but I was very smug in my knowledge that at any rate I had cured Linda.  All morning I 
was mentally patting myself on the back. 
 
Afternoon recess:  I am turning the rope for jump rope.  A teacher touches my arm, “Mrs. 
Shaeffer, one of your youngsters is out wading in that mud puddle.”  ‘Twas Linda! 
 
Linda 
Linda Sandoval, a little Spanish-American elf is such a twerp.  She is spoiled; she is bratty; and 
she is adorable!  Linda is a repeater because she is the world’s worst attention bidder and talk-
out-louder.  She is a tiny creature with jet black braids that stick straight out and tiny bird legs.  
She’s not pretty, but has that thing rarer than radium—charm.  She’s vivacious; her every 
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movement is quick and decisive and fleeting. Linda is perky and pertinent and saucy, but most 
lovable.  She is a bundle of contradictions that somehow all go together to make the most enticing 
whole you ever did see. She is very well aware of how cute she is and capitalizes on it constantly 
and with every opportunity.  Linda fears neither man nor God.  Her voice goes perfectly with her 
personality.  It is lilting and singing but never brash.  Do you think repeating the grade has 
bothered Linda?  Oh, no!!  She brags because she knows what book they will have next, etc. – she 
would!!  She was ill several days – it was awful!  All the spice went out of our little dish of white 
and Mexican beans! Gee!  I’m glad I’m not Linda’s mother – Por Dios!! 
 
Henry 
Henry worries me as he is an unhappy little guy and as a consequence is doing nothing in school.  
He is a child of a broken home and every few days remarks, “My mother is coming for me 
tomorrow.”  His grandmother is rearing him and must be interested as he always comes to school 
clean and “combed.” He is a fine looking Spanish-American child.  He seems husky and well, 
which I cannot say about many of these little folk in this room, especially the Spanish-Americans.   
He seems in a dream most of the time.  I feel convinced in my own mind that the child is needing 
love and affection, as he is missing his mother and sister cruelly. I have been paying especial little 
attentions to him (unnoticeable to the other youngsters).  Those big black eyes bespeak such 
gratitude.  And wonder of wonders, he is doing a little work in school!  I took them around the 
block at recess yesterday.  I was bringing up the rear and I felt a little hand crawl into my hand 
(had on my fur coat with my hand in my pocket) and looked down into the eyes of Henry.  This, in 
spite of the fact that the other guys teased him a bit.  Yesterday when I came out to walk home, 
Henry was waiting.  We walked across the viaduct and I was saying, “Now Henry, you must work 
harder in school.” “I’m gonna!”  Blessed be!!! 
 
David 
David is a handsome, smart child but has a mother who is making a hypochondriac out of him.  
She sends pills with him for the teacher to give him and David cannot go out at recess.  The hot 
lunch is not good enough for him, so David brings his lunch which is full of pie and cookies – no 
fruit – nothing but carbohydrates. If David gets a bit bored or is not the center of attention he 
immediately starts the wail, “I’m sick, Mrs. M., I’m terribly sick,” or “May I lie down, teacher? 
I’m sick.” If the teacher corrects him in 
any way he retorts, “I have a headache.  
That’s why I did that.”  The teacher has 
wisely advised that they have a doctor 
check him.  Why, oh why, do mothers let 
their hearts rule their heads sometimes?  
David could be a wonderful child as he 
has everything to start with: high 
mentality, fine physique, fine looking.  
But he has a mother who loves him 
much but not wisely.  
 
A Wonderful Gift 
I’ve felt good all afternoon:  I got a 
wonderful gift today.  Joana, the little 
tiny Spanish-American tot, saved me a 
hunk of frosting from her piece of cake 
she had for lunch.  It was filthy and 
sticky from being held in her tiny brown 
claw. Benny brought me some bubble-
gum the other day, and Benny has very 
few pennies to spend. Gifts of love!!!  
 Life is good! 
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The following incident was described by Jo in one of the papers she wrote for a course in 
Abnormal Psychology.  The paper was entitled: “Ivan: A Case Study  The entire paper is quite 
interesting, but the ending is worth quoting: 
 


After preparing this paper and referring to the books in my library I continue to be uncertain as to 
Ivan’s status.  Was he psychotic or a potential psychotic? All these pathetic pictures of difficult 
children do have amusing incidents and I can’t resist ending this paper with this bit about Ivan.  
One day Ivan was seated at his desk and I was back of him watching.  I leaned over his shoulder 
to show him how to write a word and he reached up and patted me on my un-buxom bust saying, 
“Oh, Gawd, ain’t that nice!” 
 
Being one of those flat-chested sisters all my life I’ve had a repressed desire to be big and buxom 
in those parts and never before in life have I received that sort of a compliment from any male—
so—I didn’t know whether to be flattered of floored! 
 
I made the mistake of telling a teacher who told the principal who told the psychiatrist—they 
ribbed me unmercifully! 
 
Ivan, Ivan, what you cost me! 


 
As soon as Jo was awarded a teaching certificate she began teaching at Lincoln School on 
Orchard Mesa, part of the Mesa County School District 51, headquartered in Grand Junction.  
She continued her education during the summers at the Colorado State College of Education at 
Greeley as well as taking extension classes from the University of Colorado, Boulder.  She 
received her B.A. degree in 1954.  In Greeley, Jo became a member of Phi Lambda Theta, an 
honorary scholastic society. 
 
During this time, Mr. I. K. Boltz, superintendent of Mesa County schools, asked her to find out 
as much as possible about ungraded or nongraded schools.  At summer school she studied all the 
material that she could find on the subject and the more she learned about it, the more 
enthusiastic she became about that method of teaching, in which formal grade levels are 
abandoned in favor of tiered learning steps.  There was no first, second or third grades, as such, 
just a primary block in which a child could progress at his or her own speed.  She worked out a 
tentative curriculum for an ungraded school and presented it to Mr. Boltz.  He was enthused and 
authorized her to begin the ungraded primary in one school, Pear Park.  The school was in a very 
underprivileged area and with the superintendent’s blessing she began experimenting with the 
concept of the nongraded primary, or first three grades.  Her first task was to sell the idea of “no 
failures and no promotions” to the parents.  She believed that no child should be required to take 
giant steps if midget steps are the limit of his capacity, but no child should be allowed to take 
midget steps if he can make larger ones.  As the work went forward the children began to 
blossom. The results were spectacular, and Jo was asked to initiate the program in other schools 
as well.  A parental note gives a sample of the appreciation of parents: 
  


3-19-51 
Mrs. Shaeffer: 
Wednesday will be Linda’s last day, so could you have her transfer and card ready or whatever 
she will need.  I want to thank you for all the interest you have taken in Linda.  She has really 
“come out of her shell” so to speak.  If all teachers were as understanding as you we would have 
a lot more happier children in the world. 
Thanking you again,     Mrs. Ferrell 
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Again from the video conversation: 
 


BJ:  You got your first job with just two years of college, right? 
 
JO:  Yes.  They asked me to do it.  I did not ask for a job.  The superintendent called me and asked 
me if I would go down and talk to them, because they would like to have me.  And he said that if I 
did, they would have something real interesting for me to do.  And so I accepted it and [I] started 
that first rural nongraded school.  It was the first one not only in Grand Junction, but in the state 
of Colorado, and the first one in a lot of states.  Now there was a nongraded school in New York, 
and one in Milwaukee.  And I tried to find information, but there was none.  Nothing had been 
written about it. So the superintendent said, "That doesn't worry me at all.  You just go ahead, and 
you can do anything you want with that little school."  So we started in.  And it was in that district 
where there were a lot of migrant workers.  And so it was just wonderful for those little children 
because they could come in, and they were simply placed where they were able to work, and 
because of the nongrading, they could produce.  And we would take them forward as fast as they 
could go, for as long as they were there.  And they felt no stigma because there were no grades. 
 
BJ:  When you say grades, you mean levels, because you had grades like A,B, C. 
 
JO:  I don't mean first grade, second grade and so on.  It was a primary school of first through 
third.  When the children were ready they were put into an intermediate block, and it was really 
very successful and the achievement was very high.  And we had people coming from all over to 
send their children.  And finally the superintendent said, "We've got people calling from all over 
wanting to come to this school."  He told them that if they were willing to furnish their own 
transportation they could go, and we had people bringing kids from as far away as Fruit, west of 
Grand Junction.  It was a dear little school and the kids were happy.  No little person felt any 
stigma.  The little slow ones we took as slowly as they needed to be taken.  And those that could go 
rapidly were taken as fast as they could go.  We had very high achievement because we let the 
advanced ones go as far as they could go, and they would go far, and that brought those 
achievement scores up. 
 
BJ:  Then you went to a bigger school and did the same thing, right? 
 
JO:  Well I stayed there, in Pear Park, seven years.  And every year the superintendent would ask 
me to please take bigger schools. And I would absolutely refuse.  Because I was not only the 
principal of that school, but I was able to teach as well, and that is what I loved. But they did send 
me traveling.  I went all over—all over Colorado and other states as well, putting in those non-
graded schools. 
 
BJ:  You went to Utah and Wyoming. 
 
JO: Oh, yes, lots of places. 
 
BJ:  And Kansas. 
 
JO:  Oh, just all over.  It was interesting and challenging and wonderful to meet people, but I 
worked very hard trying to keep up the school, because I had to bring in substitutes while I was 
traveling.  And then when people would come in to visit the school the superintendent would say, 
"Get a substitute.  Don't try to teach and try to show how you teach with all those administrators 
coming in."  So we'd get a substitute and we'd get all these people coming.  It seemed like it was 
just all the time that people were watching and coming in… 
 
… There were lots of heartaches, but lots of rewards, too.  The kids were so cute, so dear.  In one 
school they called me the "Princess" because one little beginning primary group child, that we 
called "Littlies," said to one of his classmates, "You better behave or you'll be sent to the 
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Princess."  And that's what started it.  And everybody in the school called me the "Princess."  
Little ones, big ones, teachers.  That was at Appleton School.  That was the school where I'd go at 
noon.  At that time I had three schools that had to be covered every day.  So I would reach that 
school at noon just as the kids were getting ready to go back to class.  It was a big school and it 
had a great big circle driveway around the whole acreage.  It had a big gym too.  And those little 
ones would sit all along the driveway waiting for me to come.  When I would get there, I would get 
out of the car and I would be just deluged with all these children. 
 


The article below describes from a professional standpoint the things Jo was accomplishing in 
her work with children: 
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During the summer of 1958 Jo took courses at the University of Colorado, Boulder.  Taking 
classes along with her was Bobbie Jo, as explained in the news article below: 
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Later that year Jo wrote the following article for the Rocky Mountain Tri-State Newsletter of the 
ASCD’s (Association for Supervision & Curriculum Development) January 30, 1959 edition: 
 


A Report on the Ungraded Schools in Mesa County, Colorado, by Mrs. Jo Shaeffer and Fred 
Jaquette 
 
This article is a summary of the findings of four years of a five year study of the Ungraded 
Schools in Mesa County, Colorado.  This study is being carried on independently but 
simultaneously by Mrs. Jo Shaeffer as partial requirement for her Master’s Degree at the 
University of Colorado and by Fred Jaquette as part of the work toward his Doctoral Degree at 
Colorado State College. 
 
At present time there are three schools in this district which are operated as ungraded units.  Many 
of the ideas and techniques used by them have been borrowed by the other schools in the area and 
it is likely that their reorganization will follow in time.  Since reading is the one ingredient of 
education without which nothing can be achieved our first emphasis has been upon this all 
important skill.  The three traditional grades of the primary have been replaced by 11 levels of 
achievement in reading.  The intermediate grades are changed to 10 levels.  These levels are not 
merely a replacement of the old grades but become a device by which teachers and principals are 
able to determine a child’s ability to progress.  The children move forward through these levels as 
rapidly as they are able without experiencing the frustration of having failed or having to repeat a 
grade.  Their progress is continuous even though in some cases slower than average.  At the 
beginning of each year every child starts his school work at exactly the place he left it in the 
spring.  There is no such thing as retention although slowing does take place at the time when need 
for it appears for any child.  Number teaching is also ungraded although not to the extent that 
reading is. 
 
A very careful record of achievement of the children has been kept in these schools and has been 
compared with selected schools in the district which have maintained the traditional organization.  
Matched groups were chosen on the basis of I.Q. between the experimental schools and those 
chosen as controls.  Care was taken to make all other aspects of choice of score a matter of random 
sampling.  For each grade level for each of the schools in the study scores made by the pupils on 
the Gates Reading Survey and the Gates Primary Reading Test were computed.  The differences 
between the means of the groups were then used as the basis for comparison.  In all cases the 
Ungraded schools showed a significantly higher score than did the traditional schools. 
 
Teacher and community acceptance of the plan is very satisfactory.  There have been no cases 
where a teacher has asked to leave one of these buildings because of dissatisfaction with the plan.  
There have been numerous requests for transfer into one or another of the ungraded buildings.  
Pupil morale is high as the achievement record would indicate.  In many cases parents have moved 
to the area served by these schools in order for their children to be eligible to attend them.  In 
several cases children are being transported by their parents a distance of 15 miles even thou there 
is a school within walking distance of their homes.  


 
In 1958 Jo published an article in the Colorado Education Association Journal  entitled “Lunch 
Program Becomes Vehicle for Teaching.”  In response she received the following note: 
 
 Dear Jo, 
 We liked your article in the C. E. A. journal.  Bill said he could just hear you talking.  It was a 


great day for our profession when you decided to join our ranks. 
 Love, 
  LaDean Stabaugh 
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     Jo about 1960 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo worked extremely hard during those years of teaching, studying and keeping up with her 
home.  She also traveled a good deal helping other schools implement the ungraded (non-graded) 
teaching program that she had found to be so successful.  Below is a letter from the principal of 
the Rangely, Colorado Elementary School: 
 


February 25, 1960 
 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer: 
  
Your letter today was a real disappointment.  I called Fred immediately and he told me that you 
have been traveling about more than you wished to.  That is understandable.  However, I beg, I 
urge, and whatever else it will take to get you to reconsider coming to Rangely. 
 
Your presence here can mean so much for THESE CHILDREN.  Perhaps your contact won’t be 
direct, but that indirect contact is sometimes much more than you realize.  I want these teachers to 
meet you because I truly believe that in you they will see what more of us should be.  We want you 
because you add the feminine charm and viewpoint to such an undertaking.  Now don’t you think 
that ladies in teaching can get suspicious of what the men are doing?  Need I list more reasons??? 
 
Please, I beg you to reconsider.  You letter so shattered me that I shall probably call you anyway.  
Now, can’t we look forward to your being here on Tuesday? 
 
Sincerely, 
Shelt Chastain, Principal 


 
 Evidently Jo along with Fred Jacquette did go to Rangely, because a very nice thank-you letter 
was written to the Grand Junction superintendent thanking him for sending Jo and Fred for a 
training day. 
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Not long after that a thank-you letter was received from Jo from Victor Charles, the 
superintendent of the Meeker, Colorado public schools.  Part of what her wrote included: 
 


Just a line to tell you how much the Members of Board enjoyed and thrilled to the visit to your 
school yesterday, where they saw the only master teacher I know at work…. I do not know how to 
express my thanks and appreciation to you, except to say that if you ever wish to move to Meeker, 
you can have a position here for as long as you like, starting considerably higher than you are 
receiving in Grand Junction.  I am not trying to steal you, but this is how we feel about you, and I 
am sure others who see you in action feel the same way. 
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In 1966 Jo was selected by Colorado State College, Greeley, to receive the Outstanding Alumni 
Award.  Each year at homecoming the students, faculty and alumni honored graduates who have 
distinguished themselves in their chosen fields of endeavor.  Jo was chosen to be so honored. 
News of the award was carried in at least five different newspapers: 
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As one would expect, Jo received numerous congratulatory cards and letters from friends and 
admirers in all walks of life: 


 
Mesa County Valley School Dist. No. 51 
Grand Junction, Colorado 
November 25, 1966 
 
Mrs. Jo Shaeffer 
3601 G Road 
Palisade, Colorado 
 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer: 
The Board of Education and Administration wish to take this means to extend hearty 
congratulations to you as a recipient of an Outstanding Alumni Award from Colorado State 
College.  The Board so deemed that this congratulation should be spread upon the minutes of the 
meeting of November 15, 1966. 
 
The outstanding work that you have done on behalf of the youth in this school district as a teacher 
and principal merits you this award and helps this district to develop an educational program that 
serves the greatest advantage for children in this district.  Your efforts in piloting new programs, 
your compassion for children, and the sincere professionalism you maintain as a principal in this 
district has benefited the children that you have served. Can there be greater satisfaction as an 
educator? 
 
Again, thank you for your service and congratulations for this well deserved recognition. 
 
Sincerely, 


 Richard G. Ayers, Superintendent of Schools 
 
Another note of congratulation came from her old friend, Elio. Gowers: 
 
 A very special congratulations from me, Jo, because I know that you will do so much for others in 


the future, as you have done in the past.  “Knowledge is power” but only if it is shared and used 
for the furtherment of Good. 


 As always, Elio. 
 
Jo also received other awards including citations, life memberships and a listing in the Who’s 
Who of American Women, as well as the International Who’s Who. 
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A brief description of Jo’s life was published in a book by Delta Kappa Gamma in 1968 called 
“The Torch Bearers.” 
 


Jo Shaeffer received the degree of Master of Education from the University of Colorado in 1960.  
The title of her thesis was “A Report on the Development of the Ungraded School in Mesa 
County,” a subject on which she is an authority, since she organized the first ungraded school in 
Colorado. 
 
Jo’s initial experiment and the ungraded system have been chronicled in educational publications 
and in newspapers.  The most recent account was published in the March, 1966 issue of the 
“Colorado School Journal,” written by Fred Jacquette, and titled “Continuous Progress; the Non-
Graded Elementary School.”  This article reports the expansion of the plan through the 
intermediate as well as the primary classes and its district-wide adoption in the Mesa county 
Valley Schools. 
 
Jo was born in Denver, July 7, 1906. Her parents were Dr. Dallas J. Osborne, a Christian 
minister, and Pearl Miller Osborne.  She was graduated from North High School in Denver in 
1925.  In 1926 she and Earl M. Shaeffer were married.  They have lived in Denver, Colorado 
Springs, Grand Junction, and Cripple Creek.  In 1946 her husband was transferred to Palisade, 
where he is manager for the telephone company. 
 
For many years her chief interest was the rearing of her two children, a daughter, Bobby Jo, and a 
son, Earl Jr.  Her children’s friends were her friends, and she entered into their activities, making 
her home a meeting place for the young people. 
 
Jo had the desire to teach children; she believed that the school should be geared to the child, not 
the child to the school and she was intensely interested in the philosophy of continuous growth 
and development of the child.  She received her B.A. degree from Colorado State College in 
1954. 
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She was asked by the Superintendent of Mesa Valley Schools, Mr. I. K. Boltz, to make a study of 
ungraded schools.  She became enthusiastic about this method of teaching as she studied. 
 
In 1954 she became principal of the Pear Park School and was given permission to try the 
experiment of the ungraded school there. 
 
Jo believes that no child should be required to take giant steps if midget steps are the limit of his 
capacity, nor should a child be allowed to take midget steps if he can accomplish giant ones.  
Carefully selected enrichment material is offered to children who can use it, and a complete 
remedial program to those who need it.  Flexibility is the key word.  No work is repeated. 
 
Following her seven year principalship at Pear Park School, Mrs. Shaeffer has administered the 
Appleton and Pomona Schools, and in the fall of 1965, Lincoln Park School was added to her 
responsibility. 
 
She has always taken an active part in the community where she made her home.  In Cripple 
Creek she served as president of the Federation of Women’s Clubs; in Grand Junction, she was a 
member of the Child Welfare Board for eight years and also served on the Board of Goodwill 
Industries.  She has charmed audiences for many years with her delightful book reviews which 
she gives for various groups.  She is a member of P.E.O. and has served three terms on the 
Cerebral Palsy and Crippled Children’s Boards. 
 
Jo loves children and loves to teach.  The pioneer spirit burns brightly within her, as she 
continues to work with inter-age grouping in the primary classes of Pomona School. 


 
In 1964 Jo’s granddaughter, Becky Irwin, age 11, wrote an English paper on her grandmother.  It 
is so charming that it is included in its entirety: 
  


Mrs. Helen Jo Shaeffer, my grandmother, called “Nanny” was born in 1906 in Denver, Colorado.  
She was one of four children.  Her father was a minister but died when she was five [six]. She 
married my grandfather, “Pappy,” when she was eighteen.  With my grandfather she raised two 
responsible children.  At the age of 42 she started college, joining her two children there. 
 
She has Indian black hair, which now has small streaks of gray in it.  She has deep chocolate 
brown eyes.  She is also very thin.  She has many outstanding characteristics, but the most 
striking is that she is always so good and faces hardships squarely.  This probably comes from her 
father’s training. Some of her attitudes are very strong.  She believes that children are very 
important and she has amazing patience with them. Her abilities never seem to cease.  She gives 
book reviews and acts out all the characters.  She can sew very well.  She is also good in home 
decorating.  But her most outstanding ability is her management, patience and loving care of 
children. She can tell very easily when a person feels discouraged and always tries to make up for 
it. She never seems to hurt anyone’s feelings, for she must know how they feel.  She has great 
empathy. She can laugh at herself and her mistakes.  In an unpleasant situation she often looks for 
its humor.  For example, she bought a sweater to wear with a special skirt for a speech she had to 
make in Minnesota.  At the last moment, before she left Colorado, she decided the sleeves were too 
long.  So she cut off part of them.  When she got to Minnesota, she found out she had only cut one 
sleeve.  Instead of anger or dismay, she pushed up the long sleeve and began to laugh.  To this day 
she thinks the audience thought she had more muscle in one arm than the other. 
 
When other people see her, she is a carefree person and never seems to have a worry in the world.  
She is also seen as a hard worker, for she is a principal of three ungraded schools.  She started 
the first ungraded school in Colorado.  Now most of the schools in Colorado follow this plan.  She 
is also helping to ungrade the schools in Utah.  In doing so she sees many children frightened by 
her because she is a principal.  This hurts her deeply. Nanny’s main goal is making children and 
their education better.  With such a grandmother, my goal is to be a teacher. 
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This photo appeared in the Sept. 1, 1969 edition of the Grand Junction Herald.  The article, about 
her teaching was entitled, “Teacher’s View of School Changes: Cautious Optimism.”   
 
As principal Jo had opportunities to have student teachers at her schools.  One wrote: 
 
 Just a note to say thank you so much for all you have done for me this year.  I could not have 


found a nicer teacher and principal to work with.  This has been a wonderful experience for me.  I 
will never forget what a perfect situation it has been.  Sincerely, Billye 


 
Another: 
 
 Dear Jo,  
  All my life I will treasure my association with you; and I know all the children will who come in 


contact with you.  You inspire everyone near you to be good and kind; and your enthusiasm for 
learning is most contagious.  The stars in your crown are numerous and bright for the many 
wonderful things you daily do.  I can’t thank you enough for the encouragement and aid you’ve 
given me this year; and for your staunch moral support. 


  Much love, Bea and Linda Garner 
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Jo continued with her duties as principal for another year and then requested a leave of absence 
in order to accept a teaching position at the college level.  She taught at Western State College in 
Gunnison, Colorado until she accepted a position at Fresno State College, California.  In a letter 
dated June 25, 1969 from the Grand Junction schools, Superintendent Ayres wrote: 
 


...Your many years association with School District 51 as a teacher and administrator have been 
very professional and caused giant strides in the Elementary Curriculum for students in this 
District.  Your outstanding efforts on behalf of Continuous Progress is primarily the cause of 
success in this program.  The Board and Central Administration wish you well in your new 
endeavor in college teaching and express their appreciation for the outstanding service you have 
rendered the children of this school district… 


 
In her professional life, Jo had a need for appropriate 
clothing.  This she did in her own unique way.  One of the 
things that Jo enjoyed was sewing when she had the time for 
it.  She was an excellent seamstress and made many 
spectacular pieces of clothing which she wore with panache. 
 
This dress, right, had a macramé yoke which Earl had made.  
She made similar dresses for Bobbie Jo and Ellen Claire. 
She was always most generous with her talents. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left:  Jo with friend and colleague, Bea Bradley, both of 
whom are wearing macramé necklaces made by Earl. 
 
 
 
Jo was also invited to join several professional 
organizations.  Among them were Delta Kappa Gamma, an 
international honor society of key women educators, the 
National Education Association, the Colorado Education 
Association, the Colorado Association of Elementary 
School Principals, Phi Lambda Theta, an international 
honor society and professional association in education and 
the American Association of University Professors. 
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Jo’s years teaching in California were some of the most rewarding of her entire career.  She 
taught at Fresno State College, now the California State University Fresno, but still called Fresno 
State.  She enjoyed college teaching immensely and was successful in her many and varied 
achievements. However, her satisfaction was tempered with concern for the health of her 
husband. After spending two semesters with Jo in California, Earl decided he preferred life in 
Colorado.  Jo continued teaching but made many weekend trips to Colorado. When she retired in 
1973 she still continued teaching summer workshops.  In September of 1973  Jo and Earl moved 
to Clovis, New Mexico where their son, Marty and his family lived.   
 
Upon her resignation from Fresno State she received a letter from the dean of the school of 
education: 
 
… Your letter of resignation came via registered mail yesterday morning.  I think I knew what it was even before I 
read it; nevertheless, the confirmation of my fears came as a real shock.  It was a sad occasion on two scores; first, I 
was sorry to learn that your husband has not been well, and second, I am more sorry than I can say to have you 
leave our S.O.E. faculty.  You will be missed—and sorely. 
 
During the spring term of 1974 Jo taught a remedial reading course to Cannon Air Force Base 
personnel that was offered by Eastern New Mexico University in Portales, but it was less than 
satisfying for her.  However, she received a nice memo from Ken Rasmussen, ENMU official: 
  
 Please accept my late note of thanks for the help you gave to us in the recent P.R.E.P. program.  I 


have heard many marvelous comments on the way the class was conducted.  I know that each 
student profited accordingly!  Please drop in to see us at any time.  Again, thank you for your help.  
Sincerely,  Ken 


 
A quote Jo used in her teacher training described her idea of what good teaching is all 
about: 
  


A wonderful teacher has a peculiar mixture of great love, much kindness, sternness, much 
imagination, unlimited energy, charm, must constantly challenge children, has infinite 
patience and understanding, has much fun and an ability to remember when she was a 
child and therefore is able to think in child-terms. 


 
Jo was such a teacher. A brief overview of her career was highlighted in the Pioneer Days 
publication of 1997 published by the Sesquicentennial Committee of the Clovis and 
Prairie View Wards, Clovis, New Mexico: 
 


 Jo Shaeffer, age 90, and a resident of Clovis was responsible for pioneering a unique un-
graded primary curriculum for boards of education throughout the state of Colorado and in other 
states. 
 She was a stay-at-home mother and homemaker until her youngest child started college.  
Then she attended college herself for the first time.  After graduating from Colorado State 
University in Greeley, Colorado, she taught school in the Grand Junction, Colorado elementary 
schools, becoming principal of three schools simultaneously from 1954 to 1968 where she 
developed the unique curriculum for grades one through three.  She earned her Masters Degree of 
Education at the University of Colorado, Boulder in 1960, having attended summer sessions while 
she continued her teaching.  In 1966 she was the recipient of the Outstanding Alumni Award at 
Colorado State University at Greeley.  She conducted workshops on reading methods in Oregon, 
California, Wisconsin, Nebraska and Massachusetts. 
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 In 1968 she became an associate professor of education at Western State College in 
Gunnison, Colorado.  This was followed by several years teaching at the California State 
University, Fresno.  She retired in 1975. 
 The legacy of her love for learning has inspired [many, including] her children, 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      Jo, age 90 
 


A teacher’s influence has no boundaries.  One never knows how widely the ripple effect will 
spread.   Jo once received a call from a neurosurgeon in Seattle.  He had been in her second year 
class in Pear Park.  She had taught him to read after his first year teacher and his mother had 
given up on him, and he wanted to thank her for getting him started on the road to success. 
 
 One day in 1995 Jo got a phone call from a former student that had attended her classes at the 
university level.  The caller said that she, herself, was now teaching college students and that not 
a single day passed that she didn’t use the knowledge, skills and approaches taught her by Jo 
Shaeffer.  What a great tribute to a talented and dedicated teacher of teachers! 
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HELEN JO SHAEFFER – VITA 
 
 
 
 
EDUCATION 
 
 Graduate work toward Ph.D. degree – 1960-1963 
 
 University of Colorado, Boulder – M. Ed. 1960 
 
 Colorado State University, Greeley – B.A. 1954 
 
 Mesa College, Grand Junction — Associates Degree 1950 
 
 
EXPERIENCE 
 
 Associate Professor of Education – California State University, Fresno  1969-1975 
 Courses taught: 
  
  Teaching of Reading (Basic Course) 
  Teaching of Language Arts 
  Classroom Organization & Management 
  Children’s Literature 
 
 Associate Professor of Education – Western State College, Gunnison, Colorado 1968-1969 
 Courses taught: 
 
  Basic Reading Instruction 
  Remedial Reading 
  Language Arts Method 
  Curriculum Planning and Organization 
  Social Studies Method 
 
 Principal – Grand Junction, Colorado, elementary schools -  1954-1968 
 
 Teacher – Grand Junction, Colorado, elementary schools -  1950-1954 
 
 
PROFESSIONAL SERVICE 
 
 Conducted workshops on Reading Methods, Diagnosis, Remediation, etc. 
 
 1975 – Hanford, California 
  Tulare, California 
  Visalia, California 
 
 1974 – Roseburg, Oregon 
 
 1973 – Concord, California  
 
 1972 – Fresno, California 
 


Guest speaker and discussion leader in many conferences on reading instruction in various cities: Boston, MA, 
Milwaukee, WI, Lincoln, NE, etc.  1954-1968 


 
Conducted workshops for administrators, teachers, parents on non-graded organization in Lincoln, NE, Boulder, CO, 
Provo, UT, Jefferson County, CO, etc.  1954-1968 
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PUBLICATIONS 
  
 Colorado Education Association Journal 
 
  Reporting to Parents in a Non-graded School, December 1960 
 
  Lunch Program Becomes Vehicle for Teaching, February 1958 
 


Author of many brochures, pamphlets and handbooks to be used for non-grading, reading, grouping for instruction, 
individualizing and personalizing teaching new trends in education 1954-1973 
 


 
PROFESSIONAL RECOGNITION 
 


1969-1970 International Who’s Who 
 
1968-1969 Who’s Who of American Women 


 
1968  Personalities of the West and Midwest 


 
1966  Recipient of Outstanding Alumni Award – Colorado State University, Greeley, Colorado 


 
 
PROFESSIONAL ORGANIZATIONS 
 
 Delta Kappa Gamma 
 
 National Education Association 
 
 Colorado Education Association 
 
 Colorado Department Elementary School Principals 
 
 Phi Lambda Theta 
 
 American Association of University Professors 
 
 
COMMUNITY SERVICE 
 
 1954-1968: 
  
  Crippled Children – Board of Directors 
   
  Federated Women’s Club – Past President 
 
  Cerebral Palsy – Board of Directors 
 
  Goodwill Industries Board Member 
 
  Child Welfare Board member 
 
 
 
 
 


* * *  
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9.  Friends 


 
 
 
 
Jo and Earl loved their friends and were sought after by many, though Jo was more social in 
some regards than Earl. She was thoughtful and considerate of others as evidenced by the 
following note she received dated May 12, 1941: 
 


Dear Mrs. Shaeffer, 
 Words cannot express the pleasant surprise it gave me when I opened my birthday card 
from you.  It is very sweet to us older people to be so pleasantly surprised from the dear young 
people.  You were a stranger to me when I met you, but now I claim you as a friend.  Accept my 
most gracious thanks…My best love and prayers to you and yours. 
Sincerely, Mrs. E. D. Getman. 
 


One note, dated January 13, 1942 read:  
 


Dear Jo, 
  We of Camaraderie are very sorry that you cannot join us more frequently.  We would 
like to extend to you an honorary membership, hoping that you will join us whenever you find it 
possible.  I hope to see you before too long. 
Sincerely, Louise Roloff, secy.” 


 
A letter to Earl, dated July 17, 1942 is quite interesting: 
 


Dear Mr. Shaeffer, 
 Because I thoroughly enjoyed our brief conversation in the Glenwood Springs Café 
several weeks ago, I wanted to write and make good my promise that I would send a letter.I find 
it rather easy to converse, stimulating in fact, but when one is hurried and tired it is quite 
different to write it.  Perhaps you have found that so. 
 It was so nice having you tell me about your wife.  She must be interesting.  Her hobby, 
[book reviewing] I’m sure, influences her thinking toward the higher channels. 
 The climate here in Denver has been quite warm, making it difficult to sleep daytimes.  
You don’t have that trouble, do you? I find factory work confining and uninteresting, so my 
thinking is influenced.  But we must pursue outside interests diligently if one is to retain a good 
perspective on life. 
 Good luck, James Ernest Rea (Jim) 


 
One of the friends that Jo dearly loved was Andi Anderson, whom she had met when she and 
Earl first moved to Grand Junction.  Andi, divorced with 8 children, was “a perfectly beautiful 
woman” according to Bobbie Jo.  She had left an abusive husband and got on the train in Iowa 
with her seven children, pregnant with her 8th.  Her meager funds took her only as far as Grand 
Junction.  One of the first persons she met when she got off the train was a prostitute. The 
prostitute knew a judge who owned a little house and she arranged for Andi and the children to 
live there. It was right across the street from the apartment building where the Shaeffers lived.  
The prostitute also helped Andi find work.  Because she was a seamstress, Andi was hired by 
several of the “girls” to make dresses.  When the baby arrived Jo went over to help take care of 
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the other children, and the two became fast friends.  Eventually Andi became a much sought-
after dressmaker in Grand Junction and was able to support her family.  She also taught Jo a lot 
about sewing.  When she started doing slipcovers for people Jo helped her whenever she had a 
deadline to meet. Theirs became a life-long friendship.  As a wedding gift for Bobbie Jo and 
Will, Andi taught BJ how to make slipcovers.  Bobbie Jo said it was her favorite wedding gift 
and has served her well throughout her life.  Andi eventually retired and went to live with one of 
her daughters, but all of her children were able to make positive contributions to society.  What a 
tribute to one woman’s courage and determination! 


 
After moving to Cripple Creek, Colorado, the Shaeffers kept up with their Grand Junction 
friends through correspondence. 
 


May 24, 1943 
Jo, my dear, 
 … I was interested in your description of Cripple Creek.  It must be similar to Central 
City, where I have visited several times.  Those old towns and the houses and people are always so 
interesting to me. I read a very brief review in a movie magazine of “The Human Comedy,” but it 
failed to strike a responsive chord.  Will try to get it here and read it in its entirety. 
 Jo, I want to tell you that I have missed you already.  You are rich in understanding, my 
dear, that’s why your reviews are so successful.  So few people are gifted with a real insight and 
sympathy as you are.  You must continue your reviews, Jo, for they are a real inspiration and a 
morale-builder in these troubled times. 
 Knowing you as I do, I feel sure that you will make a good life for your family and for 
yourself, no matter where you may be. And you will be an influence for good, too, Jo… 
 With a great many good wishes to you all, and love to you, Jo, 
As always, 
Elio. [Gowers] 


 
In 1944 in Cripple Creek, Colorado, Jo was inducted into the Order of the Eastern Star, the 
women’s auxiliary of the Masonic Lodge of which Earl was a member.  Jo had many friends, but 
they were certainly not “birds of a feather.”  For a college English class in 1948 she chose to 
write about one of her more interesting friends: 
 


 There are three words I am not able to include in this character sketch: “loveable, subtle 
and serene” but the word “interesting” should be all capitals!  E.’s personality projects itself with 
smashing impact. 
 Let me think—where did I first meet her?  It’s way back there in the storage room of my 
memory neatly tied and tucked away—now I’ve found it: 
 We were in a group of young matrons discussing Johnnie’s formula and Susie’s aversion 
to cereal when the attractive woman, to whom I had just been introduced, stated, “I love dogs but 
I don’t care for babies or children!”  One could feel the silent screeching of raising eyebrows and 
the plops of mouths as they fell agape!  I remember thinking “Is this exhibitionism or unvarnished 
rudeness?”  I soon found out it was neither.  It was simply “plain vanilla” honesty.  But, you say, 
is there not a time for silence?  Yes, all adults know many times it is preferable to be silent.  
Personally I admire a person that has the courage of his convictions enough to be himself at all 
times, and not afraid to speak the truth directly and openly. 
 In appearance she is a tall, stately, handsome woman.  She dresses to type--wearing 
tailored frocks, simple elegance at its best.  Her hair is beautifully clean and shining, simply 
dressed with none of the present popular set artificial curls that make one think of a doll’s wig, 
and make one squirm with the urge to run one’s fingers through it to disarray it a bit! 
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 This woman has those rare attributes in women: trustworthiness and loyalty.  If she has a 
derogatory remark to make concerning you she comes to you directly.  It will not be said to 
another.  Her loyalty is ever manifest. 
 Through the years E. has added to her excellent background of being a Vassar graduate.  
She is widely read and that, coupled with an open, receptive, brilliant mind, makes her the most 
intelligent woman I have ever known.  Her fund of information seems inexhaustible.  She is well 
informed on any subject.  She is a sparkling conversationalist, though a better talker than listener.  
Being very sharp and quick, she picks up your thought before you have had time to formulate it 
into words.  Conversation with her is challenging and thought-provoking.  As in character with 
her whole personality, her conversation is most dynamic. 
 E. is an agnostic and will readily tell you so, and her reasons for so thinking.  She says 
she finds in her flower garden what other people seek in their belief in God. 
 I was not at all surprised when she told me she smoked with whomever or wherever she 
pleased in the days when smoking by women was considered, if not taboo, at least a very bold 
thing to do. 
 I find her the most democratic person I know.  She finds her friends in all walks of life.  
She never patronizes.  With the house and yard help she is very exacting and demands much, 
which she receives, with the added respect and liking of those who work for her. 
 Though she would be the last to admit it, E. is kind, not by sweet words, but by deeds and 
those never too obvious.  I feel sure any monetary gift she might give would be done so 
anonymously. 
 I recall a time when another girl and I were entertained by a group of E.’s friends.  
During the afternoon the other guest, being very much more deserving than I, received the lion’s 
share of attention. E. tried her utmost to divert some of the attention my way.  Though she was 
unsuccessful in her effort, it was a kind attempt. 
 I admire her absolute freedom from [artificiality] and her abhorrence of conventionality.  
After spending an hour with her I find other people colorless.  She makes a steady diet of other 
people seem tasteless to me. 
 I am grateful for the hours of her life she shares with me.  She adds the salt to my 
porridge of friends. 


  
The letter writing tradition, rich with detail and gracious of expression has greatly eroded since 
the advent of e-mail and cheap long-distance phone service.  But it was flourishing during the 
Shaeffer’s young adulthood.  Such a letter is the following from Marguerite Vorbeck. The 
allusion to “our” party referred to the Republican Party. Later Marguerite became president of 
the Colorado Federation of Republican Women in 1951. The following year she was an alternate 
delegate to Republican National Convention representing Colorado. However, with the 
references to the Axis leaders, the foregoing letter must have been written during World War II 
when the Shaeffers had left Grand Junction and were living in Cripple Creek, Colorado. 
  


Undated letter from Marguerite: 
Dear Jo, 
 If this letter should enclose a few mump bugs, as it very well may, I imagine that you will 
welcome them and treat them kindly and put them with your own so that they won’t be lonely.  And 
if they are congenial and multiply rapidly we will be doing the world a kindness to be releasing 
such a rarified and unique strain of mump bugs as this Vorbeck-Shaeffer brand.  As my 
contribution to this new line, my bugs cause the most extraordinary facial contours to be found on 
this planet—on the left side a face which is thin and hollowed and grows thinner hourly—on the 
right side a face of such luscious and exotic lines and curves as would make an artist’s 
(particularly a cartoonist’s) mouth water.  The perfect half of a huge double chin is indescribably 
alluring.  Top off this picture with two utterly weary, disillusioned eyes and a mop of unwashed 
gray hair and you can see what my bugs are capable of.  Oh, yes, and that reminds me of another 
qualification.  These are adult bugs, you might almost say senile, for they will take on anyone from 
fifty to ninety two.  They also cause a much more severe prostration than the common or garden 
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variety of mump bugs so that all in all I feel that with the virility of the Shaeffer strain combined 
with the virulence of the Vorbeck strain we will have something that has a good chance of winning 
the war.  Just loose a few among the Axis war lords, with the especially good specimens reserved 
for Hitler, Mussolini and Hirohito and presto, the war is over. 
 From the forgoing nonsense I take it that by this time you have gathered that your little 
friend has, after fifty years of being exposed to mumps and nursing mumps, finally succumbed to 
mumps herself, and I’d kill anyone else who made a joke of it.  Saturday, Sunday and Monday I 
was completely prostrated.  In fact, I’d hate to be any sicker.  Today I feel a little better although 
my head still aches and tomorrow I imagine, I’ll wake up to find them on the other side and I have 
the whole thing to go thru again.  I’m staying right in bed, couldn’t have done otherwise even if 
they doctor hadn’t been so stern in his commands…   
 I just had a happy surprise.  [I] found my lovely “Put Out My Hand & Touched the Face 
of God,” poem reprinted in the new Reader’s Digest.  Since poetry is rarely found in this little 
magazine, it must be as good as my prickling scalp, when I first read it, told me.  It is such fun to 
run across an old, beloved friend, isn’t it?  By the way, this is called “High Flight” where it 
wasn’t named in the original newspaper clipping.  I don’t think that a very inspired title and I’ll 
bet a cookie the boy poet (only 19) didn’t name it.      
 John Gillespie Maggee, killed in action at the age of 19 was serving with the Royal 
Canadian Air Force.  Some days before his death he wrote:  
 


Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth, 
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 
Sunward I’ve climbed and joined the trembling mirth of sun-split clouds 
And done 100 things you have not dreamed of  
Wheeled and soared and swung high in the sunlit silence.   
Hov’ring there, 
I’ve chased the shouting wind along and flung 
My eager craft through footless halls of air. 
Up, up the long delirious, burning blue 
I’ve topped the wind-swept hills with easy grace, 
Where never lark, or even eagle flew; 
And, while with silent, lifting mind, I trod 
The high untrespassed sanctity of space, 
Put out my hand, and touched the face of God! 


 
 Jo dear, your letter was a joy forever.  Please do it again soon, with more reports on B. J. 
and Marty, the Mug-wump.  Hasn’t B.J. joined our party yet? 
 I am so grateful to you for the sheets.  You put so much more work on them than I 
intended that you should, but you are just that kind of a darling.  Have a good rest and a happy 
time with your Earl and your two fine children.  I am missing you.  I always miss you like the 
dickens when I know that I can’t call 1450 and hear your voice.  This all reminds me to warn you 
very ferociously, that if you don’t keep your promise and bring Earl out to see us when you get 
back, you are in for a terrible reprisal.  Herman knows him but so far the only impression I have 
of him aside from your rather rose-colored allusions to him, is the memory of a deep, very 
pleasant voice answering the phone one Saturday morning. 
Much love, Marguerite 


 
Jo responded to her many letters.  For some responses she first wrote a draft.  Her penmanship 
was developing into a unique calligraphy (sample in Chapter 10) that she used until her latest 
years. The draft of a letter Jo wrote to Marguerite follows: 
 


Marguerite, 
 Lacking you these days, my books are my companions.  I have read some of the classics 
and lived and loved them—read very slowly, just digesting the writing and flow of them.  You are 
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the dearest friend and every day I appreciate your preciousness more. These days are lacking 
glitter, surely, but they have a charm—a beauty, a slow, lonely, lovely beauty. 
 I found a lone, protected, rather frail little columbine today, at least a month behind the 
crowd.  It thrilled me: purple, white, a bit of yellow, slender, elegant, thoroughbred, roots under 
rocky soil.  My roots too are in rocky mountain soil.  My leaves are in these mountains, my flower 
in these purple hills.  It is my country. 
M., let me live a bit of your life and experiences by writing me about them.   Jo 
 


Jo saved another (undated) letter from Marguerite: 
 


Dearest Jo, 
 I was on the point of writing you and asking ‘Do you by any chance remember a person 
you once knew by the name of “Marguerite?”’  Yes, I did understand why you didn’t say 
‘goodbye’ and was relieved, but feel most bitterly disappointed and deprived that you didn’t come 
back.  Some way or other I was expecting some of the long visits you and I were to have then, to 
fill me up in preparation for the long famine of your absence.  Why is it, I wonder, that I am fated 
to live away from the very few friends who satisfy the deepest needs of my being? 
 We are glad, too, that we got to know Earl.  We felt that he was comfortable, likeable and 
easy to know without a trace of sham.  Interesting, too.  He told us so many things that we had no 
idea of about the telephone and dial system.  He talks well.  We all liked him.  But, Jo, you can’t 
imagine my relief to know that it is mutual for I was afraid that he might have turned thumbs down 
on me.  You know what an unerring judge of human nature you have told me he is and I thought 
when I didn’t hear from you, that, at last, I have been found out. 
 Your picture of Cripple Creek, its people and their homes is most vivid.  How will my 
beauty-loving Jo nurture her soul in such a place?  Do the distant outlooks compensate for the 
nearer ugliness?  It sounds most stimulating and I am glad that “the girls” have found you and 
are providing gayety and companionship.  Queer, that people could be content to live in such 
surrounds if they didn’t have to, so undoubtedly Cripple Creek and its almost obliterated evidence 
of past glory have a fascination which I don’t comprehend... 
  Send me some questions to answer or some thoughts to write about.  I want to 
see if I could possibly hook even a tiny string of ideas if I threw in a chunk of bait.  I haven’t any 
bait and as far as I know there isn’t an idea any nearer my stream of thought than the far off 
oceans. 
I love you, Jo.    I truly miss you,  Marguerite 


 
Then from Jo: 
 


Marguerite, my friend, 
 So in spite of my apparent indifference I’m so sorry I’m so dilatory about letters, but that 
seems to be a progressive failing of mine.  I just don’t make time for writing and when I do write, I 
wind up feeling just too defeated for words.  It’s hard for me not to be a gruesome “E” on the end 
of the word Air Corps. 
 And didn’t you know that I am quaint, old fashioned and narrow-minded as viewed by the 
eyes of 16 and 20 [year olds], respectively. Some of these days our mutual astigmatism will be 
overcome and we’ll see in the same light. 
 Emotions are a luxury we will have to get along without.  Clear, serious thinking and 
logical planning our only hope.  We realize with our surface mind and emotions. It is horrible how 
we shout with hysteria and propaganda and still play politics and concern ourselves with tires and 
gas. Now I’ve apologized and moralized and told you the details of my life, will you stop looking 
grim and being annoyed with me and write me?   
I write letters and letters to you in my mind, 
Jo 
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Keep in mind that this was only a draft and that other thoughts and expressions were 
undoubtedly included in Jo’s letter. Another line she penned on the draft, perhaps refers to 
people she was getting acquainted with in Cripple Creek: “You can’t get to know these people in 
a day.  Their lives run deep.” 
 
Part of Jo’s description of Cripple Creek was found in the following draft of a letter that Jo wrote 
to a friend, unnamed: 


 
 You should see the entourage of males I have this beautiful afternoon.  Handsome – 
Wow!  Little past the adenoid and toothless stage but the most awkward gangly age of the male.  
To a man enhanced by a haircut, very fashionable in this Boy Scout age known as a GI haircut, 
which when the barber is finished, is a shiny hairless bean.  Twenty years later how they do 
despise that which they pay a good 65 cents to have now.  Dapper …doesn’t half describe their 
various allures.  Levis rolled up, some bare legged, some boasting socks, topping old run down 
heeled shoes and yes, I spot a filthy pair of tennis shoes.  Shirts are varied and multi-colored.  One 
with the faded pen and saying of the wise old philosopher Confucius all over it, another smothered 
with cowboys on bucking broncs, another red and black checked.  All have one thing in common:  
all are filthy dirty.  
  If there’s anything more lovable than a bunch of dirty 12 year old boys fishing in a 
mountain stream, what is it?  About ten this morning I said to Marty, as I took a cake from the 
oven, “Run to the store and get a pound of weenies and buns and tomatoes and pickles and potato 
chips and onions and cases of Cokes and I’ll take you fishing.  So here we are ten strong.  Such 
fun they are having but I’m having the most of all! 
 [Last] night the Elks gave a dinner for their families, then dancing—circle dances, 
polkas.  First you dance with the president of the bank, and then with a miner, then some officer 
from Camp Carson, then some 16 hear old boy, then your husband.  It’s just more fun than 
anything imaginable…What a thrill I get out of a little guy that always asks me to dance first of all 
and with the enticing words, “Will my best girlfriend give me the pleasure of this dance?”  True, 
as a dancer I wouldn’t say he’s tops, but his line is wicked and fatal—that Marty!  I tell you we all 
four dragged in together at 4 am after hamburgering.  I swear if you could have heard us 
hilariously laughing into bed, you would have sworn it was just four old drunks piling in!   
 We have been having such fun—real fun this summer—picnics, glorious ones.  The 
weather here is just perfect.  Still sleeping with three wool blankets—pleasantly warm in the 
daytime—Oh! I love it here in this ugly, ugly, deserted little mining camp – yep!  I’m becoming a 
confirmed Cripple Creeker!  
 The people interest me no end—most interesting characters imaginable.  I have a 
beautiful new friend.  She is breathtakingly lovely.  If you’re so appreciative of beautiful women I 
wish you might know her. 


 
An undated letter from Bertha George shows how Jo’s letter writing cheered others: 


 
Precious Friend, 
 The Lord seems to know just when to send messages of love and cheer to those who are 
trying to serve Him. Not often do things get to looking a bit off color when you can always go to 
Him in prayer, but things had been piling up so that when your letter came, I read it and cried for 
the comfort it gave me.  My heart has been singing ever since.  I too, had been wanting to write 
and tell you how often I had lived over the satisfying time I had with you and your lovely 
children… rarely do you see such beauty shining through a child’s face.  Ethereal, I believe is the 
word.  Anyway something very precious.  This only comes through living with the mother Bobbie 
Jo lives with.  I know there is a “no” in your mind as you read this but I am not fifty-eight for 
nothing.  I really know that is true…I think our Heavenly Father thinks of her as his real little 
“Princess.” Everyone will look to Marty for the fun everyone so badly needs in their lives. 
 Am so thankful you know, that life isn’t measured by dollars…   
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 Bless you again for writing and your thoughtfulness and understanding… and may God’s 
blessing rest on you always.  
 Love, Bertha George 


 
Another undated letter, a bit wistful: 


 
Dearest Jo, 
 How often I have tried to come into your life, but I have always been a little afraid that 
just now wasn’t the time.  For you know, you are special and I have been waiting for that special 
moment when I could have the time for a letter to you.  Now, I find that time will never come, for 
this is just a letter to you and a very selfish one. 
 It is your answer that keeps you forever in my thoughts, for you are so generous, not that 
I should find my pleasure in just writing to you. For that I find hard to do!  It is because I feel I 
don’t know you too well, or is it that I hesitate, thinking you will find me out?  But whatever the 
answer, I will not let it stop me another day.  If I do nothing else this Saturday, the day, I know, 
will not be wasted, for I have written a letter to you. 
 To be with you is to know and enjoy you, but to have your thoughts before me is to inspire 
me to have thoughts of my own.  So perhaps if we can link a few moments together through our 
letters, we will have more than just an acquaintanceship when we meet again. 
 How clearly you have pictured yourself on the hill in Cripple Creek, and with that picture 
before me I am happy that you love your new home so very much.  I think it is grand that you and 
my brother Bob and Myrtle are such good friends.  Bob thinks there is no other place in the world.  
He says the people and country are wonderful, and now you and your family are there to add to its 
magic.  Is Bobbie Jo going to school in CC?  Bob realized how lucky he was to have her working 
in the store.  He said she was the most skillful girl they have had.  She is a charming girl.  I 
remember watching her mouth, as she talked to me one day in the dime store and how fascinated I 
became with the fairy-like movements her lips suggested as she spoke to me.  I was completely 
oblivious to what she was saying so naturally our conversation ended.  But after she left I felt 
cheated that I had not said some little nothing, only to keep her before me a little longer.  “So like 
her mother,” were my thoughts and I promised myself that the next time we met I would converse 
with her more thoroughly. 
 My children must be fed and put to bed, but then I shall return to spend the rest of the day 
with you.  If I do nothing else this day I am going to finish a letter to you.  How many I have 
started… [Several pages are devoted to discussion of books including “No Hiding Place,” “Human 
Comedy,” “The Cup and the Sword” and “Jamaica Inn.”] The time goes on and here I am still with 
you.  The things that need to be done are still waiting for me.  How patient dishes and housework 
are with me… Of course, I have done other things today, but technically speaking I have spent the 
day with you.  Do spend a day with me soon. 
 Thank you for your very welcome letter – and more! 
Love, Bette 


 
Jo practiced her own letter writing, and in her scrapbook she saved some notes for salutations 
and endings: 
 
 1. Hi, my tip topper -- 
 2. Top o’ the mornin’ to you -- 
 3. Is this the lady with the indefinable oomph? 
   
 Endings: 


1. It’s a gay life darling, Ever your own, Jo 
2. You’re a little bit of alright—so there!  Jo 
3. Please take me down into the depths of you and will you not write me a letter out of 


your world soon?  Fondly, Jo 
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It is unfortunate that no correspondence between them could be located, but possibly the very 
best friend Jo ever had was a girl by the name of Edd.  They met in high school when Edd took a 
job doing housework for a lady that lived across the street from the Osbornes.  They hit it off 
instantly, though they were quite different in many ways.  Edd was tall and blonde—beautiful as 
well as voluptuous, not like tiny, late-blooming Jo, whom she dubbed “Little Jo.” Jo and Edd 
became inseparable.  Because Edd came from a poor family, she had to work after school in 
order to help out.  Jo loved Edd’s large, loving family and often spent time with them at their 
home in the country some distance from Denver.  However, Jo’s mother never fully approved of 
Edd and this disappointed Jo.  Her daughter, Bobbie Jo, explained that Grandmother Osborne 
“was just a bit snobbish. She would never be unkind, but she was always distant with Edd.” 
 
Edd had a sister, Babs, quite different from Edd, but who also loved Jo.  After both sisters 
married and moved to San Francisco they kept in touch with Jo and Earl, urging them to follow.  
In 1938 the Shaeffers went to the World’s Fair in San Francisco and truly considered relocating 
because, as Edd explained, they were always seeing ads seeking experienced telephone men.  It 
was during that trip that Jo and Earl went with Edd and Babs and their husbands to see the 
famous Sally Rand, the fan dancer.  They were quite captivated by her.  About Earl’s promotion 
as manager of the Cripple Creek telephone office Edd wrote, “Congratulations, Earl!  I am so 
happy about your advancement and I feel this is just the beginning.  I know you will be 
successful and keep climbing up.” 
 
Always good at maintaining friendships, Jo nevertheless, never neglected her family for the sake 
of her friends.  In the years before Cripple Creek, Earl was usually on the road with his job, and 
Jo had long evenings alone (she somehow managed to always get the kids to bed early) to devote 
to reading, letter-writing, sewing, etc.  After they moved to Cripple Creek they had a much more 
normal family life with meals together on a daily basis, and family activities during the evenings. 
 
During her days at Mesa College, Jo wrote the following in longhand (most of her schoolwork 
was typed) about Ralph Waldo Emerson’s essay on friendship:  
 


 The weak poetry introducing this essay was followed by his beautiful poetic prose, “the 
whole human family is bathed with an element of love like fine ether.” His writing has very little 
embroidery or embellishment.  It is very absolute and to the point, full of challenging statements.  
His is a sermonizing, thought-provoking style enhanced by flowing poetic style and magnificent 
word usage.  His positive factual lines are sumptuously adorned with significant metaphors.  He 
refers in this work to “water”, as he has in previous essays, “then shall we meet as water with 
water,” How well this metaphor expresses the soft, effortless merging of two souls in friendship. 
 Emerson expresses the thought that our friends come to us unsought; real friendship is 
the communing of two souls.  It is wise, he tells us, to enjoy our friends singly, not many at a time.  
A conversation cannot reach as searching a depth when there are more than two.  Social 
conversation is a necessity in a gathering so must needs be indulged in, but as a soul-filling 
experience offers nothing. 
 We must approach friendship with trust and “in breadth impossible to be overturned off 
its foundations.”  
 He defines the two elements that make friendship as truth and tenderness.  A friend is one 
with whom one may speak the absolute truth, not sifting, not coloring, not covering up.  With a 
friend no form of hypocrisy is practiced; sincerity is always engaged in. 
 The thought is repeated that every man must be himself.  He finds agreement repulsive to 
him if it is no more than an overt gesture of amiability. “I hate, where I looked for a manly 
furtherance, or at least manly resistance, to find a mush of concession.” 
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 We find some paragraphs of discourse on how to treat a friend.  He admonishes us not to 
be possessive of our friends as possessiveness is an emotion of the very young and belongs not to 
mature minds.  Reverence should be given our friend, which means we should regard him with 
love and awe.  We must not trespass on friendship by interfering.  Rash, personal relations should  
not be engaged in.  It is not necessary to know too much or too well your friend; let the bit you 
know suffice you! 
 Real friendship does not attempt to rape a man’s soul.  Purer friendship is a more 
surface friendship and yet is most profound because it strikes deep enough to discover the vein 
that merges two souls. 
 The line “we walk alone in the world” caused an avalanche of thought to seep through 
my mind.  Do we not all walk alone at times in our life?  I believe that we do. 
  “Let us drop this idolatry.” We admire a friend; we idealize him; we discover he has feet 
of clay.  We must not expect too much and accept him just as he is. 
 Emerson believes that unrequited love should be engaged in, as the great can see that 
true love cannot be requited. 
 “The essence of friendship is entireness, a total magnanimity and trust.”  
 


During the time that Jo was teaching in the Grand Junction school district, she was asked to run 
for public office. The following letter, written by Jo, was attached to a note that said, “This is the 
letter I wrote to Judge Hotchkiss telling him I would not run for the state legislature.”  It was 
probably during the summer of 1954: 
 


 Dear Judge Hotchkiss, 
 Here I am in Greeley plodding along little by little gaining in my long fight toward my 
degree. 
 I intended to write you ‘ere long before this but I have put it off thinking long and 
seriously.  One delightful course I am taking that you would revel in is called Exploratory 
Reading.  It’s been a wonderful experience.  Two profs have taught it and many, many doors they 
have opened to be sure. 
 I have thought much and deeply about our short talk that busy morning.  First I do want 
to tell you how deeply grateful I am to you and to anyone else involved who so believed in me and 
trusted me as to even suggest my name for such an honor. 
 Really and honestly I must refuse.  Firstly, I am not the type.  The first unkind remark 
(and there would be many) would probably bother me way too much.  And Judge Hotchkiss, in all 
sincerity, I wouldn’t or couldn’t do you or the party justice.  You really wouldn’t be proud of me 
as I am terribly lacking in very many respects. 
 In this field of teaching I feel in my way I can be of service and that is my urgent prayer. 
 You know how I’ve always loved ‘kids’ and you remember: 
 
   The only crown I ask, dear Lord, 
   Is this—that I may help a child. 
   I do not ask to stand among the worthy or the wise 
   Or the great hand in hand— 
   Only that a little child and I may enter at Thy gate. 
 
 While I am really baring my soul, I want to tell you in deepest sincerity I think you are 
one of the finest men I have ever known.  Thank you for being you.  And thank you for being a 
friend to me.  It’s meant much to me and has made life richer. 
 Yours, 
 Jo Shaeffer 


 
Friendships were essential to Jo throughout her life.  Even in her later years, when fewer and 
fewer activities were convenient for her, she maintained her treasured friendships. Though letter 
writing became less frequent, telephone calls were always welcomed, even vital when she 
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experienced difficulty reading due to failing eyesight. A friend that Jo made during her years 
teaching in California, was Bea Bradley.  Bea made a number of trips to Clovis to visit Jo in 
addition to her frequent phone calls. 
 
One particularly delightful visit Jo had from an old and treasured friend, Charlotte Hyre, took 
place in Clovis about 1993. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


L-R: Jo, Charlotte, Bobbie Jo 
 
 
Equally valuable, perhaps more important to others than theirs to her, was Jo’s friendship.  She 
was very much admired and sought after even in her later years.  In her scrapbook Jo saved the 
following note that accompanied a gift: 


  
Some neighbors are close.  These are called next-door neighbors.  
Some are dear and pleasant to know.  These are rare and are usually somebody else’s neighbors.  
Still others, in more than rare cases, are both close and dear.   


  I DO have this privilege: her name is Jo. 
 
 
    * * * 
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10. Retirement 


 
 


In 1968 Earl retired from Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Company after 47 years of 
service, and he was granted a life membership in the Telephone Pioneers of America.  He spent 
the two semesters in 1969 with Jo in Fresno, while she taught, but there he lacked a workshop 
and he also missed his orchard.  In Jo’s continued teaching in California, Earl remained behind in 
Colorado where he could occupy himself more productively.  Jo came home weekends as she 
was able. 
 
By 1973 it became evident that Earl’s health was gradually failing due to his emphysema.  
Though Jo was reluctant to leave her Grand Junction home and her friends, it was decided that a 
move closer to family could be beneficial.  Jo and Earl chose Clovis, New Mexico where Marty, 
Ellen Claire and family lived. By this time Marty and E.C. had had their last child, Daniel, born 
August 28, 1970.  He was a three-year-old at the time of Jo and Earl’s move.  The other children, 
Marty, born December 11, 1959 was already a teenager.  Jo Ellen, born March 31, 1962 was now 
11 and John Duncan, born January 14, 1966 was 7 years old.  For Jo and Earl, who had been 
empty-nesters for quite a few years, it was a welcome re-entry into a noisy but happy family life. 
 
A new home was designed and built for 
Jo and Earl by Marty and E.C. on the 
number six fairway of the golf course of 
Colonial Park Country Club (now 
Chaparral Country Club).  Their new 
address was 1718 Fairway Terrace where   
some lovely hand-carved twist posts 
graced their front and rear porticos. The 
posts were carved at Ojo Caliente, a small 
town in northern New Mexico.  
 
The Shaeffers were welcomed into the 
Clovis community with open arms.  Not 
long after their arrival the following 
appeared in the Clovis-Portales Arts 
Council newsletter: 
 


If you have the opportunity to hear, or 
visit with, Jo Shaeffer, do not pass it up.  
Mrs. Shaeffer, mother-in-law of our E.C. 
Shaeffer, and her husband have recently 
retired to Clovis.  But retiring is the 
wrong word as she continues her love of 
people and life and expresses it as she 
did recently with a book review for the Friends of the Library.  It was truly wonderful and we that 
were there thank her. 
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Jo began writing her annual holiday letters at Thanksgiving time rather than at Christmas after 
she and Ellen Claire had a lengthy discussion on how to simplify the holiday season.  The 
collected holiday letters were reprinted in a booklet by her granddaughter, Beth, entitled 
“Treasured Memories.”  One, however, that was not included, had a brief draft in a holiday 
folder entitled, “Card Ideas.”  It was entitled “The Spell of New Mexico” and a note says that it 
was used in 1984.  It captures something of the spirit of the Southwest: 
 


Wind blown, dry, half-barren, the Tony Hillerman landscape vaulted above us.  [I have] an 
overwhelming warmth of feeling for the uncanny sweeps of empty space in this part of the world.  
[I can] see for miles in any direction.  There are sunrises violent and beautiful.  They are almost 
frightening.  We see lots of men in cowboy boots.  In spite of the great sense of isolation [I am] not 
hemmed in by traffic and people.  There is so much sky and such bright skies that the great 
distance to the horizon gets into your soul and makes you feel big inside. 
 


Jo joined the First Presbyterian Church and became active in the women’s circle.  She was often 
responsible for prayer at circle meetings.  She saved drafts of a number of those prayers: 
 


Once again on this beautiful day, Father, we come to thee, a small group of Christian 
women to ask for thy guidance.  We thank you for the presence of these kind, generous 
women.  We ask your blessing on each one and all those not here today that are ill or 
distressed or weary.  Lord, grant us sturdy faith and God give us deeper devotion that 
comes from trusting you for our tomorrows.  Amen 
 
 
Kind and loving Father, as we give thanks for each new day, may we reach out to thee 
and to each other for strength and guidance, showing love and concern for everyone.  We 
live in our own small worlds but as we seek to show our loving concern for others may 
the circle of our influence widen.  We pray that each day we will truly try to do something 
beautiful for Thee.  Amen. 
 
 
Once again on this beautiful fall day, Father, we come to thee, a small group of Christian 
women to ask for thy guidance.  We thank you for the priceless company of these kind, 
generous women.  Every one of them special—grown close friends over the years like a 
big dependable family.  These faces—pretty and plain, young and old all alight with 
something lovely. We ask your blessing on each one and also for all those not here today.  
Give us light to guide us, courage to support us and love to unite us now and forever.  
Amen 
 
 
Dear Father, Once again we come together in prayer and ask for the blessings of your 
presence within us.  We pray for those ill or troubled.  As we pray we still ourselves, stop 
our earthly tasks, quiet our thoughts and we listen for your guidance, to hear thy will.  
Lord, make us mindful to be thankful for all our blessings.  Strengthen our faith.  Guide 
us in our thoughts and words.  These things we ask in Thy name, Amen. 


 
When the pastor, Scott King, became the subject of unhappy debate among the parishioners, Jo 
added the following to one of her prayers:  “…Bless our pastor.  Keep him safe and well and 
enrich this learning experience for him…” 
 
She later wrote a beautiful letter in his behalf which he cherished and copied to share with Jo’s 
family after her death: 
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Earl and grandsons (L-R: John Duncan Shaeffer, Martin Shaeffer III, Bo Irwin, Daniel 
Shaeffer, Earl Martin Shaeffer) at 1011 Fairway Terrace, Clovis, NM  


1971 
(Earl taught each of his grandchildren to crawl.  It was fun to watch him with those babies.) 


 
In Clovis Earl was under the care of Dr. Jim Messer, who was a good friend of Marty’s.  Jim 
took excellent care of Earl and was especially considerate during his final days.  However, 
before the foreseeable future became fixed, Jo and Earl made a trip to the Scott & White Clinic 
at Temple, Texas.  The prognosis was the same: pulmonary emphysema with a gradual decline 
and eventual death.  Not only had he been a smoker, but he had used chemical sprays for his 
orchard and also had worked for many years splicing cable in an enclosed tent which housed 
noxious fumes as well. 
 
Jo and Earl refused to give in to discouragement about the inevitable and participated as fully as 
possible in the various activities of the children and grandchildren in Clovis during the four years 
that Earl lived in Clovis.  During that time they visited Houston, Texas where Bobbie Jo and 
family lived, and entertained guests as often as they could within reason.  Earl continued to enjoy 
his workshop and to be useful and creative with his projects.  He helped to make repairs around 
the house and at Marty’s house as well, until he was no longer able. 
 
On January 1st of 1975 Jo and Earl marked their Golden Wedding, 50 years since their marriage.  
Jo reminisced about their life together: 
  


 We lived most of our lives in Grand Junction, Colorado.  In those days it was a town of 
about 40,000, a small agricultural community surrounded by peach orchards.  For a town of this 
size we found it very interested in the cultural things.  There were many clubs, musical groups, 
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very active women’s groups, many churches and a junior college.  Recreation consisted of bridge 
clubs, dancing clubs.  Earl and I seldom went to a movie as we felt we couldn’t afford it.  We 
made our own fun.  We had wonderful dinners with our friends where all the children were 
included. 
 Our first home there was a small rented house that cost $35 a month.  Earl worked for 
the Mountain States Telephone & Telegraph Company and made $165 a month.  I canned and 
canned.  Living in that community where there were all kinds of wonderful fruits and vegetables 
made it possible to fill our shelves with fruits, jellies, pickles and vegetables.  I made bread every 
Saturday for the week.  During the week I made pie, cookies and cake.  Sometimes we would buy a 
quarter of a beef all cut into steaks, roasts and hamburger.  In our basement was a sack of 
potatoes and smaller sacks of onions and carrots. 
 Every nickel counted and we were very careful to keep within a tight budget, but we were 
rich in our love and togetherness.  We had a small car which was used mostly for Earl to get back 
and forth to work. 
 Earl and I made our decisions together which, as I remember, never caused any 
insurmountable division.  Political issues were discussed but not very profoundly in our family.  
The idea of divorce was never mentioned or contemplated.  When we married it meant forever for 
us… 
 We felt very fortunate to have a job during those depression years.  Most of our 
neighbors did not have jobs and we would try to share some with them.  Whenever I baked I took a 
portion to them.  The few clothes I had I loaned to the high-school girl next door, as she literally 
didn’t have clothes to wear.  On all sides of us two or three families moved in together in an 
attempt to cut expenses.  They would do any little job to get enough money to put food on their 
tables.  It was awful.  Anyone living through the Great Depression never really gets over it. 
 But Colorado was a happy land.  It was wealthy in the sense that the land gave its people 
health, good education and leisure with a serene optimism about life.  The wealth of Colorado 
traces back to two great and equal events: the discovery in 1878 at Leadville of the world’s 
greatest silver mine, and in 1890 Cripple Creek became the world’s richest gold camp.  And then 
we lived in Grand Junction which for a time was the world’s leading uranium camp. 


 
Acknowledging Earl’s anniversary gift, Jo wrote:  
 


Earl, how beautiful the gift you made for me with your own hands—perfectly, patiently measured, 
pounded and painted.  Earl, you always are quietly waiting for me—in Clovis—in your big chair.  
In Colorado you were always busy with satisfying tasks, mostly blessed common things like 
sawing wood for the comfort of a fireplace—for me.  You’ve always had high standards in your 
handwork.  The memories—the good ones, the sad ones, the 
tender ones, the hurting ones and the joyous ones.  Entwined, we 
blend together in a bond so strong—life nor death can ever 
sever—a bond we will cherish for ever and ever. 


 
Jo and Earl’s remaining time together would be less than two 
years from their 50th wedding anniversary.  As the time grew 
shorter, the family rallied around Earl to comfort him in his 
struggle for breath.  He passed away at home on the afternoon 
of December 6, 1977. 
 
“Earl had a beautiful soul—pure—really pure,” wrote Jo at a 
time of reflection more than two years after his passing. 
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The obituary in the Clovis News Journal: 
 
Earl M. Shaeffer 
 Private graveside services for Earl Martin Shaeffer, 74, of 1718 Fairway Terrace, will be 
conducted at 3 pm Thursday at Crown Hill Cemetery in Denver, Colorado.   
 Mr. Shaeffer died Tuesday.  He was born Sept. 24, 1903 in Lincoln, Nebraska and 
resided many years in Colorado.  He had worked for Mountain Bell Telephone for 47 years before 
retiring in Clovis in 1973. 
 Survivors include his wife, Jo, of the home; one son, Martin Shaeffer of Clovis; one 
daughter, Mrs. Bobbie Jo Irwin of Houston, Texas; and seven grandchildren. Memorial may be 
made to the First Presbyterian church in Clovis in Mr. Shaeffer’s memory.  
 Steed-Todd funeral home is in charge of arrangements. 
 


 
In the Grand Junction or Palisade, Colorado paper (not identified) the following was included: 
 


Deaths Elsewhere 
 Earl M. Shaeffer, of 1718 Fairway Terrace, Clovis, N.M. died there Tuesday.  Mr. 
Shaeffer spent 47 years with Mountain States Telephone, the last 22 as manager at the Palisade 
office, which included the De Beque, Collbran, and Mesa.  He retired in 1968.  His wife, Mrs. Jo 
Shaeffer, had been a teacher and school principal in District 51.  She survives.  
 Survivors: daughter, Bobbie Jo Irwin of Houston, Texas; son, Martin Shaeffer of Clovis, 
NM, and seven grandchildren.  Graveside services will be held Thursday at 3 pm at the Crown 
Hill Cemetery, Denver. 


 
The Reverend Helspeth of Denver presided over the burial.  At the time of his death, Earl and Jo 
had been married for 52 years.   Jo thereafter had a floral offering sent to her church each 
December as a memorial for Earl.  The First Presbyterian Church’s bulletin the first Sunday of 
each December: “Flowers are given today by Mrs. Earl Shaeffer in loving memory of Mr. Earl 
Shaeffer.” 
 
 
Excerpts from the Memorial of the Curry County High Plains Historical Foundation publication, 
p. 491: 
 


 Earl M. Shaeffer was a man of quiet dignity and great depth of kindness.  He was loved 
and respected by all who knew him…  
  Earl was a great outdoorsman.  He loved to camp and fish.  His expertise in fly fishing 
was rarely matched, and he could tie flies that would lure the biggest and best trout out of any 
Colorado stream.  He spent many a Saturday afternoon tramping the remote woods and streams 
delighting in the beauties of nature and that unique water that only fly-fishermen come to know 
and love.   
 Earl was renowned for his beautiful peach orchard in Palisade, Colorado.  During 
harvest time people would come from as far as Kansas to buy his big delicious Elberta peaches…    
 Earl’s sweet and even temper was rarely provoked to anger, but when he had something 
important to say everyone listened! He was a pleasant companion, a patient teacher, a loyal 
Mason, a devoted husband and father and a truly generous man—generous with his time, his 
money, his talents, and generous in his judgments of life. 


 
 
At his death his grandfather, John Duncan Shaeffer, wrote the following: 
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At his passing, Earl’s sister, Mary, who was unable to attend the funeral wrote, “I have always 
loved Earl and admired him very much.” 
 
Earl was always ready with a quip at appropriate times, such as when Jo learned about her listing 
in Who’s Who.  He told the family that he supposed that made him What’s What! How that wit 
would be missed! Among Earl’s hobbies were fishing, gardening, macramé and woodworking.  
He was an excellent craftsman at any project he undertook, whether it was building furniture or 
fixing a cantankerous screen door.   He was missed greatly by Jo and by the rest of the family. 
They missed his ready smile, his cheerful demeanor, his generosity of spirit and of pocketbook. 
 
Though it was difficult, Jo made the adjustment to life without Earl with grace and serenity. Jo’s 
dignity in grief was an example for all the family as they supported her in widowhood. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      * * *   
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11. Birthday Parties 


 
   
 
 
In 1986 the July 4th weekend became a cause for celebration of the 80th anniversary of the 
birth of Helen Josephine Osborne Shaeffer—July 7, 1906.  By this time she had been a 
widow 8 ½ years and had certainly set a standard that was an inspiration to all who knew 
her in coping with her loss. 
 
The birthday celebration was held at the Tres Amigos fishing camp near Pagosa Springs, 
Colorado, high in the Rockies.  It was a grand celebration.  Family came from near and 
far to honor Jo and everyone had a wonderful time, including the family of E.C.’s sister 
Jane Toronto, who was very ill with cancer at the time. 
 
There were hikes, picnics, airplane rides and a narrow-gauge train ride from Durango to 
Silverton.  On party day each guest was given a candle to put on “Nanny’s” cake and 
make a wish for her.  The cutest one was from little Monica Hilton who said, “Nanny, I 
wish you a new bicycle.”   


 
L-R: Rear: Naomi Weaver, Gary Weaver, Dan Shaeffer (head turned), Rob Weaver; middle: Carrie Toronto, Amy 
Toronto, Jane Toronto, Claudia Hilton, Joe Hilton holding Brittney Hilton, Marty Shaeffer, E.C. Shaeffer, Jeannine 
Irwin, Bo Irwin, Jo Ellen Olsen; Front: Beth Irwin, Will Toronto, Kevin Slade, Monica Hilton & Kory Olsen on 
Nanny’s lap, Colin Slade, Austen Slade, Becky Slade, BJ Irwin, Will Irwin; leaning over the Slades: Ryan Olsen and 
Mart Shaeffer. 
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Jo enjoyed the three-day party immensely.  Thirty-six people were in attendance, sleeping 
in trailers, tents and out under the stars as well.  John Duncan Shaeffer, who was serving 
as a missionary for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in Washington state at 
the time of the birthday celebration, was unable to attend.  In spite of missing JD, the big 
birthday celebration was deemed a great success and has been remembered fondly by all 
who attended. 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
Bobbie Jo passed around a small book so that family members could write their tributes 
to Jo.  It included the following sentiments: 
 


Pagosa Springs, Colorado – Marty’s fishing camp – a small bit of heaven – July 7, 1986 
– for Helen Josephine Shaeffer – In honor of her birth – July 7, 1906 
 
Blessed are all those who cross her path!  Beloved daughter, sister, wife, mother, 
grandmother, great-grandmother, teacher, friend and neighbor! 


 
Mother, I have always felt so blessed to have been brought into the world by you.  I 
always knew that your love was boundless and forever wrapped me in a protective 
blanket that kept me going through any storm.  You were born with a sense of wonder 
and infectious joy that you have never lost and have always shared.  You have always 
been an inspiration to me: your sense of wonder; your appreciation of beauty; your joy in 
small things; your creativity; your ability to face the unpleasant sad times without losing 
hope; your love of children whether they be clean, dirty, smart, dull, ugly or beautiful; 
and your ability to laugh and giggle at the dumbest jokes.  You inspired all of us with 
your loving care and devotion to Dad when he was so ill, and although you knew how ill 
he was you never gave up hope.  I thank you for your strength that carried us through.  I 
also thank you for loving me enough to point out my faults, and helping me think through 
problems to find solutions.  I love you dearly!  Bobbie Jo [Irwin] 
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Dearest Nannie:  The highest compliment I can pay:  You have been an accepting, loving 
mother-in-law, one who took me in without expression of doubt or fear or distrust.  I love 
you dearly.  Bill [Irwin] 
 
Dear Mom, It is such a joy for me to have you and all our families with us this first week 
of July 1986 in our fishing camp in southern Colorado.  It is because of you, Mom, that I 
have this great love of these mountains and of Colorado.  You have been such a 
wonderful devoted mother to me over all these many years.  I can’t thank you enough.  Of 
all the many gifts you have given me, and believe me there are too many to be accounted 
for on these pages, the one thing that stands out most is your concern and love for other 
people.  I hope I can take that gift, use it and pass it on to my children as you have me.  
As I write this and think back over our 55 years we have had together, from Grand 
Junction to Cripple Creek to Palisade to Clovis, there are so many outstanding memories 
that I will carry with me all my life.  I thank you for all of them.  Happy Birthday, Mom.  
Love, Marty [Shaeffer] 
 
Precious Nanny,  Thank you!  Thank you for being you and for loving me all these 29 
years.  Thank you for being my mother-in-law all this time, and for being my only mother 
for over 20 of those years.  How I have tried to please you—to be like you—to follow 
your lead.  Thank you for being such an outstanding example of kindness, consideration 
and thoughtfulness.  Thank you for looking beyond my faults and loving me in spite of 
them.  And thank you for all your loving support for all whom I love—Marty, the 
children, our son-in-law—our grandchildren, my sister and her family, my brother and 
his family, even my friends.  Believe me, you are unique in all this world—a shining star 
whose influence has extended far beyond the bounds of our family—a light for others to 
look to and to emulate—for your warmth, your joy in living, your sense of fun, your 
courage in adversity.  I have always admired your great intellect, your love of books, 
your sense of style, your gift for descriptive narrative and your great generosity.  Your 
talents in the domestic arts—cooking, sewing and decorating—have always helped you to 
create a home where we all (and everyone else, too) loved to be.  Thank you for sharing 
all these things with me.  Our Heavenly Father has blessed you with 80 wonderful years.  
May He continue to bless your coming years with health, happiness and love.  
I love you, Ellen Claire [Shaeffer] 
 
Dear Nanny, Words cannot express how much you mean to me.  The memories I have of 
a special childhood with you means so much to me.  The pink house in Palisade with the 
swing that Pappy made us, and the wonderful huge breakfasts that you always made are 
among some of the wonderful memories I have.  You have always been so dear to me and 
I have always cherished your advice and companionship.  I hope that we have another 
wonderful celebration on your 90th birthday!  I love you, Jo Ellen [Shaeffer Olsen] 
 
Nanny, The one most cherished persons in the world I ever had was my grandmother 
Olsen.  I never thought it would be possible to find another person on earth like her.  
Since I have met you, I can see I was wrong.  Love, Kevin [Olsen] 
 
Nanny, How can I tell you how much you mean to me?  You have given me life, 
nourishment—you have been the basis of my existence way beyond the physical.  I see 
you every day in every one of my actions, especially now that I am doing the most 
wonderful thing of my life, being a wife and mother.  I see you in how clean I keep the 
house, make bread, read to the boys, play and tease the children, sew, wash dishes and 
on and on.  Thank you.  All grandmothers are like this, of course, to some extent, 
affecting their children after them like the concentric rings on the water after the rock 
has been thrown in—but few are as powerful as you.  Your powerful love, your strength, 
your strong focus on family has made this family a strong, loving unit.  You are 
responsible.  You are the real creator of this family unit.  And such an inspiration you 
are!  Nanny, you taught me by your direct action and through Mother, the most important 
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things of my life: love and devotion to family, and thus to God in simple every day 
actions.  You have given me the most powerful means to God I think a woman can be 
given—simple service to your family.  I read in a book recently where a woman said 
“Some may call me housewife, servant, mother, wife, but really these are my daily 
offerings to you, God.”  I try to remember and act on this simple devotional service as 
well as you have in your life, Nanny.  I feel all my really important skills in my life have 
come from you directly and through Mother.  Mother to mother to mother, but Nanny, 
you started it.  You did some incredible mothering that you have given out.  I see how 
easy it is for me to [be a] mother and wife because my pot has been filled by you and 
mother’s constant high quality love.  I thank you and my children thank you for the skills 
and love I possess.  I know you worry about the little differences in our mothering.  
Differences like how long I nurse Austen, different food styles, Colin’s schooling, but 
really these are so small compared to the powerful stream of energy, love and devotion 
flowing from you to me.  These are but small waves coming from this stream.  Don’t 
worry about them.  The Big You is still guiding me.  Love, Becky [Irwin Slade] 
 
What you mean to me, Nanny!  When I think of you I always feel your smiling face and 
your tender-hearted laugh.  You have always been a smile on Becky’s face after she has 
spoken with you on the phone.  You were our first home and our dreams coming true.  
You’ve helped us with love through hard times.  You’ve been a grandmother to me, Colin 
and Austen.  I thank Becky for bringing you into my life.  And my thanks are to you for 
sharing your love and your life with me and my family.  With great love, Kevin [Slade]. 
 
Thank you Nanny!  Thank you, Nanny, for being my best friend.  You always have been 
there for me for financial, spiritual or loving inspiration.  I’ve never thanked you enough 
for inviting me to go with you and the Shaeffers to Hawaii.  You are so creative and 
always know how to make a bad situation into something wonderful.  You never seem to 
see the bad or fearful side of any situation.  Your laugh is so beautiful and you manage to 
always laugh at anybody’s joke whether it is good or bad.  If it weren’t for you I know 
that I would never be able to create things with my hands; such as macramé, crochet, 
knitting and sewing.  You have always inspired me with your creativeness.  I just hope I 
can be half as creative as you.  You are a remarkable woman.  Nothing seems to keep you 
down.  You are always the first one to help out or volunteer or to get people off their lazy 
rears and get moving.  I will never forget the delicious food we had when we were young 
and in Palisade.  You always supported our ideas even though you didn’t feel that they 
were right and you never told us, “I told you so,” when things didn’t work out.  Just like 
my [first] marriage.  If it weren’t for you, Nanny, our family ties would not be so strong.  
You always get us through the good times and the bad.  You somehow have a special 
warmth and unitedness that always brings our family so much closer.  I love you so much 
and I’m afraid I don’t know how to appreciate the love you have for me.  What I think I 
love the most about you is that you always can laugh and always are in good spirits.  I 
hope I’m lucky enough to learn your skills from you.  
I love you with all my heart.  Beth [Irwin] 
 
Of all the people I know, there is no one more loving, understanding or more special to 
me than you, Nanny.  You have been a special inspiration to me during my college days.  
Many times I sure felt like quitting, but just seeing how proud you were of me just kept me 
going.  Your love and advice has helped me more than you will ever know.  Being your 
favorite grandchild has been difficult at times, but has made me a much better person, 
because I have had to apply myself at everything I do to keep this high honor.  Nanny, to 
tell you the truth, I wouldn’t want to have it any other way.  Happy 80th Birthday.  Nanny, 
I love you very much, Earl Martin Shaeffer III 
PS: I am very proud to have Pappy’s name – thanks. 
 
Nanny, this is the greatest honor that I have had in a long time.  You are so very special 
to me.  I will never forget this day.  We have had so much fun and so many great times.  
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Without you in my life it would be very, very dull.  I am very proud to be your youngest 
grandchild.  You have taught me many things.  I remember when I went to your house 
every day to learn how to read.  You are a great teacher and a super example.  I hope 
you will enjoy your birthday to the greatest extent.  Let’s go to the moon for #100—we’ll 
take the shuttle.  Have a great birthday!  With much love, Daniel Weaver Shaeffer. 
 


 
Family activities and events kept Jo interested and busy in the ensuing years.  The 
weddings of the grandchildren were major milestones in which she participated. Both of 
her children’s families were growing and changing.  Her brother, Dallas Osborne, and 
wife Inez moved to Clovis.  Childless, they “adopted” their Clovis family 
wholeheartedly: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Dal & Inez (about 1981) 
 
The grandchildren, ever the focus of Jo’s love and attention, each responded to her in 
loving and thoughtful ways.  Throughout her years she was beloved of her family and 
they each knew that.  She reveled in their visits, letters and phone calls. Unfortunately 
none of them lived nearby after 1988 when Dan went off to college. A few letters have 
survived.  The following was from Dan and Angela Shaeffer, newlyweds since April 
1992: 
 


 Sept. 6, 1992 
 Dear Nanny, 
  How are you?  It’s been a while since I have heard from you 
or talked to you so I thought that I would write you a little note just to say hello, 
and to tell you what is happening in my life. I started school last Monday and I 
already have a ton of homework.  As you probably know, this is my last year at 
BYU so my classes are getting pretty difficult.  I am also spending about two 
hours a day preparing for the LSAT, which is the Law School Administration 
Test.  I am a little nervous about it.  If I really want to get into a law school I 
really need a good score.  It seems like it just gets more competitive each year. 
 I actually have quite a few options open to me.  If law school doesn’t 
work out for us, I might begin working as an accountant and get my CPA and 
then maybe go on and get a master’s degree in professional accounting.  I am 
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going to interview with all of the big firms who come on campus and see if I get 
any really good job offers.. 
 I am writing this letter on our new computer.  We bought it just this 
summer so I could use it for school, and so that Angela could write her 
grandmother’s personal history and life story on it.  It is so much fun and also 
we are both learning a ton about computers.  The world is quickly moving 
toward using computers in everything, especially accounting.  A major emphasis 
of the accounting program at BYU is the use of computers in accounting.  The 
whole profession is actually moving in that same direction. 


 Sept. 22, 1992 
 Today is Tuesday and I just talked to 
you on Sunday.  Although this letter is a few 
weeks old you requested that I send it, so here 
you have it…  I apologize for letting this letter sit 
so long before getting it out, but I think the topics 
that I talked about earlier in the letter are still 
relevant. 
 Angela and I are hoping to come to 
Clovis for Christmas if she can get enough time 
off work.  I’m sure that she can.  It will be great 
to spend Christmas in Clovis.  I wish we could 
come and visit sooner, but I guess that we will 
have to wait.  Nanny, I have to run.  Have a 
wonderful day, I will write or call again soon. 
 We love you tons!!!  


      Love, Dan and Angela 
 
At a family gathering in Clovis for Thanksgiving in 1993, Jo was there for dinner, 
but, unfortunately, not for this photo: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
                        
 


 Standing, L-R: Kristin, JD, Angela, Dan, Erin, Mart, Ian, Jo Ellen, Steve; Seated: Ryan, Kay, Marty, EC, Kory, James 
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After Beth and Bob Martin’s wedding in October, 1993, Bobbie Jo wrote: 
 


 “…The church dinner is over…Beth’s wedding flowers were used on the tables and 
looked beautiful…I told the group, young for the most part, professional women, that 
you were my role model because you were always such a good sport!  That you followed 
Dad to small mountain towns, camped, and made lemonade out of lemons.  You have 
never become frozen in a time or period, for example, you started college at age 42.  
You faced reality, even when it was sad or disappointing and took action, and above all 
maintained your zest for living.” 


 
Granddaughter-in-law, Kristin Shaeffer wrote: 
 
 Nov. 5, 1995 


Dearest Nanny, 
 I was reminded once again last Saturday of how grateful I am for you.  I was 
glad to say hello to you on the phone, but was planning on writing you already. 
 Moms are wonderful things.  I am grateful for all you taught your children and 
grandchildren.  You have loved them much.  You’ve not only set a good example in 
pursuing an education, but have also encouraged them to continually learn and reach 
their full potential.  You’ve been a friend and encourager in many ways for Duncan. 
 Since I’ve been in the family I’ve enjoyed your company, our conversations, 
your encouragement and your positive influence in my life.  If I lived in Clovis, I’d see 
you very, very often.  I’d ask you questions about your young married life and your 
feelings about God.  I’d enjoy seeing your influence more immediately in my children’s 
lives as they sat in your lap and played and read with you. 
 Given our present location, however, my children should still feel close to you 
so I want to talk about you and look at pictures of you more often.  I’d love more stories 
about you—more pictures of all parts of your life.  One thing I can tell them, though, is 
how smart and kind you are. 
 I love you very much.  Please have a wonderful day.  We look forward to seeing 
you again. 
 Love always, Kristin A. Shaeffer 


 
Attached to Kristin’s letter was this note:  
 


 Dear Nanny, 
 We love you and think of you 
often.  Both of the kids are doing quite 
well.  J.D. is growing like a weed.  He is 
getting longer and gaining weight.  Kay is 
beginning to talk.  She is copying 
practically everything we say.  We look 
forward to seeing you soon.  We will 
definitely see you next summer for your 
90th birthday.  Wow—90 years!! 
 We love you, 
  John Duncan 


 
 
     
    
           Kay & J.D. Shaeffer 
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One of the most difficult aspects of advanced old age is the loss of peers.  Jo often 
grieved for her friends who had passed away at an increasing frequency as the years went 
on.  Particularly painful were the deaths of Neva Stanfield, in 1998 and Charlotte Hyre, in 
1999.  
 
However, more painful than the death of friends was the loss of her great grandchild, 
Colin Slade, age 7, in 1988.  It was a blow to the family of overwhelming proportions and 
a cause for continuing grief. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo & Colin 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Austen & Colin Slade 
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In 1996 a 90th birthday party was given for Jo at the home of Marty and Ellen Claire at 
1500 St. Andrews Drive in Clovis.  Though it was a hot Sunday afternoon in July the 
party was well attended by friends and family from near and far. 
 


 


   
  Marty, Jo, Bobbie Jo 
 


 
 Becky, Beth, B.J., Jeannine 
 


 
 Beth, Jo, Austen, Becky      Kristin & Duncan 
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  Ian 


 
 Mart       Bo & Jeannine    
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


  Bob      Courtney & Angela 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  E.C., Marty & Jo 
 
 
 
 
                Kay 
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Jo’s friend, Geraldine Green, wrote the following birthday tribute: 
 


When you think of someone who has all of the poise and elegance of a genuine lady, 
 
  You think of Jo Shaeffer. 
 
When you think of a lady who gives all she has to her family, church and love for her friends, 
 
  You think of Jo. 
 
Jo, you radiate kindness, a true Christian who is beautiful and magical -  
 
 Need I say more? 
  
 Let us always be friends! 


 
 
 


* * *                       
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12. The Last Chapter 


 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Over twenty-two years a widow, Jo managed to live alone in her own home very well in 
most respects until she reached the age of 91.  Even then she was doing remarkably well 
as a breast cancer survivor until the day in September 1997 when she fell and broke her 
kneecap and her shoulder.  From then on it was mostly downhill until May 25, 2000, 
when she quietly passed away at home.  The precipitating event was noted in E.C.’s 
journal: 
 


October 10, 1997 
 It's been almost a month now since Nanny fell and broke her shoulder and her 
knee.  And she is still virtually helpless.  She is, however, improving.  But it's been a very 
trying time. 
 On September 13, a Saturday afternoon, she went out to get the mail, but 
coming inside she tripped on the rug beside the front door and fell.  She dragged herself 
a little way into the hall but couldn't make it to the phone.  About 20 or 30 minutes later 
Edna came by and found her on the floor.  Edna called me at the Family History Center 
library and I came immediately.  She wouldn't let Edna call 911 but as soon as I saw that 
she was indeed injured, I called 911.  Paramedics came immediately and after an ordeal, 
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got her loaded and we drove to the hospital emergency room.  Because it was a busy 
afternoon and evening, she had to be placed in the hall, awaiting x-rays.  They showed 
that the right shoulder was cracked, and that the right knee was crushed.  She was then 
put into a room to await surgery which took place the next morning, Sunday.  Fred 
Hensal was the orthopedic surgeon, someone I trust and have had experience with.  He 
did my tibia repairs after my 1990 hiking accident. 
 She did very well during surgery to repair the knee.  The shoulder was only 
cracked, so needed only a sling for her arm.  She is bruised badly all up and down her 
right side.  The anesthetic and the pain killers made her very confused mentally.  She 
hallucinated badly, almost frighteningly for several days, until we asked that she be given 
Tylenol for pain rather than the narcotics.  I guess every medicine reacts differently in a 
91 year old patient.  After 5 days in the hospital she was moved to the Retirement Ranch 
nursing center for rehabilitation.  She has now been there for three weeks. 


 
The last two and a half years of her life were not fun for her.  She had never been 
disabled in any way in her 90-plus years and this trouble came with a high cost in her 
personal freedom, her sense of independence and her social relations, which became 
severely curtailed. 
 
She spent the first week or so in the hospital recovering from the surgery which repaired 
her knee and shoulder.  Following that she resided at the Retirement Ranch of Clovis, 
adjacent to the hospital where she received physical therapy for 90 days in an effort to 
restore her mobility and capabilities.  That was only partially successful.  She was never 
again able to dress, bathe or groom herself entirely alone.  When she was able to move 
back to her own beloved home, she required round-the-clock care.   
 
She started a draft for a Thanksgiving letter in 1999: 


 
Dear family and friends, 
First and most important I want to thank all of you for your cards, food and all the kind 
things you remembered me with.  About a year ago I had an unfortunate fall which left 
me incapacitated, unable to walk or do much.  I have three girls who help me and I am 
gradually getting back to me.  The grandkids are fine and doing well. 


 
There were a number of different 
caregivers, some of whom were 
recommended by Willie May Harding, who 
specialized in providing recommendations 
for employers and employees in the 
healthcare field.  She did this free of 
charge.  Willie May spent many hours on 
the phone every day helping people find 
someone to care for their loved one or to 
help those seeking work to find a position.  
She said of Jo:  “Mrs. Shaeffer left 
beautiful memories for us to enjoy.  I tried 
to give her the best care givers, as she 
deserved the best!” 


 
Above: Edna Pollard, Clovis News Journal photo 
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Edna Pollard was among the most faithful as she spent nights with Jo throughout her last 
years.  Edna had previously helped out once a week, but after Jo’s fall, she was able to 
give assistance as needed.  Although she missed her privacy, Jo dearly loved the girls that 
helped her and were so devoted to her. 
 


 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


         Mary Jo Jones with Jo            Dorothy Bilberry 
 
Although Joanie Saiz was her first day-time helper, Mary Jo Jones and Dorothy Bilberry 
were her favorites, and stayed with her to the end.  Substitutes were necessary from time 
to time and came from Home Health Care of Clovis.  Some were more satisfactory than 
others.  Nevertheless, her most faithful companion, Patch, was with her always. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Right:  Patch’s favorite place to 
be—in Nanny’s lap! 
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Hospice services were excellent and extremely helpful through to the end—May 25, 
2000, when Jo passed away quietly at home. 
 
Long before she was debilitated by illness and broken bones, Jo wrote this:  “When death 
comes I hope I can accept it with a sense of dignity and quiet conscience. I do not want to 
eke out extra days and have them prolonged which serve no purpose that I can respect.”   
At least part of that came true for her. 
 
She had saved a poem written by her friend, Ann Murphy.  It epitomized her feelings 
about her own demise: 
 
    I’d like the memory of me 
     To be a happy one. 
    I’d like to leave an afterglow 
     Of smiles when life is done. 
    I’d like the tears of those who grieve 
     To dry before the sun 
    Of happy memories that I leave 
     When my life is done. 
 
Jo’s funeral service had been planned a year earlier.  One day she started talking about 
funerals and asked Ellen Claire if she would jot down some suggestions which included:  
Scott King to speak but NOT to give a sermon, Donald Pashke to sing the “Lord’s 
Prayer” and “Ave Maria.”  Pallbearers were to be her 4 grandsons, Bob Martin and 
Hershel Wall.  Grave dedication was to be done by Will Irwin.  All this was followed 
closely and included eulogies by John Duncan Shaeffer and Ellen Claire Shaeffer. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
  
  
 
            
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
(from the funeral 
program) 
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EULOGY -       E. C. Shaeffer 
 
It seems to me that when one gives a eulogy it helps to be able to have a pretty good 
perspective of the individual one is eulogizing. But when you’ve been so close for so 
long, like Mom and I have been, it is very difficult to see the forest for the trees.  I think I 
need to take a step back in space or time to see it all as well as I would like to. It was over 
a year ago that Mom planned her funeral and asked me to do the eulogy, but I didn’t want 
to think about it. Since Thursday I have made the following reflections: 
 
Helen Josephine Osborne was born in Denver, Colorado, the 7th of July 1906 to Dallas 
Jonathan and Mary Pearl Oak Miller Osborne.  She was the third of the Osborne’s four 
children, one boy and three girls.  The Osbornes had come west from Ohio for Jonathan’s 
health.  He had TB.  With their daughter, Alberta, the family first went to Las Vegas, 
New Mexico where their son Dallas was born. They then went to Denver where Jo and 
her younger sister, Bobbie, were born.  When Jo was just six years old, Jonathan died, 
leaving his wife and four young children.  His widow never remarried. 
 
Jo remembered her grandparents moving to Denver and living close enough to be of 
assistance to Pearl and the children.  Jo had many fond recollections of happy times spent 
with her grandmother Miller.  Quoting a conversation we taped a couple of years ago:  
“[Grandmother] loved the other kids, but she made me feel like I was her favorite.  I 
adored my grandmother who was always so sweet.  I can still see the wig she always 
wore, which I admired.” 
 
Jo attended North Denver High School where she graduated in 1924.  On January 1st, 
1925 she married Earl Martin Shaeffer.  They had met at a dance where Earl was a 
member of the band.  The newlyweds made their home in Grand Junction, Colorado, 
where their two children, Bobbie Jo and Marty were born. 
 
During the summers when the children were young they would often accompany Earl, a 
lineman for the telephone company, on his trips away from home, especially if he were 
working in the mountains.  The family would camp and fish and enjoy the out of doors.  
They camped at Glenwood Springs, at Silverton and at Aspen, which was Mom’s favorite 
spot.  One night when they were camped at Aspen, she awoke to find a porcupine on the 
woodpile next to her cot and it was staring her in the face.  She screamed and woke the 
family. Marty got a stick and sent it scampering out of the tent. Only after they were all 
safe could she laugh about it. 
 
In 1943 they moved to Cripple Creek, Colorado, where Jo cooked on a coal stove and 
filled in as occasion demanded for the telephone exchange operator.  Her free time was 
always spent reading books.  But she was a disciplined reader.  She never read a book 
unless her work was finished, and she used her reading time as a reward for completing 
her many chores.  And there were MANY chores in the Cripple Creek household, which 
had few conveniences.  Water for dishes, laundry and bathing had to be heated on a coal 
stove, and clothes were washed on a scrub board in a wash tub. 
 
Moving back to Grand Junction in 1946 the Shaeffers built their first house which 
included a number of modern conveniences.  Jo became active in a number of service and 
social organizations and was frequently in demand to give book reviews.  She became 
well known throughout the area for her mesmerizing reviews and was often booked up 
months in advance. 
 
In 1951, when her younger child started college, she did, too.  She began at Mesa 
Community College in Grand Junction and worked her way through to her masters 
degree with outstanding scholarship.  She began her teaching career as soon as she was 
certified.  She was in the classroom in some capacity for almost twenty years, beginning 
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with teaching first grade and ending with teaching college students.  As an advocate for 
literacy, she was an expert in the teaching of reading. 
 
During her teaching career she became very interested in the non-graded primary, in 
which the first three grades were divided into multiple learning layers,alowing children to 
progress as fast as they were able.  She experimented with the concept and it became very 
successful in Grand Junction.  Soon she found that her services were in demand to un-
grade the primary grades in other schools as well, and she began traveling all over the 
state, and beyond in this endeavor. 
 
She was principal of three schools in the Grand Junction School district, and in this role 
she came to the attention of the University of California.  She was offered a position with 
California State University in Fresno, where she truly enjoyed her experiences in the 
college classrooms there. 
 
A teacher’s influence has no boundaries.  You never know how widely the ripples will be 
felt.  After Mom was retired she received a call one day from a neurosurgeon from 
Seattle.  “Are you the Jo Shaeffer that taught school at Pear Park?” he asked. When she 
said she was, indeed, he then explained that he wanted express his appreciation for her 
inspiration in his young life.  She had taught him to read after his early teachers as well as 
his own mother had given up on him, saying that he would never learn to read.  Mom 
refused to accept that assessment and gave him just the push he needed to get his 
educational ball rolling. 
 
I recall that in 1995 she got a phone call from a former student that had taken some of her 
college classes.  The caller said that she, herself, was now teaching college students.  She 
said to Jo, “Not a single day goes by that I do not use the knowledge, skills and 
approaches you taught me.” 
 
Mom’s charming personality endeared her to many, and she was well beloved by her 
many, many friends, most of whom have preceded her in death.  One friend has said, 
“You couldn’t find a more sweetly tempered person.” 
 
Another friend, who served with her on the church board, said, “She was one of the 
brightest people the board ever had.” 
 
Mom was creative.  This was evidenced in her calligraphy, her clothes, her home 
decorating skills and in her self-expression generally. Her holiday greetings were 
particularly delightful.  She was talented in many areas and enjoyed and appreciated the 
creativity of others. 
 
She also was a truly great cook.  She loved trying new recipes and serving her family.  I 
think all the grandchildren will forever remember the wonderful meals she planned and 
executed.  She kept up this tradition long past the age at which one would think it 
feasible.  But she never complained.   She delighted in pleasing others with her good 
food.  And I think one of the reasons she lived so long was that she believed in eating 
nourishing, well-balanced meals, even if she was cooking for just herself. 
 
Mom was also a talented seamstress.  She loved to put together creative outfits.  She did 
embroidery, appliqué, smocking, and other handwork to enhance the garments she made 
for herself and others.  Just yesterday someone told me that Mom always looked 
beautiful, even in her advancing years, “Like a fashion model.” 
 
Mom laughed a lot.  She could laugh at herself, and she could laugh at a good joke too. 
She was socially gifted.  With advanced age, she lost some of her former abilities, but she 
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never lost her social intelligence.  Right up to the last she was sensitive to others and 
appreciative of their efforts and concerns. 
 
Helen Jo Shaeffer had a deep and abiding faith in God.  She believed in the power of 
prayer, and she prayed.  She prayed for others, particularly the ever-widening circle of 
her family.  She loved to look at photos of the great-grandchildren.  She could spend 
hours looking at photos and she loved to try and determine whose features were 
replicated in each of the new babies. 
 
Her very last Mothers Day was a time for many remembrances.  The flowers, calls and 
visits she received warmed her heart and eased her discomfort.  She especially loved the 
Collyer girls’ visit.  Their song and poem delighted her.  “I’d like to keep those kids!” 
she said. 
 
When her failing body had used up the last of its resources, she passed quietly and gently 
into “that good and final sleep.” 
 
We shall all miss her.  And her darling dog, Patch, will miss her too.  Her dog was a 
wonderful companion and comfort for Mom during her last years, and has been loyal to 
the end. 
 
For myself, I must say that she couldn’t have been a more wonderful mother-in-law.  She 
was the only mother I have had since 1965 and we became very close friends.  I am 
grateful for her example, for I have learned so much.  I have been so richly blessed by her 
faith in me, her trust in me and her love for me. 
 
I’d like to close with a quote from John Greenleaf Whittier: 
 


Yet Love will dream, and Faith will trust, 
Since He who knows our need it just 
That somehow, somewhere, meet we must... 
Who hath not learned in hours of faith, 
The truth to flesh and sense unknown, 
That Life is ever lord of Death, 
And Love can never lose its own! 


 
 
Duncan’s eulogy included the well-known scripture from Proverbs about the life of a 
good woman whose price is far above rubies.  Then he spoke about his own experience 
with his Nanny and her best traits.  He prized her loving kindness because she always had 
time for him with long, long conversations.  He said, “She loved to have us come over 
and visit and I always enjoyed talking to her.”  He admired her modesty and dignity.  
“Never one to boast or really talk about herself, she found joy and happiness in the 
accomplishments of others—her children, grandchildren and great grandchildren.”  He 
said that her quiet dignity, ennobling character, personal honor and aura of refinement 
“made her the matriarch of us all.”  Of her thriftiness and frugality he said, “This I 
believe was one of her virtues.  The acquisition of numerous material goods was simply 
not high on her priority list.”  He added, “One more trait that I loved about her was that 
she was a wonderful cook.  I remember a number of Thanksgiving dinners at her house 
with homemade bread, pies, etc.  Later on when Mom and Dad established the tradition 
of having her over every Sunday night she would sometimes contribute a dish.” 
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Prior to his remarks, Jo Ellen handed J.D. a note that read:  “Duncan, if you were 
thinking of something kind of light-hearted to say when you get up, I was just thinking 
that I will no longer have anyone to tell me I’m too thin, and I need to put on weight.  
You know, Nanny was the only one who thought I was too skinny!” 
 
After the service a lovely meal was provided for the family by the Presbyterian Church 
ladies.  Many others had brought food as well.  A general outpouring of sympathy and 
support came from many sources and was greatly appreciated. 
 
Following the funeral the entire family made the trek to Denver to place Helen Josephine 
Osborne Shaeffer in a grave beside her sweet Earl.  Crown Hill Cemetery was lovely in 
the spring and the beautiful ivory-colored roses that had graced her oak wood casket were 
still fresh for the interment.  With the strains of  “Pei Jesu,” from Andrew Lloyd 
Webber’s Requiem in the background, Will Irwin dedicated her grave.  It was a tender 
moment for all of the family to say one last “good-bye.” 
 
Book gifts to the Clovis-Carver Public Library in Jo’s memory were donated by Maurice 
& Jean Waters, Dolores Tansey, Bruce & Jerry Smith, and Lunell Winton. 
 
Gifts to the P.E.O. educational project were made in Jo’s memory by Don and Gustina 
Bonner, Geno Walker, Ruby St. Clair, Les & Jean Morrow, Tommy & Valeria Smith, 
PEO Chapter AB, PEO Chapter G and by Joy Pattison. 
 
 
Cards and letters: 
 


Jo was a lovely lady—warm, talented, delightful to be around, intelligent and with a keen 
sense of humor.  I was privileged to have her friendship.  I loved her and will miss her.  
But I will always remember the good times.  Love, Martha 
 
It didn’t seem like Thanksgiving without a card from her!  What a lady – there never will 
be anyone that can walk in her shoes – she inspired everyone she met.  Thanks!  J.D. & 
Audrey Killibrew 
 
She commented to me often about how much she loved her family and I feel blessed to 
have been her friend.  Jo was a very special lady.  I will miss her very much.  With love, 
Evelyn Kampsen 
 
We were saddened to hear about Sister Shaeffer.  She was a special lady and we are so 
grateful we had the privilege to know her.  Our prayers are with you.  May you be 
strengthened and comforted.  With much love, Lyle, Jean & Mary [Norris] 
 
Jo was one of our most treasured sisters.  We were so lucky to have her in our chapter.  
Our prayers are with you.  Chapter G of PEO 
 
We were so sad to hear of Nanny’s passing, but grateful it was sweet and peaceful.  We 
remember her with fondness.  She was a very lovely lady.  You are in our thoughts and 
prayers.  Love, Paula & Courtney [Fisher] 
 
The time I have spent with your mother has been very special to me.  I will think of her 
every time I see my curtains and go through the motions of day to day life.   Her passion 
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for life showed in the delight and interest she took in our lives.  Her advice was wise and 
insightful.  It has been more than just a job for me.  I put her advice to use as recently as 
this past Mothers Day.  I will miss her.  The memories will be a perfume and balm 
throughout the coming weeks and years, as I know they will for you.  She was a special 
person to so many and well loved.  In that respect you are so much like her.  Thank you for 
the friendship you have freely given me.  I do value it.  I know you will find comfort in the 
memories.  Thank you for letting me be a part of her life.   Mary Jo [Jones] 
 
What a blessed, impacting life your mom had.  What lay beneath was gifted!  Our deepest 
condolences,  Weldon and Marilyn [Killough] 
 
I was saddened to hear of the loss of “Nanny.” In the course of our conversation the other 
afternoon Erin mentioned that Marty’s grandmother enjoyed reading and that she had a 
nice library at home.  With that in mind, I have made a donation to the Clovis-Carver 
Public Library asking that they purchase an adult biography as well as a picture or 
chapter book for the juvenile collection in memory of the late Helen Jo “Nanny” Shaeffer.  
I hope that the chosen books in memory of Nanny will be enjoyed by everyone in Clovis 
and that they will remain a reminder of the affection in which Nanny was held.  My love to 
you all, Dolores J. Tansey 
 
With a feeling of sadness I acknowledge your message of Jo’s death…She was so modest 
and humble, she never bragged about her achievements.  Our friendship began in Boulder 
in 1960 when we were in the same class of Human Relations.  I vowed to myself I was not 
going to make any fast and lasting friendships before I went.  However, we sat next to 
each other in one large circle (21 plus the instructors) and in four weeks without trying, a 
kinship was established that lasted 40 years!  We’ve never met since that time but have 
exchanged greetings every year.  I loved her beautiful calligraphy…  We were quite 
different in many ways.  I felt like a plain Jane without pretenses and she was so pretty 
and creative—also without pretense, but just one grand lady.  At our ages (I’m 96 ½) time 
is taken care of, as our “number” comes up… May the memory of Jo influence your very 
existence.  I am glad she was my friend.  Most sincerely, Mabel Luing 
 
I remember the first time I ever saw Jo.  She was in her front yard and I remember 
thinking what an absolutely adorable looking woman she was.  Little did I know that when 
I would meet her in person, I would be so totally captivated by her—totally captivated.  I 
can truly say I have not met her equal in my lifetime.  There is only one person who would 
and does come close.  Her name is E.C…. Love Marietta [Kelt] and family. 
 
…There will always be fond memories of the years that Earl and Jo were our good 
neighbors in the Mt. Lincoln area.  Thank you for sending the obituary and the beautiful 
tribute to a beautiful woman. In gratitude and love, Bill and Helen Anderson Weaver 
 
Jo was such a blessing to know and she touched the lives of so many people.  I especially 
hold her dear to my heart.  May you find comfort in your memories and know how much 
she loved you all. Thinking of you with love and prayers, Don & Gustenia [Bonner] 
 
One final thought that seems entirely appropriate was found in Jo’s scrapbook of 


quotes.  It was taken from a story in Readers’ Digest, and perfectly describes her final 
aspect:  “In her casket she was little and light, because the great soul had gone out of 
her.” 


 
 
* * * 
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Appendix A:  Timeline for Earl Martin and Helen Jo Osborne Shaeffer 
 
1903 September 24th:  Birth of Earl Martin Shaeffer at Farnham, Lincoln, Nebraska 
1906 July 7th:  Birth of Helen Josephine Osborne at Denver, Colorado 
1913 February 17th:  Death of Dallas J. Osborne at Denver, Colorado 
1921 Earl was hired by Mountain States Telephone & Telegraph Co., Denver 
1923 December 9th:  Death of Martin William Shaeffer at Pueblo, Colorado 
1924 June 6th:  Jo graduated from high school in Denver, Colorado 
1925 January 1st:  Marriage of Earl Martin Shaeffer to Helen Jo Osborne, Denver 
1926 Earl and Jo moved to Grand Junction, Colorado 
1928 February 7th:  Birth of Bobbie Jo Shaeffer at Grand Junction, Colorado 
1931 August 13th:   Birth of Earl Martin Shaeffer, Jr. at Grand Junction, Colorado 
1939 Jo began presenting book reviews for audiences 
1943 April:  The Shaeffer family moved to Cripple Creek, Colorado 
1946 October:  Earl became telephone company manager of Palisade, Colorado 
1945 September:  Bobbie Jo enrolled at Hiram College, Hiram, Ohio 
1947 September 7th:  Bobbie Jo married William P. Irwin, Jr. 
1948 September:  Jo enrolled at Mesa Junior College, Grand Junction, Colorado 
1950 April 20, 21st:  Jo appeared in leading role of “All My Sons,”  Mesa College.  
1950  June 9Th:  Jo was awarded Associate Degree from Mesa College 
1950 September:  Marty enrolled at Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah 
1950 September:  Jo began teaching at Pear Park Elementary School, Grand Junction 
1951 July 14th:  Marty enlisted in the United States Navy 
1952 Earl and Jo built a new home on their orchard in Palisade, Colorado 
1953 Sept. 20th:  Birth of first grandchild – Rebecca Jo Irwin, San Francisco, California 
1953  Jo took University of Colorado, Boulder extension classes 
1953  Summer:  Jo enrolled at  Colorado State College of Education at Greeley 
1954  August 19th:  Jo awarded B A degree from Colorado State College, Greeley 
1954  September:  Jo became principal/teacher of Pear Park elementary school 
1955 February 1st:  Birth of second grandchild – Wm. P. Irwin III, “Bo”  
1955 July 8th:  Marty received honorable discharge from the navy 
1955  September:  Marty returned to his studies at Brigham Young University 
1957 August 20th:  Marty married Ellen Claire Weaver at Los Angeles, California 
1958 May: Marty graduated from Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah 
1958 Summer:  Bobbie Jo & Jo study together for advanced degrees at U of C, Boulder 
1958 Fall:  Jo became principal at Broadway School, Grand Junction, Colorado 
1959 Jo is initiated into Chapter DY of P.E.O., a philanthropic educational organization 
1959 July 22nd:  Third grandchild was born – Elizabeth Jo Irwin 
1959 December 11th:  Fourth grandchild was born – Earl Martin Shaeffer III 
1960 August:  Jo and Bobbie Jo are each awarded Master’s Degrees, U of C, Boulder 
1961 August 5th: Death of May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer in Denver, Colorado 
1962 March 31st:  Fifth grandchild was born – Jo Ellen Shaeffer 
1963 Jo became principal of two Grand Junction schools:  Appleton and Pomona 
1964 Jo became principal of three schools: Appleton, Lincoln Park and Pomona  
1966 January 14th:  Sixth grandchild was born – John Duncan Shaeffer 
1966 October 28th: Jo received Outstanding Alumni Award, Colorado State College 
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1966 Jo was listed in Who’s Who in Colorado, 1966-67 
1967  September: Jo transferred as principal to Broadway and Redlands schools 
1967 Jo received Life Membership in the Parent Teacher Association 
1968 Jo was listed in Who’s Who of American Women 
1968 Jo was listed in Personalities of the West and Midwest. 
1968 Earl retired from Mountain States Telephone & Telegraph Co. 
1968 Earl was inducted into the Telephone Pioneers of America 
1968 Jo requested a year’s leave of absence from Mesa County schools. 
1968 thru 1969:  Jo taught at Western State College, Gunnison, Colorado 
1969 Jo was listed in the Dictionary of International Biography, 1969-70 
1969 Summer: Jo presented her resignation to the Mesa County Valley School Dist. 
 Number 51, Grand Junction, Colorado 
1969 Fall: Jo began teaching at Fresno State College (now California State Univ. Fresno) 
1970 August 28th:  Seventh and last grandchild was born – Daniel Weaver Shaeffer 
1971 May 15: Jo and Bea Bradley did a workshop in Dillard, Oregon 
1971 Sept 7th: Jo and Bea Bradley conducted workshop for Mt. Diablo schools, 
 Pittsburg, California 
1972 April 24th: Death of Pearl Miller Osborne, Denver, Colorado 
1972  Jo taught two classes at the summer session at Fresno State College 
1972 Dec. Jo received a request to transfer her Delta Kappa Gamma membership to the 
 Grand Junction chapter (International honor society for women educators) 
1973 Jo’s first semester to supervise student teachers as well as being a full-time 
 lecturer, Fresno State College (now California State University Fresno) 
1973  August:  Jo taught two courses at California State University, Fresno and Visalia  
1973 September:  Earl and Jo moved to their new home in Clovis, New Mexico 
1974  Spring: Jo taught remedial reading for Eastern NM University, Cannon Air Force 
 Base campus 
1974 Jo retired from Fresno State College after teaching summer session 
1975 January 1st:  Jo and Earl celebrated 50 years of marriage, their Golden Wedding 
1975 November:  Jo and Earl accompanied Marty and family on a Caribbean cruise 
1977 December 6th:  Earl passed away quietly at home 
1978 February 18th: Marriage of Rebecca Irwin to Kevin H. Slade (div.) 
1981 March 11th:  Birth of first great-grandchild, Colin Slade 
1981 August 8th:  Marriage of Jo Ellen Shaeffer to Kevin G. Olsen (div.) 
1982 July 14th:  Birth of great-grandson, Ryan Glenn Olsen 
1984 November 15th:  Birth of great-grandson, Austen Slade 
1986 April 1st:  Birth of great-grandson, Kory Shaeffer Olsen 
1986 July 7th:  Jo celebrated her 80th birthday at a gala 3-day party at Pagosa Springs 
1987 April 4th:  Marriage of Bo Irwin to Jeannine Mobley 
1987 December 4th: Marriage of  E. Martin Shaeffer III to Elizabeth Erin Tansey 
1988 March 2nd:  Death of great-grandson, Colin Slade, age 6 
1989 January 16th:  Birth of great-grandson, James Earl Shaeffer 
1990 October 5th:  Birth of great-grandson, Ian Michael Shaeffer 
1992 April 24th:  Marriage of Daniel Weaver Shaeffer to Angela Marie Adair 
1992 July 17th:  Marriage of John Duncan Shaeffer to Kristin Alldredge 
1993 March 31st: Marriage of Jo Ellen Shaeffer to Steven B. Killpack 
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1993 August 2nd:  Birth of great-granddaughter, Kay Shaeffer 
1993 September 25th:  Marriage of Beth Irwin to Robert Lee Martin  
1994 January 7th:  Birth of great-grandson, Jacob Martin Shaeffer 
1995 April 26th:  Birth of great-granddaughter, Courtney Adair Shaeffer 
1995 June 4th:  Birth of great-grandson, John Duncan Shaeffer, Jr. 
1996 July 7th:  Jo celebrated her 90th birthday at a reception in Clovis 
1997 June 5th: Birth of great-grandson, Martin Daniel Shaeffer 
1997 September 13th: Jo fell, breaking her kneecap and shoulder 
1998 August 3rd:  Birth of great-grandson, Clark Dallas Shaeffer 
2000 January 1st:  Jo celebrated a new year, a new century, a new millennium as well as 
 marking 75 years since her wedding.  
2000 May 25th:  Jo passed away quietly at home, aged 93, a widow 22 years 
2001 March 17th:  Birth of great-grandson, Christopher Jensen Shaeffer 
2001 April 18th:  Birth of great-grandson, Adam Miles Shaeffer 
2003 August 17th:  Death of grand-daughter-in-law, Jeannine M. Irwin 
2005 January 12th:  Birth of great-grandson, Nicholas Weaver Shaeffer 
2005 December 25th:  Birth of great-grandson, Heber Curtis Shaeffer 
 


* * * 
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Appendix B.  Remembered Lines 


 
 


 
Some lines Jo wrote for either book reviews or as drafts for letter-writing.  Looking over what 
she garnered from her great and wide knowledge of books puts a certain perspective on what she 
loved, what she thought about, what she considered important or worthy.  It really gives us a 
glimpse into the heart and mind of a great connoisseur of words and it certainly provided much 
background material for her sparkling conversation, a trait that stayed with her to the end.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Of the following quotes that Jo recorded some seem a bit obscure, but some of them are such 
gems that most of them have been included.  Some acknowledge the author, other don’t: 
 


“It lies in wait like a recurrent illness and sometimes quite unexpectedly the old familiar pain will 
surge over you.  The desperate longing will so engulf you that nothing on earth matters but the 
urgency of your need.” 
 
“My knowledge of baseball is so abysmal that it is so Marty finds teaching me uphill work.” 
 
“It’s the kind of thing they must serve in Heaven on Easter morning with God in full-dress uniform 
and the trumpets blowing.” 
 
“Though we told the truth, it was not always whole and nothing-but.” 
 
“Those whose egos are such that they are sullen and ill tempered when they are not the focus of 
attention…” 
 
“Bridge is antisocial, doncha  think?  Why is it some of the stupidest people play it with great 
éclat?” 
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Short story: “A relationship that was predicated upon love was far too delicate of composition to 
be threatened by cross purposes.  Her dignity trampled to death, her honor mutilated, she fought 
back and felt estranged from the very principles of her being.” 
 
From John Donne’s poem:  “Any man’s death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind.  
And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls.  It tolls for thee.” 
 
Oliver Wendell Holmes:  “There is always an urchin at the edge of every triumph, Wendy, to 
remind you your crown isn’t on straight.” 
 
“Changing one’s whole suit of friends leaves moments when man feels naked and shivers.” 
 
“Faith is the bird that sees the light when the dawn is still dark.” 
 
“[There is] a calmness I’ve not known for a long, long time.  I’ve striven and prayed and 
despaired with myself.  Strangest of all, that which may seem dark and disastrous is like nature’s 
child in the womb, the beginnings of the somehow and ultimate good.  [His] patter, pun and 
flattery had so little to concern itself with that it was deeply concerned in observing and criticizing 
the affairs of others. [He] studied the obvious and commented on it, arriving at a sort of petty and 
distorted conclusion… If you drank, he assumed you drank too much… charitable with all the 
uncharity of the complacent Christian.  Don’t we all cry out sometimes to go berserk by imbibing 
in malicious and cruel gossip?  Have we any right to condemn anyone for anything?” 
 
“…Loved a man grown so big and she feared to find him grown little.  He was troubled by dreams 
of strange women, by senseless lionization that eluded him, by thwarted vanities, unaccomplished 
drama, a self that felt robbed of the ambitions things that might have been.  A woman may be too 
prudishly exacting or too sweet.  She found herself filled with sudden strange pity for the man who 
had wounded her.  Performers are of all people the most dangerous and destructive.  Their 
sincerity may be so over-sincere, like many platform virtues, it becomes hum-bug.”   


 
All of the above was handwritten on the back of a large envelope postmarked 1943 in Cripple 
Creek, Colorado.  If she was getting ready for a book review, it has not been convenient to 
determine what book it was. 
 
The following quotes were noted in her scrapbook: 
 


“Mother: when she walks her clothes seem to become a part of her.  She has the litheness, the 
extraordinary grace of a magnificent thoroughbred.” 
 
“Out of a variety of pictures in my mind two tableaux stand out.  A third somewhat mischievously 
refuses to be forgotten.” 
 
“I feel so grand.  I feel like a toy balloon, a bright red one.” 
 


In the scrapbook, under the heading of “ME” she wrote: 
 


“I was sighing in my toes that day, I was so steeped.” 
“I know your head is bumping the clouds.” 
“Society with a capital S” 
“A kiss or two for my own Janey” 
“Cinderella without a God-mother” 
“My stock is going up with you.” 
“It gave me the wooley-goos.” 
“My heart ran so fast it tripped itself.” 
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“Pedigreed cur” 
“I’m dizzy in the dome cogitating backwards and forwards.” 
“My hand is so cold it’s turned to ice and I skid all over.” 
“Lois turned with a stricken ‘thou too Brutus,’ look.” 
 “Wonderful, did anything ever happen so darn pat.” 
“She slithers when she walks, she’s so snaky.” 
“I wanted to hear loud and determined protestations—a litany of ‘you must not.’” 
“It takes more baths for Marty than the Dionnes [famous quintuplets] I know.  He went swimming 
the other day and stayed in 4 hours and simply can’t see why that won’t answer for two weeks of 
baths.” 
“The answer was too bland and unnatural.” 
“My, how she did plug Florida!” 
“That would have put Robinson Crusoe to shame.” 
 “If I had been a shot like you, I think that cat Philharmonic would have been stilled forever.” 
“My fly-paper memory” 
“I’ve tried to build a wall around that memory, but sometimes memories are like ghosts that slip 
right through walls.” 
“My eyes thirstily drank in the detail.” 
 “In the mountains I realize the majesty of God.” 
“I wish I had a self sufficing, logical creed.  Just certain facts are the buttresses of my faith.” 
“Get your joy out of giving not getting. 


 
In preparation for a book review she jotted down the following notes under a page titled “Ad-
lib:” 
 


“He was so excruciatingly sensitive to the pain humans suffer in their harrowed flight across the 
earth, he could not knowingly inflict pain on others.  His cryptographical mind penetrated the 
façade of spoken words, gestures, expressions.  His evaluating apparatus was objectively hard, 
sharp and incisive.   
 
“He was a Christian by example and pretext, but by intellect, an agnostic.  His language was 
supple, vigorous, but never nervous.  Perhaps a little more appreciation by others would forestall 
his compensatory egotism and give a better hold upon perspective and sanity.  In retrospect his 
career seemed lonely, self-centered and barren.  He was tottering on the very outside edge of his 
strength.  Only by letting his emotions atrophy had he carried on.” 


 
“At this moment you see all life with more equanimity as from the top of the hill where you have 
climbed.  You can get proportions and perspective you can’t get struggling up.” 
 
“One resolve: there shall be no slow decline, but a clean cut—no raw edges to fester.  So on this 
beautiful morning, with a breaking heart, I walk out of your life.” 
 
“The secret of the great professional is that he gives service above self.” 
 
“I feel baleful at the sight of waste.” 


 
In her scrapbook of quotes Jo wrote: 
 
 Tell Bobbie Jo, don’t ever let yourself accept a substitute for what you really want in life.  
 It only brings a heartache. 
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Jo also wrote: “I don’t know what this is from:” 
 
 The things they had to say were, after all, mostly incommunicable, after the manner of past things well 
 understood… 
 
A saying of Plato:  We lose what is certain while we pursue uncertainties. 
 
A few of her notes involved books or book reviews: 
 
Gone With the Wind, by Margaret Mitchell 


“The old days had no glitter but they had a charm, a beauty, a slow paced glamour.” 
“No one can go forward with a load of aching memories.” 
“A whisper and fragrance that was Ellen.” 
“Someday it will be without tenseness, without passion, to be there just as a loved friend.” 


 
Happy the Land, by Louise Rich 


“He made a token protest.” 
“I would say he was right times two.” 
“She always sees my point of view and most of the time shares it.  You can have a certain amount 
of fun alone, anywhere, but the same things are four times as much fun if you can count on 
someone laughing at the same things you laugh at, catching your most oblique references and 
thinking the same things important or sad.” 
“You are old enough and smart enough to realize you can never recapture what you once had.  
It’s time to move on.” 


 
Past Imperfect, Joan Collins 


“One has only to look at the stars by night, on the sea to know there is a power, a rhythm 
governing the universe, complex and infinite.  “ 
“Personally I always feel nearer to the source when in the presence of a few certain people do 
seem to me to emit the divine from their personage than when in a pew being harangued from the 
pulpit, but for those who feel uplifted through a church, it’s satisfying and necessary.” 


 
Thunder in Heaven, Armine Von Tempske 


“In the final analysis he had a poor mangy soul focused on himself, on his  
personal achievements” 
“It doesn’t matter what happens to a person, but it matters a lot what they do  
about what happens.” 
“I feel as if I had come into a larger kingdom – more hours with my family, more hours to enjoy 
details of living.” 
“More than knowing, it was a nudge from God.” 
“Jam all the fun, joy and beauty possible into each day as it comes because no one can tell what 
might be ahead.” 
“Oh, God, make me brave!  Make me strong!  Make me believe no matter what, that life is 
beautiful, sound and worthwhile, and make me take whatever comes like a gentleman and a 
soldier.” 
“The success or defeat of a life depends not on what happens to you, but in what use you make of 
what happens.” 
“Your loving me has sort of loosed all the loneliness of my life.” 


 
The Human Comedy, William Saroyan 


“When you leave this school—long after you have forgotten me—I shall be watching for you in 
this world, and I shall never be startled by the good things I know you shall do.’   
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“Even though he himself did not know he had wept in his sleep, his spirit seemed hushed as the 
spirit of a man who is hushed after grief.” 
“The evil do not know they are evil and are therefore innocent.” 


 
No Hiding Place, William Seabrook 


“More of my twisted desperations” 
“You’re a good poker player, but you’re not a crook.” 
“She was average dumb” 
“Maggot-mass emerging from the subway exit” 
“Bright and fresh as paint” 
“Too dangled and deep” 
“Gold-braided doormen in the formidable and snooty glory” 
“It never mitigates the sadness of either in long retrospect to reflect that one or the other was 
more to blame.  Both had tried and both had failed.” 
“It had come out of something deeper and darker than reason and because it was unreasonable it 
couldn’t be reasoned away.” 
 


They Came To a River, Allis McKay 
“That was my youth.  I took it in both hands and spent it gloriously.  It is gone.” 
“You don’t get to know these people in a day.  Their lives run deep.” 
 “She had had enough—enough of everything.  She wanted no more of this endless unfair 
struggle—the pointless striving just to stay alive.  Let it all fall.  It would be so easy to follow Nate.  
Her work was finished—her work had been to make Nate happy.  It was finished, it did not need 
doing now and she was very tired.  There was no escape.  Life had her as inexorably as death had 
Nate.” 


 
The Little Locksmith, Katherine Butler Hathaway  


“I suffered consciously from a starved and desolate feeling, as a person must who is living on a 
diet which is very good, yet lacks one vital element that his system needs and craves.  I felt starved 
and dumb and alone, because as usual I could not speak of my suffering to anyone.” 
“It was something you simply couldn’t explain.  Its tie, its fascination, its incommunicable use 
began then the endless conversation that went on weeks, months, years. The thing that struck me 
was the loneliness of her mind…”   
“Perfection and imperfection are both included in the universe and I had good reason to make 
friends with imperfection…” 
“When anger was not able to explode it flooded my interior in a heavy, unhappy, sullen silence.” 


 
Cross Creek, Marjorie K. Rawlings 


“I do not know the irreducible minimum of happiness for any other spirit than my own…” 
“It seems to me I’ve done nothing in all my life to deserve that outhouse, but it’s not to be denied 
it does have a certain coziness—always a Monkey [Ward’s] catalog to wish along with…” 
“It was so delicious I heard angels singing in the distance…” 
“The warmth of being watched over and cared for…” 
“Life would not be the same if that small bright flame of loving devotion was put out…” 
“All of us, no matter how self-reliant, long, I think, for tenderness…” 


 
Pardon My Harvard Accent, William G. Morse 


“The man, woman or child who has met life, cruel life, knows something that one who has not met 
reality knows…” 
“They had passed the tonsil and adenoid stage…” 
“Indefinable oomph…” 
“With the expression on his face indicating that the milk of human kindness had turned sour…” 
“Her compelling gaze was meant to freeze and quell…” 
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“Sometimes I feel sure down deep in each of us is a secret shyness.  The bold child, the fresh 
salesman, the aggressive, boisterous man, each is a cover-up with every defense he can muster  
[to hide the] tender spots in himself which he cannot bear for others to see…” 


 
A Time for Silence, Andre Maurois 


“And then, too, words prolong and preserve sorrows that should have long been forgotten.  Animal nature 
forgets.  Take my own case, yes, there was a frightful tragedy in my life, but because it had always 
remained silent, it is almost foreign to me now, and now should I bring it to life a mournful dialogue 
[would ensue] between Valentine and me that would probably not end till we die.  Why torture each 
other?” 


 
Josh, Marcia Friedman 


 “His commitment simply hadn’t been great enough; he hadn’t been generous and 
understanding enough to overcome the problem posed by the situation; he hadn’t put his brother’s 
obvious need ahead of his own distaste and guilt and distress at Josh’s illness.  It demanded a 
maturity great than he possessed.  He couldn’t accept the reality of Josh’s diminished capacity.” 


 
Forty Years a Country Preacher, George B. Gilbert 
 “God seldom speaks straight to a man.  He speaks to him through people.” 
 
Biography, Jane Welsh Carlyle 


“There was a time in my own life when I felt that unless I strove against the feeling with all my 
strength and might, I should be crazed outright.  I passed through that time safely.  I was able to 
fight it out, and not to let myself go.  People can help themselves, that I am convinced of, and that 
fact is not nearly enough dwelt upon.” 
In the biography of actress, Katharine Cornell: 
“Yesterday was her 40th birthday which is like saying tulips are up in Madison Square.  She’s a 
flitter-fidget.  Her home has pictures on the wall you can look at without a slide rule, a fireplace 
that burns wood and in a corner a speck of dust which is fine and livable and Cornellian.” 
 


Where Stands a Winged Sentry, Margaret Kennedy 
“In these preposterous times the most valuable thing to have is the power of adjustment, adaptability, 
quickness to grasp and adjust to new things.” 
“She was over the moon to see him.” 
“David and I put on our tidy clothes and our most staid expressions.” 
“All virtues in human intercourse must spring from simplicity, dignity, delicacy, consideration for others, 
the power to disagree without becoming offensive and to be disagreed with without taking offense.” 
“I blew up with a wealth of dynamic vituperation which was almost pre-war.” 
“My skin crawled on my bones.” 
“It’s bad when he reads funny books, but now he’s sunk to a lower depth of imbecility and pretends he’s 
Superman.” 
“Hitler may win, but please God, we’ll give him a pounding he’ll never forget.” 
 


Alice Palmer [Possibly from Twenty Modern Americans] 
“Swift responsiveness and a kind of spendthrift generosity have ever been faults of admirable 
women.” 


“To renew myself mountains are important—their poise, solitude and freedom from affectation.” 
“I asked her a question, but she developed one of those little attacks of hurry.” 
 “A specific case of love or adoration humbles me.  Love is a present for a mighty king.” 
“When she wrote every sentence concerned just him and no one else, his family, his business, his 
perplexities, his previous falls or rise, the wisest steps by which he may now reach his ends, the 
assurance someone cares for his success and is elated over his little advances.” 


“Her abounding soul found its full delight in relieving souls of others.” 
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“You do not see a child grow from Sunday to Sunday; thus with all of us.” 
“In her the child and the woman were amusingly combined.” 
 


Immortal Ease, Kathleen Coyle 
“Marriage is so intimate.  You have to belong, beat for beat and all the rest of it or possess some 
soluble that enables you not to belong…” 
“She is the sort that has ripened with life and is full of wisdom…” 
“She is the most affected human being I have ever met, Boston gentility at its worst…” 
“She’s too delicate to touch.  Keeps putting both hands and both forefingers up to her back hair 
without touching it.  I wonder she ever gets the hairpins in—audience behavior.” 
“These children tureen around your heart and they took the taste of other people out of you 
forever.” 
 


Testament of Friendship, Vera Brittain 
“Don’t you know your love and example are to me an everlasting inspiration and support?  Don’t 
you know I understand and am always close, close to you even though we are miles apart and 
though we do not write much or often!” 
 


City of Illusion, Vardis Fisher 
“Always wore a silk hat, a splendid and an empty gentleman—laughed purringly at no matter 
what.” 
“There was a handsome fop called The Baron because he was a descendant of a British peer.  He 
affected a slouch hat, unpolished boots but he was one jump from a title and could afford to.” 
“Fred was a sly wolf of a man who was forever stumbling over his own greed.  It drove him to do 
inexplicable things—cruel and inhuman things.” 
 


Hamlet, William Shakespeare 
 “Goodnight, sweet prince, and a flight of angels sing thee to thy rest.” 
 
One must keep in mind that all of the above notes were far more abbreviated than the notes Jo 
made for a full book review.  In her files there were extensive notes amounting to many pages 
for each of the books she actually reviewed for audiences. 
 
Quotes from a financier, an unnamed gentleman, who was evidently a very good friend of Jo’s 
friend, Gertie, impressed Jo enough for her to note and quote him: 
 


“Life marches on at such a rapid rate and is so full of challenging things that must be done ‘day 
before yesterday.’” 
 
“My bedroom is monk-like in comparison—a man’s room built for utility.  Imagine me a Colorado 
hillbilly at heart, circulating in such company in a dress suit.  But it isn’t so strange after all for a 
truer line was never written than Kipling’s when he said, “Judith O’Grady and the Colonel’s lady 
are sisters under the skin.”  For this old human race after all, by and large, all respond to the 
same appeals, think the same thoughts, enjoy the same emotions, etc.  One must realize that the 
veneer of differences is a veneer after all.” 
 
“My association with the rich have convinced me of one absolute fact: the higher you go, the 
richer you become, the more responsibilities you have, the less your chance of personal happiness 
and more particularly, the lonelier you become.”   


 
Occasionally Jo would present programs that were not book reviews.  Two such were: 
 ‘The artist, Ted DeGrazia,” undated, and in February 1980 for a women’s group in Clovis:  
about Indian Jewelry, entitled  “A Lot of Soul.” 
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Jo would sometimes read or quote poems in her book presentations. The following were those 
that she saved and treasured: 
 
                  
   FAITH   
    Mildred E. Luton in the P.E.O. Record 
  “I have no faith in men,” you say. 
  No faith in men, my eye! 
  I saw you board a plane with ten 
  And ride across the sky. 
  “I have no faith in God,” you wail. 
  No faith in God, indeed! 
  Why did you dig into the sod 
  And scatter flower seed? 
               
       PERSONALITY 
     by Louise Paine Benjamin, author of  Why Men Like Us 
  Bright girls, with fascinating selves, 
  Are rarely left alone on shelves! 
  So, if you’d win romance or sable, 
  Behave this way if you are able. 
  Don’t boast or boss or tell a dream 
  (They’re pretty boring, it would seem) 
  Be cautions when you choose your jokes; 
  Laugh at yourself not other folks. 
  Be prompt, polite and don’t pursue 
  The gun-shy lad who dodges you. 
  Be neat, be sweet, by very smart, 
  Be sought, because you look the part! 
 
 
To the following was attached a note that said, “Sub [substitute teacher] sent this” 
 
                      THE HAND OF YOU  
     by Carrie Jacobs Bond 
  Sometimes when shadows cross my path 
   As shadows sometimes do, 
  I reach my hand across the mist 
   And touch the hand of you. 
  I know the sun is in the sky, 
   I know true love is true, 
  But, oh, it comforts in the dark 
   To touch the hand of you. 
  Thru all the silence of the years, 
   Thru friendship old and new 
  The dearest memory of my life— 
   I touch the hand of you. 
  So clouds and shadows come along 
   We all must have a few— 
  But thru them all, please God, let me 
   Still touch the hand of you. 
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Attached to this poem was a note that read, “Written for me by a neighbor:” 
   
  It isn’t the things you do 
  That makes you noble or grand, 
  But the spirit in which you do them 
  Is the thing that counts with man. 
 
  Just one little act of kindness 
  To some one whose lot is hard 
  Can win you a lifetime friend 
  If it really comes from your heart. 
   
  It’s the little things in life that count 
  Be it a smile, a word, or a deed 
  Will either cheer a lonely heart 
  Or make that same heart bleed. 
  
  You sometimes meet with people 
  Whom you never saw before. 
  They seem to find a place in your heart 
  Like our neighbor that lives next door. 
 
  Little deeds of thoughtfulness 
  A cheery word or a smile 
  That’s what makes us admire them 
  And really makes life worth while. 
 
  
 
                A PRAYER FOR POISE  
    by Dorothy Howard 
  Make me immune to little hurts 
   Unmindful of sharp, piercing pain, 
  Aware that others deeds and words 
   Can have no power to sting or maim 
  My spirit. So let me be constantly 
   Secure, serene, kind, loving, strong, 
  That I may live more perfectly, 
   Assured that life is good, not wrong. 
 
 
  
  FOUR DUCKS ON A POND [one of Jo’s favorites] 


    From Song Cycle Branch of Arbutus, Needham 
Four ducks on a pond 
A grass bank beyond 
A blue sky of spring 
White clouds on a wing 
What little wee things to remember with tears 
To remember for years with tears – with tears. 
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   TEARS  
     Donald Wayne Rash 


 Tears on the outside 
 Fall to the ground 
 And are slowly swept away. 
 
 Tears on the inside 
 Fall on the soul 


  And stay, and stay, and stay.            
 
  
 
 
    A WOMAN SITTING IN THE SUN 
     by Grace Noll Crowell 
  I saw her sitting in the sun 
  Beside her open door: 
  A woman with her work long done, 
  And something in the look she wore 
  Arrested me – it was so still,  
  So calm and quiet, and her eyes 
  Were cool and deep, and very wise. 
  I could not pass, my whole heart yearned 
  To know the secret she had learned. 
  I paused and watched her wistfully, 
  And glancing up, she smiled at me. 
 
  We sat together in the sun, 
  I told her my desire— 
  The fever of the days had run 
  Within my heart like fire. 
  She smiled, she said, “Child, I am old, 
  And there is little to be told, 
  Save this, I long since learned to know 
  That life is good, and if we go 
  Quietly at work or play, 
  Then there is strength for every day; 
  That if our need be small or great, 
  The help will come if we but wait.” 
  
  We sat together in the sun, 
  The woman who was very wise, 
  And I, who never shall forget 
  The words she said – her quiet eyes. 
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    A CHURCH WORKER’S PRAYER 
     author unknown 


 O Lord, I come to Thee in prayer once more, 
 But pardon that I do not kneel before 
 They gracious presence, for my knees are sore 
 With so much walking.  In my chair, instead, 
 I’ll sit at ease and humbly bow my head. 
 I’ve labored in Thy vineyard, Thou dost know; 
 I’ve sold ten tickets to the minstrel show; 
 I’ve called on fifteen strangers in our town, 
 Their contributions to our church put down; 
 I’ve baked a pot of beans for Wednesday’s spree, 
 An old-time supper it is going to be; 
 I’ve dressed three dolls, too, for our annual fair, 
 And made a cake which we must raffle there. 
 Now, with Thy boundless wisdom so sublime, 
 Thou knowest these duties all take time. 
 I have no time to fight my spirit’s foes; 
 I have no time to mend my husband’s clothes. 
 My children roam the streets from morn till night; 
 I have no time to teach them to do right; 
 But Thou, O Lord, considering my cares, 
 Will count them righteousness and heed my prayers. 
 Bless the bean supper and the minstrel show 
 And put it in the hearts of all to go. 
 Increase the contributions to our fair, 
 And bless the people who assemble there; 
 Bless Thou the grab bad and the gypsy tent, 
 The flower table and the cake that’s sent. 
 And when Thou has bestowed these blessings, then 
 We pray that Thou will bless our souls. Amen. 
  


  
 
 


  WHEN CHILDREN PRAY  [this has also been set to music] 
    Beatrice Fenner 


When children pray 
All lovely things more lovely grow to be 
All beauty more beautiful to see 
All sweetness grows more sweet 
All tenderness alike becomes more deep 
New forces stir and waken from their sleep 
 
When children pray 
All growing things rejoice 
And life’s eternal hymn grows more profound 
The love of all mankind more closely bound 
 
When children pray 
The voices of all living things are hushed 
The world in all humility draws near 
And God within His heav’n bends down to hear 
When children pray. 
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  SURPRISES 
   Esther F. Thom 
Look for the lovely little things, 
Like leaf buds on a tree, 
Gray pussy willows, 
Velvet moss, 
A brown-striped bumble bee, 
The pattern of a spider’s web, 
A robin’s egg of blue, 
Frail petals on a violet, 
One crystal bead of dew. 
 
God made delightful little things, 
And placed them all around, 
They are surprises of His love, 
How many have you found? 


 
 
 


   NOTE LEFT ON A HUSBAND’S DESK  
      Margaret Neeley 


I’m mad at you. Good-by, GOOD-BY! 
You know the cause as well as I. 
(Be sure to wear your new blue tie.) 
 
I wouldn’t change you if I could, 
For mostly you are kind and good. 
But sometimes, Dear, I THINK I would!) 
 
You have that certain stubborn streak 
That balks at truths of which I speak. 
(Today, my patience reached its peak.) 
 
Good-by, good-by FOR-EVER-MORE! 
(I’ll not be long.  Don’t lock the door.) 


 
 
One final poem saved and treasured in Jo’s scrapbook was, as she noted, given to her by Mary 
Shaeffer Thomas, Earl’s sister: 
 
   Live in the sweetness of the now and take  
   Its essence to your lips to comfort you.   
   Then, though the end may cause your heart to break,  
   Some healing balm will come along with rue. 
 
 
     * * * 
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Appendix C:   
Historical gleanings from the Miller and Osborne families 
 
Jo wrote a college paper called “Sunday Morning” describing life in the home her mother grew 
up in: 


On Sunday morning we leisurely get up and eat breakfast about nine o’clock.  If we go to Sunday 
School, which is not frequent, we drive in the car.  Seventy-five years ago life was different:   
 
On Sunday mornings 
my mother [Pearl 
Miller, youngest child 
in the photo, right] was 
awakened at six o’clock 
by Grandfather Miller’s 
hearty boom, “Dan, 
Pearl, Alice, Matilda, 
Myron, Abe—it’s the 
Lord’s Day!”  The 
children rolled out of 
the warm, puffy, 
squashy bliss of feather 
ticks to trek down the 
ice cold stairs to the 
warm parlor.  
Clustering around the 
pot-bellied, bow-legged 
heating stove the 
assembly-line dressing 
process began.  
Grandfather would take 
a child on his lap and 
wrestling with long legs 
and flying arms would 
cleverly, deftly lap over 
the surplus of 
underwear at the ankle 
then slowly sneak the 
stocking over and 
gradually pull it up.  
Another child would 
now park his torso on 
Grandfather’s lap to subject himself to the underwear-stocking gyrations.  Next hot water was 
poured from the steaming tea kettle into the wash basin sitting on the commode in the corner.  The 
washing process was almost negligible as the night before was bath night.  Grandmother would 
then start to brush and comb, and woe be to the child that screeched!  Breakfast of steak, biscuits, 
cream gravy and coffee followed.  Now began the wild scurry of donning hats, caps, coats, mittens 
and muffs.  Above the sleigh bells could be heard “Bring the heated quilt for our feet.  Hurry up, 
we’ll be late for meetin’!”  Grandmother stopped a few minutes to dole out a few pennies for each 
child’s collection.  The ‘least’ ones were given a penny or two, but when the austere old age of 
nine was reached one received three, and if the crops had been good, even four pennies [Also see 
Mercer/MillerFamily by Ruth Maria Mercer Miller, 1917; transcription by E. C. Shaeffer 1994; 
FHL catalog film #1598155/4]. 
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Jo’s father, Dallas Jonathan Osborne kept a brief diary at the start of his college education: 
 


Commencing when I started to school at Hiram, Ohio 
Sept. 16th 1889 
 This morning when I first got up I found it raining vary [sic.] hard.  About 7:30 Henry 
Roses came over to our place.  Pa took our trunks and I rode with Mr. Roses.  We started from  
home about 8 o’clock.  We arrived at Warren about 11.  We started from Warren at 12:30 and 
arrived at Hiram Station at 1:20 o’clock.  Our ride to Hiram was a grand one.  It rained all the 
way.  I got my trunk about 5:30.  Charles did not get his today.  We took supper at the boys hall.  I 
wrote a letter to our folks. 
 
Sept. 17th1889  
 School commenced today.  The President made a good opening address.  The attendance 
is 250, larger than ever before.  I commenced the study of Latin this term.  I am taking my last 
term in English Analysis and also Complete Algebra. 
 
Sept. 18th  1889 


 School is not barely started yet nevertheless it shows indications of good work.  It is 
rainy, dreary and cold.  Charles received his trunk. 
 
Sept. 19th 1889 
 We got our rooms arranged to suit us better.  Attended to our studies in the day time and 
went to the business meeting of the Y.M.C.A. in the evening.  I joined. 
 
Sept. 20th 1889 
 It rained the most of the day.  We board at the boys hall.  We get vary [sic] good board at 
the hall.  We attend noon-day prayer meetings about every day.  They are grand. 
 
Sept. 21st 1889 
 This is Saturday.  It seems different to go to school on Saturday and not on Monday.  We 
have not settled down to work yet.  It seems hard to get to work after so long a vacation.  We are 
getting more acquainted every day.  In the evening we attended the Y.M.C.A.  I wrote a letter 
home.  Did not go to bed until 11 o’clock. 
 
Sept. 22nd 1889 
 We did not get up till 7:30.  We had breakfast at 8.  We went to Sunday School at 10:30.  
Attendance 159.  Col. $3.34.  Bro. W. A. Knight preached at 11:30 lesson Heb. 1st.  Text Heb 2: 1-
4.  He preached a good sermon.  In the evening at 6 we went to the Christian Endeavor Society.  
Bro. Knight preached from Luke 2nd chapter in the evening. 
 
Sept. 23r 1889d 
 Monday no school today.  Charles and I studied a greater part of the day.  Reviewed the 
lessons of the week.  Went to the Delphic Literary Society in the evening.  They had a good 
entertainment – debate on local option – G. A. Ragaen, J.B. Works [no further entries] 
 
 


On a scrap of paper found among his things he had written, probably at a much later date:  
“If you were to ask me for an outline of my future work: 


1. We are going to regenerate ourselves, then outsiders 
2. Create a deeper interest in study of Bible 
3. Cultivate a deeper spirituality 
4. Will not compromise with sin 
5. Stand firm on the principles set forth in N.T. which is the foundation of our church.” 
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Left:  Dallas J. Osborne, 1892, age 21 
 
 
According to the records of Hiram College, Dallas J. 
Osborne graduated from Hiram College in 1895.  
According to the 1895 Hiram College Catalogue, he 
seems to have earned an AB [bachelor of arts] degree as 
well as an AM [master of arts] degree that same year.  
He was listed as being from North Jackson, Ohio and he 
was vice president his junior year and president his 
senior year of the Delphic Literary Society.  He was 
also the Custodian of Arms for the senior class of 1895.  
Several excerpts from the student newspaper, The 
Advance, have been located that mentioned Dallas 
Osborne: 
 


 
The Advance, 19 Jan. 1895: 
 


On account of our paper having already gone to press when the Oratorical Contest took place, we 
were unable to give the event as much space as we could have wished.  This contest is now one of 
Hiram’s annual events, looked forward to with eagerness by all the students, and with the deepest 
anxiety by those who may contest for the prizes.  Especially has our interest in this event become 
intense since Hiram is a member of the State Oratorical Association.  The state contest will be 
held Feb. 21, at Columbus.  Hiram should take especial interest in this since it will be represented 
for the first time in its history.  D. J. Osborne, winner of the first prize in our local contest will 
represent Hiram.  It is to be hoped that as many Hiram students as possible will rally around their 
representative and accompany him to Columbus. 


 
The Advance, 15 Mar. 1895:  This edition gave the text of Dallas Osborne’s winning speech.  No 
mention is made in how he did in the state competition.  The title of the speech was “The First 
Martyr of the New Civilization” and it is about renaissance Italy [full text below]. 
 
The Advance, 1 Mar. 1897: 
 


Dallas J. Osborne, ’95, pastor of the Church of Christ, West Madison Ave., Cleveland, has 
recently been elected a member of the Council of Sociology in that city.  The membership is 
limited to fifty, and it is regarded as quite an honor to be one of the chosen few, for there are 
numerous applications.  The club is composed of scholars, and we congratulate Mr. Osborne on 
his ability to enter.  We hear good reports of his work in the church, too, and wish him still greater 
success. 


 
The Advance, 1 Apr. 1897: 
 


The students are pleased to learn that Henry Derthick has been called to the pulpit of Madison 
Avenue Church, Cleveland.  Dallas J. Osborne of the class of ’95, who has resigned the work 
there, will soon enter the banking business. 
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The Advance, 15 Apr. 1897: 
 
Lulu Gault attended the wedding of D. J. Osborne and Miss 
Pearl Miller at Tiffin, April 9.  Mr. Osborne and his wife are 
both old students of Hiram, and their many friends here wish 
them success in all their undertakings. 
 
The Advance, 15 May 1900: 
 
D. J. Osborne, ’95, cashier in Miller’s Bank, Tiffin, Ohio, has 
been in poor health, but is much better now. 
 
The poor health refers to the fact that he had contracted 
tuberculosis, which motivated the family’s move to the dry 
climate of the Southwest, first to Las Vegas, New Mexico, 
thence to Denver, Colorado. 
 
 


 
Text of the prize-winning First Honor Oration delivered by Dallas J. Osborne in the oratorical 
contest at Hiram College, Hiram, Ohio, December 14, 1894: 


 
   The First Martyr of the New Civilization 
 
 The fifteenth century marks a great era in Italian history.  The republics which had been 
ruled by petty tyrants for so many years were powerless.  Political rights were no longer 
acknowledged, and individual liberty lay prostrate in the dust.  But a new life was to be infused 
into Italy.  The factor that was most powerful in working out this change is known in history as 
Renaissance, which was in short a passing from the old civilization to the new.  It was during this 
transition that some of the greatest actors of all time played a part.  Let us call back a few of them 
and examine into the principles for which they stood. 
 At Rome, the source of all ecclesiastical power, Sixtus IV, filled the papal chair.  The 
unbounded lusts of his rule were stirring the people with an irrepressible indignation.  But the 
papacy did not reach the lowest depths of corruption until the infamous rule of  
Alexander VI was ushered in.  He was the most immoral pope of the Renaissance; yea more—the 
worst pope that ever sat in “St. Peter’s chair.”  Yet the pope was not the only tyrant.  Ludovico, 
the Moor, had made himself Lord of Milan and his cruel deeds were known throughout Italy.  
Borso, as Duke of Ferrara, was the head of a government no less corrupt.  The brilliant and 
magnificent court of Florence was ruled by Lorenzo de Medici.  His patronage to learning and 
fine arts had made it a second Athens.  Yet amid this splendor, the iron band of tyranny was eating 
deeper and deeper into the freedom of the people.  The rights of popular government were 
completely blotted out.  Liberty was dead. 
 Such was the condition of all Italy near the close of the fifteenth century.  But the time 
was at hand when she was to be aroused from this hopeless state, and there appears a man of that 
proud Roman race who, as an apostle of freedom, adds luster to his name by suffering martyrdom 
for this glorious cause.  Fondly cherishing the thought of a free government, he stepped forward 
with all the power at his command to meet that desired end.  Laboring for one grand idea and 
urged on by one prime motive, he stood alone as a reformer of his time.  That man was Girolamo 
Savonarola.  Poet or preacher, statesman or reformer, theologian or martyr, call him what you 
will, “By his works shall ye know him.” 
 The early life of Savonarola was spent at his home in Ferrara.  Born in an age of 
national depravity and thoughtless enjoyment, horrified at the corrupt surroundings of the court, 
he fled from his home and sought refuge in a monastery at Bologna.  From Bologna he journeyed 
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across the rugged Apennines to Florence.  It was a beautiful Florence he saw there in the valley of 
the Arno.  Yes, indeed, Florence crowned with its coronet of mountains, situated upon a bright, 
sunny river—the classic Arno—where Dante, Galileo, Raphael and Angelo frequently walked, is 
beautiful; it shines with a glory not to be described.  Florence, the monk who enters thy gates thou 
wilt do well to notice.  The purity of his soul is more magnificent than thy grandeur.  Thy needs 
shall be his duties.  He shall speak for thy freedom when all others are silent.  The fate of thy 
people, yea of all Italy, shall be in his hands.  The curses that shall fall upon his head shall be for 
thy liberty.  Men of Florence, open wide your gates to him today and make him your guest. 
 The first few years of Savonarola’s life in Florence were spent in the convent of San 
Marco’ but he could not be satisfied as a teacher of novices.  His whole soul burned to teach the 
grand lessons of morals, rather than of dogmas.  Although he was delighted with the intelligence 
and learning around him, yet underneath he could see the evil influence of false culture and false 
gaiety.  He had determined “to war them to the death,” and often he must have uttered that 
impassionate prayer, “O that I might break those spreading wings of perdition.” 
 An opportunity at last is given him.  He is to preach the Lenten sermons in the church of 
San Lorenzo.  At first a large audience greets him, but before the sermons were over less than 
twenty-five persons remained to hear him.  Defeat was evident.  The people were not ready for 
soundly preached doctrine, but delighted in the verbal elegancies and ornaments of Fra Mariano.  
Did Savonarola give up in dismay?  The monuments which the people have erected in his memory 
answer, No!  Florence was not yet ready for her preacher.  Where will he go?  Fortunately for him 
he was sent as a Lenten preacher to the republic of San Geminiano among the Sianese hills.  Here 
he could raise his voice more freely and with greater effect.  It was here, that he first expounded 
the ideas which had so long filled his soul and pronounced the words that were to become the war 
cry and standard of his whole life.  “First, that the church will be scourged; second, that it will be 
regenerated; third, that this will come to pass speedily.”  He finds response.  Multitudes come to 
hear him. 
 At length he was called by Lorenzo to return to Florence, where for the next seven years 
his voice rang as a prophet, spiritual ruler, and apostle of men.  All classes were held by his 
matchless power.  People flocked to hear him until the great Duomo was crowded with eager 
listeners.  No man was so much talked about.  The eyes of all Italy were upon him.  His influence 
had reached England.  France and Germany felt the touch of his power. 
 Yet, Savonarola did not reach the height of his influence until the power of the Medici 
was overthrown by Charles VIII from France.  This was indeed a critical moment.  The people 
were awed into silence at the thought of being subject to the French nation.  What could be done?  
Florence, in her dire necessity, was casting about for a leader.  Suddenly, as if by magic, all eyes 
were turned toward Savonarola.  All Florence rang with his name.  The people, with one accord, 
gathered at the Duomo to hear him preach and to learn his plan for action. 
 As Savonarola came in sight of the people they hailed him as their king—one who shared 
their every “tremor and pang.”  “Behold,” said he, “The sword has come upon you, the 
prophecies are fulfilled, the scourges begun.  O Florence!  The time for singing and dancing is at 
an end.  Now is the time to shed floods of tears for thy sins.  Thy sins, O Florence!  Thy sins, O 
Rome! Thy sins, O Italy! They have brought these chastisements upon thee.  O, my people!  I have 
long been as thy father.  I have labored all the days of my life to teach you the truth of faith and 
godly living.  Yet have I received naught but tribulation, scorn, and contumely.  Give me at least 
the consolation of seeing you do good deeds.  My people, what desires have ever been mine but to 
see you saved, to see you united.”  When Savonarola concluded, the Duomo was rocking to and 
fro.  The people knew him to be the heart and soul of the republic, and they heard him as a 
messenger from heaven. 
 But his victories were not to end here.  His power was to increase and fill all Italy with its 
magical influence.  His voice was not to be silenced until the Florentines were a free people, and 
he had laid himself down as a martyr to his work. 
 Believing that a universal reform could be best carried out by a political advancement, 
he determined to strain every nerve to bring about that end.  But a calamity was before him.  He 
must either retrace his views concerning liberty, or withdraw from the church.  Did Savonarola 
hesitate?  Did he abandon that noble fight because martyrdom awaited him? By no means; but 
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having the spirit of a true reformer, he was ready and willing to sacrifice his love for the church, 
to save the city he so much honored. 
 He knew also that it meant a bitter warfare with the powers at Rome, if the principles for 
which he stood were ever to be accomplished.  But it must be so.  Contest after contest was waged 
with the pope, and Savonarola was the victor.  The pope endeavors to silence him, but still his 
crashing denunciations are uttered in the Duomo.  Alexander, what wilt thou do?  Thou canst not 
stop him.  He is bolder than thou art with all thy power.  He dares denounce thee to thy face.  
Brazen harlot “he brands thee.”  His denunciations are swaying thy power in the face of all 
Europe.  If he shall be allowed to speak, thou shalt not live.  Two ways are open to thee.  One is 
reformation.  Thou wilt not take that.  The other, then, thou must take.  “Wrap thy papal robes 
about thy polluted body, place the bloodstained tiara upon thy shameless head, and with thy 
courtiers and courtesans all about thee, send forth the mightiest Borgian anathema thou canst 
frame.  Hurl it hot against this man who is undermining thy power.”  Florence will bow to that—
their power will deliver the reformer into the hands of his enemies to be burned; but thou, O 
profligate pope, thou wilt be safe. 
 The downfall of Savonarola was inevitable.  His reverses came and the people whom he 
had loved so much and for whom he had labored so diligently, were ready to desert him.  He was 
cast into prison and tortured that he might retract his teachings but he was firm.  His firmness 
only increased the indignation of his enemies and they hastened him on to his Golgotha.  His 
reward was at the stake. 
 So died the great preacher of Florence; the great Prior of San Marco; the restorer of 
liberties to a stricken people; the foremost reformer of his time. 
 But the name of Savonarola still lives.  Did Alexander think he had silenced this man 
when he ordered him to be burned that beautiful May morning in Florence?  It was there that the 
true essence of his life was caught up, and permeating all Europe, it prepared the way for a new 
and better civilization.  The Saxon reformer could scarcely have been as successful in his work 
had not the sacrifice of Savonarola given a final proof that it was useless to hope in a purification 
of Rome. 
 May we not then rightly call him martyr?  For power rose against him; not because of his 
sins, but because of his greatness; not because he sought to deceive the world, but because he 
sought to make it noble.  And through that greatness he endured a double agony; not only the 
reviling, and the torture, and the death throe, but the agony of sinking from the vision of glorious 
achievement into that deep shadow where he could only say, “I count as nothing; darkness 
encompasses me; yet the light I saw was the true light.” 


 
Dallas J. Osborne used a small notebook to list a “Record of sermons, subjects discussed and 
place and date” [all in Ohio]. 
 


Mar.11, 1894  To Whom Shall We Go   Howland 
Aug.  5, 1894  To Whom Shall We Go   Mineral Ridge 
Aug.  5, 1894  Unchangeable Past & Available Future  Mineral Ridge 
Aug. 26, 1894  John VI, 67-69    Willoughby 
Sept.  9,  1894  John VI, 67-69    Orville 
Sept. 16, 1894       Orville 
Nov. 18, 1894       Orville 
Nov. 25, 1894       Orville 
Dec.   9, 1894       Orville 
Jan.  13, 1895  The Power of the Gospel   Braceville 
Jan. 20, 1895  Ruth     Braceville 
Jan. 20, 1895  The Parable of the Pounds   Braceville 
Mar. 17, 1895       Akron 
Mar. 31, 1895  Parable of the Talents   Akron 
May       1895       Ravenna 
Jun. 9, 1895       Wellsville 
Jun. 23, 1895  Ruth (Beautiful Gleaner)   Cleveland 
Jun. 30, 1895  The Power of the Gospel   Cleveland 
Jul. 21, 1895  Our Rock & Our Salvation   Cleveland 
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Jul. 21, 1895  Sowing and Reaping   Cleveland 
Jul. 28, 1895  Ruth the Beautiful Gleaner   North Jackson 
Jul. 28, 1895  Sowing and Reaping   Rosemont 
Jul. 28, 1895  Our Refuge    North Jackson 
Aug. 4, 1895  Parable of the Talents   Cleveland 
Aug. 4, 1895  The Power of Consecrating   Cleveland 
Aug. 11, 1895  Importance of Bible Study   Cleveland 
Aug. 11, 1895  Glimpses at the Heart of Jesus  Cleveland 
Aug. 18, 1895  Israel’s Great Rally Day   Cleveland 
Aug. 18, 1895  Value of Bible Study (Old Ladies Home) Cleveland 
Aug. 18, 1895  Excuses     Cleveland 
Aug. 25, 1895  Limitations of Life    Cleveland 
Aug. 15, 1895  The Power of the Young   Cleveland 
Sep.  1, 1895  The Call of Jesus    Cleveland 
Sep.  1, 1895  Christ’s Love – Its Character   Cleveland 
Sep.  8, 1895  Sermon on Church Extention   Cleveland 
Sep.  8, 1895  True Freedom    Cleveland 
Sep. 15, 1895  Christian Friendship and Work  Cleveland 
Sep. 15, 1895  Recognition Services   Cleveland 
Sep. 15, 1895  no preaching in evening – 
Sep. 22, 1895  Triumphs of Christianity   Cleveland 
Sep. 22, 1895  Lessons from the Life of Daniel  Cleveland 
Sep. 29, 1895  Parable of the Sower   Cleveland 
Sep. 29, 1895  What Shall I Do    Cleveland 
Oct.  6, 1895  The Last Words of Christ   Cleveland 
Oct.  6, 1895  The Paradox of the Cross   Cleveland 
Oct. 13, 1895  The Value of Life & How to Spend It  Cleveland 
Oct. 13, 1895  The Impending Crisis   Cleveland 
Oct. 20, 1895  The Star in the East    Cleveland 
Oct. 20, 1895  Samson’s Riddle    Cleveland 
Oct. 27, 1895  The Church of the Next Generation  Cleveland 
Oct. 27, 1895  Freedom by Truth (Old Ladies Home)  Cleveland 
Oct. 27, 1895  Agrippa     Cleveland 
Nov.  3, 1895  Essentials of a Christian Character  Cleveland 
Nov.  3, 1895  The Martyrdom of Stephen   Cleveland 
Nov. 10, 1895  Perils of the Church   Cleveland 
Nov. 10, 1895  Glorying in the Cross   Cleveland 
Nov. 17, 1895  Christ in the Home    Cleveland 
Nov. 17, 1895  The Love of Christ (Old Ladies Home)  Cleveland 
Nov. 17, 1895  Israel’s King    Cleveland 
Nov. 24, 1895  Preaching by Rev. Cameron   Cleveland 
Nov. 24, 1895  Recognition Services at Franklin Circle  (2.00) 
Nov. 24, 1895  Thanksgiving Services by S.S.   Cleveland 
Dec.  1, 1895  Abhorrence of Evil    Cleveland 
Dec.  1, 1895  Esther     Cleveland 
Dec.  8, 1895  Privileges of the Present   Cleveland 
Dec.  8, 1895  Giants and How to Meet Them (Industrial Home) 
Dec.  8, 1895  Lecture: Savonarola & His Times  Cleveland 
Dec. 15, 1895  Practical Christian Ethics   Cleveland 
Dec. 15, 1895  Christ’s Last Words (Old Ladies Home) Cleveland 
Dec. 15, 1895  Lecture: Anglo Saxon Civilization-Its Secret & Possibilities 
Dec. 22, 1895  Christmas Thoughts   Cleveland 
Dec. 22, 1895  Ideals     Cleveland 
Dec. 22, 1895       Diamond 
Dec. 29, 1895       Diamond 
 
Have preached 81 times up to Dec. 31, 189; 67 times in 1895 and 14 times in 1894. 
 
Jan.  5, 1896  To Be a Christian    Cleveland 
Jan.  5, 1896  Enthusiasm     Cleveland 
Jan. 12, 1896  The Paradox of the Cross   Shreve 
Jan. 12, 1896  The Power of the Young   Shreve 







 184


Jan. 19, 1896  Ideals     Holmsville 
Jan. 19. 1896  Enthusiasm    Holmsville 
Jan. 26, 1896  The Problem of Problems—My Soul   Cleveland 
Feb.  2, 1896  (Simpson)  
Feb.  2, 1896  Neglected Opportunities   Cleveland 
Feb.  9, 1896  The Father’s Welcome   Cleveland 
Feb. 16, 1896  Christ Our Example   Cleveland 
Feb. 16, 1896  The Value of Determination   Cleveland 
Feb. 23, 1896  Jesus The King    Cleveland 
Mar.  1, 1896  Foreign Missions-Its Importance  Cleveland 
Mar.  1, 1896  Pres. Juelars spoke 
Mar.  8, 1896  Life-It’s Purpose, Plan, Prize   Cleveland 
Mar.  8, 1896  Temptation    Cleveland 
Mar. 15, 1896  The Greatness of Man   Cleveland 
Mar. 15, 1896  The Story of Esther (Old Ladies Home) 
Mar. 15, 1896  Christian Euclean Exercises (paper) 
Mar. 22, 1896  Somebody Must    Cleveland 
Mar. 22, 1896  The Man the World Sees   Cleveland 
Mar. 29, 1896  And Peter    Cleveland 
Mar. 29, 1896  The Man as Seen by his Best Friend  Cleveland 
Apr.  2, 1896  Daniel at the Court  Miles Ave.,  Cleveland 
Apr.  5, 1896  Resurrection of Jesus   Cleveland 
Apr.  5, 1896  Illustrated Lecture (Life of Christ)  Cleveland 
Apr. 12, 1896  Warnings     Cleveland 
Apr. 19, 1896  The Man as He Sees Himself   Cleveland 
Apr. 19, 1896  What it is to be a Christian  (Old Ladies Home) 
Apr. 26, 1896  The Man as God Sees Him   Cleveland 
Apr. 26, 1896  Every Day Religion    Cleveland 
May  3, 1896  (Mr. Caldwell of N. Y. spoke) 
May  3, 1896  Human Hearts – Corrupted and Cleansed Cleveland 
May 10, 1896  Some Causes of Modern Skepticism  Cleveland 
May 10, 1896  Why I am a Christian   Cleveland 
May 17, 1896  (Rev. Palmer from I. J. spoke) 
May 17, 1896  Perils of the Church (Old Ladies Home) 
May 17, 1896  Feeding the Five Thousand   Cleveland 
May 24, 1896  Hard Things of Life    Cleveland 
May 24, 1896  Memorial Address    Cleveland 
May 31, 1896  Joshua     Cleveland 
May 31, 1896  Sermon to “King’s Daughters”  Cleveland 
Jun.  7, 1896  The Great Resurrection   Cleveland 
Jun.  7, 1896  (Children’s Day Exercises) 
Jun. 14, 1896  The Divine Shepherd   Cleveland 
Jun. 14, 1896  Borrowing Trouble    Cleveland 
Jun. 21, 1896  The Bible- Its Truthfulness & Perpetuity Cleveland 
Jun. 28, 1896  The Influence of the Bible   Cleveland 
Jun. 28, 1896  Character Building – No. 1   Cleveland 
Jul.  5, 1896  City Evangelization    Cleveland 
Jul.  5, 1896  Character Building – No. 2    Cleveland 
Jul. 12, 1896  Christian Zeal    Rocky River 
Jul. 12, 1896  Why Have We Come Together (Union Service in M.E.) Cleveland. 
Jul. 19, 1896  The Man of Macedonia   Cleveland 
Jul. 19, 1896  Samson (Old Ladies Home) 
Jul. 19, 1896  Union Service – Rev. Dennis spoke 
Jul. 26, 1896  Preaching Christ    Cleveland 
Jul. 26, 1896  The Hard Things of Life   Rocky River 
Jul. 26, 1896  Union Services (Baptist church) Rev. Young spoke 
Aug. 2, 1896  Liberty     Cleveland 
Aug. 2, 1896  Reports of C. E. Delegates (Wash. Cen)  Cleveland 
Aug. 9, 1896  Internal & External Hindrances to a Christian Life – Cleveland 
Aug. 9, 1896  C. E. meeting in evening 
Aug. 16, 1896  Mr. Draper spoke 
Aug. 16, 1896  C. E. meeting in evening 
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Aug. 23, 1896  The Bible’s Portrayal of Character  Cleveland 
Aug. 23, 1896  Absalom     Cleveland 
Aug. 30, 1896  The Ten Virgins    Cleveland 
Aug. 30, 1896  Is the Young Man Safe   Cleveland 
Sep.  6, 1896  The Strife, the Mastery, the Crown  Cleveland 
Sep.  6, 1896  Joseph     Cleveland 
Sep. 13, 1896  Church Extension Sermon   Cleveland 
Sep. 13, 1896  Question of the Heart   Cleveland 
Sep. 20, 1896  Forsaking All for Christ   Cleveland 
Sep. 20, 1896  The Advantages of Youth   Cleveland 
Sep. 20, 1896  (Rev. Cameron spoke: Old Ladies Home)  
Sep. 27, 1896  Earth Not Our Rest    Cleveland 
Sep. 27, 1896  Rev. Stears spoke 
Oct.  4, 1896  The Best For Christ    Cleveland 
Oct.  4, 1896  Things We Remember   Cleveland 
Oct. 11, 1896  The Greatest Need of the Church  Cleveland 
Oct. 11, 1896  Gospel Arithmetic    Cleveland 
Oct. 18, 1896  The Great Salvation   Cleveland 
Oct. 18, 1896  The Man of Macedonia (Old Ladies Home) 
Oct. 18, 1896  Anti-saloon meeting 
Oct. 25, 1896  S. S. Rally    Cleveland 
Oct. 15, 1896  The Open Window    Cleveland 
Nov.  1, 1896  Profit and Loss    Cleveland 
Nov.  1, 1896  The Choice of Life    Cleveland 
Nov.  8, 1896  (Robert Moffit spoke) 
Nov. 15, 1896  The First Gift    Cleveland 
Nov. 15, 1896  Some Things From Which We Must Escape -   Cleveland 
Nov. 22, 1896  The Dignity of Christian Service  Cleveland 
Nov. 22, 1896  A Foolish Young Man   Cleveland 
Nov. 29, 1896  The Childhood of Jesus   Cleveland 
Nov. 29, 1896  Value of Bible Study   Cleveland 
Dec. 6, 1896  Man’s Weakness and God’s Greatness  Cleveland 
Dec. 6, 1896  The Choice Young Man   Cleveland 
Dec. 13, 1896  Acts 26:28    Cleveland 
Dec. 13, 1896  (Rev. O. G. Hertzog spoke) 
Dec. 20, 1896  The Best of All Xmas Gifts   Cleveland 
Dec. 20, 1896  Drifting     Cleveland 
Dec. 20, 1896  The Value of Life (Old Ladies Home)  
Dec. 27, 1896  Elijah and the Vision   Cleveland 
Dec. 27, 1896  The Past Irrevocable and Untrodden Future Cleveland 
 
Number of sermons delivered in ’96 – 104, No. of funeral sermons 2; No. of marriages 4; No. of calls 521. 
 
Jan.  3, 1897  Christ Incarnate    Cleveland 
Jan.  3, 1897  Dedication at Rocky River 
Jan.  3, 1897  The Gospel Call    Cleveland 
Jan. 10, 1897  The Supreme Mission of the Church  Cleveland 
Jan. 10, 1897  The Scriptural Solution of This Mission  Cleveland 
Jan.  11, 1897  Is Christianity a Failure?   Cleveland 
Jan. 12, 1897  Why I Am a Christian   Cleveland 
Jan. 13, 1897  The Bible and Criticism   Cleveland 
Jan. 14, 1897  Wise Haste    Cleveland 
Jan. 15, 1897  The Saving Faith    Cleveland 
Jan. 17, 1897  Glorifying God    Cleveland 
Jan. 17, 1897  What Shall I Do    Cleveland 
Jan. 18, 1897  The Lost Found    Cleveland 
Jan. 19, 1897  Repentance    Cleveland 
Jan. 20, 1897  The Great Problem – Myself   Cleveland 
Jan. 21, 1897  The One Thing Lacking   Cleveland 
Jan. 22, 1897  What Think Ye of Christ   Cleveland 
Jan. 24, 1897  The First Christian Martyr   Cleveland 
Jan. 24, 1897  Excuses     Cleveland 
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Jan. 25, 1897  Christian Baptism    Cleveland 
Jan. 26, 1897  The Master’s Guest Chamber   Cleveland 
Jan. 27, 1897  Jesus and Nicodemus   Cleveland 
Jan. 28, 1897  How to Seek and When and Where to Find Cleveland 
Jan. 29, 1897  God’s Love and His Gift   Cleveland 
Jan. 31, 1897  Is Thine Heart Right   Cleveland 
Jan. 31, 1897  The Closed Door    Cleveland 
Feb.  7, 1897  The Parable of the Loaves and Fishes  Cleveland 
Feb.  14, 1897  (Mr. Bellamy on Social Settlements)  Cleveland 
Feb. 14, 1897  Sermon at Y.W. C. A. on (The Young..etc.) 
Feb. 14, 1897  The Four Teachers and Their Teaching  Cleveland 
Feb. 21, 1897  The Mark of the Christian   Cleveland 
Feb. 21, 1897  Christian Service (Old Ladies Home)   
Feb. 21, 1897  Looking to the Future   Cleveland 
Feb. 28, 1897  (H. J. Derthick spoke) 
Mar.  7, 1897  Christian Fellowship   Cleveland 
Mar.  7, 1897  Israel’s New Leader   Cleveland 
Mar. 14, 1897  Missionary Sermon    Cleveland 
Mar. 14, 1897  Saul     Cleveland 
Mar. 21, 1897  (H. J. Derthick spoke) 
Mar. 21, 1897  sermon at Old Ladies Home 
Mar. 21, 1897  Jesus the King    Cleveland 
Mar. 28, 1897  Jesus as a “Home” Teacher   Cleveland 
Mar. 28, 1897  Life – Plan and Prepare   Cleveland 
Apr. 4, 1897  Admonitions for the Future   Cleveland 
Apr. 4, 1897  Farewell Sermon    Cleveland 
Moved to Tiffin, Ohio April 5, 1897 
Married at Tiffin, Ohio April 7, 1897 
No regular speaking place for a while 
1897 – Several addresses in Tiffin in church – dates not recorded 
Oct. 1897 – Address at convention 
July 3, 1897   Esther     North Jackson 
July 3, 1897  Young People    North Jackson 


  1898 Numerous addresses in church – dates not recorded 
  1899 How to Make Life Successful     North Baltimore 
  1899 Agrippa       North Baltimore 
 


Found in the smallest red leather notebook marked “Vol. III:” 
 


 Sermons of Dallas Jonathan Osborne: 
The Best of All Christmas Gifts Repentance      The Great Problem—Myself 
The One Thing Lacking    What Think Ye of Christ 
The First Christian Martyr    Excuses 
Christian Baptism     The Master’s Guest Chamber 
Jesus & Nicodemus     How To Seek, When and Where 
God’s Son and His Gift    Is Thine Heart Right 
The Closed Door     The Four Teachers and Their Teaching 
The Mark of the Christian    Looking to the Future 
Drifting      Elijah and the Vision 
The Past Irrevocable and the Future Untrodden  Christ Incarnate 
The Gospel Call     The Supreme Mission of the Church 
The Scriptural Solution     Is Christianity a Failure? 
Why I am a Christian    The Bible & Criticism 
Wise Haste     The Saving Faith 
Glorifying God     What Shall I Do? 
The List Found 


 
* * * 
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Appendix D:  Genealogy & Heritage 
 
 


Descendants of Earl Martin Shaeffer & Helen Jo Osborne Shaeffer 


as of January 2006 
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Shaeffer family – about 1940 
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Dallas J. Osborne (right) and siblings 
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L-R: Jo Shaeffer, Bo Irwin, Jeannine M. Irwin, Bobbie Jo Irwin, Will Irwin 


Front:  Beth Irwin Martin, Becky Irwin Slade – 1987 
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L-R:  Beth Irwin Martin, Jo Shaeffer, Austin Slade, Becky Irwin Slade 
at Jo’s 90th birthday party – 1996 
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Bo & Jeannine Irwin  -  1996 
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Bob & Beth Irwin Martin - 2000 
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L – R:  Dan Shaeffer, John Duncan Shaeffer, E.C.W. Shaeffer, Marty Shaeffer,  
Jo Ellen Shaeffer Killpack, Martin “Tres” Shaeffer III 


1993 
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L – R: Mart “Tres” Shaeffer, III, James Shaeffer, Erin “Betsy” Tansey Shaeffer 


Front:  Jacob Shaeffer, Ian Shaeffer 
2005 
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L – R:  Steven Killpack, Jo Ellen Shaeffer Killpack, Kory Olsen, Ryan Olsen 
1994 
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L – R: Kay, J.D. Jr., J. Duncan, Adam, Clark & Kristin A. Shaeffer 


2005 
[Heber Curtis Shaeffer was born December 25, 2005] 
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L – R:  Marty, Angela A., Nicholas, Dan, Christopher & Courtney Shaeffer 


2005 
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3.  Jo’s Upbringing 
 
 
 
Helen Josephine Osborne was born to Mary Pearl Oak Miller and Dallas Jonathan Osborne on 
July 7, 1906 in Denver, Colorado. The circumstances that brought the Osbornes to Denver from 
Ohio were not unique.  Many were sent to the high dry lands of Arizona, Colorado and New 
Mexico for their health.  Dallas had a lung disease that was then called “consumption,” now 
known as tuberculosis. The Osbornes first chose Las Vegas, New Mexico, where they invested 
in the sheep and wool business.  However, after the failure of this venture, they moved to 
Denver, Colorado, where Jo was born, the third of four children born to Pearl and Dallas 
Osborne.  Dallas lived until 1913, when his daughter Jo was 6 years old, and his youngest child, 
Ruth (Bobbie), was only four.  It is sad to note that likewise his mother, Nancy C. Osborne, died 
when Dallas was just six years old. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                           L-R clockwise:  Jo, with the biggest bow, Dal, Alberta, Bobbie 
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Jo wrote: 
 
I started out as a disappointment!  The third child was to be a boy born on July 4th, and I turned 
out a tiny girl baby and made a belated arrival on July 7th [1906]. 


 
My name—thereby hangs a tale: Though we were in no way related, it so happened that another 
family by the name of Osborne lived in our block.  My mother, out strolling with her now three-
months-old baby, met the other Mrs. Osborne out perambulating her new infant.  In a few 
moments of ‘baby’ conversation they discovered what had happened, and it was almost 
unbelievable.  Both the babies had been born on the same day and both had been named Helen 
Josephine, and both had the surname of Osborne! 
 
All through my school years the other Helen was my bug-a-boo!  As might be expected we were 
constantly explaining which Helen we were.  My namesake was beautiful to look at, but not as 
beautiful to know.  She was very early the possessor of the ugly thing called a ‘bad reputation.’  
It became increasingly embarrassing for me as I went into my teens to suffer the mistaken 
identity which I was frequently subjected to.  In high school I found myself in the office on two 
different occasions having to convince them that I was not the Helen Osborne they really wished 
to expel. 
 
Judge Lindsay of the Juvenile Court informed my mother one day in no uncertain terms that I 
was to report the following day to the court.  This was the straw that broke the camel’s back!  
That evening at the dinner table Mother issued the ultimatum, “I am changing Helen’s name; 
henceforth she is to be called Jo and we will start here and now.” And so I became Jo, and I 
almost hate the name of Helen. 
 


Jo recalled her earliest memories in a video-taped interview done when she was 82 years old: 
 
Grandfather Miller:  This is my very first memory.  I couldn't have been much more than two and 
a half.  We had a great big baby buggy called a perambulator.  Grandfather put Bobbie, who was 
the baby, in the buggy, and put me in with her, and took us for a walk.  And I can remember how 
humiliated and embarrassed I was to be in that great big baby buggy with that baby!  And he took 
us down by Wyman School, which was the first school I went to, 
where there was a little penny candy store.  And he wheeled us 
into the candy store and he told me then that I could select some 
candy.  I was so embarrassed that I wouldn't even select the 
candy.  And he kept trying to tempt me by saying, "Don't you 
want this?  Don't you want a candy banana? Or don't you want a 
penny's worth of those little black licorice babies?"  He tried 
everything under the sun, and I just wouldn't answer him.  I can 
still remember my great embarrassment to be in that baby buggy 
with the baby.  Finally he had to take over and select the candy 
for me and when he did, I wouldn't even eat it, I was so angry 
about being in that big old buggy with that baby! 
 


Right: Grandmother & Grandfather Miller, 1902 
 
Grandmother Miller was the dearest thing in the world.  She 
loved kids, and she used to hold me on her lap hours at a time, 
and would tell me stories and just anything to entertain me.  She was so patient and so dear.  I can 
remember going in and saying, "Grandma, how 'bout telling me a story?"  And no matter what 
time of day it was, or how busy she was, she would stop everything and I'd sit on her lap and she'd 
tell me stories by the hour.  Mostly bible stories, or stories about her childhood or about how they 
would walk to the church. 
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I also remembered my father coming home with a box of candy for Mother.  And he said, "I'm 
going to let one of you children give it to her."  And I thought surely I would be the one chosen to 
give her the box of candy.  But he said, "No, it should be Alberta, because she is the oldest."  Or 
he said, "No, it should be Bobbie because she is the baby."  And he gave it to one of them to give 
to her.  And I didn't get to give her the box of candy.  And I was just broken hearted because I 
didn't get to give Mama the box of candy. 
 
I remember that we used to sit at the dining room table and it was a great big table and my father 
would sit at one end.  I presume that grapefruit hadn't been in common use at that time, but the 
maid would bring in a peeled whole grapefruit.  Father would take a little sharp knife and take a 
section of it and he would take the membrane of the skin off each little section and then he'd put it 
on a plate and then he'd hand it down.  And one by one we'd get a little section of grapefruit and 
as he would finish he would pass a plate down, and then another.  I can remember how long it 
would take.  I would wait and wait and wait for a little hunk of grapefruit.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
             
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                
 
 
 
 
                                   The Osborne family about 1910 
 
 
I was only six when Mother had to suddenly assume the responsibility of both father and mother.  
My scholarly, good, gullible father died suddenly one night with a heart attack,  [resulting from 
advanced tuberculosis] leaving my lovely young mother with four children to rear. 
 
Father, a struggling ministerial student, met and married my young, very protected, wealthy 
mother while they were both in college [in Hiram, Ohio].  Father as a minister was most 
successful.  As a financier he was awful!  His godliness got in the way.  He sincerely believed and 
trusted every man and therefore was the swindler’s dream come true.  Mother’s money was like 
sand seeping through the egg timer, and it slowly eked away.  
 
I was a strange little child.  I was not liked very much by other children and I was afraid of them.  
Consequently I spent much time alone.  I felt I was disgraced because I did not have a father and 
I would tell all sorts of prevarications trying to explain his absence.  He was on a trip, or he was 
in the hospital, anything but the fact that he was dead.  Children are conformists in an 
exaggerated sense, and suffer when they feel they are different in any way. 
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Some of my early memories are of Father’s library.  It was a huge room with a fireplace at one 
end over which hung a very large picture of a forest fire.  On two sides were open book shelves 
that extended to the ceiling.  Once in a great while tucked among all those books of theology, law 
and classics I would find in some obscure place, as if hiding from its aristocratic neighbors, a 
meek book begging to be read by a long-legged, black pig-tailed, skinny, searching little girl.  
Never will I forget my thrill and joy the day I discovered Elsie Dinsmore, unprotestingly 
crammed back of the eye-seeing row of books—she would be!—waiting for some little girl to haul 
her out.  Mother always knew when I became ‘icky sweet’ and too angelic that I was again ”en 
rapport” with Elsie. The day I struck it rich and found Little Women,, Little Men  and Jo’s Boys – 
well, all the church bells on earth were ringing!  
 
Sunday evenings were our music evenings.  We all had to gather in the music room to listen as 
mother played the piano.  We took turns choosing the selection.  Brother always chose a march; 
Alberta and Bobbie’s tastes would vary; I always would choose “Melody in F,” or “Rustles of 
Spring.”  Sometimes it was a bit difficult to sit for two hours, but I know that is where was first 
instilled my love of music, and where mother first subtly taught her children to be discriminatory 
in their musical tastes.  Once a year Mother took  us to the opera.  I was dreadfully bored. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


The Osborne’s first home, Tiffin, Ohio 
 
We always had to dress for dinner which was served in four courses and was an occasion.  Even 
when Mother did her own cooking and serving we still made a ceremony out of dinner.  After 
Father died Mother sat in his place and served.  I will never forget that picture.  Mother sat very 
straight and dignified with her white hair—it had turned white quite early—piled high on her 
head looking every inch the aristocrat which she was. 
 
As I went through the toothless, tonsil and adenoid, and crush stage, it became very evident that I 
didn’t exactly fit the family pattern.  I didn’t like private schools; I was forever bringing home 
some waif; I couldn’t be spanked—it made me ill.  Mother said, “Jo is my little black sheep, but 
she’s such a nice shade of black.” 
 
Our summers were fun.  The day school was out we went to our summer home in Pinecliff, 
Colorado.  There we hiked, played tennis, waded and danced our summers away. 
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Adolescent years included the things in most girl’s life that seemed very important:  dances at 
Colorado University, College of Mines, Colorado College and Aggies with the accompanying 
fluff-fluffs and gee-gaws that are such fun.  I was called upon to make those tremendous decisions 
not unusual in a young girl’s existence: whether I should accept a date with a Beta, though he was 
too short, or be squired by an ATO that was tall! 
 
 
                                     
 
 
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 


 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Jo and Bobbie as teenagers 
 


Suddenly it all became rather silly and unimportant.  I met a boy who dwarfed all the other boys 
in my thinking.  This lad represented everything I had never known in my other beaux.  He came 
from a large, poor family, and had been working since he was fourteen, finishing high school at 
Opportunity School at nights.  He was very serious, hard working, stolid, and mature—perhaps 
too much so, having assumed much responsibility too soon. 
 
By this time our family finances were reaching a low ebb.  The truth was that after sending 
brother and sister east to college, the sand was running too low in the egg timer to send me. 
It was decided that I would work a year and then go to college.  The plan however, was 
interrupted in the mid year by my marriage to my serious, quiet, enormously kind Earl.  It has 
been a very happy marriage in a quiet, unspectacular way.  We have grown together some way 
much as two halves of a peach. 
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The rest of Jo’s first autobiography is continued in the chapter “Family Life,”  but there 
is more about her early life in a paper she wrote for a university educational sociology 
class in 1959 entitled “Formative Influences:” 


 
When pondering the factors that have influenced my life it is soon evident that early influences 
have been the most formative and lasting one. The rather staid and uncompromising standards 


that have prevailed in my life are the result of the 
strict, dignified, unbending atmosphere of a 
minister’s home.  That influence, though somewhat 
modified through the years, is still manifest by the 
repugnance felt when observing something that is 
contrary to that early teaching. 
 
Mother was stately, aristocratic and cold.  [She] 
taught the children not by words but by feeling tones.  
To feel disapproval was a terrible thing and to be 
avoided at all costs.  That forced early awareness 
created a sensitivity that has remained.  This 
sensitivity, though too pronounced, has created an 
insight that produced empathy and appreciation and 
understanding and the power to be sensitized to many 
things that many people are not aware of.  It has 
given profoundness to my life. 
 
 Left: Pearl Miller Osborne 
 
Any religious bent I may have was instilled not by my 


minister father but by my grandmother [Miller].  The broad concept of religion which seems to 
more nearly meet my needs was the product of observing with disgust Grandmother’s very 
fundamental religious convictions.  My love of children and my patient tolerance of them was 
absorbed by watching [her] and by imitation through the early years the kindness, playfulness and 
never-ending patience of this same grandmother.  This love of children and the desire to be of 
service culminated in my entering college at the age of forty-two, in order to teach. 
 
The quiet, somber atmosphere that always prevailed in our home has been one of the factors that 
make it imperative that there be some quiet, somber, alone periods in my life.  By the same token 
this influence brought the realization that there must be some gay, jovial times in a home also, and 
as in most things in life, one must strive for a balance.  This realization carried on into my own 
family and in our home as we attempted to create an atmosphere of balanced quietness and 
serious interludes with gayety and lightness.  This thing of formative influences carries on into the 
generations. 
 
Reading has made a magnificent contribution in influencing my life.  The first thing I can 
remember are books—hundreds of them all over the house.  Vivid is the memory of climbing up on 
a small chair I had placed on top of the library table to extract a volume from a high shelf in 
father’s library.  I experience the same thrill and excitement today when I browse through library 
stacks.  In that early bookish atmosphere was born an appreciation and love for books that grew 
into a profound love of literature that has been the most important inanimate influence in my life. 
As quite a young girl I would discriminate in my reading.  There was no issue made of books not 
to be read.  It was merely the exposure to good literature and I found myself bored with the tawdry 
and easy-come-by type of literature very soon.  This book-lined-wall house culminated in my 
becoming a professional book-reviewer in my late twenties. [She was well-read even into her 
90’s.]  
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Money—or lack of money—played an influence that I see manifest in my life.  My mother was a 
wealthy girl who married a poor struggling, idealistic minister who had no business acumen 
whatsoever.  Consequence:  money lost in poor investments, a huge home, three cars, chauffeur 
and maids, and NO money. 
 
Growing up, the determination to not experience financial dependence became almost an 
obsession.  Too often did I hear my mother subject herself to the indignity of asking Grandmother 
for money.  My son said to me the other day, ‘Mother, all I’ve heard for years has been 
“Security—security,” I’m not going to let it become that important to me!’  So you see, he will 
probably branch out the other way.  A strange thing—these formative influences!” 


 
The problem mentioned above—money—was much on the mind of the Osborne family.  Pearl’s 
parents, Robert & Ruth Miller, had been successful at farming and raising cattle, having  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 


 
Miller family 1886: L-R: Daniel, Mattie, Ruth, Abe, Robert, Pearl (see Appendix) 
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inherited a goodly sum from the Mercer grandparents, who had sold beef and pork to the Union 
army during the Civil War.  When oil was discovered on the Miller farm, a huge fortune was 
realized. (See Mercer/Miller Family, by Ruth Maria Mercer Miller.)  With this sum the Miller & 
Sons Bank was opened in Tiffin, Ohio.  “This firm with its ready cash, coming to Tiffin in the 
financial crisis of 1893, found a grand welcome, and how many people and firms this bank 
helped to stem that tide will never be known, and its influence and aid to Tiffin and surrounding 
country cannot be overestimated.” Men of Northwestern Ohio, p. 11.   
 
However, circumstances combined to thwart the Miller’s financial stability, including the death 
of their beloved son, Daniel, partner and chief financial officer in the family businesses, the 
country’s financial crisis of 1893 which was called the Panic of 1893 which left hundreds of 
banks, railroads, mines and other businesses in financial ruin.  This was followed by the nervous 
breakdown of the head of the family, Robert Miller, the alcoholism and poor management by the 
remaining son, Abe Miller, the illness and death of Pearl’s husband, Dallas, who in trying to 
secure his family’s financial security ended by losing his portion of the Miller estate.  Son-in-
law, Will Cook, the husband of Mattie Miller Cook, was the only one able to protect his share.  
He and Mattie moved to Chicago. When Mattie died in 1922 Will married “a woman of means”, 
further distancing himself from the Miller family.  However, his continued dealings with the 
family are evident in letters, including this one which was received after the Millers moved to 
Denver (in an effort to assist their widowed daughter, Pearl): 
 


Chicago, Sept. 12, 1924 
Mrs. Ruth Miller 
1611 Adams St. 
Denver, Colorado 
 
Dear Mother, 
 It occurs to me that the deal you refer to is only another of the many deals I have heard 
Abe talk about in the past.  If $4500 would do you some real good I would feel very different about 
it.  I think this $4500 would immediately pass to someone else for back taxes, interest and expense 
of this kind, and in reality do neither you nor Father Miller any good.  And in the end would work 
hardship to me. 
 In fact, I believe it would be the beginning of more to follow.  Undoubtedly, Abe means 
well, but from past experience and the fact that he has had entire charge of your estate for the last 
twenty years, is sufficient proof that he is a poor manager.  I do not feel that I care to have him 
manage any of my estate. 
 On July 23, 1921, I received a very urgent letter from Abe that he must have $500 
immediately and if I would send it to him he would return it in thirty days, and surely in sixty days.  
It has now been more than three years and I have never heard a word from him relative to interest 
or refund.  This does not make me enthusiastic about advancing more money to him. 
 My brother’s eleven hundred acres, within seventy miles of Chicago, was considered 
worth $200 an acre three or four years ago, but it is now impossible to sell any of it for $50 an 
acre.  And I feel that land within seventy miles of Chicago ought to be worth more than Colorado 
land….. I find plenty of trouble making loans in Chicago without going to Colorado where I know 
nothing of conditions. 
 Lovingly yours, W. Cook 


 
A sad note in the account book of Ruth Miller: 
 


Dec. 10, 1925 – I sold to Mr. Tanner my 23,000 shares for $3,000 as the price was away down 
and nobody wanted to buy and I owed Abe $5000.  I had got him to take Dallas Osborne’s note to 
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pay Abe $5,000 that I owed him.  I said Dallas’ note was good, but it proved worthless for he died. 
And I had to make it good to Abe and Abe had to have it now to save his furniture and to get 
started anew.  I did not want to sell the Tungsten nor did Abe want me to, but we had to for war 
times had made our land worthless and we had mortgaged all we had to try to save our land… but 
this makes me bankrupt and have to depend on charity until Abe gets started and then he promises 
he will see I have plenty to live on and pay up Robert’s funeral expense and coal bills. 
 


This was followed by a stinging letter to Ruth Miller from Will Cook: 
 
Chicago 
December 14, 1925 
Dear Mother, 
 I am advised that you have sold your 12,000 shares Tungston stock to W. L. Tanner.  This 
sale gives Mr. Tanner the absolute control of the company and leaves me as a minority 
stockholder, which, of course, is not a very pleasant position to be in. 
 Will you kindly advise me what Mr. Tanner paid you for the stock as he has asked me 
what I am willing to sell mine for.  Your immediate reply will be appreciated very much.   
 With love, W. Cook 


 
No wonder Jo was frugal all her life!  Having watched her mother, Pearl, and her grandmother, 
Ruth, the fear of penury was ever present.  Living through the Great Depression of the 1930’s 
after she and Earl were married, was also strong motivation for her careful money management.  
Jo and Earl, of course, helped maintain their own mothers during their later years, not to mention 
their generosity to their own children and grandchildren.  Earl was particularly generous—with 
his opinions as well as with his resources.  
 
A draft of an undated letter to her mother was found among Jo’s letters.  Perhaps it was a 
Mothers Day tribute to Pearl: 
 


[Dear Mother], 
I have been complimented many times on the fact that I was a good listener.  I have you 


to thank for that, Mother.  You set the example.  I remember distinctly how whenever there were 
guests in our home you always played the perfect hostess and listened with keen attentiveness. 


Your walk: You have always carried yourself with the easy grace of a lady—a lady born 
to the purple. 


I can never remember coming home from school and not finding you all cleaned up.  
Every afternoon you dressed as for guests.  I can never remember in my life of seeing your hair 
uncombed, or your person in any way disheveled after noon.  Always [you had] clean nails, 
beautifully groomed in every way.  I never experienced as a child coming home to an untidy 
house.  It was always cleaned.  I was always so proud to bring friends home.  Our house was 
always orderly. 


I often wonder how you kept the house so systemized when there was not the natural 
order of the work-a-day world—having no man, husband and father having to live to schedule and 
time.  But you kept wonderful order in our lives always. 


Sayings that stand out:  ‘I don’t want my girls to make mistakes.  It’s so easy, I know. I’m 
human myself.’ ‘Be clean, you may not have much, but you can keep clean.’ 


Our Sunday evenings were delightful when you used to play for us and cater to our 
preferences.  Dal , boy-like, preferring marches, me the romantic Melody in F. 


Stories that seem as a child to have impressed me most were stories pertaining to 
Tombolin, your cat; how terribly afraid, as a child, you were of gypsies; your college days—how 
on Sunday nights you bought dill pickles and ate them with bread and butter; and the stories about 
the old German hired man who always smelled of fertilizer. 
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Once in a while you would let slip some very nice little compliment, although adding by 
way of apology, “Now Grandmother would say it would make you vain to tell you this, but Helen, 
you do have a pretty mouth,” or “You are a pretty girl” (in a sort of apologetic tone like “I really 
shouldn’t say this but …”) 


Our meals were always superb.  Never did we have thrown together meals.  Always 
painstakingly planned, diligently prepared, wonderful food and Mother, you’ve always been a 
marvelous cook.  The food was not placed on the table slipshod either.  Always the dinner table 
was correctly set and the meal beautifully served.  When I see you, it’s you—sitting majestically 
and lovely serving at the head of the table.  I think, Mother, you were made to sit at the head of a 
table pouring tea, instead of the lot that life gave you that was decidedly not just pouring tea! 


You gave us all a background that in any kind of company we were not too ill at ease.  
You did equip us all that we could meet life and not go down under it, realizing that whether it be 
a slap on the back or a sock on the chin, that if one had his balance it meant just about the same 
thing. 


Now this I think perhaps is the most unusual and remarkable thing: I do not believe there 
is another soul who could have accomplished this as successfully as you did.  You did not ever 
harp on what was gone, or what might have been.  And with one that had had all the material 
things you had and but for the unwise doings of others, you could always have had; that is real 
greatness!  You did not go back.  What was gone was gone! You lived the philosophy [that] 
yesterday is gone, today is a new day. You did not waste time and energy blaming.  I remember as 
a child mentioning this to you and you answered, ‘I try my utmost to keep a thing from happening, 
but when it is done, it’s done, and I bury it.’   You did not ever harbor prejudices, Mother.  You 
were always and forever a lady, Mother, always! 


It’s a wonderful thing for a child to feel pride in a parent, and I’ve always been so proud 
of you.  You’re lovely to look at and lovely inside.  I’ve always had the desire to show you off, you 
know.  How I used to burst with pride when you came to school to visit, which you regularly did 
once a year. 


You were very wise the way you handled the boy situation when I reached that age.  I 
always had to bring the young man home for you to meet and then you allowed me to go.  You 
were liberal, allowing me much freedom, but not too liberal.  Some way you had instilled a deep 
sense of right and wrong and I wouldn’t have broken any confidence you had in me for anything 
on earth.  You trusted me therefore I was trustworthy.  I realize through their surroundings 
children do absorb things—just taking them in and building around them.  Our clean home, 
beautiful pictures on the walls, always bookcases full of books, music, all that was absorbed by 
me, and probably accounts for my love and appreciation of books, music and art. 


You encouraged us to develop our individuality and be creative  because you were wise 
enough to never dictate just what we wore or how we acted, allowing us to express ourselves 
through clothes or what have you, and many times it must have been against your better judgment. 


 
 


There was probably an appropriate closing to this letter, but all we have is this undated draft, a 
truly wonderful tribute to Jo’s mother, Pearl.  In 1994 when the family history her grandmother 
Miller had written Mercer/Miller Family by Ruth M. Miller came into her possession (upon her 
sister Bobbie’s death), Jo said that Grandmother Miller was the one who ran things in the family.  
When asked about her grandfather Miller, (the grandfather of the candy store incident) having 
had a nervous breakdown she said she was very much surprised when she read that.  She 
remembered her grandfather as having been a very kind man. She recalled that he always dressed 
very properly.  She used to have to go with him sometimes on the streetcar and she was always 
embarrassed by his tall silk hat which was very old fashioned even then.  An incident she 
recalled took place in Denver once when her mother, Pearl, was driving.  The car stalled on a hill 
and she had difficulty getting it started again.  Grandfather Miller, “was so kind—he sweetly 
asked Mother not to be frightened.”   
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“Grandmother Miller was very bossy, but I loved her best,” said Jo.  “I was the only one who 
wanted to sit on her lap and listen to her stories.”  She added, “But she was too religious.  She 
was just fanatic.  She went to church every Sunday.  No wonder all the rest of us turned away 
from it.”  Jo said that Grandmother Miller always thought that if her son, Daniel, had lived they 
would have come through their financial struggles alright.  But Uncle Abe, as Jo said, was a 
spoiled rich boy who became an alcoholic and squandered their money on worthless investments. 
 
Jo also said that her father, Dallas J. Osborne, had a large responsibility for losing the money as 
well.  He knew he had not long to live, as he was sick with tuberculosis, so he wanted to leave 
his family well-fixed, but instead left them almost penniless.  Every investment he made turned 
sour and lost money.  “He was a scholar and a preacher, not a businessman,” said Jo.  A minister 
in the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ), Dallas Osborne spent two years as the full-time 
pastor of the West Madison Church of Christ in Cleveland, Ohio shortly after his marriage to 
Pearl Miller. Jo kept a little book indexing his sermons (see Appendix).  
 
The Osbornes had a much lesser 
influence on Jo’s upbringing 
largely because they were all in 
Ohio when their son’s family 
was growing up in Denver.  
Also, Grandmother Osborne, 
Nancy Caroline Moherman 
Osborne, died young, so of 
course his wife and children 
never knew her. Then, too, 
grandfather Albert M. Osborne 
died in 1915, just two years 
after his son’s death, so his 
grandchildren had limited 
contact there.  However, there 
was a photo taken of him with 
his son & grandson, Dallas and Dal, during a visit with the family,  about 1907or 1908. 
 
Grandfather Miller died just months after Jo and Earl married in 1925.  Grandmother Miller died 
five years later, in 1930.  Pearl Miller Osborne never remarried after her husband’s death.  She 
lived to age 93 having been a widow for 59 years.  Her daughter, Bobbie (Ruth), Jo’s younger 
sister, never married, and was her mother’s companion until Pearl’s death in 1972.  Bobbie lived 
until 1994, dying at age 85.  Dal also died at age 85, Alberta at age 88 and Jo at age 93.  (For full 
family statistics, etc. see Appendix.) 


 
 
 


* * * 
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Appendix C:   
Historical gleanings from the Miller and Osborne families 
 
Jo wrote a college paper called “Sunday Morning” describing life in the home her mother grew 
up in: 


On Sunday morning we leisurely get up and eat breakfast about nine o’clock.  If we go to Sunday 
School, which is not frequent, we drive in the car.  Seventy-five years ago life was different:   
 
On Sunday mornings 
my mother [Pearl 
Miller, youngest child 
in the photo, right] was 
awakened at six o’clock 
by Grandfather Miller’s 
hearty boom, “Dan, 
Pearl, Alice, Matilda, 
Myron, Abe—it’s the 
Lord’s Day!”  The 
children rolled out of 
the warm, puffy, 
squashy bliss of feather 
ticks to trek down the 
ice cold stairs to the 
warm parlor.  
Clustering around the 
pot-bellied, bow-legged 
heating stove the 
assembly-line dressing 
process began.  
Grandfather would take 
a child on his lap and 
wrestling with long legs 
and flying arms would 
cleverly, deftly lap over 
the surplus of 
underwear at the ankle 
then slowly sneak the 
stocking over and 
gradually pull it up.  
Another child would 
now park his torso on 
Grandfather’s lap to subject himself to the underwear-stocking gyrations.  Next hot water was 
poured from the steaming tea kettle into the wash basin sitting on the commode in the corner.  The 
washing process was almost negligible as the night before was bath night.  Grandmother would 
then start to brush and comb, and woe be to the child that screeched!  Breakfast of steak, biscuits, 
cream gravy and coffee followed.  Now began the wild scurry of donning hats, caps, coats, mittens 
and muffs.  Above the sleigh bells could be heard “Bring the heated quilt for our feet.  Hurry up, 
we’ll be late for meetin’!”  Grandmother stopped a few minutes to dole out a few pennies for each 
child’s collection.  The ‘least’ ones were given a penny or two, but when the austere old age of 
nine was reached one received three, and if the crops had been good, even four pennies [Also see 
Mercer/MillerFamily by Ruth Maria Mercer Miller, 1917; transcription by E. C. Shaeffer 1994; 
FHL catalog film #1598155/4]. 
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Jo’s father, Dallas Jonathan Osborne kept a brief diary at the start of his college education: 
 


Commencing when I started to school at Hiram, Ohio 
Sept. 16th 1889 
 This morning when I first got up I found it raining vary [sic.] hard.  About 7:30 Henry 
Roses came over to our place.  Pa took our trunks and I rode with Mr. Roses.  We started from  
home about 8 o’clock.  We arrived at Warren about 11.  We started from Warren at 12:30 and 
arrived at Hiram Station at 1:20 o’clock.  Our ride to Hiram was a grand one.  It rained all the 
way.  I got my trunk about 5:30.  Charles did not get his today.  We took supper at the boys hall.  I 
wrote a letter to our folks. 
 
Sept. 17th1889  
 School commenced today.  The President made a good opening address.  The attendance 
is 250, larger than ever before.  I commenced the study of Latin this term.  I am taking my last 
term in English Analysis and also Complete Algebra. 
 
Sept. 18th  1889 


 School is not barely started yet nevertheless it shows indications of good work.  It is 
rainy, dreary and cold.  Charles received his trunk. 
 
Sept. 19th 1889 
 We got our rooms arranged to suit us better.  Attended to our studies in the day time and 
went to the business meeting of the Y.M.C.A. in the evening.  I joined. 
 
Sept. 20th 1889 
 It rained the most of the day.  We board at the boys hall.  We get vary [sic] good board at 
the hall.  We attend noon-day prayer meetings about every day.  They are grand. 
 
Sept. 21st 1889 
 This is Saturday.  It seems different to go to school on Saturday and not on Monday.  We 
have not settled down to work yet.  It seems hard to get to work after so long a vacation.  We are 
getting more acquainted every day.  In the evening we attended the Y.M.C.A.  I wrote a letter 
home.  Did not go to bed until 11 o’clock. 
 
Sept. 22nd 1889 
 We did not get up till 7:30.  We had breakfast at 8.  We went to Sunday School at 10:30.  
Attendance 159.  Col. $3.34.  Bro. W. A. Knight preached at 11:30 lesson Heb. 1st.  Text Heb 2: 1-
4.  He preached a good sermon.  In the evening at 6 we went to the Christian Endeavor Society.  
Bro. Knight preached from Luke 2nd chapter in the evening. 
 
Sept. 23r 1889d 
 Monday no school today.  Charles and I studied a greater part of the day.  Reviewed the 
lessons of the week.  Went to the Delphic Literary Society in the evening.  They had a good 
entertainment – debate on local option – G. A. Ragaen, J.B. Works [no further entries] 
 
 


On a scrap of paper found among his things he had written, probably at a much later date:  
“If you were to ask me for an outline of my future work: 


1. We are going to regenerate ourselves, then outsiders 
2. Create a deeper interest in study of Bible 
3. Cultivate a deeper spirituality 
4. Will not compromise with sin 
5. Stand firm on the principles set forth in N.T. which is the foundation of our church.” 
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Left:  Dallas J. Osborne, 1892, age 21 
 
 
According to the records of Hiram College, Dallas J. 
Osborne graduated from Hiram College in 1895.  
According to the 1895 Hiram College Catalogue, he 
seems to have earned an AB [bachelor of arts] degree as 
well as an AM [master of arts] degree that same year.  
He was listed as being from North Jackson, Ohio and he 
was vice president his junior year and president his 
senior year of the Delphic Literary Society.  He was 
also the Custodian of Arms for the senior class of 1895.  
Several excerpts from the student newspaper, The 
Advance, have been located that mentioned Dallas 
Osborne: 
 


 
The Advance, 19 Jan. 1895: 
 


On account of our paper having already gone to press when the Oratorical Contest took place, we 
were unable to give the event as much space as we could have wished.  This contest is now one of 
Hiram’s annual events, looked forward to with eagerness by all the students, and with the deepest 
anxiety by those who may contest for the prizes.  Especially has our interest in this event become 
intense since Hiram is a member of the State Oratorical Association.  The state contest will be 
held Feb. 21, at Columbus.  Hiram should take especial interest in this since it will be represented 
for the first time in its history.  D. J. Osborne, winner of the first prize in our local contest will 
represent Hiram.  It is to be hoped that as many Hiram students as possible will rally around their 
representative and accompany him to Columbus. 


 
The Advance, 15 Mar. 1895:  This edition gave the text of Dallas Osborne’s winning speech.  No 
mention is made in how he did in the state competition.  The title of the speech was “The First 
Martyr of the New Civilization” and it is about renaissance Italy [full text below]. 
 
The Advance, 1 Mar. 1897: 
 


Dallas J. Osborne, ’95, pastor of the Church of Christ, West Madison Ave., Cleveland, has 
recently been elected a member of the Council of Sociology in that city.  The membership is 
limited to fifty, and it is regarded as quite an honor to be one of the chosen few, for there are 
numerous applications.  The club is composed of scholars, and we congratulate Mr. Osborne on 
his ability to enter.  We hear good reports of his work in the church, too, and wish him still greater 
success. 


 
The Advance, 1 Apr. 1897: 
 


The students are pleased to learn that Henry Derthick has been called to the pulpit of Madison 
Avenue Church, Cleveland.  Dallas J. Osborne of the class of ’95, who has resigned the work 
there, will soon enter the banking business. 
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The Advance, 15 Apr. 1897: 
 
Lulu Gault attended the wedding of D. J. Osborne and Miss 
Pearl Miller at Tiffin, April 9.  Mr. Osborne and his wife are 
both old students of Hiram, and their many friends here wish 
them success in all their undertakings. 
 
The Advance, 15 May 1900: 
 
D. J. Osborne, ’95, cashier in Miller’s Bank, Tiffin, Ohio, has 
been in poor health, but is much better now. 
 
The poor health refers to the fact that he had contracted 
tuberculosis, which motivated the family’s move to the dry 
climate of the Southwest, first to Las Vegas, New Mexico, 
thence to Denver, Colorado. 
 
 


 
Text of the prize-winning First Honor Oration delivered by Dallas J. Osborne in the oratorical 
contest at Hiram College, Hiram, Ohio, December 14, 1894: 


 
   The First Martyr of the New Civilization 
 
 The fifteenth century marks a great era in Italian history.  The republics which had been 
ruled by petty tyrants for so many years were powerless.  Political rights were no longer 
acknowledged, and individual liberty lay prostrate in the dust.  But a new life was to be infused 
into Italy.  The factor that was most powerful in working out this change is known in history as 
Renaissance, which was in short a passing from the old civilization to the new.  It was during this 
transition that some of the greatest actors of all time played a part.  Let us call back a few of them 
and examine into the principles for which they stood. 
 At Rome, the source of all ecclesiastical power, Sixtus IV, filled the papal chair.  The 
unbounded lusts of his rule were stirring the people with an irrepressible indignation.  But the 
papacy did not reach the lowest depths of corruption until the infamous rule of  
Alexander VI was ushered in.  He was the most immoral pope of the Renaissance; yea more—the 
worst pope that ever sat in “St. Peter’s chair.”  Yet the pope was not the only tyrant.  Ludovico, 
the Moor, had made himself Lord of Milan and his cruel deeds were known throughout Italy.  
Borso, as Duke of Ferrara, was the head of a government no less corrupt.  The brilliant and 
magnificent court of Florence was ruled by Lorenzo de Medici.  His patronage to learning and 
fine arts had made it a second Athens.  Yet amid this splendor, the iron band of tyranny was eating 
deeper and deeper into the freedom of the people.  The rights of popular government were 
completely blotted out.  Liberty was dead. 
 Such was the condition of all Italy near the close of the fifteenth century.  But the time 
was at hand when she was to be aroused from this hopeless state, and there appears a man of that 
proud Roman race who, as an apostle of freedom, adds luster to his name by suffering martyrdom 
for this glorious cause.  Fondly cherishing the thought of a free government, he stepped forward 
with all the power at his command to meet that desired end.  Laboring for one grand idea and 
urged on by one prime motive, he stood alone as a reformer of his time.  That man was Girolamo 
Savonarola.  Poet or preacher, statesman or reformer, theologian or martyr, call him what you 
will, “By his works shall ye know him.” 
 The early life of Savonarola was spent at his home in Ferrara.  Born in an age of 
national depravity and thoughtless enjoyment, horrified at the corrupt surroundings of the court, 
he fled from his home and sought refuge in a monastery at Bologna.  From Bologna he journeyed 
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across the rugged Apennines to Florence.  It was a beautiful Florence he saw there in the valley of 
the Arno.  Yes, indeed, Florence crowned with its coronet of mountains, situated upon a bright, 
sunny river—the classic Arno—where Dante, Galileo, Raphael and Angelo frequently walked, is 
beautiful; it shines with a glory not to be described.  Florence, the monk who enters thy gates thou 
wilt do well to notice.  The purity of his soul is more magnificent than thy grandeur.  Thy needs 
shall be his duties.  He shall speak for thy freedom when all others are silent.  The fate of thy 
people, yea of all Italy, shall be in his hands.  The curses that shall fall upon his head shall be for 
thy liberty.  Men of Florence, open wide your gates to him today and make him your guest. 
 The first few years of Savonarola’s life in Florence were spent in the convent of San 
Marco’ but he could not be satisfied as a teacher of novices.  His whole soul burned to teach the 
grand lessons of morals, rather than of dogmas.  Although he was delighted with the intelligence 
and learning around him, yet underneath he could see the evil influence of false culture and false 
gaiety.  He had determined “to war them to the death,” and often he must have uttered that 
impassionate prayer, “O that I might break those spreading wings of perdition.” 
 An opportunity at last is given him.  He is to preach the Lenten sermons in the church of 
San Lorenzo.  At first a large audience greets him, but before the sermons were over less than 
twenty-five persons remained to hear him.  Defeat was evident.  The people were not ready for 
soundly preached doctrine, but delighted in the verbal elegancies and ornaments of Fra Mariano.  
Did Savonarola give up in dismay?  The monuments which the people have erected in his memory 
answer, No!  Florence was not yet ready for her preacher.  Where will he go?  Fortunately for him 
he was sent as a Lenten preacher to the republic of San Geminiano among the Sianese hills.  Here 
he could raise his voice more freely and with greater effect.  It was here, that he first expounded 
the ideas which had so long filled his soul and pronounced the words that were to become the war 
cry and standard of his whole life.  “First, that the church will be scourged; second, that it will be 
regenerated; third, that this will come to pass speedily.”  He finds response.  Multitudes come to 
hear him. 
 At length he was called by Lorenzo to return to Florence, where for the next seven years 
his voice rang as a prophet, spiritual ruler, and apostle of men.  All classes were held by his 
matchless power.  People flocked to hear him until the great Duomo was crowded with eager 
listeners.  No man was so much talked about.  The eyes of all Italy were upon him.  His influence 
had reached England.  France and Germany felt the touch of his power. 
 Yet, Savonarola did not reach the height of his influence until the power of the Medici 
was overthrown by Charles VIII from France.  This was indeed a critical moment.  The people 
were awed into silence at the thought of being subject to the French nation.  What could be done?  
Florence, in her dire necessity, was casting about for a leader.  Suddenly, as if by magic, all eyes 
were turned toward Savonarola.  All Florence rang with his name.  The people, with one accord, 
gathered at the Duomo to hear him preach and to learn his plan for action. 
 As Savonarola came in sight of the people they hailed him as their king—one who shared 
their every “tremor and pang.”  “Behold,” said he, “The sword has come upon you, the 
prophecies are fulfilled, the scourges begun.  O Florence!  The time for singing and dancing is at 
an end.  Now is the time to shed floods of tears for thy sins.  Thy sins, O Florence!  Thy sins, O 
Rome! Thy sins, O Italy! They have brought these chastisements upon thee.  O, my people!  I have 
long been as thy father.  I have labored all the days of my life to teach you the truth of faith and 
godly living.  Yet have I received naught but tribulation, scorn, and contumely.  Give me at least 
the consolation of seeing you do good deeds.  My people, what desires have ever been mine but to 
see you saved, to see you united.”  When Savonarola concluded, the Duomo was rocking to and 
fro.  The people knew him to be the heart and soul of the republic, and they heard him as a 
messenger from heaven. 
 But his victories were not to end here.  His power was to increase and fill all Italy with its 
magical influence.  His voice was not to be silenced until the Florentines were a free people, and 
he had laid himself down as a martyr to his work. 
 Believing that a universal reform could be best carried out by a political advancement, 
he determined to strain every nerve to bring about that end.  But a calamity was before him.  He 
must either retrace his views concerning liberty, or withdraw from the church.  Did Savonarola 
hesitate?  Did he abandon that noble fight because martyrdom awaited him? By no means; but 
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having the spirit of a true reformer, he was ready and willing to sacrifice his love for the church, 
to save the city he so much honored. 
 He knew also that it meant a bitter warfare with the powers at Rome, if the principles for 
which he stood were ever to be accomplished.  But it must be so.  Contest after contest was waged 
with the pope, and Savonarola was the victor.  The pope endeavors to silence him, but still his 
crashing denunciations are uttered in the Duomo.  Alexander, what wilt thou do?  Thou canst not 
stop him.  He is bolder than thou art with all thy power.  He dares denounce thee to thy face.  
Brazen harlot “he brands thee.”  His denunciations are swaying thy power in the face of all 
Europe.  If he shall be allowed to speak, thou shalt not live.  Two ways are open to thee.  One is 
reformation.  Thou wilt not take that.  The other, then, thou must take.  “Wrap thy papal robes 
about thy polluted body, place the bloodstained tiara upon thy shameless head, and with thy 
courtiers and courtesans all about thee, send forth the mightiest Borgian anathema thou canst 
frame.  Hurl it hot against this man who is undermining thy power.”  Florence will bow to that—
their power will deliver the reformer into the hands of his enemies to be burned; but thou, O 
profligate pope, thou wilt be safe. 
 The downfall of Savonarola was inevitable.  His reverses came and the people whom he 
had loved so much and for whom he had labored so diligently, were ready to desert him.  He was 
cast into prison and tortured that he might retract his teachings but he was firm.  His firmness 
only increased the indignation of his enemies and they hastened him on to his Golgotha.  His 
reward was at the stake. 
 So died the great preacher of Florence; the great Prior of San Marco; the restorer of 
liberties to a stricken people; the foremost reformer of his time. 
 But the name of Savonarola still lives.  Did Alexander think he had silenced this man 
when he ordered him to be burned that beautiful May morning in Florence?  It was there that the 
true essence of his life was caught up, and permeating all Europe, it prepared the way for a new 
and better civilization.  The Saxon reformer could scarcely have been as successful in his work 
had not the sacrifice of Savonarola given a final proof that it was useless to hope in a purification 
of Rome. 
 May we not then rightly call him martyr?  For power rose against him; not because of his 
sins, but because of his greatness; not because he sought to deceive the world, but because he 
sought to make it noble.  And through that greatness he endured a double agony; not only the 
reviling, and the torture, and the death throe, but the agony of sinking from the vision of glorious 
achievement into that deep shadow where he could only say, “I count as nothing; darkness 
encompasses me; yet the light I saw was the true light.” 


 
Dallas J. Osborne used a small notebook to list a “Record of sermons, subjects discussed and 
place and date” [all in Ohio]. 
 


Mar.11, 1894  To Whom Shall We Go   Howland 
Aug.  5, 1894  To Whom Shall We Go   Mineral Ridge 
Aug.  5, 1894  Unchangeable Past & Available Future  Mineral Ridge 
Aug. 26, 1894  John VI, 67-69    Willoughby 
Sept.  9,  1894  John VI, 67-69    Orville 
Sept. 16, 1894       Orville 
Nov. 18, 1894       Orville 
Nov. 25, 1894       Orville 
Dec.   9, 1894       Orville 
Jan.  13, 1895  The Power of the Gospel   Braceville 
Jan. 20, 1895  Ruth     Braceville 
Jan. 20, 1895  The Parable of the Pounds   Braceville 
Mar. 17, 1895       Akron 
Mar. 31, 1895  Parable of the Talents   Akron 
May       1895       Ravenna 
Jun. 9, 1895       Wellsville 
Jun. 23, 1895  Ruth (Beautiful Gleaner)   Cleveland 
Jun. 30, 1895  The Power of the Gospel   Cleveland 
Jul. 21, 1895  Our Rock & Our Salvation   Cleveland 
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Jul. 21, 1895  Sowing and Reaping   Cleveland 
Jul. 28, 1895  Ruth the Beautiful Gleaner   North Jackson 
Jul. 28, 1895  Sowing and Reaping   Rosemont 
Jul. 28, 1895  Our Refuge    North Jackson 
Aug. 4, 1895  Parable of the Talents   Cleveland 
Aug. 4, 1895  The Power of Consecrating   Cleveland 
Aug. 11, 1895  Importance of Bible Study   Cleveland 
Aug. 11, 1895  Glimpses at the Heart of Jesus  Cleveland 
Aug. 18, 1895  Israel’s Great Rally Day   Cleveland 
Aug. 18, 1895  Value of Bible Study (Old Ladies Home) Cleveland 
Aug. 18, 1895  Excuses     Cleveland 
Aug. 25, 1895  Limitations of Life    Cleveland 
Aug. 15, 1895  The Power of the Young   Cleveland 
Sep.  1, 1895  The Call of Jesus    Cleveland 
Sep.  1, 1895  Christ’s Love – Its Character   Cleveland 
Sep.  8, 1895  Sermon on Church Extention   Cleveland 
Sep.  8, 1895  True Freedom    Cleveland 
Sep. 15, 1895  Christian Friendship and Work  Cleveland 
Sep. 15, 1895  Recognition Services   Cleveland 
Sep. 15, 1895  no preaching in evening – 
Sep. 22, 1895  Triumphs of Christianity   Cleveland 
Sep. 22, 1895  Lessons from the Life of Daniel  Cleveland 
Sep. 29, 1895  Parable of the Sower   Cleveland 
Sep. 29, 1895  What Shall I Do    Cleveland 
Oct.  6, 1895  The Last Words of Christ   Cleveland 
Oct.  6, 1895  The Paradox of the Cross   Cleveland 
Oct. 13, 1895  The Value of Life & How to Spend It  Cleveland 
Oct. 13, 1895  The Impending Crisis   Cleveland 
Oct. 20, 1895  The Star in the East    Cleveland 
Oct. 20, 1895  Samson’s Riddle    Cleveland 
Oct. 27, 1895  The Church of the Next Generation  Cleveland 
Oct. 27, 1895  Freedom by Truth (Old Ladies Home)  Cleveland 
Oct. 27, 1895  Agrippa     Cleveland 
Nov.  3, 1895  Essentials of a Christian Character  Cleveland 
Nov.  3, 1895  The Martyrdom of Stephen   Cleveland 
Nov. 10, 1895  Perils of the Church   Cleveland 
Nov. 10, 1895  Glorying in the Cross   Cleveland 
Nov. 17, 1895  Christ in the Home    Cleveland 
Nov. 17, 1895  The Love of Christ (Old Ladies Home)  Cleveland 
Nov. 17, 1895  Israel’s King    Cleveland 
Nov. 24, 1895  Preaching by Rev. Cameron   Cleveland 
Nov. 24, 1895  Recognition Services at Franklin Circle  (2.00) 
Nov. 24, 1895  Thanksgiving Services by S.S.   Cleveland 
Dec.  1, 1895  Abhorrence of Evil    Cleveland 
Dec.  1, 1895  Esther     Cleveland 
Dec.  8, 1895  Privileges of the Present   Cleveland 
Dec.  8, 1895  Giants and How to Meet Them (Industrial Home) 
Dec.  8, 1895  Lecture: Savonarola & His Times  Cleveland 
Dec. 15, 1895  Practical Christian Ethics   Cleveland 
Dec. 15, 1895  Christ’s Last Words (Old Ladies Home) Cleveland 
Dec. 15, 1895  Lecture: Anglo Saxon Civilization-Its Secret & Possibilities 
Dec. 22, 1895  Christmas Thoughts   Cleveland 
Dec. 22, 1895  Ideals     Cleveland 
Dec. 22, 1895       Diamond 
Dec. 29, 1895       Diamond 
 
Have preached 81 times up to Dec. 31, 189; 67 times in 1895 and 14 times in 1894. 
 
Jan.  5, 1896  To Be a Christian    Cleveland 
Jan.  5, 1896  Enthusiasm     Cleveland 
Jan. 12, 1896  The Paradox of the Cross   Shreve 
Jan. 12, 1896  The Power of the Young   Shreve 
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Jan. 19, 1896  Ideals     Holmsville 
Jan. 19. 1896  Enthusiasm    Holmsville 
Jan. 26, 1896  The Problem of Problems—My Soul   Cleveland 
Feb.  2, 1896  (Simpson)  
Feb.  2, 1896  Neglected Opportunities   Cleveland 
Feb.  9, 1896  The Father’s Welcome   Cleveland 
Feb. 16, 1896  Christ Our Example   Cleveland 
Feb. 16, 1896  The Value of Determination   Cleveland 
Feb. 23, 1896  Jesus The King    Cleveland 
Mar.  1, 1896  Foreign Missions-Its Importance  Cleveland 
Mar.  1, 1896  Pres. Juelars spoke 
Mar.  8, 1896  Life-It’s Purpose, Plan, Prize   Cleveland 
Mar.  8, 1896  Temptation    Cleveland 
Mar. 15, 1896  The Greatness of Man   Cleveland 
Mar. 15, 1896  The Story of Esther (Old Ladies Home) 
Mar. 15, 1896  Christian Euclean Exercises (paper) 
Mar. 22, 1896  Somebody Must    Cleveland 
Mar. 22, 1896  The Man the World Sees   Cleveland 
Mar. 29, 1896  And Peter    Cleveland 
Mar. 29, 1896  The Man as Seen by his Best Friend  Cleveland 
Apr.  2, 1896  Daniel at the Court  Miles Ave.,  Cleveland 
Apr.  5, 1896  Resurrection of Jesus   Cleveland 
Apr.  5, 1896  Illustrated Lecture (Life of Christ)  Cleveland 
Apr. 12, 1896  Warnings     Cleveland 
Apr. 19, 1896  The Man as He Sees Himself   Cleveland 
Apr. 19, 1896  What it is to be a Christian  (Old Ladies Home) 
Apr. 26, 1896  The Man as God Sees Him   Cleveland 
Apr. 26, 1896  Every Day Religion    Cleveland 
May  3, 1896  (Mr. Caldwell of N. Y. spoke) 
May  3, 1896  Human Hearts – Corrupted and Cleansed Cleveland 
May 10, 1896  Some Causes of Modern Skepticism  Cleveland 
May 10, 1896  Why I am a Christian   Cleveland 
May 17, 1896  (Rev. Palmer from I. J. spoke) 
May 17, 1896  Perils of the Church (Old Ladies Home) 
May 17, 1896  Feeding the Five Thousand   Cleveland 
May 24, 1896  Hard Things of Life    Cleveland 
May 24, 1896  Memorial Address    Cleveland 
May 31, 1896  Joshua     Cleveland 
May 31, 1896  Sermon to “King’s Daughters”  Cleveland 
Jun.  7, 1896  The Great Resurrection   Cleveland 
Jun.  7, 1896  (Children’s Day Exercises) 
Jun. 14, 1896  The Divine Shepherd   Cleveland 
Jun. 14, 1896  Borrowing Trouble    Cleveland 
Jun. 21, 1896  The Bible- Its Truthfulness & Perpetuity Cleveland 
Jun. 28, 1896  The Influence of the Bible   Cleveland 
Jun. 28, 1896  Character Building – No. 1   Cleveland 
Jul.  5, 1896  City Evangelization    Cleveland 
Jul.  5, 1896  Character Building – No. 2    Cleveland 
Jul. 12, 1896  Christian Zeal    Rocky River 
Jul. 12, 1896  Why Have We Come Together (Union Service in M.E.) Cleveland. 
Jul. 19, 1896  The Man of Macedonia   Cleveland 
Jul. 19, 1896  Samson (Old Ladies Home) 
Jul. 19, 1896  Union Service – Rev. Dennis spoke 
Jul. 26, 1896  Preaching Christ    Cleveland 
Jul. 26, 1896  The Hard Things of Life   Rocky River 
Jul. 26, 1896  Union Services (Baptist church) Rev. Young spoke 
Aug. 2, 1896  Liberty     Cleveland 
Aug. 2, 1896  Reports of C. E. Delegates (Wash. Cen)  Cleveland 
Aug. 9, 1896  Internal & External Hindrances to a Christian Life – Cleveland 
Aug. 9, 1896  C. E. meeting in evening 
Aug. 16, 1896  Mr. Draper spoke 
Aug. 16, 1896  C. E. meeting in evening 
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Aug. 23, 1896  The Bible’s Portrayal of Character  Cleveland 
Aug. 23, 1896  Absalom     Cleveland 
Aug. 30, 1896  The Ten Virgins    Cleveland 
Aug. 30, 1896  Is the Young Man Safe   Cleveland 
Sep.  6, 1896  The Strife, the Mastery, the Crown  Cleveland 
Sep.  6, 1896  Joseph     Cleveland 
Sep. 13, 1896  Church Extension Sermon   Cleveland 
Sep. 13, 1896  Question of the Heart   Cleveland 
Sep. 20, 1896  Forsaking All for Christ   Cleveland 
Sep. 20, 1896  The Advantages of Youth   Cleveland 
Sep. 20, 1896  (Rev. Cameron spoke: Old Ladies Home)  
Sep. 27, 1896  Earth Not Our Rest    Cleveland 
Sep. 27, 1896  Rev. Stears spoke 
Oct.  4, 1896  The Best For Christ    Cleveland 
Oct.  4, 1896  Things We Remember   Cleveland 
Oct. 11, 1896  The Greatest Need of the Church  Cleveland 
Oct. 11, 1896  Gospel Arithmetic    Cleveland 
Oct. 18, 1896  The Great Salvation   Cleveland 
Oct. 18, 1896  The Man of Macedonia (Old Ladies Home) 
Oct. 18, 1896  Anti-saloon meeting 
Oct. 25, 1896  S. S. Rally    Cleveland 
Oct. 15, 1896  The Open Window    Cleveland 
Nov.  1, 1896  Profit and Loss    Cleveland 
Nov.  1, 1896  The Choice of Life    Cleveland 
Nov.  8, 1896  (Robert Moffit spoke) 
Nov. 15, 1896  The First Gift    Cleveland 
Nov. 15, 1896  Some Things From Which We Must Escape -   Cleveland 
Nov. 22, 1896  The Dignity of Christian Service  Cleveland 
Nov. 22, 1896  A Foolish Young Man   Cleveland 
Nov. 29, 1896  The Childhood of Jesus   Cleveland 
Nov. 29, 1896  Value of Bible Study   Cleveland 
Dec. 6, 1896  Man’s Weakness and God’s Greatness  Cleveland 
Dec. 6, 1896  The Choice Young Man   Cleveland 
Dec. 13, 1896  Acts 26:28    Cleveland 
Dec. 13, 1896  (Rev. O. G. Hertzog spoke) 
Dec. 20, 1896  The Best of All Xmas Gifts   Cleveland 
Dec. 20, 1896  Drifting     Cleveland 
Dec. 20, 1896  The Value of Life (Old Ladies Home)  
Dec. 27, 1896  Elijah and the Vision   Cleveland 
Dec. 27, 1896  The Past Irrevocable and Untrodden Future Cleveland 
 
Number of sermons delivered in ’96 – 104, No. of funeral sermons 2; No. of marriages 4; No. of calls 521. 
 
Jan.  3, 1897  Christ Incarnate    Cleveland 
Jan.  3, 1897  Dedication at Rocky River 
Jan.  3, 1897  The Gospel Call    Cleveland 
Jan. 10, 1897  The Supreme Mission of the Church  Cleveland 
Jan. 10, 1897  The Scriptural Solution of This Mission  Cleveland 
Jan.  11, 1897  Is Christianity a Failure?   Cleveland 
Jan. 12, 1897  Why I Am a Christian   Cleveland 
Jan. 13, 1897  The Bible and Criticism   Cleveland 
Jan. 14, 1897  Wise Haste    Cleveland 
Jan. 15, 1897  The Saving Faith    Cleveland 
Jan. 17, 1897  Glorifying God    Cleveland 
Jan. 17, 1897  What Shall I Do    Cleveland 
Jan. 18, 1897  The Lost Found    Cleveland 
Jan. 19, 1897  Repentance    Cleveland 
Jan. 20, 1897  The Great Problem – Myself   Cleveland 
Jan. 21, 1897  The One Thing Lacking   Cleveland 
Jan. 22, 1897  What Think Ye of Christ   Cleveland 
Jan. 24, 1897  The First Christian Martyr   Cleveland 
Jan. 24, 1897  Excuses     Cleveland 
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Jan. 25, 1897  Christian Baptism    Cleveland 
Jan. 26, 1897  The Master’s Guest Chamber   Cleveland 
Jan. 27, 1897  Jesus and Nicodemus   Cleveland 
Jan. 28, 1897  How to Seek and When and Where to Find Cleveland 
Jan. 29, 1897  God’s Love and His Gift   Cleveland 
Jan. 31, 1897  Is Thine Heart Right   Cleveland 
Jan. 31, 1897  The Closed Door    Cleveland 
Feb.  7, 1897  The Parable of the Loaves and Fishes  Cleveland 
Feb.  14, 1897  (Mr. Bellamy on Social Settlements)  Cleveland 
Feb. 14, 1897  Sermon at Y.W. C. A. on (The Young..etc.) 
Feb. 14, 1897  The Four Teachers and Their Teaching  Cleveland 
Feb. 21, 1897  The Mark of the Christian   Cleveland 
Feb. 21, 1897  Christian Service (Old Ladies Home)   
Feb. 21, 1897  Looking to the Future   Cleveland 
Feb. 28, 1897  (H. J. Derthick spoke) 
Mar.  7, 1897  Christian Fellowship   Cleveland 
Mar.  7, 1897  Israel’s New Leader   Cleveland 
Mar. 14, 1897  Missionary Sermon    Cleveland 
Mar. 14, 1897  Saul     Cleveland 
Mar. 21, 1897  (H. J. Derthick spoke) 
Mar. 21, 1897  sermon at Old Ladies Home 
Mar. 21, 1897  Jesus the King    Cleveland 
Mar. 28, 1897  Jesus as a “Home” Teacher   Cleveland 
Mar. 28, 1897  Life – Plan and Prepare   Cleveland 
Apr. 4, 1897  Admonitions for the Future   Cleveland 
Apr. 4, 1897  Farewell Sermon    Cleveland 
Moved to Tiffin, Ohio April 5, 1897 
Married at Tiffin, Ohio April 7, 1897 
No regular speaking place for a while 
1897 – Several addresses in Tiffin in church – dates not recorded 
Oct. 1897 – Address at convention 
July 3, 1897   Esther     North Jackson 
July 3, 1897  Young People    North Jackson 


  1898 Numerous addresses in church – dates not recorded 
  1899 How to Make Life Successful     North Baltimore 
  1899 Agrippa       North Baltimore 
 


Found in the smallest red leather notebook marked “Vol. III:” 
 


 Sermons of Dallas Jonathan Osborne: 
The Best of All Christmas Gifts Repentance      The Great Problem—Myself 
The One Thing Lacking    What Think Ye of Christ 
The First Christian Martyr    Excuses 
Christian Baptism     The Master’s Guest Chamber 
Jesus & Nicodemus     How To Seek, When and Where 
God’s Son and His Gift    Is Thine Heart Right 
The Closed Door     The Four Teachers and Their Teaching 
The Mark of the Christian    Looking to the Future 
Drifting      Elijah and the Vision 
The Past Irrevocable and the Future Untrodden  Christ Incarnate 
The Gospel Call     The Supreme Mission of the Church 
The Scriptural Solution     Is Christianity a Failure? 
Why I am a Christian    The Bible & Criticism 
Wise Haste     The Saving Faith 
Glorifying God     What Shall I Do? 
The List Found 


 
* * * 
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11. Birthday Parties 


 
   
 
 
In 1986 the July 4th weekend became a cause for celebration of the 80th anniversary of the 
birth of Helen Josephine Osborne Shaeffer—July 7, 1906.  By this time she had been a 
widow 8 ½ years and had certainly set a standard that was an inspiration to all who knew 
her in coping with her loss. 
 
The birthday celebration was held at the Tres Amigos fishing camp near Pagosa Springs, 
Colorado, high in the Rockies.  It was a grand celebration.  Family came from near and 
far to honor Jo and everyone had a wonderful time, including the family of E.C.’s sister 
Jane Toronto, who was very ill with cancer at the time. 
 
There were hikes, picnics, airplane rides and a narrow-gauge train ride from Durango to 
Silverton.  On party day each guest was given a candle to put on “Nanny’s” cake and 
make a wish for her.  The cutest one was from little Monica Hilton who said, “Nanny, I 
wish you a new bicycle.”   


 
L-R: Rear: Naomi Weaver, Gary Weaver, Dan Shaeffer (head turned), Rob Weaver; middle: Carrie Toronto, Amy 
Toronto, Jane Toronto, Claudia Hilton, Joe Hilton holding Brittney Hilton, Marty Shaeffer, E.C. Shaeffer, Jeannine 
Irwin, Bo Irwin, Jo Ellen Olsen; Front: Beth Irwin, Will Toronto, Kevin Slade, Monica Hilton & Kory Olsen on 
Nanny’s lap, Colin Slade, Austen Slade, Becky Slade, BJ Irwin, Will Irwin; leaning over the Slades: Ryan Olsen and 
Mart Shaeffer. 
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Jo enjoyed the three-day party immensely.  Thirty-six people were in attendance, sleeping 
in trailers, tents and out under the stars as well.  John Duncan Shaeffer, who was serving 
as a missionary for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in Washington state at 
the time of the birthday celebration, was unable to attend.  In spite of missing JD, the big 
birthday celebration was deemed a great success and has been remembered fondly by all 
who attended. 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
 
Bobbie Jo passed around a small book so that family members could write their tributes 
to Jo.  It included the following sentiments: 
 


Pagosa Springs, Colorado – Marty’s fishing camp – a small bit of heaven – July 7, 1986 
– for Helen Josephine Shaeffer – In honor of her birth – July 7, 1906 
 
Blessed are all those who cross her path!  Beloved daughter, sister, wife, mother, 
grandmother, great-grandmother, teacher, friend and neighbor! 


 
Mother, I have always felt so blessed to have been brought into the world by you.  I 
always knew that your love was boundless and forever wrapped me in a protective 
blanket that kept me going through any storm.  You were born with a sense of wonder 
and infectious joy that you have never lost and have always shared.  You have always 
been an inspiration to me: your sense of wonder; your appreciation of beauty; your joy in 
small things; your creativity; your ability to face the unpleasant sad times without losing 
hope; your love of children whether they be clean, dirty, smart, dull, ugly or beautiful; 
and your ability to laugh and giggle at the dumbest jokes.  You inspired all of us with 
your loving care and devotion to Dad when he was so ill, and although you knew how ill 
he was you never gave up hope.  I thank you for your strength that carried us through.  I 
also thank you for loving me enough to point out my faults, and helping me think through 
problems to find solutions.  I love you dearly!  Bobbie Jo [Irwin] 
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Dearest Nannie:  The highest compliment I can pay:  You have been an accepting, loving 
mother-in-law, one who took me in without expression of doubt or fear or distrust.  I love 
you dearly.  Bill [Irwin] 
 
Dear Mom, It is such a joy for me to have you and all our families with us this first week 
of July 1986 in our fishing camp in southern Colorado.  It is because of you, Mom, that I 
have this great love of these mountains and of Colorado.  You have been such a 
wonderful devoted mother to me over all these many years.  I can’t thank you enough.  Of 
all the many gifts you have given me, and believe me there are too many to be accounted 
for on these pages, the one thing that stands out most is your concern and love for other 
people.  I hope I can take that gift, use it and pass it on to my children as you have me.  
As I write this and think back over our 55 years we have had together, from Grand 
Junction to Cripple Creek to Palisade to Clovis, there are so many outstanding memories 
that I will carry with me all my life.  I thank you for all of them.  Happy Birthday, Mom.  
Love, Marty [Shaeffer] 
 
Precious Nanny,  Thank you!  Thank you for being you and for loving me all these 29 
years.  Thank you for being my mother-in-law all this time, and for being my only mother 
for over 20 of those years.  How I have tried to please you—to be like you—to follow 
your lead.  Thank you for being such an outstanding example of kindness, consideration 
and thoughtfulness.  Thank you for looking beyond my faults and loving me in spite of 
them.  And thank you for all your loving support for all whom I love—Marty, the 
children, our son-in-law—our grandchildren, my sister and her family, my brother and 
his family, even my friends.  Believe me, you are unique in all this world—a shining star 
whose influence has extended far beyond the bounds of our family—a light for others to 
look to and to emulate—for your warmth, your joy in living, your sense of fun, your 
courage in adversity.  I have always admired your great intellect, your love of books, 
your sense of style, your gift for descriptive narrative and your great generosity.  Your 
talents in the domestic arts—cooking, sewing and decorating—have always helped you to 
create a home where we all (and everyone else, too) loved to be.  Thank you for sharing 
all these things with me.  Our Heavenly Father has blessed you with 80 wonderful years.  
May He continue to bless your coming years with health, happiness and love.  
I love you, Ellen Claire [Shaeffer] 
 
Dear Nanny, Words cannot express how much you mean to me.  The memories I have of 
a special childhood with you means so much to me.  The pink house in Palisade with the 
swing that Pappy made us, and the wonderful huge breakfasts that you always made are 
among some of the wonderful memories I have.  You have always been so dear to me and 
I have always cherished your advice and companionship.  I hope that we have another 
wonderful celebration on your 90th birthday!  I love you, Jo Ellen [Shaeffer Olsen] 
 
Nanny, The one most cherished persons in the world I ever had was my grandmother 
Olsen.  I never thought it would be possible to find another person on earth like her.  
Since I have met you, I can see I was wrong.  Love, Kevin [Olsen] 
 
Nanny, How can I tell you how much you mean to me?  You have given me life, 
nourishment—you have been the basis of my existence way beyond the physical.  I see 
you every day in every one of my actions, especially now that I am doing the most 
wonderful thing of my life, being a wife and mother.  I see you in how clean I keep the 
house, make bread, read to the boys, play and tease the children, sew, wash dishes and 
on and on.  Thank you.  All grandmothers are like this, of course, to some extent, 
affecting their children after them like the concentric rings on the water after the rock 
has been thrown in—but few are as powerful as you.  Your powerful love, your strength, 
your strong focus on family has made this family a strong, loving unit.  You are 
responsible.  You are the real creator of this family unit.  And such an inspiration you 
are!  Nanny, you taught me by your direct action and through Mother, the most important 
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things of my life: love and devotion to family, and thus to God in simple every day 
actions.  You have given me the most powerful means to God I think a woman can be 
given—simple service to your family.  I read in a book recently where a woman said 
“Some may call me housewife, servant, mother, wife, but really these are my daily 
offerings to you, God.”  I try to remember and act on this simple devotional service as 
well as you have in your life, Nanny.  I feel all my really important skills in my life have 
come from you directly and through Mother.  Mother to mother to mother, but Nanny, 
you started it.  You did some incredible mothering that you have given out.  I see how 
easy it is for me to [be a] mother and wife because my pot has been filled by you and 
mother’s constant high quality love.  I thank you and my children thank you for the skills 
and love I possess.  I know you worry about the little differences in our mothering.  
Differences like how long I nurse Austen, different food styles, Colin’s schooling, but 
really these are so small compared to the powerful stream of energy, love and devotion 
flowing from you to me.  These are but small waves coming from this stream.  Don’t 
worry about them.  The Big You is still guiding me.  Love, Becky [Irwin Slade] 
 
What you mean to me, Nanny!  When I think of you I always feel your smiling face and 
your tender-hearted laugh.  You have always been a smile on Becky’s face after she has 
spoken with you on the phone.  You were our first home and our dreams coming true.  
You’ve helped us with love through hard times.  You’ve been a grandmother to me, Colin 
and Austen.  I thank Becky for bringing you into my life.  And my thanks are to you for 
sharing your love and your life with me and my family.  With great love, Kevin [Slade]. 
 
Thank you Nanny!  Thank you, Nanny, for being my best friend.  You always have been 
there for me for financial, spiritual or loving inspiration.  I’ve never thanked you enough 
for inviting me to go with you and the Shaeffers to Hawaii.  You are so creative and 
always know how to make a bad situation into something wonderful.  You never seem to 
see the bad or fearful side of any situation.  Your laugh is so beautiful and you manage to 
always laugh at anybody’s joke whether it is good or bad.  If it weren’t for you I know 
that I would never be able to create things with my hands; such as macramé, crochet, 
knitting and sewing.  You have always inspired me with your creativeness.  I just hope I 
can be half as creative as you.  You are a remarkable woman.  Nothing seems to keep you 
down.  You are always the first one to help out or volunteer or to get people off their lazy 
rears and get moving.  I will never forget the delicious food we had when we were young 
and in Palisade.  You always supported our ideas even though you didn’t feel that they 
were right and you never told us, “I told you so,” when things didn’t work out.  Just like 
my [first] marriage.  If it weren’t for you, Nanny, our family ties would not be so strong.  
You always get us through the good times and the bad.  You somehow have a special 
warmth and unitedness that always brings our family so much closer.  I love you so much 
and I’m afraid I don’t know how to appreciate the love you have for me.  What I think I 
love the most about you is that you always can laugh and always are in good spirits.  I 
hope I’m lucky enough to learn your skills from you.  
I love you with all my heart.  Beth [Irwin] 
 
Of all the people I know, there is no one more loving, understanding or more special to 
me than you, Nanny.  You have been a special inspiration to me during my college days.  
Many times I sure felt like quitting, but just seeing how proud you were of me just kept me 
going.  Your love and advice has helped me more than you will ever know.  Being your 
favorite grandchild has been difficult at times, but has made me a much better person, 
because I have had to apply myself at everything I do to keep this high honor.  Nanny, to 
tell you the truth, I wouldn’t want to have it any other way.  Happy 80th Birthday.  Nanny, 
I love you very much, Earl Martin Shaeffer III 
PS: I am very proud to have Pappy’s name – thanks. 
 
Nanny, this is the greatest honor that I have had in a long time.  You are so very special 
to me.  I will never forget this day.  We have had so much fun and so many great times.  
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Without you in my life it would be very, very dull.  I am very proud to be your youngest 
grandchild.  You have taught me many things.  I remember when I went to your house 
every day to learn how to read.  You are a great teacher and a super example.  I hope 
you will enjoy your birthday to the greatest extent.  Let’s go to the moon for #100—we’ll 
take the shuttle.  Have a great birthday!  With much love, Daniel Weaver Shaeffer. 
 


 
Family activities and events kept Jo interested and busy in the ensuing years.  The 
weddings of the grandchildren were major milestones in which she participated. Both of 
her children’s families were growing and changing.  Her brother, Dallas Osborne, and 
wife Inez moved to Clovis.  Childless, they “adopted” their Clovis family 
wholeheartedly: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Dal & Inez (about 1981) 
 
The grandchildren, ever the focus of Jo’s love and attention, each responded to her in 
loving and thoughtful ways.  Throughout her years she was beloved of her family and 
they each knew that.  She reveled in their visits, letters and phone calls. Unfortunately 
none of them lived nearby after 1988 when Dan went off to college. A few letters have 
survived.  The following was from Dan and Angela Shaeffer, newlyweds since April 
1992: 
 


 Sept. 6, 1992 
 Dear Nanny, 
  How are you?  It’s been a while since I have heard from you 
or talked to you so I thought that I would write you a little note just to say hello, 
and to tell you what is happening in my life. I started school last Monday and I 
already have a ton of homework.  As you probably know, this is my last year at 
BYU so my classes are getting pretty difficult.  I am also spending about two 
hours a day preparing for the LSAT, which is the Law School Administration 
Test.  I am a little nervous about it.  If I really want to get into a law school I 
really need a good score.  It seems like it just gets more competitive each year. 
 I actually have quite a few options open to me.  If law school doesn’t 
work out for us, I might begin working as an accountant and get my CPA and 
then maybe go on and get a master’s degree in professional accounting.  I am 
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going to interview with all of the big firms who come on campus and see if I get 
any really good job offers.. 
 I am writing this letter on our new computer.  We bought it just this 
summer so I could use it for school, and so that Angela could write her 
grandmother’s personal history and life story on it.  It is so much fun and also 
we are both learning a ton about computers.  The world is quickly moving 
toward using computers in everything, especially accounting.  A major emphasis 
of the accounting program at BYU is the use of computers in accounting.  The 
whole profession is actually moving in that same direction. 


 Sept. 22, 1992 
 Today is Tuesday and I just talked to 
you on Sunday.  Although this letter is a few 
weeks old you requested that I send it, so here 
you have it…  I apologize for letting this letter sit 
so long before getting it out, but I think the topics 
that I talked about earlier in the letter are still 
relevant. 
 Angela and I are hoping to come to 
Clovis for Christmas if she can get enough time 
off work.  I’m sure that she can.  It will be great 
to spend Christmas in Clovis.  I wish we could 
come and visit sooner, but I guess that we will 
have to wait.  Nanny, I have to run.  Have a 
wonderful day, I will write or call again soon. 
 We love you tons!!!  


      Love, Dan and Angela 
 
At a family gathering in Clovis for Thanksgiving in 1993, Jo was there for dinner, 
but, unfortunately, not for this photo: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
                        
 


 Standing, L-R: Kristin, JD, Angela, Dan, Erin, Mart, Ian, Jo Ellen, Steve; Seated: Ryan, Kay, Marty, EC, Kory, James 
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After Beth and Bob Martin’s wedding in October, 1993, Bobbie Jo wrote: 
 


 “…The church dinner is over…Beth’s wedding flowers were used on the tables and 
looked beautiful…I told the group, young for the most part, professional women, that 
you were my role model because you were always such a good sport!  That you followed 
Dad to small mountain towns, camped, and made lemonade out of lemons.  You have 
never become frozen in a time or period, for example, you started college at age 42.  
You faced reality, even when it was sad or disappointing and took action, and above all 
maintained your zest for living.” 


 
Granddaughter-in-law, Kristin Shaeffer wrote: 
 
 Nov. 5, 1995 


Dearest Nanny, 
 I was reminded once again last Saturday of how grateful I am for you.  I was 
glad to say hello to you on the phone, but was planning on writing you already. 
 Moms are wonderful things.  I am grateful for all you taught your children and 
grandchildren.  You have loved them much.  You’ve not only set a good example in 
pursuing an education, but have also encouraged them to continually learn and reach 
their full potential.  You’ve been a friend and encourager in many ways for Duncan. 
 Since I’ve been in the family I’ve enjoyed your company, our conversations, 
your encouragement and your positive influence in my life.  If I lived in Clovis, I’d see 
you very, very often.  I’d ask you questions about your young married life and your 
feelings about God.  I’d enjoy seeing your influence more immediately in my children’s 
lives as they sat in your lap and played and read with you. 
 Given our present location, however, my children should still feel close to you 
so I want to talk about you and look at pictures of you more often.  I’d love more stories 
about you—more pictures of all parts of your life.  One thing I can tell them, though, is 
how smart and kind you are. 
 I love you very much.  Please have a wonderful day.  We look forward to seeing 
you again. 
 Love always, Kristin A. Shaeffer 


 
Attached to Kristin’s letter was this note:  
 


 Dear Nanny, 
 We love you and think of you 
often.  Both of the kids are doing quite 
well.  J.D. is growing like a weed.  He is 
getting longer and gaining weight.  Kay is 
beginning to talk.  She is copying 
practically everything we say.  We look 
forward to seeing you soon.  We will 
definitely see you next summer for your 
90th birthday.  Wow—90 years!! 
 We love you, 
  John Duncan 


 
 
     
    
           Kay & J.D. Shaeffer 
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One of the most difficult aspects of advanced old age is the loss of peers.  Jo often 
grieved for her friends who had passed away at an increasing frequency as the years went 
on.  Particularly painful were the deaths of Neva Stanfield, in 1998 and Charlotte Hyre, in 
1999.  
 
However, more painful than the death of friends was the loss of her great grandchild, 
Colin Slade, age 7, in 1988.  It was a blow to the family of overwhelming proportions and 
a cause for continuing grief. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo & Colin 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Austen & Colin Slade 
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In 1996 a 90th birthday party was given for Jo at the home of Marty and Ellen Claire at 
1500 St. Andrews Drive in Clovis.  Though it was a hot Sunday afternoon in July the 
party was well attended by friends and family from near and far. 
 


 


   
  Marty, Jo, Bobbie Jo 
 


 
 Becky, Beth, B.J., Jeannine 
 


 
 Beth, Jo, Austen, Becky      Kristin & Duncan 
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  Ian 


 
 Mart       Bo & Jeannine    
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


  Bob      Courtney & Angela 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  E.C., Marty & Jo 
 
 
 
 
                Kay 
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Jo’s friend, Geraldine Green, wrote the following birthday tribute: 
 


When you think of someone who has all of the poise and elegance of a genuine lady, 
 
  You think of Jo Shaeffer. 
 
When you think of a lady who gives all she has to her family, church and love for her friends, 
 
  You think of Jo. 
 
Jo, you radiate kindness, a true Christian who is beautiful and magical -  
 
 Need I say more? 
  
 Let us always be friends! 


 
 
 


* * *                       
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1.  Introduction 
 
 
 


Earl to Jo:  “You were beautiful standing there.  Do you 
know the reason I like to hear you review a book?  It’s one 
hour I can just sit and look at you.”  This was said in 1940 
in Grand Junction, Colorado.  Earl and Jo Shaeffer had 
been residents of that town about 14 years by then, where 
they had worked hard bringing up two children in the face 
of the Great Depression.  
 
Earl was employed by Mountain States Telephone and 
Telegraph Company and Jo, the stay-at-home-mom, kept 
busy in those early years by reviewing books.  Her popular 
presentations were more than just “reviews,” they were 
dramatizations of the books, with Jo acting each part, 
memorizing lines and all. 
 
Jo was born in Denver, Colorado on the 7th of July, 1906, 
the third child of Dallas Jonathan and Mary Pearl Oak 
Miller Osborne.  They had come from Ohio to Denver for 
the high, dry climate, more healthful, it was hoped, for 
Dallas’ illness.  Perhaps the climate helped a little, but he 
lived only until 1913, leaving a wife and four young 
children.  
 
 


 
Earl was born in Farnham, Lincoln County, 
Nebraska on the 24th of September, 1903, the 
third of eight children born to William Martin 
and May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer.  The family 
moved thereafter to Colorado where they settled 
in the growing city of Denver. 
 
Jo and Earl married in Denver and lived most of 
their lives in Colorado until their retirement in 
New Mexico.  
 
The story of their lives which spanned most of 
the 20th century is truly a quintessential 
American saga, and it is dedicated to their 
loving family and their many friends. 
 
  * * * 
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7.  Book Reviewing 


 
 
 
As noted earlier, it had been suggested to Jo by her pediatrician that she find something 
to do other than hover over her sick daughter.  With a little thought and energy, she came 
up with what eventually became one of her most acclaimed achievements—reviewing 
books for audiences. 
 
In the days before television people loved gathering in the evenings for various kinds of 
entertainment.  There were a great number of traveling troupes that would go from town 
to town to perform.  But book reviews were different.  And Jo’s style of reviewing was 
entirely unique.  She never spent much time talking about the author, she went straight to 
the story.  Using a narrative style she would enhance it with memorized lines of script.  
She would actually play all the parts much as an actress would do in reading a book for 
an audio presentation.  People loved it.  She could keep them on the edge of their seats 
for a couple of hours, especially those who didn’t read much. 
 
The books she chose were always of great interest to a broad audience.  Often they were 
bestsellers.  Her amazing ability to memorize and to recall dialogue kept her audiences 
spellbound.  She used notes only rarely.  However she did make copious notes for herself 
in preparation for her reviews.  These extensive files are now (as of 2005) in the 
possession of her daughter, Bobbie Jo Irwin. 
 
An undated letter from her friend, Marguerite Vorbeck, applauded her book review: 
 


 Jo dear, 
 I had forgotten what an extremely talented person you are.  You should be on 
the stage with your name in blazing lights on Broadway.  I had forgotten, too, because it 
has been years, remember, since I have heard you, your inimitable technique in doing a 
book review. 
 No, I didn’t like the book.  I hate to have my heart pulled out by the roots if 
only for an hour or two.  I stayed up until almost one reading a mystery which engaged 
only the surface of my mind before I got in the mood for sleep. 
 You looked so pretty last night.  I concentrated on that when your book got too 
heartbreaking.   
 I’m writing this because I don’t have time for a long telephone talk.  We are 
going to Colorado Springs and Denver over the weekend and I still am working on 
lengthening dresses for Mary and me and also some Republican work which must be 
done before we leave.   
 We are to hear the Philadelphia Symphony in Denver Monday night and home 
Tuesday.  I’ll call you. 
 Lovingly,  
  Marguerite 


 
As soon as Jo began reviewing books for clubs and other groups, she gained a following 
of great admirers.  Soon she was called upon frequently for larger gatherings.  Often she 
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performed for fund-raisers.  But she never charged for her work.  She always felt that was 
beneath her calling as a reviewer.  And so she became greatly revered by many, as the 
following news clippings will attest: 
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As one can see, Jo was much sought after as a speaker, entertainer and inspirational 
leader.  Her years of reviewing books were rewarding to her in many ways, but not 
financially, as she refused to charge anything for her work.  She gained a following as she 
became well known in the communities in which she appeared on stage, and was admired 
and recruited by others to join organizations, clubs and other social groups.  
 
Much later, Jo wrote about her years of reviewing: 
 


My favorite and most enjoyable hobby is the reviewing of books for groups of people.  A 
hobby that not only gives me the utmost pleasure, but I think is giving listening pleasure 
to others, makes it a worthwhile outside interest for me. 
 
I have found this engrossing hobby a means of sharing my reading and deep love of 
books with others. By “others” I mean a heterogeneous lot of people.  Sometimes it will 
be a large audience, or again very small, occasionally highly cultured, next time 
uneducated.  Every type of group interests me in a different way. 
 
I believe in all life we have to be contributors to be happy.  This is my means of giving my 
very small bit to beauty.  If it is possible for me, if but for one hour, to lift one person, or 
impart one word of the author’s that gives hope, or consolation, or joy, or inspiration to 
one person in the audience, it has been a well paid effort. 
 
Reading is the opening of doors into great and wonderful things.  I try to give those 
seated before me a glimpse through those doors: to travel with me into far, strange 
places—to live for a moment in the lives of other personalities—walk for a short time in 
another “slice of life”—laughing with the humorous characters—weeping with the 
sorrowing. 
 
Reading is a delving into another’s mind where we may grasp and take things we want to 
keep and reject that which we do not want to retain.  In [my] reading I am especially 
drawn to those passages which reflect [my] own thinking. 
 
Through depicting a book to my best ability I attempt to awaken new vistas of thinking in 
my audience.  I hope to challenge their opinions and ideas, broaden their views.  Above 
all, and most important, is to increase their tolerance and enlarge their understanding. 
 
The personalities I encounter in my listeners are a large factor in contributing to my love 
of reviewing books.  I have found many friends down my “book avenue.”  The friendships 
I have made thus have been deep and lasting, and so have made life richer. 
 
I am reminded of an elderly lady who accosted me as I entered the shabby, ill kept room 
of an isolated, dilapidated farm house in a lonely community.  “I’m sorry I came.  If I’d 
knowed they was agoin’ to be a book lady here I’d a never come.  I read the Bible onest 
and that’s all I need to read.”  She was my most apt listener. 
 
A week later I answered the knock at my front door to see the same little old lady.  She 
handed me a pint jar of cream saying, “Here—I want you to have this.  I wanta say 
thanks to you.” 
 
Many people have asked me why I do not charge money for my reviews.  I can only 
answer by saying that I cannot accept money for something I try to give that comes from 
way down deep.  Would any amount of money pay for the gift of a pint of cream from a 
little old lady that had read the Bible and that was enough for anybody to read? 
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Along with her many, many book reviews, Jo was occasionally asked to do a poetry 
reading.  With these readings, she would have her friend, Beulah Baker, accompany her 
on the organ.  She also narrated the script for at least one fashion show in Grand Junction:   
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Books were reviewed by Jo in many communities around Grand Junction and Cripple 
Creek and even further afield, like Glenwood Springs, Colorado.  One friend wrote her 
the following: 
 


1032 Pitkin Ave. 
Glenwood Springs, Colo. 
May 12, 1942 
My friend – Jo Shaeffer, 
 Greetings of affectionate admiration to you, my clever little friend!  I am very 
happy in looking forward to your coming here next Monday evening when you will be the 
guest speaker at the Beta Phi Sigma social gathering. 
 Because I received an invitation to enjoy you with them at this gathering I am 
now as happy as a robin in a cherry orchard and I am singing out to you a cheerio 
greeting. 
 I have a message for you, too, my dear, from the members of my Reading Club.  
They are hopefully requesting you to stay over in Glenwood the following Tuesday and be 
their guest at a gathering Tuesday evening. 
 This meeting will be the closing meeting of our club year and is in the nature of 
a gala celebration (by very, very, very dignified matrons) for the lofty completion of a 
year of self culture – ahem! 
 The meeting place of the Beta Phi affair is right next door to my “Bide a Wee 
Nest” so you could stay with me, you see, that Monday evening and the next day while I 
“labor in the field with Young America” you could lounge around and rest yourself for 
our evening’s rendezvous! 
 You know how informal and friendly our group is.  We don’t take our social 
affairs as obligations and you can relax with us and can feel very free and easy in making 
your own choice of the selection to review. 
 As a very pleasant and fruitful treat for the ladies we have coveted the 
enjoyment that you can so ably present in your refreshing, original way of reading for us. 
 Will you kindly phone me Thursday evening at my expense to let us know if you 
can be with us on the evening of May 19th?  Surely hope we can have you!  My phone 
number is 496-W – just call the McDermott residence please. 
 And now wishing you a sunny path on an upland way, I’ll sign off, happy over 
the promise of a visit with you soon. 
 Very sincerely, Mame Tully McDermott  


 
A “thank you” letter arrived some time later: 
 


Lazy Lane 
McDermott’s Apt. 
Doldrum’s Corner 
Undated 
Greetings to you, my endearing clever friend! 
 After this long elapse of time I should ask, “Remember me?” and then add by 
way of apology that the above address tells the whole story of the passing weeks since 
you were here. 
 Usually my stock of energy keeps boiling up pretty vigorously but this spring 
drained me of the “will to do” until I have been just as idle as a painted ship upon a 
painted ocean. 
 I have slept with utter abandon late these mornings until the activities of my 
industrious neighbors wham my conscience into unwilling wakefulness—and for many 
hours of the day I have been content to read quietly here at my desk thinking the long, 
long thoughts of mellow maturity—just an  “on-looker” of life. 
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 This long sweep of the strong, green hills facing my windows prods me into 
earnest appreciation of the wonders of life and I keep promising my school-teacher mind 
that I am going to snap out of this lazy serenity and swing into action again. 
 I want to tell you that I appreciated your friendly thank-you note.  You have a 
real genius for affection – do you know it? 
 The other ladies to whom you wrote were so proud and pleased over your letter 
to them, and by the way, they were gracious enough to write you and express their 
sentiments.  But for me—alas and alack for the good intentions harbored in a jaded spirit 
like McDermott’s—it took the vitalizing power of glorious free vacation June time to stir 
me up, as a jaded flower waits for sunshine after rain. 
 Well my friend, the clippings from the town’s “Bugle Call” seem to be rather 
empty but the newspapers have a way of shading down the high lights into prosaic 
happenings.  Anyway, the clippings will serve as markers of time in your scrap book.  
And your visit to us will stand out in our memories like impressive mountain peaks of 
glory. 
 We will look forward to the next visit you can make us. I have an appealing little 
story called “C’n I have a Dog?” which I’d love to hear you interpret.  I’d send it to you 
only that it is in a school text.  But when you come to Glenwood town again I’ll read it to 
you.  It would do nicely for an encore.  I found some of the letters I spoke of too, so when 
you come up, my friend, we’ll have happy crowded hours together. 
 My Tom is still impatiently waiting his summons, but still in high courage and 
lofty patriotism.  He is working at Pando * at present faring very well. The wages are 
very generous but the living conditions are as primitive as Abe Lincoln’s log hut…  
 Thinking of your “appreciation for every-day” philosophy I offer you this bit of 
verse in closing my letter. 
  May the Giver of Gifts give unto you 
  A gift that is noble, a gift that is true: 
  The will to work and the power to do, 
  And the courage to sing the whole day through. 
  Whether the skies be gray or blue 
  May the Giver of Gifts give these to you.” 
 Your procrastinator friend, Mame Tully McDermott 


 
*   Pando was a small camp that housed the construction workers that built Camp Hale. 
Camp Hale was a huge facility that was home to the 10th mountain division during WWII. 
Troops were trained there in all forms of high country warfare. These troops then fought 
in the Apennine Mountains of Italy. Constructed in 1942, Camp Hale contained over 1000 
temporary structures and housed approximately 2500 men. It was dismantled in 1965 (See 
www.ghosttowns.com/states/co/camphale.html ). 
 
Another thank-you letter : 


 “Dear Jo, 
 Just a little note to thank you for the book review that you gave for our Guild 
meeting.  Everyone enjoyed it so much.  To me it was like a rainbow in the midst of a 
storm. 
 Sincerely, Edythe Noe” 


 
The following enthusiastic thank-you letter was written to Jo after she gave a book 
review in Montrose, Colorado: 
 


Precious Friend, 
 In spite of our many moves (yours and ours) and lack of  [illegible] that is the 
way I often think of you, and oh, what joy!  To have you close yesterday, and what a 
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pleasant surprise when I heard just the day before that you were coming.  On your next 
visit to Montrose, may I plan on your spending your spare time with me? 
 …Truly I’d have been disappointed if you had not chosen to review the book you 
gave us yesterday.  I keep wondering if the author has ever heard you give it?  And what 
a thrill it would be to hear one’s own book brought to life.  Because, my dear, that is 
exactly what you do and your audience “lives” it with you.  You don’t have the wildest 
idea how much we all appreciated you.  And to think of the many who will regret not 
having been there.  Of course, I think anyone who has not had that pleasure has been 
cheated.  What I’d like would be an advertised return engagement for the same book.  In 
fact I’d have you go on tour doing just that one. 
 Don’t you charge any fee for your work?  If not, why not?  Please dear, explain 
this to me.  I’m on the entertainment end of an Episcopal Guild meeting at Mrs. 
Moynihans some time this year and oh, how I’d love to plan on you for another big 
“treat.”  But it must be the same book.  Do you think me completely crazy? 
 Then, too, what is your secret for eternal youth?  You surely have it.  So many 
ladies thought you looked like a little girl when you were standing up there giving us so 
much of your very self.  I marvel there is anything left of you.  Do you notice how quiet 
and rapt your audience is while you talk?  Oh dear, I could go on and on and still not 
express how I really feel. 
 I am sending a wee book our Guild puts out and hope you will enjoy especially, 
the passage I have marked on page 52.  Should we belong to the same church? You, of 
course, will have one of these, so just pass it on. 
 I’d like to hear more of you and your dear ones and now, back to earth and the 
daily “blessed” toil.  Thank God for continued strength to carry on, and for you, my 
dear, in whose presence I feel so very humble. 
 Bye now, 
 Bert  (Mrs. R. W. Sloan) 


 
The praise, even adulation Jo received over her book reviews made her extremely 
conscious of her effect on others.  She went to great lengths to be kind to everyone.  Of 
course, she would have been gracious to others just on the general principles of her 
upbringing but the attention she received as a popular book reviewer made her 
particularly careful to never say or do anything that might offend others.  Thus, the praise 
for her continued to grow. 
 
Jo recorded a number of things that others said about her.  Perhaps it is a good idea to do 
this, in order to recall one’s value to others especially on days when one is feeling a bit 
low.  Some of these notes were credited, others were not: 
 
One small clipped portion of a note or letter read: “You unusual you!  Always jet 
propelled, even handwriting exotic.  Where do you get your steam?  It’s wonderful.” 
 
Esther Kerr to Eliz. Gauer: “Jo is one of those people we meet in life to bring us a little 
joy – make life a little easier.” 
 
Mrs. Dickerson: “Jo, I believe in listening to you do that poetry I felt closer to Heaven 
than I ever have in my life.” 
 
Mrs. Heinson (Glenwood Springs):  “I feel very honored, very honored to have Jo 
Shaeffer in my home (to the audience).” 
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Mrs. McDermott:  “You could give Helen Hayes lessons.” 
 
Mrs. Keith (minister’s wife):  “You have helped me to like Grand Junction.  You’ve 
made it a nicer place to live.” 
 
Mrs. McHannah:  “I wasn’t conscious of you, or an audience or myself—just a book was 
living.” 
 
A:  “Jo, you are the most perfect human being I’ve ever known.” 
 
S:  “She is a keen, alert, capable, shrewd, generous, gracious, lovely lady.” 
 
Kate Harper: “I do not need to introduce Jo Shaeffer to this audience.  You all know of 
her talent and I would like to say to you, Jo is just as sweet as she is talented.” 
 
Goodell Slocum:  “Jo is our color here.  We can’t see her leave town.  She adds color and 
zest to every gathering.” 
 
Grace Markley:  “We are very, very fortunate to have such talent as Jo Shaeffer living in 
our community.” 
 
Loretta Davis to Bobbie Jo: “Your mother is the most wonderful woman I’ve ever 
known.” 
 
Bobbie Jo:  “Mother, you are just my idol.  I try to be like you, but I fear I will be like 
Scarlet O’Hara, who always tried to be like her lovely mother but couldn’t.” 
 
Earl:  “I could search all over the world and never find as wonderful a woman as you.” 
 
As Jo’s favorite author, Adela Rogers St. Johns said,  “those who have not contemplated 
the difficulty of telling the truth about anybody,”  the following list of compliments are 
included here.  They were recorded by Jo under the heading of  “Sam” or simply “S.”  In 
any case, Jo noted these compliments from someone who was evidently quite taken by 
her.  Perhaps she did not respond in kind, but it must be pointed out that since she saved 
these notes, it was as important for her to feel appreciated as it is for any of us. As Bobbie 
Jo said, “The men in our family should read this because they need to realize that women, 
too, need to feel valued.”  However, about this person Jo wrote: 
 


 S. reminds me of the amateur strategists that hang around Washington to tell the Army 
how to win the war or the guys in the bleachers that tell Babe Ruth how to hit the ball.  
Words are like jewels, pick and choose long enough and you get one that exactly fits the 
sentiment expressed, and when you have finished to be sure you have the right one, it 
must raise the right inference as well as say the right thing.  That is a real art, to not only 
make the reader know what you want to say, but to throw out little fishhooks to make him 
have a thought that will be pleasing and convincing as well.  Did you ever think of that, if 
you let him infer, instead of saying it boldly, but be sure ‘tis the right inference, ‘tis 
perfect. 
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Sam: “A compliment puts a lilt in her voice, a sparkle in her eye, a spring in her step.  
Too much would ruin her.  Two glasses bring a sparkle and a glow, five, intoxication.” 
 
S – “Jo, you can cram more punch, more thoughts in the fewest lines.  If you would write 
a book on any subject that really interests you, and put the same color, punch, verve, 
vitality and personality in it you do in your best letters, that book would be a best seller 
for years to come and mark a high-water mark in contemporary publishing.” 
 
S – “There is so much to YOU, you are inexhaustible in your power to bring to the lives 
of others something of sweetness and light – just because you are you.” 
 
S – “Funny thing, understanding!  Precious few people can really grasp any emotion 
beyond the realm of their personal experience.  You are one of that finely and divinely 
gifted few!  You do far more than anyone I ever knew!  I think the ability to do that is an 
attribute of a totally unselfish mind and heart—of one who lives for others first of all.” 
 
S – “Other women are just stuff, stuff—fill in time but not empty places.” 
 
S – “Winged messages [are] my main interest in life.  These winged messages veritably 
breathe a personality without which my life and deeds are but an empty shell. I’m in a 
pensive, languorous mood.  Someday you shall occupy this guest room with me.” 
 
S – “I could write pages on every sentence you write.  It breathes, lives, moves, inspires.  
If you could put that same thing from the preface to the finish of a book – ‘twould be the 
4-star best seller of all best sellers.  You will some day, when years and years have left 
their star-dust of happiness and communion.” 
 
S – “Here is gracious, generous, yet thrifty living—wealth at its best.  Alas, few people of 
any large wealth are thus.  They run to extravagant and excessive personal indulgences 
and orgies for personal pleasure.  Wealth brings out their animalistic nature instead of the 
higher, nobler, more spiritual virtues.  Wealth masters them and not they wealth.  They 
are surrounded, protected, buttressed and dominated by the accumulated wealth of 
bygone generations.  They have now become conservatives, looking askance on new 
ventures, quite content to clip the coupons from their gilt-edged 2 ½ government bonds. 
I haven’t been poured in the mold of eastern culture, Thank God.  Give me the virile 
cities of the west.  N.Y. is a frontier, it craws the best blood from the hamlets and pays 
off on the ability to stand the gaff and produce just a little better than the rest.” 
 
S – “Clean living as well as clean thinking pays rich dividends.  Those who cater to their 
baser emotions are not living, they are squandering a heritage they can never replace, and 
this is not a withdrawn-from-the-world esthete talking, either.” 
 
S – “[I have] A sort of squirrel cage of existence of going round and round in a 
mechanical way, ‘something accomplished, something done,’ but oh, so unsatisfying!  I 
realize how far short my old motto ‘Get your happiness out of your work’ is short of the 
truth and yet for more than two score years I believed that.” 
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S – “I begged, pleaded and implored but one woman, not only because I could not picture 
life without her.  I was prepared to give all, go all the way, with her.  Of all the 
personalities that have ever touched my life, and I mean all, one stands far above the rest. 
There are simply the others and Jo!  Honestly none of the others are or ever were 
indispensable to me.” 
 
S – “May 1943: “In fact, looking back over the years and of all the people I’ve ever 
known there is only one of whom I’d never tire—who would bring relaxation, 
understanding, instant and electric telepathic spontaneity—keeping my interest in good 
times and bad—in joy and sorrow—always inspiring –and I mean every word of that! 
 “Well, my effusion is over.  My word battalions are drawn up on the parade 
ground of several scrawling pages.  ‘Tis time to sound taps. 
 “And so I close, to you and yours a toast, may you have the best always. 
 “July 7 is a hallowed day for me.” 
 
At the end of all these recorded lines of praise, Jo wrote:  
 


I loathe the cheap lionizing, the easy adulation which follow a public success.  It is very 
quiet here today…, but I still have my husband, so kind.   Earl: no suavity whatsoever, 
but an enormous kindness.  We are like two halves of the same thing, somehow grown 
together like two branches of a tree.  It was built, of course.  It did not happen.  I do not 
believe that real marriage ever just “happens.” 
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The books Jo reviewed, listed in the approximate order in which they were reviewed: 
 
Gone With the Wind, Margaret Mitchell – reviewed about 1939.  In 1943 she did a satire on this book. 
 
The Congo: A Study of the Negro Race, Vachel Lindsay prospectus, 1931 – a memorial to Rey Eldred, a 
Disciple of Christ  missionary on the Congo River. 
  
Rebecca, Daphne de Maurier, best seller in 1939 – reviewed same year. 
 
The Joppa Door, Hope Williams Sykes – reviewed in 1940. 
 
Mother of the Smiths, Lorraine Carr, 1940. 
 
Grapes of Wrath, John Steinbeck, reviewed Feb. 9, 1940 and many more times. 
 
The Family, Nina Fedorova – reviewed Dec. 5, 1940 and a number of other times. 
 
Who Walk Alone, Perry Burgess, Leprosy Foundation, voted Most Unusual book of 1940. 
 
Let the Hurricane Roar, Rose Wilder Lane – reviewed in 1941. 
 
I Go By Land, I Go By Sea,  reviewed in 1943. On the same occasion she “gave a dissertation on the 23rd 
Psalm.” 
 
The Whole Heart, Helen Howe, 1943. 
 
Midas of the Rockies: the Story of Stratton and Cripple Creek, Frank Waters, 1937.  Reviewed in 1943. 
 
A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, Betty Smith , 1943. 
 
Papa Was a Preacher, Alyene Porter, 1944. 
 
Out On a Limb, Louise Baker; Chicago, Peoples Book Club, 1946   - reviewed in 1946. On this occasion 
she also recited two poems: “Not Understood” by Thomas Bracken and a dissertation on the Twenty-Third 
Psalm. 
 
The Life of Stratton—Midas of the Rockies, Barry Walters – reviewed in 1946. On this occasion she read a 
poem “Hillborn” by Fred Whitney and a letter written during the war by a soldier seeing action in the war 
zone. 
 
Checkerboard, Neville Shute, 1947. 
 
Kenny, by Louis Bromfield   - reviewed in 1948. 
 
Knock on Any Door, by Willard Motley - reviewed in June 1948. 
 
The Big Divide, David Lavender, 1948.  Reissued classic in 2002. 
 
Big Doc’s Girl,  Mary Medeiras, 1950. 
 
Karen, Marie Killilea, 1952. 
 
East of Eden, John Steinbeck, 1952. 
 
O Rugged Land of Gold, Martha Martin, 1953.  
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Soapy Smith-King of the Frontier Con Men, Frank C. Robinson and Beth May Harris, 1961. 
 
The Apostle, A Life, by John Pollock, 1969. 
 
The Honeycomb, Adela Rogers St. Johns,  1970. 
 
Brother Billy,  Ruth Carter Stapleton, 1978. 
 
Edge of the Taos Desert, Mabel Dodge Lujan, 1987. 
 
Bobbie Jo recalled that her mother would often do a review for the family in the evening.  
She said, “These were always memorized and she used no notes.” 
 
Other books were later read during her years of college training.  She made notes on: 
The Romantic Revolution by Vernon Parrington,  Killers of the Dream by Lillian Smith, 
Woodrow Wilson, by Ruth Cranston, The Scarlet Letter by Nathaniel Hawthorne,  The 
Interpretation of Dreams by Sigmund Freud, A Russian Journal by John Steinbeck, The 
Romance of Leonardo da Vinci by Dmitri S. Merezkowski, and An Almanac of Liberty, 
by William O. Douglas. It is interesting to note in the post 9/11 world – a world Jo would 
never know about – that she concluded her review of the Douglas book with “As I read 
this I am struck again and again with how security conscious we have become.  I wonder 
if we’re not becoming almost security warped!  Why has America become afraid?” 
 
Jo’s  all-time-favorite book was The Honeycomb, by Adela Rogers St. Johns,  
Doubleday, 1969, which she read and re-read often in her later years. She would turn to it 
when she didn’t have anything else that interested her.  She reviewed it numerous times 
for audiences and it was always popular.  She kept a file of lines from the book that she 
used in her reviews and it is quite extensive.   
 
Some of the lines from The Honeycomb she jotted down and memorized to share with 
her audiences: 
 


Women are cheats!  Serenity I had never known.  My mother saw to that when I was 
little.  At first, alone, it was wonderful to do everything my own way...  I am sorry, Ike. 
 
My divorce from Ike St. Johns came while we were still living in Hollywood at the 
beloved Whittier Ranch, 22 acres of walnuts, tennis courts and servants.  We were 
married 15 years and there was never enough money.  I thought Ike should be smart and 
handle the money.  He was a born loser. 
 
Billy, my son had tenderness, he had nightmares one whole year.  I wouldn’t go out at 
night so I could rock him when he awoke with nightmares.  Elaine was beautiful.  A 
beautiful daughter has to be a joy and a scourge. 
 
When I was 18 and still in pigtails Papa took me to meet Mr. Randolph Hearst and I 
became the first woman reporter.  I will never forget my first police-ambulance call.  No 
woman had ever done that before.  I was substituting for a police reporter.  “Alright 
Swifty,” the boys in the press room said, “Get going.”  Breathless and shook I followed 
the white-clad intern to a small flat on the outskirts of town where a family of 5, father, 
mother and 3 kids were all dead on the floor, reeking of vomit.  They had all eaten 
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toadstools they thought were mushrooms.  I’ve never eaten a mushroom since.  This may 
not be learning philosophy in the gardens of Academia, but it is one way. 
 
Mr. Hearst was a few years older than Papa, and one of the handsomest men I’ve ever 
seen, and oddly enough he didn’t scare me.  He lived with the actress, Marian Davies 
thirty years in complete devotion.  She sassed him back, though she stuttered when she 
did it.  The character and genius of this man influenced us all.  He caught us young and 
taught us young—speed and accuracy.  We who became The Herald got out a paper that 
became the biggest money maker and circulation smash in the evening field anywhere. 
 
In the 40 years I worked for Mr. Hearst I never reaped an angry word. There were no 
meetings, no chewing things over until they were pre-digested hash.  He had a high, 
unique voice.  He was shy with strangers and he listened much more than he talked.  He 
was very kind.  At his beautiful castle there was little drinking as he didn’t believe in it 
and everyone had to sit through the movie shown and get up and attend breakfast.  In all 
that ornate grandeur it was a comfortable place to be. I have found when the host and 
riches are one it is.  People who have always had money take it for granted.  They are 
different than people who scramble for money. 


 
At this time I was a rash, reckless, opinionated young woman, a know-it-all trying to 
drink up all the gin in Los Angeles and San Francisco and having some success. 
 
Along came Ike St. Johns fresh out of Stanford and a good newspaper man.  I wanted 
babies and so I got married.  I lost my first baby.  What has God done for me?  He hadn’t 
helped my father in his fight with John Barleycorn.  If there was a Father, I couldn’t hear 
him, see him.  Ike and I lived a poverty-stricken, who-needs-money, badly overworked 
and loving it, mad whirl – riotous, uninhibited, sleepless, ain’t-we-got- fun life. We drank 
too much.  Ike continued at poker 6 nights a week. 
 
Why didn’t William Randolph Hearst marry Marian Davies?  Two good reasons:  
Millicent Wilson Hearst and Marian Douras Davies.  Mrs. Hearst would never, beyond 
doubt, hold a man against his will and she wore her ring when she was 86.  Mr. Hearst 
never asked for a divorce.   We all loved Marian Davies because she never once used her 
enormous power for anything but good. One time when Marian was upbraiding him for 
being too easy with his youngest son, saying people who are divorced are always too soft 
with their kids because they have a guilty conscience.  “But,” said Mr. H., “I am not 
divorced and I do not have a guilty conscience.”  It was the only time I saw Marian cry.  
She said, “Sometimes I don’t know what to do.  You know you can’t live without me.”  
“I would prefer not to,” Mr. Hearst said gently.  She replied, “I won’t let you get a 
divorce.  I’ve told you before and I tell you again, you’re a great man, a great power, you 
must have dignity.  You marry a Follies girl 20 years younger than you and you cannot 
live down being ridiculous.” 
 
I got married again.  Most of the time I ask myself to believe that I have forgotten his 
name.  A good memory is a good thing but the ability to forget is the true token of 
greatness. 
 
A home is made of smells – of touch – warm bricks of sight.  The baby Dickie now had a 
stepfather.  Children of broken homes manipulate and maneuver.  We had to move.  
Parting with a home you love is leaving some of your heart behind.   It didn’t work.  All 
women who are still women are horrified by the common easy-go vulgarity of a second 
divorce.  My second marriage never could have been anything but a calamity. 
 
In the Hollywood house there was room for Papa.  He began fading like a light-bulb that 
goes out.  Now and then I talked to him about writing a book and he answered, “I must 
think about that.”  Earl Rogers, a great criminal lawyer defending the underdog, was 
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gone.  My eyes were saying, “Once upon a time you came first, Papa.”  I think I would 
have died for him.  You see it can’t be like that now there are babies to care for.  All of a 
sudden he gave me the most radiant smile, and I knew he said goodbye with that.  He left 
later that night and died a few weeks later.  Papa had said, “You will never lose me. You 
will always know what I would have said or thought.” 
 
Then my famous debate!  Mr. Hearst arranged that I, a reporter of the Hearst paper, 
debate with Alice Ames Winters, national president of the Confederated Women’s Clubs 
on “Is Modern Woman a Failure?  I said the modern woman IS a failure.  Women are 
miserable in their so-called freedom.  They know it is built on selfishness and indulgence.  
The way women are handling the gift of freedom has to lead directly to the destruction of 
a sane civilization.”  I won this famous debate.  Modern Woman is a failure, the judges 
decided, and we better get back on the road!  There I was waiting for the jury to decide.  I 
had spent so much of my young life doing that with Papa—and three men and four 
women were the judges of a debate.  The women there actually stood up and broke into 
cheers.  Mr. Hearst was there and Marian Davies and my editor, Campbell, and there 
were tears on his face! 


 
There are extensive notes on this and other books in Jo’s files, but hopefully this little 
excerpt will give the reader a taste of this, her favorite book.  Locate it and feast properly! 
 
Perhaps the cleverest of all the compliments Jo received regarding her book reviewing 
came from her friend, Margaret Vorbeck, who had missed her earliest performance of 
Steinbeck’s book, The Grapes of Wrath: 
 
   
    Elusive lady, please be kind 
    And stay at home one day 
    So I can tell thee, in all truth 
    What those maids o’mine do say. 
 
    Of praise they area more than lavish. 
    Of censure there be none. 
    They say your telling The Grapes of Wrath 
    Was magnificently done. 
  
              M.P.V. 
     
 


* * *  
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2.  Earl’s Upbringing 
 
 
 
 
 
Earl Martin Shaeffer was born in Farnham, Lincoln County, Nebraska on September 24, 1903, 
the third of eight children born to Martin William and May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer.  The family 
returned to Colorado around 1905 where Martin worked as a teamster in Denver. 
 


 
Earl remembered riding in the delivery wagon with his father.  He 
recalled that one time they approached another driver who was 
unmercifully whipping a poor tired old horse up a steep hill. This 
enraged Martin so that he let his own whip fly at the heartless 
freighter, saying, “Don’t let me ever catch you beating that horse 
again.”    
 
 
  Below: May Ellen Suttle & Martin William Shaeffer 
   Wedding 1899, Steamboat Springs, Colorado  
          (center) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Earl’s mother hailed from 
Steamboat Springs, Colorado, a 
very high mountain town, where 
the snows came early and stayed 
late.  She often went to school on 
skis.  On one occasion when the 
snow was very, very deep, her ski 
caught on a telegraph line causing 
a fall in which she broke a tooth.  
 
In 1910 the Martin William Shaeffer family and the Robert F. Shaeffer family lived side by side 
at 3332 Eliot Street in Denver (possibly a duplex - 1910 census and Denver city directory).  At 
least part of the Shaeffer family was living in Denver by 1895.  Earl’s two older sisters were both 
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born in Colorado. The 1900 census showed grandparents, George and Louisa Shaeffer in Lincoln 
County, Nebraska.  That’s where Martin and his family were also living when Earl was born.  It 
is unclear what took them to Nebraska, but both families returned to Colorado prior to 1905. 
Earl’s grandmother, Louisa Shaeffer, died in Denver in 1907.  Grandfather George lived until 
1914. 
 
May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer lived until age 79, passing away in 1961 in Denver, having been a 
widow for over 38 years. 
 
May Ellen and her daughters were known for their beautiful, smooth, creamy complexions. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
L-R:  Violet Shaeffer Learmouth,   May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer,    Mary Shaeffer Thomas 
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Earl’s mother, May Ellen Suttle Shaeffer, was the daughter of George Henry Suttle of Iowa and 
Amelia Francis Tennis of Illinois.  A family researcher, Jeremy Dover, has taken the Tennis line 
back a number of generations. (See Appendix.)  The Suttles lived in Steamboat Springs, 
Colorado when May Ellen met Martin William Shaeffer. 
 
Earl’s father, Martin, as a teamster often delivered orders for a number of Denver’s grocery 
stores.  His grandfather, George Shaeffer, had also been a teamster, according to both the 1870 
and 1880 federal census records of Polk County, Iowa.  In various documents the Shaeffer name 
has also been spelled as Shafer, Shaffer, Schafer, and Shaefer, all referring to the same persons. 
 
Martin William Shaeffer died as a result of kidney disease at the age of 49 leaving his widow 
with 8 children to rear.  Times were hard after Martin’s death.  Earl recalled that at one time a 
neighborhood contest was organized to see which family had the most children, which family 
had the most girls and which family had the most boys.  The winner in each category would get a 
ton of coal.  The Shaeffer family won in all three categories, and they were awarded three tons of 
coal which helped them get through the winter.  It would be nice to know which kindly neighbor 
set up the “contest” in which the Shaeffers were sure to win. 
 
Though the Shaeffers may have been poor as far as this world’s goods were concerned, they 
were rich in family love and loyalty.  They all worked to keep the family going.  During Martin’s 
illness, Earl quit school in his sophomore year of high school to begin working in a foundry.  The 
work was hard and dirty.  Foul fumes were a daily health hazard. Then in 1921 he was hired by 
Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Co. “assisting in cable measurements and records.”  
The title of Cable Splicer was given him in 1924 according to the telephone company’s 
publication, The Monitor. 
 
 
 
 
The Elks organization helped young people by 
organizing a drum and bugle corps.  Earl was 
fortunate to be admitted to this group where he 
became a talented drummer.  His family was unable 
to provide the funds for him to have a drum, but 
they did help him buy drum sticks.  He practiced 
drumming on the dresser top and became very good 
at it.   
 
He played the drums throughout the years, 
including dances in Grand Junction and 
surrounding communities.  He recalled that often  
about midnight when the band was scheduled to 
end their night’s gig, the dancers would pass a hat 
around to collect enough money to keep the band 
playing for another hour or so. 
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The story of how Earl taught Jo to play the drums was included in the memorial tribute to Earl 
published in the Curry County Historical Foundation book in 1978, p. 491: 
 


Earl M. Shaeffer was a man of quiet dignity and great depth of kindness.  He was loved and respected by all 
who know him… As a young man he was a drummer in the famous Cook’s Drum 
and Bugle Corps.  The group, a 60 piece band organized during the Colorado gold mining boom,  
traveled and performed all over the United States. 
 
Earl spent his growing up years in Denver where he met and married Helen Josephine Osborne on New 
Year’s Day 1925.  One day, when the Shaeffers were still newlyweds, Jo was looking through the 
newspaper and an unusual ad caught her eye.  It read: WANTED:  Drummer for All-Girl Orchestra. “How I 
would love to do that,” said Jo, though she had never played the drums.  The audition was only ten days 
away but Earl was convinced he could teach Jo to play the drums in that length of time if she would really 
work at it.  And work she did!  Each day Earl would teach her a new set of rhythm patterns when he came 
home from work.  Then she would practice—practice—practice—on the table—on pots and pans, until Earl 
would teach her a new set. 


 
On the day of the audition Jo was nervous.  Could she do it?  She didn’t want Earl to hear her performance 
so she asked him to just drop her off.  Instead of leaving, however, he drove around the block, parked and 
sneaked into the rear of the audition hall. 
 
When Earl heard her play he was proud.  His pupil had learned her lessons well, and he knew she’d get the 
job. And she did!  The All-Girl Orchestra performed at the Pump Room of the Holland Hotel in Denver and 
received wide acclaim.  It was a delightful experience for the young Shaeffers.  With Earl in the Drum and 
Bugle Corps and Jo in the All-Girl Orchestra, it was a musical time of life they would long cherish. 


 
 


 
 


Jo on the drums 
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On a videotape made in her 80’s Jo talked about playing in the all-girl orchestra: 
 
I made the orchestra and I had a lot of fun with it.  And I made $19.75 a week.  We played down at 
the Holland Cafe in Denver which was a very nice restaurant at that time.  We played for an hour 
during the dinner hour and then we played from nine to eleven [in the evening].  I think it was five 
days a week, but I can't remember exactly.  I played with them for a while, I guess it was about a 
year, maybe not quite a year.  We had lots of fun.  It was a real cute bunch.  Dixie Lee and I were 
very dear friends, and still are.  I hear from her only at Christmas now but anyway, she had tried 
out just before I did.  She played the piano beautifully, but she also played the banjo and guitar.  
The other two were sisters, Addie and Nettie.  One of them played the violin and one played the 
piano beautifully.  We really had fun playing.   
 
Every once in a while when we lived in Grand Junction I'd meet somebody who had heard me play 
in Denver and remembered me.  While I was playing with them, a real famous all-girl orchestra 
came through Denver.  I can't remember the name of it now, and while they were there, their 
drummer--and I can't remember if she quit or if she got sick--anyway, they were without a 
drummer and they came down to the restaurant and they heard me play and the manager of their 
group came and asked me if I'd meet with them the next morning at ten o'clock at the Brown 
Palace.  And they offered me a job playing with that orchestra.  Imagine that!  And I didn't know 
anything.  Of course, I could keep time to the music, and I guess that was all they were interested 
in.  And I really would have liked to have done it, but of course they traveled on the road and Earl 
wouldn't listen to that and neither would I because I wouldn't leave him.  But it was a wonderful 
opportunity and I certainly learned a lot. 


 
 
 
 
 
 The Great Depression hit not long after the Shaeffers 
had their first baby and times were hard.  But Jo and Earl 
were always grateful for Earl’s job with the telephone 
company, especially when many college-educated men were 
on the  streets  begging for money to feed their families.  No 
one was ever turned away from the Shaeffers home who 
asked for money or help. 
 
  Earl’s work took the Shaeffers all over Colorado: 
Colorado Springs, Grand Junction, Meeker, Durango, Aspen 
and Cripple Creek. 
  
  
 
  
 Right:  Bobbie Jo and Earl 
 Note the lace-up work boots and leather jacket. 
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After 47 years with the telephone company Earl retired as manager of the Palisade, Colorado 
telephone exchange. Two of his brothers, Cliff and Bob also worked for the telephone company. 
It was noted that the three Shaeffer brothers eventually had a combined service of well over 100 
years with Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Co. 
 
 


 
  
Left:  Cliff and Bob Shaeffer 
 
 
Earl’s brother, Cliff, was injured in 
WWII.  He had a steel plate in his 
head which caused him much pain 
and anguish.  Over time, the results 
of this injury, combined with 
personal problems, triggered a 
depression in which he eventually 
ended his own life. 
 
 


 
Earl’s sisters, Esther, Violet and Mary, were beautiful and gracious.  One snapshot (below) of the 
Shaeffer children from their early years, unidentified, are perhaps:  (L-R) Bob, infant Cliff, held 
by Esther or Mary, then Earl on the right.   Photo about 1912 or 1913. 
 
 


The author never met Esther, who died in 1932, 
but Violet and Mary were very kind when E.C. 
was introduced into the family.  Mary was 
particularly helpful in providing family history 
information.   
 
Lois Louise died as an 8-year-old child, and her 
twin, Louis, lived until the age of 43.  Cliff and 
Bob were both living in Albuquerque when Marty 
and E.C. resided there from 1959 to 1961. 
 
Violet lived with her mother in her later years.  
Mary married George Thomas who had two 
children by a previous marriage. They later 
adopted a girl who was the joy of their lives. 
Mary and George lived in Denver until they were 
no longer able to care for themselves, at which 
time they moved to Michigan to be near George’s 
son. 
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Earl had a charming dimple in his chin as did his brothers and at least one sister.  The photos 
below were taken in a photo booth, probably around 1935-1940. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
          
Members of the Shaeffer family were loyal to each other and worked together to support their 
mother when she was widowed.  Throughout the years Earl and Jo made frequent visits to their 
widowed mothers in Denver.  From Grand Junction the trip was long and tiresome over mostly 
graveled roads up and over Loveland Pass.  Marty remembered as a child being “shushed” if he 
made too much noise in the apartment buildings where his grandmothers lived.  To him their 
rooms always seemed too warm and too crowded with furniture. 
 
Earl was an excellent craftsman.  He always tried to simplify every task.  He was very creative, 
modifying tools for specific jobs.  One example was his “snips” which were very small but 
strong wire cutters.  He modified these to strip the coating from copper wire, a frequent task at 
work.  As time went by he was never without a pair.  Eventually “snips” became a standard tool 
for all the telephone linemen as well as for the Shaeffer clan.  Earl used them to clean fish, pull 
fishhooks from fingers, install telephones, rewire the Jeep, cut hair, patch a tire and remove 
porcupine needles from a dog’s nose, among other things. 
 
Earl could fix anything, or at least he would always try.  When his grandson, Bo, was small he 
tore apart an old alarm clock and couldn’t get it back together so he brought it to “Pappy,” so 
named by the grandchildren.  Pappy told him that you had to study the object before you took it 
apart.  Then figure out what each part does, removing and labeling each part.  Earl threw the 
clock parts out, then let Bo help him tear down the electric motor that operated the irrigation 
pump.  “Dad read directions only after he tried all other options,” noted Bobbie Jo.  She said, 
“The whole family saved broken things for him to fix.  He even got into watch repair.  I had a 
good watch that stopped and a jeweler was going to charge me $35 to fix it.  Dad used his magic 
cure for watches: one drop of carbon tetrachloride on the moving parts, shake it and remove the 
excess with a piece of cotton.  It worked every time.  This solvent was eventually taken off the 
market because the fumes were dangerous.  But Dad still kept a small bottle at his workbench.  
He explained that “everything is dangerous if you don’t know how to use it.” 
 
“Dad knew a great deal about electricity,” said Marty.  “He could test hot wires with his bare 
hands.  He would use his little finger with his thumb so that the three middle fingers wouldn’t 
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cramp up.  His long experience with electricity had taught him how to handle it with confidence 
as well as respect.” 
 
Earl grew up in a church in which the minister had a positive influence on him. But in his later 
years Earl resisted organized religion.  He wouldn’t join or even go to a church because he knew 
some of the church members were hypocrites.  They didn’t pay their bills, they cheated on their 
wives or were lazy and didn’t give a day’s work for a day’s pay.  Jo countered that perhaps these 
people needed the church more than others.  Earl said that he didn’t need a church to tell him to 
give an honest day’s work or give a helping hand to those in need.  Earl said he found God in the 
mountains and in growing things.  “He taught us by example,” explained Bobbie Jo. 
 
Earl’s favorite pastime was fishing. Bobbie Jo wrote: 
 


 When Marty and I were children we looked forward to traveling with Dad in the summer time.  
Mother suffered greatly with hay fever but as long as she was in the mountains she was fine.  Since 
Dad’s work took him all over the state he saved the work in the small mountain towns until 
summer.  We spent time in Silverton, Ouray, Durango, Telluride and a couple of summers in 
Aspen.  Dad usually found us a place to live through the local telephone office. 
 
Mom would pack the car with clothes, pots and pans, extra pillows and blankets.  Marty and I 
each took along a box of treasures. We spent summers in Aspen where when it was mostly a ghost 
town.  The silver miners had moved on and the skiers hadn’t yet discovered it. There was a 
grocery store and a drug store and the old Jerome Hotel.  Most of the houses were boarded up 
with For Sale signs.  The owner of the Jerome Hotel had the keys to most of the houses, many of 
which still had furniture.  In addition he was a realtor as well as a hotel manager.  He gave Dad 
the keys and let him choose a house for the summer.  Many of those houses could be bought for 
back taxes.  Mother wanted to buy the last house we lived in, which was across the side street from 
the Jerome Hotel.  Dad said, “Who would want to spend every summer in Aspen?”  Dad was 
never able to live down this remark. 
 
Shortly after unpacking, Mother would go hunting for the library.  These Colorado mountain 
towns usually had a library of sorts in the back of the courthouse, general store, jail or sometimes 
in an old house.  Often Mother read everything there was and many times straightened and dusted 
the shelves.  She met some interesting people along the way. 
 
Dad checked out all the fishing streams, particularly along old mining roads.  It didn’t take him 
long to find places where after work he could catch enough trout for supper. 
 


Marty remembered an all-day fishing trip on the Crystal River which was just out of Glenwood 
Springs:   
 


When I was older, we would do leap-frogging on the river so that we each could fish in 
undisturbed water.  I remember doing that one day on the Crystal River and I was amazed to 
discover that I was catching very, very large trout.  I couldn’t wait to show them to Dad.  Suddenly 
someone stepped out from behind a bush and startled me. He kindly explained that he was with the 
Secret Service and they were preparing for President Eisenhower to fish that portion of the river 
the following day.  I asked him if by chance they had salted the river, and he grinned and admitted 
they had.  I was reluctant to abandon the river, but happy to save the rest of the big ones for Ike! 


 
 
 


* * * 
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9.  Friends 


 
 
 
 
Jo and Earl loved their friends and were sought after by many, though Jo was more social in 
some regards than Earl. She was thoughtful and considerate of others as evidenced by the 
following note she received dated May 12, 1941: 
 


Dear Mrs. Shaeffer, 
 Words cannot express the pleasant surprise it gave me when I opened my birthday card 
from you.  It is very sweet to us older people to be so pleasantly surprised from the dear young 
people.  You were a stranger to me when I met you, but now I claim you as a friend.  Accept my 
most gracious thanks…My best love and prayers to you and yours. 
Sincerely, Mrs. E. D. Getman. 
 


One note, dated January 13, 1942 read:  
 


Dear Jo, 
  We of Camaraderie are very sorry that you cannot join us more frequently.  We would 
like to extend to you an honorary membership, hoping that you will join us whenever you find it 
possible.  I hope to see you before too long. 
Sincerely, Louise Roloff, secy.” 


 
A letter to Earl, dated July 17, 1942 is quite interesting: 
 


Dear Mr. Shaeffer, 
 Because I thoroughly enjoyed our brief conversation in the Glenwood Springs Café 
several weeks ago, I wanted to write and make good my promise that I would send a letter.I find 
it rather easy to converse, stimulating in fact, but when one is hurried and tired it is quite 
different to write it.  Perhaps you have found that so. 
 It was so nice having you tell me about your wife.  She must be interesting.  Her hobby, 
[book reviewing] I’m sure, influences her thinking toward the higher channels. 
 The climate here in Denver has been quite warm, making it difficult to sleep daytimes.  
You don’t have that trouble, do you? I find factory work confining and uninteresting, so my 
thinking is influenced.  But we must pursue outside interests diligently if one is to retain a good 
perspective on life. 
 Good luck, James Ernest Rea (Jim) 


 
One of the friends that Jo dearly loved was Andi Anderson, whom she had met when she and 
Earl first moved to Grand Junction.  Andi, divorced with 8 children, was “a perfectly beautiful 
woman” according to Bobbie Jo.  She had left an abusive husband and got on the train in Iowa 
with her seven children, pregnant with her 8th.  Her meager funds took her only as far as Grand 
Junction.  One of the first persons she met when she got off the train was a prostitute. The 
prostitute knew a judge who owned a little house and she arranged for Andi and the children to 
live there. It was right across the street from the apartment building where the Shaeffers lived.  
The prostitute also helped Andi find work.  Because she was a seamstress, Andi was hired by 
several of the “girls” to make dresses.  When the baby arrived Jo went over to help take care of 







 116 


the other children, and the two became fast friends.  Eventually Andi became a much sought-
after dressmaker in Grand Junction and was able to support her family.  She also taught Jo a lot 
about sewing.  When she started doing slipcovers for people Jo helped her whenever she had a 
deadline to meet. Theirs became a life-long friendship.  As a wedding gift for Bobbie Jo and 
Will, Andi taught BJ how to make slipcovers.  Bobbie Jo said it was her favorite wedding gift 
and has served her well throughout her life.  Andi eventually retired and went to live with one of 
her daughters, but all of her children were able to make positive contributions to society.  What a 
tribute to one woman’s courage and determination! 


 
After moving to Cripple Creek, Colorado, the Shaeffers kept up with their Grand Junction 
friends through correspondence. 
 


May 24, 1943 
Jo, my dear, 
 … I was interested in your description of Cripple Creek.  It must be similar to Central 
City, where I have visited several times.  Those old towns and the houses and people are always so 
interesting to me. I read a very brief review in a movie magazine of “The Human Comedy,” but it 
failed to strike a responsive chord.  Will try to get it here and read it in its entirety. 
 Jo, I want to tell you that I have missed you already.  You are rich in understanding, my 
dear, that’s why your reviews are so successful.  So few people are gifted with a real insight and 
sympathy as you are.  You must continue your reviews, Jo, for they are a real inspiration and a 
morale-builder in these troubled times. 
 Knowing you as I do, I feel sure that you will make a good life for your family and for 
yourself, no matter where you may be. And you will be an influence for good, too, Jo… 
 With a great many good wishes to you all, and love to you, Jo, 
As always, 
Elio. [Gowers] 


 
In 1944 in Cripple Creek, Colorado, Jo was inducted into the Order of the Eastern Star, the 
women’s auxiliary of the Masonic Lodge of which Earl was a member.  Jo had many friends, but 
they were certainly not “birds of a feather.”  For a college English class in 1948 she chose to 
write about one of her more interesting friends: 
 


 There are three words I am not able to include in this character sketch: “loveable, subtle 
and serene” but the word “interesting” should be all capitals!  E.’s personality projects itself with 
smashing impact. 
 Let me think—where did I first meet her?  It’s way back there in the storage room of my 
memory neatly tied and tucked away—now I’ve found it: 
 We were in a group of young matrons discussing Johnnie’s formula and Susie’s aversion 
to cereal when the attractive woman, to whom I had just been introduced, stated, “I love dogs but 
I don’t care for babies or children!”  One could feel the silent screeching of raising eyebrows and 
the plops of mouths as they fell agape!  I remember thinking “Is this exhibitionism or unvarnished 
rudeness?”  I soon found out it was neither.  It was simply “plain vanilla” honesty.  But, you say, 
is there not a time for silence?  Yes, all adults know many times it is preferable to be silent.  
Personally I admire a person that has the courage of his convictions enough to be himself at all 
times, and not afraid to speak the truth directly and openly. 
 In appearance she is a tall, stately, handsome woman.  She dresses to type--wearing 
tailored frocks, simple elegance at its best.  Her hair is beautifully clean and shining, simply 
dressed with none of the present popular set artificial curls that make one think of a doll’s wig, 
and make one squirm with the urge to run one’s fingers through it to disarray it a bit! 
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 This woman has those rare attributes in women: trustworthiness and loyalty.  If she has a 
derogatory remark to make concerning you she comes to you directly.  It will not be said to 
another.  Her loyalty is ever manifest. 
 Through the years E. has added to her excellent background of being a Vassar graduate.  
She is widely read and that, coupled with an open, receptive, brilliant mind, makes her the most 
intelligent woman I have ever known.  Her fund of information seems inexhaustible.  She is well 
informed on any subject.  She is a sparkling conversationalist, though a better talker than listener.  
Being very sharp and quick, she picks up your thought before you have had time to formulate it 
into words.  Conversation with her is challenging and thought-provoking.  As in character with 
her whole personality, her conversation is most dynamic. 
 E. is an agnostic and will readily tell you so, and her reasons for so thinking.  She says 
she finds in her flower garden what other people seek in their belief in God. 
 I was not at all surprised when she told me she smoked with whomever or wherever she 
pleased in the days when smoking by women was considered, if not taboo, at least a very bold 
thing to do. 
 I find her the most democratic person I know.  She finds her friends in all walks of life.  
She never patronizes.  With the house and yard help she is very exacting and demands much, 
which she receives, with the added respect and liking of those who work for her. 
 Though she would be the last to admit it, E. is kind, not by sweet words, but by deeds and 
those never too obvious.  I feel sure any monetary gift she might give would be done so 
anonymously. 
 I recall a time when another girl and I were entertained by a group of E.’s friends.  
During the afternoon the other guest, being very much more deserving than I, received the lion’s 
share of attention. E. tried her utmost to divert some of the attention my way.  Though she was 
unsuccessful in her effort, it was a kind attempt. 
 I admire her absolute freedom from [artificiality] and her abhorrence of conventionality.  
After spending an hour with her I find other people colorless.  She makes a steady diet of other 
people seem tasteless to me. 
 I am grateful for the hours of her life she shares with me.  She adds the salt to my 
porridge of friends. 


  
The letter writing tradition, rich with detail and gracious of expression has greatly eroded since 
the advent of e-mail and cheap long-distance phone service.  But it was flourishing during the 
Shaeffer’s young adulthood.  Such a letter is the following from Marguerite Vorbeck. The 
allusion to “our” party referred to the Republican Party. Later Marguerite became president of 
the Colorado Federation of Republican Women in 1951. The following year she was an alternate 
delegate to Republican National Convention representing Colorado. However, with the 
references to the Axis leaders, the foregoing letter must have been written during World War II 
when the Shaeffers had left Grand Junction and were living in Cripple Creek, Colorado. 
  


Undated letter from Marguerite: 
Dear Jo, 
 If this letter should enclose a few mump bugs, as it very well may, I imagine that you will 
welcome them and treat them kindly and put them with your own so that they won’t be lonely.  And 
if they are congenial and multiply rapidly we will be doing the world a kindness to be releasing 
such a rarified and unique strain of mump bugs as this Vorbeck-Shaeffer brand.  As my 
contribution to this new line, my bugs cause the most extraordinary facial contours to be found on 
this planet—on the left side a face which is thin and hollowed and grows thinner hourly—on the 
right side a face of such luscious and exotic lines and curves as would make an artist’s 
(particularly a cartoonist’s) mouth water.  The perfect half of a huge double chin is indescribably 
alluring.  Top off this picture with two utterly weary, disillusioned eyes and a mop of unwashed 
gray hair and you can see what my bugs are capable of.  Oh, yes, and that reminds me of another 
qualification.  These are adult bugs, you might almost say senile, for they will take on anyone from 
fifty to ninety two.  They also cause a much more severe prostration than the common or garden 
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variety of mump bugs so that all in all I feel that with the virility of the Shaeffer strain combined 
with the virulence of the Vorbeck strain we will have something that has a good chance of winning 
the war.  Just loose a few among the Axis war lords, with the especially good specimens reserved 
for Hitler, Mussolini and Hirohito and presto, the war is over. 
 From the forgoing nonsense I take it that by this time you have gathered that your little 
friend has, after fifty years of being exposed to mumps and nursing mumps, finally succumbed to 
mumps herself, and I’d kill anyone else who made a joke of it.  Saturday, Sunday and Monday I 
was completely prostrated.  In fact, I’d hate to be any sicker.  Today I feel a little better although 
my head still aches and tomorrow I imagine, I’ll wake up to find them on the other side and I have 
the whole thing to go thru again.  I’m staying right in bed, couldn’t have done otherwise even if 
they doctor hadn’t been so stern in his commands…   
 I just had a happy surprise.  [I] found my lovely “Put Out My Hand & Touched the Face 
of God,” poem reprinted in the new Reader’s Digest.  Since poetry is rarely found in this little 
magazine, it must be as good as my prickling scalp, when I first read it, told me.  It is such fun to 
run across an old, beloved friend, isn’t it?  By the way, this is called “High Flight” where it 
wasn’t named in the original newspaper clipping.  I don’t think that a very inspired title and I’ll 
bet a cookie the boy poet (only 19) didn’t name it.      
 John Gillespie Maggee, killed in action at the age of 19 was serving with the Royal 
Canadian Air Force.  Some days before his death he wrote:  
 


Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth, 
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 
Sunward I’ve climbed and joined the trembling mirth of sun-split clouds 
And done 100 things you have not dreamed of  
Wheeled and soared and swung high in the sunlit silence.   
Hov’ring there, 
I’ve chased the shouting wind along and flung 
My eager craft through footless halls of air. 
Up, up the long delirious, burning blue 
I’ve topped the wind-swept hills with easy grace, 
Where never lark, or even eagle flew; 
And, while with silent, lifting mind, I trod 
The high untrespassed sanctity of space, 
Put out my hand, and touched the face of God! 


 
 Jo dear, your letter was a joy forever.  Please do it again soon, with more reports on B. J. 
and Marty, the Mug-wump.  Hasn’t B.J. joined our party yet? 
 I am so grateful to you for the sheets.  You put so much more work on them than I 
intended that you should, but you are just that kind of a darling.  Have a good rest and a happy 
time with your Earl and your two fine children.  I am missing you.  I always miss you like the 
dickens when I know that I can’t call 1450 and hear your voice.  This all reminds me to warn you 
very ferociously, that if you don’t keep your promise and bring Earl out to see us when you get 
back, you are in for a terrible reprisal.  Herman knows him but so far the only impression I have 
of him aside from your rather rose-colored allusions to him, is the memory of a deep, very 
pleasant voice answering the phone one Saturday morning. 
Much love, Marguerite 


 
Jo responded to her many letters.  For some responses she first wrote a draft.  Her penmanship 
was developing into a unique calligraphy (sample in Chapter 10) that she used until her latest 
years. The draft of a letter Jo wrote to Marguerite follows: 
 


Marguerite, 
 Lacking you these days, my books are my companions.  I have read some of the classics 
and lived and loved them—read very slowly, just digesting the writing and flow of them.  You are 
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the dearest friend and every day I appreciate your preciousness more. These days are lacking 
glitter, surely, but they have a charm—a beauty, a slow, lonely, lovely beauty. 
 I found a lone, protected, rather frail little columbine today, at least a month behind the 
crowd.  It thrilled me: purple, white, a bit of yellow, slender, elegant, thoroughbred, roots under 
rocky soil.  My roots too are in rocky mountain soil.  My leaves are in these mountains, my flower 
in these purple hills.  It is my country. 
M., let me live a bit of your life and experiences by writing me about them.   Jo 
 


Jo saved another (undated) letter from Marguerite: 
 


Dearest Jo, 
 I was on the point of writing you and asking ‘Do you by any chance remember a person 
you once knew by the name of “Marguerite?”’  Yes, I did understand why you didn’t say 
‘goodbye’ and was relieved, but feel most bitterly disappointed and deprived that you didn’t come 
back.  Some way or other I was expecting some of the long visits you and I were to have then, to 
fill me up in preparation for the long famine of your absence.  Why is it, I wonder, that I am fated 
to live away from the very few friends who satisfy the deepest needs of my being? 
 We are glad, too, that we got to know Earl.  We felt that he was comfortable, likeable and 
easy to know without a trace of sham.  Interesting, too.  He told us so many things that we had no 
idea of about the telephone and dial system.  He talks well.  We all liked him.  But, Jo, you can’t 
imagine my relief to know that it is mutual for I was afraid that he might have turned thumbs down 
on me.  You know what an unerring judge of human nature you have told me he is and I thought 
when I didn’t hear from you, that, at last, I have been found out. 
 Your picture of Cripple Creek, its people and their homes is most vivid.  How will my 
beauty-loving Jo nurture her soul in such a place?  Do the distant outlooks compensate for the 
nearer ugliness?  It sounds most stimulating and I am glad that “the girls” have found you and 
are providing gayety and companionship.  Queer, that people could be content to live in such 
surrounds if they didn’t have to, so undoubtedly Cripple Creek and its almost obliterated evidence 
of past glory have a fascination which I don’t comprehend... 
  Send me some questions to answer or some thoughts to write about.  I want to 
see if I could possibly hook even a tiny string of ideas if I threw in a chunk of bait.  I haven’t any 
bait and as far as I know there isn’t an idea any nearer my stream of thought than the far off 
oceans. 
I love you, Jo.    I truly miss you,  Marguerite 


 
Then from Jo: 
 


Marguerite, my friend, 
 So in spite of my apparent indifference I’m so sorry I’m so dilatory about letters, but that 
seems to be a progressive failing of mine.  I just don’t make time for writing and when I do write, I 
wind up feeling just too defeated for words.  It’s hard for me not to be a gruesome “E” on the end 
of the word Air Corps. 
 And didn’t you know that I am quaint, old fashioned and narrow-minded as viewed by the 
eyes of 16 and 20 [year olds], respectively. Some of these days our mutual astigmatism will be 
overcome and we’ll see in the same light. 
 Emotions are a luxury we will have to get along without.  Clear, serious thinking and 
logical planning our only hope.  We realize with our surface mind and emotions. It is horrible how 
we shout with hysteria and propaganda and still play politics and concern ourselves with tires and 
gas. Now I’ve apologized and moralized and told you the details of my life, will you stop looking 
grim and being annoyed with me and write me?   
I write letters and letters to you in my mind, 
Jo 
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Keep in mind that this was only a draft and that other thoughts and expressions were 
undoubtedly included in Jo’s letter. Another line she penned on the draft, perhaps refers to 
people she was getting acquainted with in Cripple Creek: “You can’t get to know these people in 
a day.  Their lives run deep.” 
 
Part of Jo’s description of Cripple Creek was found in the following draft of a letter that Jo wrote 
to a friend, unnamed: 


 
 You should see the entourage of males I have this beautiful afternoon.  Handsome – 
Wow!  Little past the adenoid and toothless stage but the most awkward gangly age of the male.  
To a man enhanced by a haircut, very fashionable in this Boy Scout age known as a GI haircut, 
which when the barber is finished, is a shiny hairless bean.  Twenty years later how they do 
despise that which they pay a good 65 cents to have now.  Dapper …doesn’t half describe their 
various allures.  Levis rolled up, some bare legged, some boasting socks, topping old run down 
heeled shoes and yes, I spot a filthy pair of tennis shoes.  Shirts are varied and multi-colored.  One 
with the faded pen and saying of the wise old philosopher Confucius all over it, another smothered 
with cowboys on bucking broncs, another red and black checked.  All have one thing in common:  
all are filthy dirty.  
  If there’s anything more lovable than a bunch of dirty 12 year old boys fishing in a 
mountain stream, what is it?  About ten this morning I said to Marty, as I took a cake from the 
oven, “Run to the store and get a pound of weenies and buns and tomatoes and pickles and potato 
chips and onions and cases of Cokes and I’ll take you fishing.  So here we are ten strong.  Such 
fun they are having but I’m having the most of all! 
 [Last] night the Elks gave a dinner for their families, then dancing—circle dances, 
polkas.  First you dance with the president of the bank, and then with a miner, then some officer 
from Camp Carson, then some 16 hear old boy, then your husband.  It’s just more fun than 
anything imaginable…What a thrill I get out of a little guy that always asks me to dance first of all 
and with the enticing words, “Will my best girlfriend give me the pleasure of this dance?”  True, 
as a dancer I wouldn’t say he’s tops, but his line is wicked and fatal—that Marty!  I tell you we all 
four dragged in together at 4 am after hamburgering.  I swear if you could have heard us 
hilariously laughing into bed, you would have sworn it was just four old drunks piling in!   
 We have been having such fun—real fun this summer—picnics, glorious ones.  The 
weather here is just perfect.  Still sleeping with three wool blankets—pleasantly warm in the 
daytime—Oh! I love it here in this ugly, ugly, deserted little mining camp – yep!  I’m becoming a 
confirmed Cripple Creeker!  
 The people interest me no end—most interesting characters imaginable.  I have a 
beautiful new friend.  She is breathtakingly lovely.  If you’re so appreciative of beautiful women I 
wish you might know her. 


 
An undated letter from Bertha George shows how Jo’s letter writing cheered others: 


 
Precious Friend, 
 The Lord seems to know just when to send messages of love and cheer to those who are 
trying to serve Him. Not often do things get to looking a bit off color when you can always go to 
Him in prayer, but things had been piling up so that when your letter came, I read it and cried for 
the comfort it gave me.  My heart has been singing ever since.  I too, had been wanting to write 
and tell you how often I had lived over the satisfying time I had with you and your lovely 
children… rarely do you see such beauty shining through a child’s face.  Ethereal, I believe is the 
word.  Anyway something very precious.  This only comes through living with the mother Bobbie 
Jo lives with.  I know there is a “no” in your mind as you read this but I am not fifty-eight for 
nothing.  I really know that is true…I think our Heavenly Father thinks of her as his real little 
“Princess.” Everyone will look to Marty for the fun everyone so badly needs in their lives. 
 Am so thankful you know, that life isn’t measured by dollars…   
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 Bless you again for writing and your thoughtfulness and understanding… and may God’s 
blessing rest on you always.  
 Love, Bertha George 


 
Another undated letter, a bit wistful: 


 
Dearest Jo, 
 How often I have tried to come into your life, but I have always been a little afraid that 
just now wasn’t the time.  For you know, you are special and I have been waiting for that special 
moment when I could have the time for a letter to you.  Now, I find that time will never come, for 
this is just a letter to you and a very selfish one. 
 It is your answer that keeps you forever in my thoughts, for you are so generous, not that 
I should find my pleasure in just writing to you. For that I find hard to do!  It is because I feel I 
don’t know you too well, or is it that I hesitate, thinking you will find me out?  But whatever the 
answer, I will not let it stop me another day.  If I do nothing else this Saturday, the day, I know, 
will not be wasted, for I have written a letter to you. 
 To be with you is to know and enjoy you, but to have your thoughts before me is to inspire 
me to have thoughts of my own.  So perhaps if we can link a few moments together through our 
letters, we will have more than just an acquaintanceship when we meet again. 
 How clearly you have pictured yourself on the hill in Cripple Creek, and with that picture 
before me I am happy that you love your new home so very much.  I think it is grand that you and 
my brother Bob and Myrtle are such good friends.  Bob thinks there is no other place in the world.  
He says the people and country are wonderful, and now you and your family are there to add to its 
magic.  Is Bobbie Jo going to school in CC?  Bob realized how lucky he was to have her working 
in the store.  He said she was the most skillful girl they have had.  She is a charming girl.  I 
remember watching her mouth, as she talked to me one day in the dime store and how fascinated I 
became with the fairy-like movements her lips suggested as she spoke to me.  I was completely 
oblivious to what she was saying so naturally our conversation ended.  But after she left I felt 
cheated that I had not said some little nothing, only to keep her before me a little longer.  “So like 
her mother,” were my thoughts and I promised myself that the next time we met I would converse 
with her more thoroughly. 
 My children must be fed and put to bed, but then I shall return to spend the rest of the day 
with you.  If I do nothing else this day I am going to finish a letter to you.  How many I have 
started… [Several pages are devoted to discussion of books including “No Hiding Place,” “Human 
Comedy,” “The Cup and the Sword” and “Jamaica Inn.”] The time goes on and here I am still with 
you.  The things that need to be done are still waiting for me.  How patient dishes and housework 
are with me… Of course, I have done other things today, but technically speaking I have spent the 
day with you.  Do spend a day with me soon. 
 Thank you for your very welcome letter – and more! 
Love, Bette 


 
Jo practiced her own letter writing, and in her scrapbook she saved some notes for salutations 
and endings: 
 
 1. Hi, my tip topper -- 
 2. Top o’ the mornin’ to you -- 
 3. Is this the lady with the indefinable oomph? 
   
 Endings: 


1. It’s a gay life darling, Ever your own, Jo 
2. You’re a little bit of alright—so there!  Jo 
3. Please take me down into the depths of you and will you not write me a letter out of 


your world soon?  Fondly, Jo 
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It is unfortunate that no correspondence between them could be located, but possibly the very 
best friend Jo ever had was a girl by the name of Edd.  They met in high school when Edd took a 
job doing housework for a lady that lived across the street from the Osbornes.  They hit it off 
instantly, though they were quite different in many ways.  Edd was tall and blonde—beautiful as 
well as voluptuous, not like tiny, late-blooming Jo, whom she dubbed “Little Jo.” Jo and Edd 
became inseparable.  Because Edd came from a poor family, she had to work after school in 
order to help out.  Jo loved Edd’s large, loving family and often spent time with them at their 
home in the country some distance from Denver.  However, Jo’s mother never fully approved of 
Edd and this disappointed Jo.  Her daughter, Bobbie Jo, explained that Grandmother Osborne 
“was just a bit snobbish. She would never be unkind, but she was always distant with Edd.” 
 
Edd had a sister, Babs, quite different from Edd, but who also loved Jo.  After both sisters 
married and moved to San Francisco they kept in touch with Jo and Earl, urging them to follow.  
In 1938 the Shaeffers went to the World’s Fair in San Francisco and truly considered relocating 
because, as Edd explained, they were always seeing ads seeking experienced telephone men.  It 
was during that trip that Jo and Earl went with Edd and Babs and their husbands to see the 
famous Sally Rand, the fan dancer.  They were quite captivated by her.  About Earl’s promotion 
as manager of the Cripple Creek telephone office Edd wrote, “Congratulations, Earl!  I am so 
happy about your advancement and I feel this is just the beginning.  I know you will be 
successful and keep climbing up.” 
 
Always good at maintaining friendships, Jo nevertheless, never neglected her family for the sake 
of her friends.  In the years before Cripple Creek, Earl was usually on the road with his job, and 
Jo had long evenings alone (she somehow managed to always get the kids to bed early) to devote 
to reading, letter-writing, sewing, etc.  After they moved to Cripple Creek they had a much more 
normal family life with meals together on a daily basis, and family activities during the evenings. 
 
During her days at Mesa College, Jo wrote the following in longhand (most of her schoolwork 
was typed) about Ralph Waldo Emerson’s essay on friendship:  
 


 The weak poetry introducing this essay was followed by his beautiful poetic prose, “the 
whole human family is bathed with an element of love like fine ether.” His writing has very little 
embroidery or embellishment.  It is very absolute and to the point, full of challenging statements.  
His is a sermonizing, thought-provoking style enhanced by flowing poetic style and magnificent 
word usage.  His positive factual lines are sumptuously adorned with significant metaphors.  He 
refers in this work to “water”, as he has in previous essays, “then shall we meet as water with 
water,” How well this metaphor expresses the soft, effortless merging of two souls in friendship. 
 Emerson expresses the thought that our friends come to us unsought; real friendship is 
the communing of two souls.  It is wise, he tells us, to enjoy our friends singly, not many at a time.  
A conversation cannot reach as searching a depth when there are more than two.  Social 
conversation is a necessity in a gathering so must needs be indulged in, but as a soul-filling 
experience offers nothing. 
 We must approach friendship with trust and “in breadth impossible to be overturned off 
its foundations.”  
 He defines the two elements that make friendship as truth and tenderness.  A friend is one 
with whom one may speak the absolute truth, not sifting, not coloring, not covering up.  With a 
friend no form of hypocrisy is practiced; sincerity is always engaged in. 
 The thought is repeated that every man must be himself.  He finds agreement repulsive to 
him if it is no more than an overt gesture of amiability. “I hate, where I looked for a manly 
furtherance, or at least manly resistance, to find a mush of concession.” 
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 We find some paragraphs of discourse on how to treat a friend.  He admonishes us not to 
be possessive of our friends as possessiveness is an emotion of the very young and belongs not to 
mature minds.  Reverence should be given our friend, which means we should regard him with 
love and awe.  We must not trespass on friendship by interfering.  Rash, personal relations should  
not be engaged in.  It is not necessary to know too much or too well your friend; let the bit you 
know suffice you! 
 Real friendship does not attempt to rape a man’s soul.  Purer friendship is a more 
surface friendship and yet is most profound because it strikes deep enough to discover the vein 
that merges two souls. 
 The line “we walk alone in the world” caused an avalanche of thought to seep through 
my mind.  Do we not all walk alone at times in our life?  I believe that we do. 
  “Let us drop this idolatry.” We admire a friend; we idealize him; we discover he has feet 
of clay.  We must not expect too much and accept him just as he is. 
 Emerson believes that unrequited love should be engaged in, as the great can see that 
true love cannot be requited. 
 “The essence of friendship is entireness, a total magnanimity and trust.”  
 


During the time that Jo was teaching in the Grand Junction school district, she was asked to run 
for public office. The following letter, written by Jo, was attached to a note that said, “This is the 
letter I wrote to Judge Hotchkiss telling him I would not run for the state legislature.”  It was 
probably during the summer of 1954: 
 


 Dear Judge Hotchkiss, 
 Here I am in Greeley plodding along little by little gaining in my long fight toward my 
degree. 
 I intended to write you ‘ere long before this but I have put it off thinking long and 
seriously.  One delightful course I am taking that you would revel in is called Exploratory 
Reading.  It’s been a wonderful experience.  Two profs have taught it and many, many doors they 
have opened to be sure. 
 I have thought much and deeply about our short talk that busy morning.  First I do want 
to tell you how deeply grateful I am to you and to anyone else involved who so believed in me and 
trusted me as to even suggest my name for such an honor. 
 Really and honestly I must refuse.  Firstly, I am not the type.  The first unkind remark 
(and there would be many) would probably bother me way too much.  And Judge Hotchkiss, in all 
sincerity, I wouldn’t or couldn’t do you or the party justice.  You really wouldn’t be proud of me 
as I am terribly lacking in very many respects. 
 In this field of teaching I feel in my way I can be of service and that is my urgent prayer. 
 You know how I’ve always loved ‘kids’ and you remember: 
 
   The only crown I ask, dear Lord, 
   Is this—that I may help a child. 
   I do not ask to stand among the worthy or the wise 
   Or the great hand in hand— 
   Only that a little child and I may enter at Thy gate. 
 
 While I am really baring my soul, I want to tell you in deepest sincerity I think you are 
one of the finest men I have ever known.  Thank you for being you.  And thank you for being a 
friend to me.  It’s meant much to me and has made life richer. 
 Yours, 
 Jo Shaeffer 


 
Friendships were essential to Jo throughout her life.  Even in her later years, when fewer and 
fewer activities were convenient for her, she maintained her treasured friendships. Though letter 
writing became less frequent, telephone calls were always welcomed, even vital when she 
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experienced difficulty reading due to failing eyesight. A friend that Jo made during her years 
teaching in California, was Bea Bradley.  Bea made a number of trips to Clovis to visit Jo in 
addition to her frequent phone calls. 
 
One particularly delightful visit Jo had from an old and treasured friend, Charlotte Hyre, took 
place in Clovis about 1993. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


L-R: Jo, Charlotte, Bobbie Jo 
 
 
Equally valuable, perhaps more important to others than theirs to her, was Jo’s friendship.  She 
was very much admired and sought after even in her later years.  In her scrapbook Jo saved the 
following note that accompanied a gift: 


  
Some neighbors are close.  These are called next-door neighbors.  
Some are dear and pleasant to know.  These are rare and are usually somebody else’s neighbors.  
Still others, in more than rare cases, are both close and dear.   


  I DO have this privilege: her name is Jo. 
 
 
    * * * 
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10. Retirement 


 
 


In 1968 Earl retired from Mountain States Telephone and Telegraph Company after 47 years of 
service, and he was granted a life membership in the Telephone Pioneers of America.  He spent 
the two semesters in 1969 with Jo in Fresno, while she taught, but there he lacked a workshop 
and he also missed his orchard.  In Jo’s continued teaching in California, Earl remained behind in 
Colorado where he could occupy himself more productively.  Jo came home weekends as she 
was able. 
 
By 1973 it became evident that Earl’s health was gradually failing due to his emphysema.  
Though Jo was reluctant to leave her Grand Junction home and her friends, it was decided that a 
move closer to family could be beneficial.  Jo and Earl chose Clovis, New Mexico where Marty, 
Ellen Claire and family lived. By this time Marty and E.C. had had their last child, Daniel, born 
August 28, 1970.  He was a three-year-old at the time of Jo and Earl’s move.  The other children, 
Marty, born December 11, 1959 was already a teenager.  Jo Ellen, born March 31, 1962 was now 
11 and John Duncan, born January 14, 1966 was 7 years old.  For Jo and Earl, who had been 
empty-nesters for quite a few years, it was a welcome re-entry into a noisy but happy family life. 
 
A new home was designed and built for 
Jo and Earl by Marty and E.C. on the 
number six fairway of the golf course of 
Colonial Park Country Club (now 
Chaparral Country Club).  Their new 
address was 1718 Fairway Terrace where   
some lovely hand-carved twist posts 
graced their front and rear porticos. The 
posts were carved at Ojo Caliente, a small 
town in northern New Mexico.  
 
The Shaeffers were welcomed into the 
Clovis community with open arms.  Not 
long after their arrival the following 
appeared in the Clovis-Portales Arts 
Council newsletter: 
 


If you have the opportunity to hear, or 
visit with, Jo Shaeffer, do not pass it up.  
Mrs. Shaeffer, mother-in-law of our E.C. 
Shaeffer, and her husband have recently 
retired to Clovis.  But retiring is the 
wrong word as she continues her love of 
people and life and expresses it as she 
did recently with a book review for the Friends of the Library.  It was truly wonderful and we that 
were there thank her. 
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Jo began writing her annual holiday letters at Thanksgiving time rather than at Christmas after 
she and Ellen Claire had a lengthy discussion on how to simplify the holiday season.  The 
collected holiday letters were reprinted in a booklet by her granddaughter, Beth, entitled 
“Treasured Memories.”  One, however, that was not included, had a brief draft in a holiday 
folder entitled, “Card Ideas.”  It was entitled “The Spell of New Mexico” and a note says that it 
was used in 1984.  It captures something of the spirit of the Southwest: 
 


Wind blown, dry, half-barren, the Tony Hillerman landscape vaulted above us.  [I have] an 
overwhelming warmth of feeling for the uncanny sweeps of empty space in this part of the world.  
[I can] see for miles in any direction.  There are sunrises violent and beautiful.  They are almost 
frightening.  We see lots of men in cowboy boots.  In spite of the great sense of isolation [I am] not 
hemmed in by traffic and people.  There is so much sky and such bright skies that the great 
distance to the horizon gets into your soul and makes you feel big inside. 
 


Jo joined the First Presbyterian Church and became active in the women’s circle.  She was often 
responsible for prayer at circle meetings.  She saved drafts of a number of those prayers: 
 


Once again on this beautiful day, Father, we come to thee, a small group of Christian 
women to ask for thy guidance.  We thank you for the presence of these kind, generous 
women.  We ask your blessing on each one and all those not here today that are ill or 
distressed or weary.  Lord, grant us sturdy faith and God give us deeper devotion that 
comes from trusting you for our tomorrows.  Amen 
 
 
Kind and loving Father, as we give thanks for each new day, may we reach out to thee 
and to each other for strength and guidance, showing love and concern for everyone.  We 
live in our own small worlds but as we seek to show our loving concern for others may 
the circle of our influence widen.  We pray that each day we will truly try to do something 
beautiful for Thee.  Amen. 
 
 
Once again on this beautiful fall day, Father, we come to thee, a small group of Christian 
women to ask for thy guidance.  We thank you for the priceless company of these kind, 
generous women.  Every one of them special—grown close friends over the years like a 
big dependable family.  These faces—pretty and plain, young and old all alight with 
something lovely. We ask your blessing on each one and also for all those not here today.  
Give us light to guide us, courage to support us and love to unite us now and forever.  
Amen 
 
 
Dear Father, Once again we come together in prayer and ask for the blessings of your 
presence within us.  We pray for those ill or troubled.  As we pray we still ourselves, stop 
our earthly tasks, quiet our thoughts and we listen for your guidance, to hear thy will.  
Lord, make us mindful to be thankful for all our blessings.  Strengthen our faith.  Guide 
us in our thoughts and words.  These things we ask in Thy name, Amen. 


 
When the pastor, Scott King, became the subject of unhappy debate among the parishioners, Jo 
added the following to one of her prayers:  “…Bless our pastor.  Keep him safe and well and 
enrich this learning experience for him…” 
 
She later wrote a beautiful letter in his behalf which he cherished and copied to share with Jo’s 
family after her death: 
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Earl and grandsons (L-R: John Duncan Shaeffer, Martin Shaeffer III, Bo Irwin, Daniel 
Shaeffer, Earl Martin Shaeffer) at 1011 Fairway Terrace, Clovis, NM  


1971 
(Earl taught each of his grandchildren to crawl.  It was fun to watch him with those babies.) 


 
In Clovis Earl was under the care of Dr. Jim Messer, who was a good friend of Marty’s.  Jim 
took excellent care of Earl and was especially considerate during his final days.  However, 
before the foreseeable future became fixed, Jo and Earl made a trip to the Scott & White Clinic 
at Temple, Texas.  The prognosis was the same: pulmonary emphysema with a gradual decline 
and eventual death.  Not only had he been a smoker, but he had used chemical sprays for his 
orchard and also had worked for many years splicing cable in an enclosed tent which housed 
noxious fumes as well. 
 
Jo and Earl refused to give in to discouragement about the inevitable and participated as fully as 
possible in the various activities of the children and grandchildren in Clovis during the four years 
that Earl lived in Clovis.  During that time they visited Houston, Texas where Bobbie Jo and 
family lived, and entertained guests as often as they could within reason.  Earl continued to enjoy 
his workshop and to be useful and creative with his projects.  He helped to make repairs around 
the house and at Marty’s house as well, until he was no longer able. 
 
On January 1st of 1975 Jo and Earl marked their Golden Wedding, 50 years since their marriage.  
Jo reminisced about their life together: 
  


 We lived most of our lives in Grand Junction, Colorado.  In those days it was a town of 
about 40,000, a small agricultural community surrounded by peach orchards.  For a town of this 
size we found it very interested in the cultural things.  There were many clubs, musical groups, 
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very active women’s groups, many churches and a junior college.  Recreation consisted of bridge 
clubs, dancing clubs.  Earl and I seldom went to a movie as we felt we couldn’t afford it.  We 
made our own fun.  We had wonderful dinners with our friends where all the children were 
included. 
 Our first home there was a small rented house that cost $35 a month.  Earl worked for 
the Mountain States Telephone & Telegraph Company and made $165 a month.  I canned and 
canned.  Living in that community where there were all kinds of wonderful fruits and vegetables 
made it possible to fill our shelves with fruits, jellies, pickles and vegetables.  I made bread every 
Saturday for the week.  During the week I made pie, cookies and cake.  Sometimes we would buy a 
quarter of a beef all cut into steaks, roasts and hamburger.  In our basement was a sack of 
potatoes and smaller sacks of onions and carrots. 
 Every nickel counted and we were very careful to keep within a tight budget, but we were 
rich in our love and togetherness.  We had a small car which was used mostly for Earl to get back 
and forth to work. 
 Earl and I made our decisions together which, as I remember, never caused any 
insurmountable division.  Political issues were discussed but not very profoundly in our family.  
The idea of divorce was never mentioned or contemplated.  When we married it meant forever for 
us… 
 We felt very fortunate to have a job during those depression years.  Most of our 
neighbors did not have jobs and we would try to share some with them.  Whenever I baked I took a 
portion to them.  The few clothes I had I loaned to the high-school girl next door, as she literally 
didn’t have clothes to wear.  On all sides of us two or three families moved in together in an 
attempt to cut expenses.  They would do any little job to get enough money to put food on their 
tables.  It was awful.  Anyone living through the Great Depression never really gets over it. 
 But Colorado was a happy land.  It was wealthy in the sense that the land gave its people 
health, good education and leisure with a serene optimism about life.  The wealth of Colorado 
traces back to two great and equal events: the discovery in 1878 at Leadville of the world’s 
greatest silver mine, and in 1890 Cripple Creek became the world’s richest gold camp.  And then 
we lived in Grand Junction which for a time was the world’s leading uranium camp. 


 
Acknowledging Earl’s anniversary gift, Jo wrote:  
 


Earl, how beautiful the gift you made for me with your own hands—perfectly, patiently measured, 
pounded and painted.  Earl, you always are quietly waiting for me—in Clovis—in your big chair.  
In Colorado you were always busy with satisfying tasks, mostly blessed common things like 
sawing wood for the comfort of a fireplace—for me.  You’ve always had high standards in your 
handwork.  The memories—the good ones, the sad ones, the 
tender ones, the hurting ones and the joyous ones.  Entwined, we 
blend together in a bond so strong—life nor death can ever 
sever—a bond we will cherish for ever and ever. 


 
Jo and Earl’s remaining time together would be less than two 
years from their 50th wedding anniversary.  As the time grew 
shorter, the family rallied around Earl to comfort him in his 
struggle for breath.  He passed away at home on the afternoon 
of December 6, 1977. 
 
“Earl had a beautiful soul—pure—really pure,” wrote Jo at a 
time of reflection more than two years after his passing. 
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The obituary in the Clovis News Journal: 
 
Earl M. Shaeffer 
 Private graveside services for Earl Martin Shaeffer, 74, of 1718 Fairway Terrace, will be 
conducted at 3 pm Thursday at Crown Hill Cemetery in Denver, Colorado.   
 Mr. Shaeffer died Tuesday.  He was born Sept. 24, 1903 in Lincoln, Nebraska and 
resided many years in Colorado.  He had worked for Mountain Bell Telephone for 47 years before 
retiring in Clovis in 1973. 
 Survivors include his wife, Jo, of the home; one son, Martin Shaeffer of Clovis; one 
daughter, Mrs. Bobbie Jo Irwin of Houston, Texas; and seven grandchildren. Memorial may be 
made to the First Presbyterian church in Clovis in Mr. Shaeffer’s memory.  
 Steed-Todd funeral home is in charge of arrangements. 
 


 
In the Grand Junction or Palisade, Colorado paper (not identified) the following was included: 
 


Deaths Elsewhere 
 Earl M. Shaeffer, of 1718 Fairway Terrace, Clovis, N.M. died there Tuesday.  Mr. 
Shaeffer spent 47 years with Mountain States Telephone, the last 22 as manager at the Palisade 
office, which included the De Beque, Collbran, and Mesa.  He retired in 1968.  His wife, Mrs. Jo 
Shaeffer, had been a teacher and school principal in District 51.  She survives.  
 Survivors: daughter, Bobbie Jo Irwin of Houston, Texas; son, Martin Shaeffer of Clovis, 
NM, and seven grandchildren.  Graveside services will be held Thursday at 3 pm at the Crown 
Hill Cemetery, Denver. 


 
The Reverend Helspeth of Denver presided over the burial.  At the time of his death, Earl and Jo 
had been married for 52 years.   Jo thereafter had a floral offering sent to her church each 
December as a memorial for Earl.  The First Presbyterian Church’s bulletin the first Sunday of 
each December: “Flowers are given today by Mrs. Earl Shaeffer in loving memory of Mr. Earl 
Shaeffer.” 
 
 
Excerpts from the Memorial of the Curry County High Plains Historical Foundation publication, 
p. 491: 
 


 Earl M. Shaeffer was a man of quiet dignity and great depth of kindness.  He was loved 
and respected by all who knew him…  
  Earl was a great outdoorsman.  He loved to camp and fish.  His expertise in fly fishing 
was rarely matched, and he could tie flies that would lure the biggest and best trout out of any 
Colorado stream.  He spent many a Saturday afternoon tramping the remote woods and streams 
delighting in the beauties of nature and that unique water that only fly-fishermen come to know 
and love.   
 Earl was renowned for his beautiful peach orchard in Palisade, Colorado.  During 
harvest time people would come from as far as Kansas to buy his big delicious Elberta peaches…    
 Earl’s sweet and even temper was rarely provoked to anger, but when he had something 
important to say everyone listened! He was a pleasant companion, a patient teacher, a loyal 
Mason, a devoted husband and father and a truly generous man—generous with his time, his 
money, his talents, and generous in his judgments of life. 


 
 
At his death his grandfather, John Duncan Shaeffer, wrote the following: 
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At his passing, Earl’s sister, Mary, who was unable to attend the funeral wrote, “I have always 
loved Earl and admired him very much.” 
 
Earl was always ready with a quip at appropriate times, such as when Jo learned about her listing 
in Who’s Who.  He told the family that he supposed that made him What’s What! How that wit 
would be missed! Among Earl’s hobbies were fishing, gardening, macramé and woodworking.  
He was an excellent craftsman at any project he undertook, whether it was building furniture or 
fixing a cantankerous screen door.   He was missed greatly by Jo and by the rest of the family. 
They missed his ready smile, his cheerful demeanor, his generosity of spirit and of pocketbook. 
 
Though it was difficult, Jo made the adjustment to life without Earl with grace and serenity. Jo’s 
dignity in grief was an example for all the family as they supported her in widowhood. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      * * *   
 







 136 


 
 
 
 
 








 49 


 
 


                            5.  The Nest Begins to Empty 
 
 
 
 


In the fall of 1944 Bobbie Jo began exploring various possibilities for going to college the 
following fall.  She applied for a scholarship to Hiram College, at Hiram, Ohio, where her 
grandmother Pearl Miller had attended.  Hiram College had also been the recipient of a Miller 
family endowment of unknown proportions. 
 
Several letters were exchanged between the Shaeffers and the Admissions Office of Hiram 
College.  Excerpts from several follow: 
 


November 28, 1944 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer, 
 Your letter responding to my inquiry concerning your daughter’s college plans arrived 
this morning and I have thoroughly enjoyed reading it… You see, I also belong to a Hiram family 
whose contacts with the college go back several generations.  I am so glad that you are interested 
in Hiram as a possible college for Bobbie Jo.  I confess to a prejudice in favor of small colleges in 
general and Hiram in particular but I also have sound reason for believing that an undergraduate 
training at a good small college followed by specialized professional training at one of the great 
universities is as fine a preparation for life as one can have… 
 We will be very happy if Bobbie Jo decides to enter Hiram next fall and are anxious to 
cooperate in any way we can to make it possible for her to do so.  There is always an especially 
warm reception waiting here for the children of Hiram people.  However, I have a pretty good idea 
that Bobbie Jo is one who will win her own warm welcome wherever she goes. 
 Very truly yours,  
 Charles A. Henry, Admissions Office 
 
 
January 30, 1945 
Miss Bobbie Jo Shaeffer 
303 N. 4th Street 
Cripple Creek, Colo. 
 
Dear Bobbie Jo: 
 Mr. Kelker has, I think, already acknowledged the receipt of your application for 
admission and for scholarship but I also want to let you know of my pleasure at this indication that 
you are planning to be with us here at Hiram beginning next fall.  Yours is a Hiram family and for 
that reason, as well as for a good many others, we will be especially happy to have you here. 
 I am very confident that you will never regret your choice.  The college here is unusually 
well equipped to give you the training that you want and, unless you are a very different person 
from what I think, you will find that both the students and the faculty are your kind of people… 
 I wish that your home were not so far distant as to make your attendance at our 
Scholarship Day competition pretty well out of the question.  There are, however, some larger 
awards available for upperclassmen so it is possible that you may be able to get more than the 
$100 a year provided by our general scholarships during your last three years here at Hiram. 
 With kindest regards to you and your family, I am 
 Very truly yours,  
  Charles A. Henry, Admissions Office 
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During the summer of 1945 Bobbie Jo 
was invited to spend some time with 
her best friend who had moved to 
Long Beach, California.  Her parents 
agreed she could go and she did.  She 
spent a lot of time on the beach and 
got very suntanned (photo, right).  On 
the train coming home, a lady 
approached her and said, “My 
husband and I agree that you are quite 
the most beautiful mulatto we have 
ever seen!” 
 
 
That summer, while she was in Long 
Beach, BJ wrote the following letter to 
her dad: 
 


Fathers Day 
June 17th  


1945 
 
Dearest Dad, 
   I am writing especially to you today as I have missed you so very, very much and 
especially on this day.  I couldn’t tell you even if I were there—and am sure I can’t express myself 
on paper—how very, very much I love you. 
              I want to thank my wonderful mother for choosing you—out of all the fellows she could 
have chosen to be my father.  You have been perfect in every way—so understanding, sweet and 
considerate.  I can never thank God enough for giving me such a wonderful father and mother.  I 
have been wanting to answer your sweet letter every day, but just haven’t gotten around to it. 
         We went to the show last night and saw “Between Two Women”…  It was pretty good.  
Now we are cooking our dinner.  We went to Public Market early yesterday morning and stood in 
line for an hour and fifteen minutes and finally got a chicken.  Then we went around to the other 
farmers’ stands and got some wonderful fresh vegetables, so I guess we are really going to eat. 
                I was really surprised when I heard about that raise.  Not only surprised but awfully 
jealous.  Gee, I wish I were home and working.  As much as I kicked I sure DO miss that weekly 
check.  I don’t think that your dumb girls deserve it, but if you could see what they are hiring out 
here you would feel very lucky, and they do deserve a little more money considering that you make 
$30 a week to start with out here.  I bet Rosie is sorry she quit, and Elsie, too. Ha! Too bad! 
               I’m reading the best book: “Valley of Decision.”  I thought I would read it after seeing 


the good show.  That’s all I do – knit – read – sleep – take sun baths and go to shows, two a week to 
be exact.  The thing I miss most about Cripple Creek is the blue skies.  They are always blue but 
kind of a drab, light blue out here. 
  I must close as I have to set the table. I’m closing with my dearest love to you and please 
know that I do appreciate you and everything you do.  I hope that this has been a happy day and I 
have surely wished I could have been with you. 
   Love and kisses, 
               Bobbie Jo 
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While at Hiram College, Bobbie Jo met and subsequently married William P. Irwin. They were 
married September 7, 1947 in Grand Junction, since Earl had completed his assignment in 
Cripple Creek and had been transferred back to the Grand Junction area in 1946.  From the 
videotape Jo reported to John Duncan Shaeffer: 
 


JO:  Bobbie Jo met Bill at Hiram. I believe he was teaching.  He was a student, but he was also an 
assistant. Anyway, they met.  She had met another boy she thought a lot of that had known some of 
our family.  But they didn't go together very long, and then she met Bill.  So when she came home 
at Christmas I could see she felt differently about Bill than any boy she'd gone with.  She didn't say 
too much, but I could kind of read between the lines that it was pretty serious.  So shortly after 
that I decided it was time I'd better meet Bill.  So I went to Cleveland. 
 
JD:  That was a long drive. 
 
JO:  It wasn't a drive.  I flew. I didn't stay very long.  I saw my cousin, Alice, who was living there, 
met Bill and met his people.  I just stayed long enough to meet Bill.  That's just about all.  It was a 
real courtship thing.  There didn't seem to be anybody for Bobbie Jo after she met Bill.  And it 
seemed to be the same way with him.  So it gradually progressed until it became really serious.  
And then they were married.  Bobbie Jo came home and spent the summer and they were married 
in September in Grand Junction.  They knew an Episcopalian priest they both liked very much and 
they decided they wanted him to marry them.  So he did. . 
 
JD:  Was Marty in the navy at this time, or was he there also? 
 
Jo:  He was at the wedding.   I 
don't believe he'd gone into the 
navy yet.  I remember after the 
wedding, he had such a hard 
time controlling his tears.  He 
could hardly keep from crying.  
It was real hard.  The Irwins 
came.  And Betsy, Bill's sister, 
came also.  We decided to invite 
only our very good friends 
because we didn't believe in 
inviting just everybody-- just our 
very close friends.  It ended with 
about sixty.  We didn't want it 
quite that large.  We wanted it a 
little less than 50.  But about 60 
came.  And a lot of people were 
mad because they weren't asked, 
oh, dear. 
 
Bobbie Jo’s wedding colors 
were all done in orchids and 
greens.  And on the plates we 
had grape vines.  Everything 
was orchid and green.   
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The Christmas that followed the wedding of Bill and Bobbie Jo (1947) the Shaeffers received the 
following card from their friends, the Davenports: 


 
Dearest Jo and family, 


That is the cleverist Christmas card I ever saw.  I was so thrilled to hear from you.  I love 
your wonderful spirit, your ambition and zest for living.  Everything you do just bubbles with the 
joy of being alive… 


I am glad you like your new son.  And I think youngsters that get married young are 
blessed.  I feel sure it is the best plan.  We, too, love our new son, Jack Rutan.  He is very 
worthwhile… Hope to get to see all of you this summer.           


Love, 
 Anne 
 


Bill graduated from Hiram College in August 1947 just before the wedding.  Bill and BJ moved 
to New Haven, Connecticut where Bill started his graduate work in philosophy at Yale.  Jo and 
Earl did not object to the marriage because Bobbie Jo was so young, but felt strongly that BJ 
should finish her degree.  They offered to pay her tuition and buy her books, which made it 
possible. 
 
The newlyweds had a two room apartment on the second floor of an old mansion.  The address 
had prestige, for it was next door to the President of Yale.  However there were 10 families 
sharing one address while only two people lived in the house next door.  It was an exciting time 
and the beginning of years of studying and teaching. 
 


 
 
 


 
 
 
Left:  Will Irwin 1943 
 


Will had enlisted in he U. S. Naval Reserve 
in the spring of 1942.  He trained in the Navy 
Air Corps at Cornell University before the 
program was ended.  He was then shipped to 
the Pacific theater near the end of WWII, but 
saw no hostile action.  He spent several 
months at Tsingtao, on the China coast, 
training Chinese naval personnel, where he 
was promoted to the rank of Lt. J.G. 
(Lieutenant Junior Grade). 
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In 1948 BJ and Bill moved back to Hiram 
where BJ finished her junior year and Bill 
taught high school in the nearby town of 
Deerfield.  Their third year of marriage they 
moved to Cleveland where they both attended 
Western Reserve University.  BJ finished her 
senior year (1950) with a BA degree and Bill 
got his master’s degree. 
 
Another year, another move:  this time to 
Tiffin, Ohio, where Bill was an assistant  
political science professor at Heidelberg 
College, and BJ was a teaching assistant in the 
biology department.  The young couple 
worked hard and played hard, spending the 
winter holidays in Cleveland with the Irwins 
and the summer in Colorado with the 
Shaeffers.   
 
 
 


Right:   Will Irwin, about 1961 
 


 
 
 
 
 
After two years of teaching at Heidelberg College Bill was accepted into the Ph. D. program of 
the political science department at the University of California, Berkeley.  While there Bill was a 
teaching assistant in political science as well as a student. 
 
Marty, meantime, had joined the Navy during the Korean War, and was assigned to an 
ammunition cargo ship, its home port in San Francisco.  As soon as the ship docked in San 
Francisco the sailors were given shore leave.  Marty and a friend or two would show up at the 
Irwin’s apartment.  “Sometimes we would wake up and find sailors asleep all over the floor,” 
recalls Bobbie Jo.  “We enjoyed having this time together.  The young sailors were always 
asking Bill to introduce them to some pretty young students.  Bill couldn’t find a way to do that, 
but was very sympathetic.”  Marty was there to keep Bill company when Becky was born, 
September 20, 1953 (dads were not allowed in the delivery room in those days).  Marty was 
delighted by the baby.  Being an uncle was a new role for him. 
 
In June, 1954 the Irwins moved to Colorado where Bill did field work for his dissertation. While 
Bill traveled doing his research, BJ and Becky kept house for Earl in Grand Junction.  Jo spent 
the summer on campus at the Colorado State College at Greeley (now the University of Northern 
Colorado), finishing her BA degree.  When she would get homesick she drove home to sleep in 
her own bed and play with the baby, Becky. 
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Bobbie Jo recalled:  “Mother always said she wanted to travel, but she said that Dad only wanted 
to travel if he could be in his own bed at night.  It took a long time for me to realize that it was 
the other way around.  It was Mother who wanted to be in her own bed at night.” 
 
During that summer Earl missed Jo, but had a fine time being a grandfather.  He built Becky a 
car seat that fit on the front seat of the jeep.  “This certainly would not meet today’s safety 
standards,” explained BJ, “but Becky loved it and always cried when we took her out of the 
jeep.”  Earl gave Becky her first taste of A & W Root Beer much against her mother’s wishes. 
 
In the fall of 1954 the Irwins moved to DeBeque, Colorado, a small town up the canyon from 
Palisade.  The road curved around and around following the Colorado River.  Bill taught high 
school by day and wrote his dissertation by night and on weekends. Bo was born on February 1, 
1955.  He arrived two weeks early and weighed only 5 pounds.  He was named William P. Irwin 
III, after his father and great-grandfather.  Becky called him “Bo” for brother. 
 
Often on Friday nights Jo and Earl drove up the canyon for supper and brought BJ and the babies 
to Palisade for the weekend.  That helped BJ with the babies and gave Bill quiet writing time.  
Bill would drive to Palisade on Sunday for dinner and to pick up his family.  Jo and Earl were 
wonderful grandparents. Earl was particularly delighted with his first grandson.  When Bo was 
in the 2nd grade he wrote the following tribute to his grandfather: “My Favorite Person - My 
grandfather is my favorite person because he taught me to build things like a boat and a bed.  He 
has a dog named Vicky. Vicky likes kids.   William” (Bo) 
 
In July 1955 the Irwins moved to Fort Collins, Colorado, where Bill joined the faculty at 
Colorado Agricultural and Mechanical College (now Colorado State University). 
 
A thank-you letter from Bill in 1955 gives a glimpse into the life for the Shaeffer and Irwin 
families at the time: 


 
July 2, 1955 
Dear Mom and Dad, 


BJ is considerably more adept at saying “thank you” than I have ever been, so it has 
usually been her lot to do so.  Perhaps I can express myself better here than I have in the past. 
It seems that we are about to achieve the degree of independence that we’ve been looking forward 
to for the past few years.  Now seems a good time to thank you for all the help and encouragement 
that you have given us over the long haul.  This last winter, in particular, was weathered only 
because of you. 


I hope that hereafter when we get together it will be for fun and fishing, and not a 
strained parley to devise some means of keeping the Irwins on their feet. 
Love,  Bill 
 


Less than two years later Bill’s father, J. Preston Irwin, died.  Jo received the following letter 
from Bill’s mother: 


 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Jan. 13, 1957 
Dear Mrs. Shaeffer, 


Thank you for your kind expression of sympathy in this time of heart-break.  The presence 
and the kindness of a precious family and many loyal friends throughout the closing days of the 
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old year and since the dawn of the new one have been a blessing for which I have thanked God 
with all my heart. 


I am trying desperately not to mourn.  Were I to do so without restraint, I should be most 
unworthy of the infinite blessings which have been bestowed upon me during the last 38 years.  
They have been years of complete happiness. 


Hence, in gratitude, I must regard the passing of him who has taken my soul with him as 
a triumphal exit after a grand performance.  His devotion to his family, achievements in his 
profession and service to his fellowmen, quietly given, have left me a feeling of exultation despite 
the ache in my heart. 
Sincerely and affectionately,  Jo Irwin       [note: Both Bobbie Jo and her mother-in-law had the 
same name, as did Jo Shaeffer and her granddaughter, for a time, Jo (Ellen) Shaeffer.] 
 


When Earl was promoted to manager of the Palisade, Colorado telephone office, the Shaeffers  
left Cripple Creek and had rented briefly in Palisade and then in Grand Junction.  After Marty 
graduated from Grand Junction High School he attended one year of college before entering the 
navy during the Korean War. (That story is told in the next chapter.)  During the time Marty was 
away Jo and Earl bought a peach orchard in Palisade, Colorado, and built a lovely new home. 
 
Jo and Earl planned their new home from the ground up.  It later became known in the area as 
The Pink House, which was quite an unusual color in those days. When Dan Shaeffer and his 
family saw it in the summer of 2004 it had been painted yellow. (Photo below)  But it still 
retained its charming character. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo wrote the following description of what she dreamed their new home in Palisade would be: 


 
The living room will be 27’ long by 13 ½’ wide.  Books, books, books strewn everywhere.  It’s 
livable, not elegant.  One extravagance I would allow myself would be beautiful furniture just the 
kind I want.  It would be mainly 18th century—it’s simple yet elegant and livable and corresponds 
to my makeup some way.  I should carpet the whole of this little cottage in a dusty pink and walls I 
would have a very delicate blue.  Drapes, defying interior decorators, would be a soft, misty, dusty 
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pink, too, similar to walls so as not to draw attention to windows but make them a part of a lovely 
whole.  It’s strange when my clothes and life do so depart from the ordinary, I would wish my 
home to not have a very unusual, striking effect, but the effect of calmness and quiet beauty.  That 
to me is what the word ‘home’ should signify. 


 
Most of the above came true.  The home was charming, made so through the efforts of both Earl 
and Jo. Earl was renowned for his beautiful peach orchard in Palisade.  During harvest time 
people would come from as far as Kansas to buy his big delicious Elberta peaches.  Several of 
the trees in the front yard were for household use only.  Earl affixed a coffee can on the end of an 
old broomstick. He would wait till the peaches were ripe enough for the table then he would take 
that stick and gently push it up under a peach.  The ripe peach would let go and its circumference 
would fill the coffee can.  Oh, how delicious!  Nothing in the world compares to tree-ripe 
Colorado peaches.  Jo would prepare wonderful peach dishes, pies, cobblers, ambrosia etc.  She 
would also can and freeze peaches for use all year long.  And all of this was accomplished while 
Jo was teaching school and taking university classes. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left: Jo and Earl on the 
hearth of their new 
home in Palisade, 
Colorado. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


 
Earl loved the orchard.  For him it was a dream-com-true to have his own peach orchard. But of 
course it was lots of work.  Marty remembered helping his dad with the weeding around the base 
of each tree, then making a circle with insecticide to prevent the ground bores from damaging the 
trees.  He said, “I can remember Dad saying, ‘Now as soon as we get to the end of the row we’ll 
stop and have a coke.’  We would work and work and when I looked up that row seemed just as 
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long.  But Dad was happy and whistling as we worked.”  Break time came too soon for Earl, but 
not soon enough for Marty. 
 
“Dad was a great mechanic, too,” said Marty.  “He could pull out a dead stump of a tree with the 
jeep, working the momentum of the jeep back and forth till the trunk broke free of it’s deep 
roots.”  Marty said he tried but was not able to do what his dad could.  “He would take those 
stumps that we dragged out of the orchard and he would saw them up by hand to burn in the 
fireplace,” explained Marty.  They also burned coal in the fireplace.  There was a small coal 
mine not far from their home.  Marty said, “We drove straight up to the Palisades to the mine, 
open a chute, fill our trailer with coal, then Dad would sign his name on a clipboard and note 
how much coal he took.”  It was an honor system that worked well for the locals.  Coal at that 
time was about $4 or $5 per ton.  “We had a fire every night and every morning,” explained 
Marty, adding that though the new house had a furnace, burning peach stumps and coal saved a 
great deal on fuel. 
 
The summer after Marty’s first year of college the Shaeffers added a large screened-in 
porch.  Earl hired a contractor to do the work on the condition that he hire Marty as a 
helper.  “He inadvertently chose my life’s career and didn’t even know it,” said Marty.  
Marty hated the farm work but loved the construction.  The only part of the peach 
business Marty enjoyed was driving boxes of harvested peaches to the co-op.  He 
explained that there would generally be a long line of trucks waiting to be unloaded and 
that the drivers would congregate in the coffee shop.  Every time one truck was unloaded, 
just one driver would go out and move all the vehicles forward one by one, thereby 
preserving the continuity 
of the social hour for the 
other drivers who would 
each take a turn at the 
move-up system. 
 
Earl never made much 
money with his orchard.  
He was generally able to 
meet his expenses, and if 
he had a bumper crop he 
could realize a modest 
gain.  But he loved it 
anyway.  
 
 
 
Right: Dan and Angela 
Shaeffer’s kids in 2004, 
left to right:  Marty, 
Christopher and Courtney, 
Jo and Earl’s great-
grandchildren. 
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Earl was afflicted with Bell’s Palsy in the late 1960’s.  It is a condition that causes the 
facial muscles to weaken or become paralyzed. It's caused by trauma to the 7th cranial 
nerve, and is not permanent, although Earl’s lasted a considerable length of time. 
 
Occasionally Earl could be coaxed to tell stories about the early days of his work with the 
telephone company.  Workers being transported by the narrow gauge railroad that runs between 
Durango and Silverton were delayed on one occasion by an especially heavy snowfall.  All able 
bodied men got out and shoveled snow from the tracks.  A run that today takes the train about 2 
½ hours took four days on that occasion.  
 
Another incident took place after the “Million Dollar Highway” was built between the towns of 
Silverton and Ouray.  Earl was driving a telephone company truck, and stopped to visit with the 
driver of a state snowplow.  He parked it just off the road on a plowed turnout of snow.  Since no 
other traffic was on the road they visited for a few minutes, but when Earl went to return to his 
truck, it was gone.  The underlying snow had given away and the truck had tumbled down the 
steep mountainside hundreds of feet below.  The company was never able to retrieve the truck in 
that rugged terrain.  In 2005 that same road is still frightening to drive in even beautiful weather! 
 
One story the family loved to tell about Earl took place in the spring of 1958 when the family 
was chalking up the educational degrees.  Jo had gone back to school to complete her Master’s 
degree, daughter Bobbie Jo also was receiving her Master’s degree, while her husband, Will, 
earned his PhD and son Marty was awarded his BS degree.  Earl, who had only completed the 
10th grade, sat back with a successful smile on his face as all the degrees were tallied up and 
remarked, “And guess who paid for it all?!?” 
 
 
 


* * * 
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Appendix B.  Remembered Lines 


 
 


 
Some lines Jo wrote for either book reviews or as drafts for letter-writing.  Looking over what 
she garnered from her great and wide knowledge of books puts a certain perspective on what she 
loved, what she thought about, what she considered important or worthy.  It really gives us a 
glimpse into the heart and mind of a great connoisseur of words and it certainly provided much 
background material for her sparkling conversation, a trait that stayed with her to the end.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Of the following quotes that Jo recorded some seem a bit obscure, but some of them are such 
gems that most of them have been included.  Some acknowledge the author, other don’t: 
 


“It lies in wait like a recurrent illness and sometimes quite unexpectedly the old familiar pain will 
surge over you.  The desperate longing will so engulf you that nothing on earth matters but the 
urgency of your need.” 
 
“My knowledge of baseball is so abysmal that it is so Marty finds teaching me uphill work.” 
 
“It’s the kind of thing they must serve in Heaven on Easter morning with God in full-dress uniform 
and the trumpets blowing.” 
 
“Though we told the truth, it was not always whole and nothing-but.” 
 
“Those whose egos are such that they are sullen and ill tempered when they are not the focus of 
attention…” 
 
“Bridge is antisocial, doncha  think?  Why is it some of the stupidest people play it with great 
éclat?” 
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Short story: “A relationship that was predicated upon love was far too delicate of composition to 
be threatened by cross purposes.  Her dignity trampled to death, her honor mutilated, she fought 
back and felt estranged from the very principles of her being.” 
 
From John Donne’s poem:  “Any man’s death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind.  
And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls.  It tolls for thee.” 
 
Oliver Wendell Holmes:  “There is always an urchin at the edge of every triumph, Wendy, to 
remind you your crown isn’t on straight.” 
 
“Changing one’s whole suit of friends leaves moments when man feels naked and shivers.” 
 
“Faith is the bird that sees the light when the dawn is still dark.” 
 
“[There is] a calmness I’ve not known for a long, long time.  I’ve striven and prayed and 
despaired with myself.  Strangest of all, that which may seem dark and disastrous is like nature’s 
child in the womb, the beginnings of the somehow and ultimate good.  [His] patter, pun and 
flattery had so little to concern itself with that it was deeply concerned in observing and criticizing 
the affairs of others. [He] studied the obvious and commented on it, arriving at a sort of petty and 
distorted conclusion… If you drank, he assumed you drank too much… charitable with all the 
uncharity of the complacent Christian.  Don’t we all cry out sometimes to go berserk by imbibing 
in malicious and cruel gossip?  Have we any right to condemn anyone for anything?” 
 
“…Loved a man grown so big and she feared to find him grown little.  He was troubled by dreams 
of strange women, by senseless lionization that eluded him, by thwarted vanities, unaccomplished 
drama, a self that felt robbed of the ambitions things that might have been.  A woman may be too 
prudishly exacting or too sweet.  She found herself filled with sudden strange pity for the man who 
had wounded her.  Performers are of all people the most dangerous and destructive.  Their 
sincerity may be so over-sincere, like many platform virtues, it becomes hum-bug.”   


 
All of the above was handwritten on the back of a large envelope postmarked 1943 in Cripple 
Creek, Colorado.  If she was getting ready for a book review, it has not been convenient to 
determine what book it was. 
 
The following quotes were noted in her scrapbook: 
 


“Mother: when she walks her clothes seem to become a part of her.  She has the litheness, the 
extraordinary grace of a magnificent thoroughbred.” 
 
“Out of a variety of pictures in my mind two tableaux stand out.  A third somewhat mischievously 
refuses to be forgotten.” 
 
“I feel so grand.  I feel like a toy balloon, a bright red one.” 
 


In the scrapbook, under the heading of “ME” she wrote: 
 


“I was sighing in my toes that day, I was so steeped.” 
“I know your head is bumping the clouds.” 
“Society with a capital S” 
“A kiss or two for my own Janey” 
“Cinderella without a God-mother” 
“My stock is going up with you.” 
“It gave me the wooley-goos.” 
“My heart ran so fast it tripped itself.” 
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“Pedigreed cur” 
“I’m dizzy in the dome cogitating backwards and forwards.” 
“My hand is so cold it’s turned to ice and I skid all over.” 
“Lois turned with a stricken ‘thou too Brutus,’ look.” 
 “Wonderful, did anything ever happen so darn pat.” 
“She slithers when she walks, she’s so snaky.” 
“I wanted to hear loud and determined protestations—a litany of ‘you must not.’” 
“It takes more baths for Marty than the Dionnes [famous quintuplets] I know.  He went swimming 
the other day and stayed in 4 hours and simply can’t see why that won’t answer for two weeks of 
baths.” 
“The answer was too bland and unnatural.” 
“My, how she did plug Florida!” 
“That would have put Robinson Crusoe to shame.” 
 “If I had been a shot like you, I think that cat Philharmonic would have been stilled forever.” 
“My fly-paper memory” 
“I’ve tried to build a wall around that memory, but sometimes memories are like ghosts that slip 
right through walls.” 
“My eyes thirstily drank in the detail.” 
 “In the mountains I realize the majesty of God.” 
“I wish I had a self sufficing, logical creed.  Just certain facts are the buttresses of my faith.” 
“Get your joy out of giving not getting. 


 
In preparation for a book review she jotted down the following notes under a page titled “Ad-
lib:” 
 


“He was so excruciatingly sensitive to the pain humans suffer in their harrowed flight across the 
earth, he could not knowingly inflict pain on others.  His cryptographical mind penetrated the 
façade of spoken words, gestures, expressions.  His evaluating apparatus was objectively hard, 
sharp and incisive.   
 
“He was a Christian by example and pretext, but by intellect, an agnostic.  His language was 
supple, vigorous, but never nervous.  Perhaps a little more appreciation by others would forestall 
his compensatory egotism and give a better hold upon perspective and sanity.  In retrospect his 
career seemed lonely, self-centered and barren.  He was tottering on the very outside edge of his 
strength.  Only by letting his emotions atrophy had he carried on.” 


 
“At this moment you see all life with more equanimity as from the top of the hill where you have 
climbed.  You can get proportions and perspective you can’t get struggling up.” 
 
“One resolve: there shall be no slow decline, but a clean cut—no raw edges to fester.  So on this 
beautiful morning, with a breaking heart, I walk out of your life.” 
 
“The secret of the great professional is that he gives service above self.” 
 
“I feel baleful at the sight of waste.” 


 
In her scrapbook of quotes Jo wrote: 
 
 Tell Bobbie Jo, don’t ever let yourself accept a substitute for what you really want in life.  
 It only brings a heartache. 
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Jo also wrote: “I don’t know what this is from:” 
 
 The things they had to say were, after all, mostly incommunicable, after the manner of past things well 
 understood… 
 
A saying of Plato:  We lose what is certain while we pursue uncertainties. 
 
A few of her notes involved books or book reviews: 
 
Gone With the Wind, by Margaret Mitchell 


“The old days had no glitter but they had a charm, a beauty, a slow paced glamour.” 
“No one can go forward with a load of aching memories.” 
“A whisper and fragrance that was Ellen.” 
“Someday it will be without tenseness, without passion, to be there just as a loved friend.” 


 
Happy the Land, by Louise Rich 


“He made a token protest.” 
“I would say he was right times two.” 
“She always sees my point of view and most of the time shares it.  You can have a certain amount 
of fun alone, anywhere, but the same things are four times as much fun if you can count on 
someone laughing at the same things you laugh at, catching your most oblique references and 
thinking the same things important or sad.” 
“You are old enough and smart enough to realize you can never recapture what you once had.  
It’s time to move on.” 


 
Past Imperfect, Joan Collins 


“One has only to look at the stars by night, on the sea to know there is a power, a rhythm 
governing the universe, complex and infinite.  “ 
“Personally I always feel nearer to the source when in the presence of a few certain people do 
seem to me to emit the divine from their personage than when in a pew being harangued from the 
pulpit, but for those who feel uplifted through a church, it’s satisfying and necessary.” 


 
Thunder in Heaven, Armine Von Tempske 


“In the final analysis he had a poor mangy soul focused on himself, on his  
personal achievements” 
“It doesn’t matter what happens to a person, but it matters a lot what they do  
about what happens.” 
“I feel as if I had come into a larger kingdom – more hours with my family, more hours to enjoy 
details of living.” 
“More than knowing, it was a nudge from God.” 
“Jam all the fun, joy and beauty possible into each day as it comes because no one can tell what 
might be ahead.” 
“Oh, God, make me brave!  Make me strong!  Make me believe no matter what, that life is 
beautiful, sound and worthwhile, and make me take whatever comes like a gentleman and a 
soldier.” 
“The success or defeat of a life depends not on what happens to you, but in what use you make of 
what happens.” 
“Your loving me has sort of loosed all the loneliness of my life.” 


 
The Human Comedy, William Saroyan 


“When you leave this school—long after you have forgotten me—I shall be watching for you in 
this world, and I shall never be startled by the good things I know you shall do.’   
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“Even though he himself did not know he had wept in his sleep, his spirit seemed hushed as the 
spirit of a man who is hushed after grief.” 
“The evil do not know they are evil and are therefore innocent.” 


 
No Hiding Place, William Seabrook 


“More of my twisted desperations” 
“You’re a good poker player, but you’re not a crook.” 
“She was average dumb” 
“Maggot-mass emerging from the subway exit” 
“Bright and fresh as paint” 
“Too dangled and deep” 
“Gold-braided doormen in the formidable and snooty glory” 
“It never mitigates the sadness of either in long retrospect to reflect that one or the other was 
more to blame.  Both had tried and both had failed.” 
“It had come out of something deeper and darker than reason and because it was unreasonable it 
couldn’t be reasoned away.” 
 


They Came To a River, Allis McKay 
“That was my youth.  I took it in both hands and spent it gloriously.  It is gone.” 
“You don’t get to know these people in a day.  Their lives run deep.” 
 “She had had enough—enough of everything.  She wanted no more of this endless unfair 
struggle—the pointless striving just to stay alive.  Let it all fall.  It would be so easy to follow Nate.  
Her work was finished—her work had been to make Nate happy.  It was finished, it did not need 
doing now and she was very tired.  There was no escape.  Life had her as inexorably as death had 
Nate.” 


 
The Little Locksmith, Katherine Butler Hathaway  


“I suffered consciously from a starved and desolate feeling, as a person must who is living on a 
diet which is very good, yet lacks one vital element that his system needs and craves.  I felt starved 
and dumb and alone, because as usual I could not speak of my suffering to anyone.” 
“It was something you simply couldn’t explain.  Its tie, its fascination, its incommunicable use 
began then the endless conversation that went on weeks, months, years. The thing that struck me 
was the loneliness of her mind…”   
“Perfection and imperfection are both included in the universe and I had good reason to make 
friends with imperfection…” 
“When anger was not able to explode it flooded my interior in a heavy, unhappy, sullen silence.” 


 
Cross Creek, Marjorie K. Rawlings 


“I do not know the irreducible minimum of happiness for any other spirit than my own…” 
“It seems to me I’ve done nothing in all my life to deserve that outhouse, but it’s not to be denied 
it does have a certain coziness—always a Monkey [Ward’s] catalog to wish along with…” 
“It was so delicious I heard angels singing in the distance…” 
“The warmth of being watched over and cared for…” 
“Life would not be the same if that small bright flame of loving devotion was put out…” 
“All of us, no matter how self-reliant, long, I think, for tenderness…” 


 
Pardon My Harvard Accent, William G. Morse 


“The man, woman or child who has met life, cruel life, knows something that one who has not met 
reality knows…” 
“They had passed the tonsil and adenoid stage…” 
“Indefinable oomph…” 
“With the expression on his face indicating that the milk of human kindness had turned sour…” 
“Her compelling gaze was meant to freeze and quell…” 
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“Sometimes I feel sure down deep in each of us is a secret shyness.  The bold child, the fresh 
salesman, the aggressive, boisterous man, each is a cover-up with every defense he can muster  
[to hide the] tender spots in himself which he cannot bear for others to see…” 


 
A Time for Silence, Andre Maurois 


“And then, too, words prolong and preserve sorrows that should have long been forgotten.  Animal nature 
forgets.  Take my own case, yes, there was a frightful tragedy in my life, but because it had always 
remained silent, it is almost foreign to me now, and now should I bring it to life a mournful dialogue 
[would ensue] between Valentine and me that would probably not end till we die.  Why torture each 
other?” 


 
Josh, Marcia Friedman 


 “His commitment simply hadn’t been great enough; he hadn’t been generous and 
understanding enough to overcome the problem posed by the situation; he hadn’t put his brother’s 
obvious need ahead of his own distaste and guilt and distress at Josh’s illness.  It demanded a 
maturity great than he possessed.  He couldn’t accept the reality of Josh’s diminished capacity.” 


 
Forty Years a Country Preacher, George B. Gilbert 
 “God seldom speaks straight to a man.  He speaks to him through people.” 
 
Biography, Jane Welsh Carlyle 


“There was a time in my own life when I felt that unless I strove against the feeling with all my 
strength and might, I should be crazed outright.  I passed through that time safely.  I was able to 
fight it out, and not to let myself go.  People can help themselves, that I am convinced of, and that 
fact is not nearly enough dwelt upon.” 
In the biography of actress, Katharine Cornell: 
“Yesterday was her 40th birthday which is like saying tulips are up in Madison Square.  She’s a 
flitter-fidget.  Her home has pictures on the wall you can look at without a slide rule, a fireplace 
that burns wood and in a corner a speck of dust which is fine and livable and Cornellian.” 
 


Where Stands a Winged Sentry, Margaret Kennedy 
“In these preposterous times the most valuable thing to have is the power of adjustment, adaptability, 
quickness to grasp and adjust to new things.” 
“She was over the moon to see him.” 
“David and I put on our tidy clothes and our most staid expressions.” 
“All virtues in human intercourse must spring from simplicity, dignity, delicacy, consideration for others, 
the power to disagree without becoming offensive and to be disagreed with without taking offense.” 
“I blew up with a wealth of dynamic vituperation which was almost pre-war.” 
“My skin crawled on my bones.” 
“It’s bad when he reads funny books, but now he’s sunk to a lower depth of imbecility and pretends he’s 
Superman.” 
“Hitler may win, but please God, we’ll give him a pounding he’ll never forget.” 
 


Alice Palmer [Possibly from Twenty Modern Americans] 
“Swift responsiveness and a kind of spendthrift generosity have ever been faults of admirable 
women.” 


“To renew myself mountains are important—their poise, solitude and freedom from affectation.” 
“I asked her a question, but she developed one of those little attacks of hurry.” 
 “A specific case of love or adoration humbles me.  Love is a present for a mighty king.” 
“When she wrote every sentence concerned just him and no one else, his family, his business, his 
perplexities, his previous falls or rise, the wisest steps by which he may now reach his ends, the 
assurance someone cares for his success and is elated over his little advances.” 


“Her abounding soul found its full delight in relieving souls of others.” 
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“You do not see a child grow from Sunday to Sunday; thus with all of us.” 
“In her the child and the woman were amusingly combined.” 
 


Immortal Ease, Kathleen Coyle 
“Marriage is so intimate.  You have to belong, beat for beat and all the rest of it or possess some 
soluble that enables you not to belong…” 
“She is the sort that has ripened with life and is full of wisdom…” 
“She is the most affected human being I have ever met, Boston gentility at its worst…” 
“She’s too delicate to touch.  Keeps putting both hands and both forefingers up to her back hair 
without touching it.  I wonder she ever gets the hairpins in—audience behavior.” 
“These children tureen around your heart and they took the taste of other people out of you 
forever.” 
 


Testament of Friendship, Vera Brittain 
“Don’t you know your love and example are to me an everlasting inspiration and support?  Don’t 
you know I understand and am always close, close to you even though we are miles apart and 
though we do not write much or often!” 
 


City of Illusion, Vardis Fisher 
“Always wore a silk hat, a splendid and an empty gentleman—laughed purringly at no matter 
what.” 
“There was a handsome fop called The Baron because he was a descendant of a British peer.  He 
affected a slouch hat, unpolished boots but he was one jump from a title and could afford to.” 
“Fred was a sly wolf of a man who was forever stumbling over his own greed.  It drove him to do 
inexplicable things—cruel and inhuman things.” 
 


Hamlet, William Shakespeare 
 “Goodnight, sweet prince, and a flight of angels sing thee to thy rest.” 
 
One must keep in mind that all of the above notes were far more abbreviated than the notes Jo 
made for a full book review.  In her files there were extensive notes amounting to many pages 
for each of the books she actually reviewed for audiences. 
 
Quotes from a financier, an unnamed gentleman, who was evidently a very good friend of Jo’s 
friend, Gertie, impressed Jo enough for her to note and quote him: 
 


“Life marches on at such a rapid rate and is so full of challenging things that must be done ‘day 
before yesterday.’” 
 
“My bedroom is monk-like in comparison—a man’s room built for utility.  Imagine me a Colorado 
hillbilly at heart, circulating in such company in a dress suit.  But it isn’t so strange after all for a 
truer line was never written than Kipling’s when he said, “Judith O’Grady and the Colonel’s lady 
are sisters under the skin.”  For this old human race after all, by and large, all respond to the 
same appeals, think the same thoughts, enjoy the same emotions, etc.  One must realize that the 
veneer of differences is a veneer after all.” 
 
“My association with the rich have convinced me of one absolute fact: the higher you go, the 
richer you become, the more responsibilities you have, the less your chance of personal happiness 
and more particularly, the lonelier you become.”   


 
Occasionally Jo would present programs that were not book reviews.  Two such were: 
 ‘The artist, Ted DeGrazia,” undated, and in February 1980 for a women’s group in Clovis:  
about Indian Jewelry, entitled  “A Lot of Soul.” 
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Jo would sometimes read or quote poems in her book presentations. The following were those 
that she saved and treasured: 
 
                  
   FAITH   
    Mildred E. Luton in the P.E.O. Record 
  “I have no faith in men,” you say. 
  No faith in men, my eye! 
  I saw you board a plane with ten 
  And ride across the sky. 
  “I have no faith in God,” you wail. 
  No faith in God, indeed! 
  Why did you dig into the sod 
  And scatter flower seed? 
               
       PERSONALITY 
     by Louise Paine Benjamin, author of  Why Men Like Us 
  Bright girls, with fascinating selves, 
  Are rarely left alone on shelves! 
  So, if you’d win romance or sable, 
  Behave this way if you are able. 
  Don’t boast or boss or tell a dream 
  (They’re pretty boring, it would seem) 
  Be cautions when you choose your jokes; 
  Laugh at yourself not other folks. 
  Be prompt, polite and don’t pursue 
  The gun-shy lad who dodges you. 
  Be neat, be sweet, by very smart, 
  Be sought, because you look the part! 
 
 
To the following was attached a note that said, “Sub [substitute teacher] sent this” 
 
                      THE HAND OF YOU  
     by Carrie Jacobs Bond 
  Sometimes when shadows cross my path 
   As shadows sometimes do, 
  I reach my hand across the mist 
   And touch the hand of you. 
  I know the sun is in the sky, 
   I know true love is true, 
  But, oh, it comforts in the dark 
   To touch the hand of you. 
  Thru all the silence of the years, 
   Thru friendship old and new 
  The dearest memory of my life— 
   I touch the hand of you. 
  So clouds and shadows come along 
   We all must have a few— 
  But thru them all, please God, let me 
   Still touch the hand of you. 
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Attached to this poem was a note that read, “Written for me by a neighbor:” 
   
  It isn’t the things you do 
  That makes you noble or grand, 
  But the spirit in which you do them 
  Is the thing that counts with man. 
 
  Just one little act of kindness 
  To some one whose lot is hard 
  Can win you a lifetime friend 
  If it really comes from your heart. 
   
  It’s the little things in life that count 
  Be it a smile, a word, or a deed 
  Will either cheer a lonely heart 
  Or make that same heart bleed. 
  
  You sometimes meet with people 
  Whom you never saw before. 
  They seem to find a place in your heart 
  Like our neighbor that lives next door. 
 
  Little deeds of thoughtfulness 
  A cheery word or a smile 
  That’s what makes us admire them 
  And really makes life worth while. 
 
  
 
                A PRAYER FOR POISE  
    by Dorothy Howard 
  Make me immune to little hurts 
   Unmindful of sharp, piercing pain, 
  Aware that others deeds and words 
   Can have no power to sting or maim 
  My spirit. So let me be constantly 
   Secure, serene, kind, loving, strong, 
  That I may live more perfectly, 
   Assured that life is good, not wrong. 
 
 
  
  FOUR DUCKS ON A POND [one of Jo’s favorites] 


    From Song Cycle Branch of Arbutus, Needham 
Four ducks on a pond 
A grass bank beyond 
A blue sky of spring 
White clouds on a wing 
What little wee things to remember with tears 
To remember for years with tears – with tears. 
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   TEARS  
     Donald Wayne Rash 


 Tears on the outside 
 Fall to the ground 
 And are slowly swept away. 
 
 Tears on the inside 
 Fall on the soul 


  And stay, and stay, and stay.            
 
  
 
 
    A WOMAN SITTING IN THE SUN 
     by Grace Noll Crowell 
  I saw her sitting in the sun 
  Beside her open door: 
  A woman with her work long done, 
  And something in the look she wore 
  Arrested me – it was so still,  
  So calm and quiet, and her eyes 
  Were cool and deep, and very wise. 
  I could not pass, my whole heart yearned 
  To know the secret she had learned. 
  I paused and watched her wistfully, 
  And glancing up, she smiled at me. 
 
  We sat together in the sun, 
  I told her my desire— 
  The fever of the days had run 
  Within my heart like fire. 
  She smiled, she said, “Child, I am old, 
  And there is little to be told, 
  Save this, I long since learned to know 
  That life is good, and if we go 
  Quietly at work or play, 
  Then there is strength for every day; 
  That if our need be small or great, 
  The help will come if we but wait.” 
  
  We sat together in the sun, 
  The woman who was very wise, 
  And I, who never shall forget 
  The words she said – her quiet eyes. 
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    A CHURCH WORKER’S PRAYER 
     author unknown 


 O Lord, I come to Thee in prayer once more, 
 But pardon that I do not kneel before 
 They gracious presence, for my knees are sore 
 With so much walking.  In my chair, instead, 
 I’ll sit at ease and humbly bow my head. 
 I’ve labored in Thy vineyard, Thou dost know; 
 I’ve sold ten tickets to the minstrel show; 
 I’ve called on fifteen strangers in our town, 
 Their contributions to our church put down; 
 I’ve baked a pot of beans for Wednesday’s spree, 
 An old-time supper it is going to be; 
 I’ve dressed three dolls, too, for our annual fair, 
 And made a cake which we must raffle there. 
 Now, with Thy boundless wisdom so sublime, 
 Thou knowest these duties all take time. 
 I have no time to fight my spirit’s foes; 
 I have no time to mend my husband’s clothes. 
 My children roam the streets from morn till night; 
 I have no time to teach them to do right; 
 But Thou, O Lord, considering my cares, 
 Will count them righteousness and heed my prayers. 
 Bless the bean supper and the minstrel show 
 And put it in the hearts of all to go. 
 Increase the contributions to our fair, 
 And bless the people who assemble there; 
 Bless Thou the grab bad and the gypsy tent, 
 The flower table and the cake that’s sent. 
 And when Thou has bestowed these blessings, then 
 We pray that Thou will bless our souls. Amen. 
  


  
 
 


  WHEN CHILDREN PRAY  [this has also been set to music] 
    Beatrice Fenner 


When children pray 
All lovely things more lovely grow to be 
All beauty more beautiful to see 
All sweetness grows more sweet 
All tenderness alike becomes more deep 
New forces stir and waken from their sleep 
 
When children pray 
All growing things rejoice 
And life’s eternal hymn grows more profound 
The love of all mankind more closely bound 
 
When children pray 
The voices of all living things are hushed 
The world in all humility draws near 
And God within His heav’n bends down to hear 
When children pray. 
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  SURPRISES 
   Esther F. Thom 
Look for the lovely little things, 
Like leaf buds on a tree, 
Gray pussy willows, 
Velvet moss, 
A brown-striped bumble bee, 
The pattern of a spider’s web, 
A robin’s egg of blue, 
Frail petals on a violet, 
One crystal bead of dew. 
 
God made delightful little things, 
And placed them all around, 
They are surprises of His love, 
How many have you found? 


 
 
 


   NOTE LEFT ON A HUSBAND’S DESK  
      Margaret Neeley 


I’m mad at you. Good-by, GOOD-BY! 
You know the cause as well as I. 
(Be sure to wear your new blue tie.) 
 
I wouldn’t change you if I could, 
For mostly you are kind and good. 
But sometimes, Dear, I THINK I would!) 
 
You have that certain stubborn streak 
That balks at truths of which I speak. 
(Today, my patience reached its peak.) 
 
Good-by, good-by FOR-EVER-MORE! 
(I’ll not be long.  Don’t lock the door.) 


 
 
One final poem saved and treasured in Jo’s scrapbook was, as she noted, given to her by Mary 
Shaeffer Thomas, Earl’s sister: 
 
   Live in the sweetness of the now and take  
   Its essence to your lips to comfort you.   
   Then, though the end may cause your heart to break,  
   Some healing balm will come along with rue. 
 
 
     * * * 
 
 
 








 149 


 
12. The Last Chapter 


 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Over twenty-two years a widow, Jo managed to live alone in her own home very well in 
most respects until she reached the age of 91.  Even then she was doing remarkably well 
as a breast cancer survivor until the day in September 1997 when she fell and broke her 
kneecap and her shoulder.  From then on it was mostly downhill until May 25, 2000, 
when she quietly passed away at home.  The precipitating event was noted in E.C.’s 
journal: 
 


October 10, 1997 
 It's been almost a month now since Nanny fell and broke her shoulder and her 
knee.  And she is still virtually helpless.  She is, however, improving.  But it's been a very 
trying time. 
 On September 13, a Saturday afternoon, she went out to get the mail, but 
coming inside she tripped on the rug beside the front door and fell.  She dragged herself 
a little way into the hall but couldn't make it to the phone.  About 20 or 30 minutes later 
Edna came by and found her on the floor.  Edna called me at the Family History Center 
library and I came immediately.  She wouldn't let Edna call 911 but as soon as I saw that 
she was indeed injured, I called 911.  Paramedics came immediately and after an ordeal, 
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got her loaded and we drove to the hospital emergency room.  Because it was a busy 
afternoon and evening, she had to be placed in the hall, awaiting x-rays.  They showed 
that the right shoulder was cracked, and that the right knee was crushed.  She was then 
put into a room to await surgery which took place the next morning, Sunday.  Fred 
Hensal was the orthopedic surgeon, someone I trust and have had experience with.  He 
did my tibia repairs after my 1990 hiking accident. 
 She did very well during surgery to repair the knee.  The shoulder was only 
cracked, so needed only a sling for her arm.  She is bruised badly all up and down her 
right side.  The anesthetic and the pain killers made her very confused mentally.  She 
hallucinated badly, almost frighteningly for several days, until we asked that she be given 
Tylenol for pain rather than the narcotics.  I guess every medicine reacts differently in a 
91 year old patient.  After 5 days in the hospital she was moved to the Retirement Ranch 
nursing center for rehabilitation.  She has now been there for three weeks. 


 
The last two and a half years of her life were not fun for her.  She had never been 
disabled in any way in her 90-plus years and this trouble came with a high cost in her 
personal freedom, her sense of independence and her social relations, which became 
severely curtailed. 
 
She spent the first week or so in the hospital recovering from the surgery which repaired 
her knee and shoulder.  Following that she resided at the Retirement Ranch of Clovis, 
adjacent to the hospital where she received physical therapy for 90 days in an effort to 
restore her mobility and capabilities.  That was only partially successful.  She was never 
again able to dress, bathe or groom herself entirely alone.  When she was able to move 
back to her own beloved home, she required round-the-clock care.   
 
She started a draft for a Thanksgiving letter in 1999: 


 
Dear family and friends, 
First and most important I want to thank all of you for your cards, food and all the kind 
things you remembered me with.  About a year ago I had an unfortunate fall which left 
me incapacitated, unable to walk or do much.  I have three girls who help me and I am 
gradually getting back to me.  The grandkids are fine and doing well. 


 
There were a number of different 
caregivers, some of whom were 
recommended by Willie May Harding, who 
specialized in providing recommendations 
for employers and employees in the 
healthcare field.  She did this free of 
charge.  Willie May spent many hours on 
the phone every day helping people find 
someone to care for their loved one or to 
help those seeking work to find a position.  
She said of Jo:  “Mrs. Shaeffer left 
beautiful memories for us to enjoy.  I tried 
to give her the best care givers, as she 
deserved the best!” 


 
Above: Edna Pollard, Clovis News Journal photo 
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Edna Pollard was among the most faithful as she spent nights with Jo throughout her last 
years.  Edna had previously helped out once a week, but after Jo’s fall, she was able to 
give assistance as needed.  Although she missed her privacy, Jo dearly loved the girls that 
helped her and were so devoted to her. 
 


 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


         Mary Jo Jones with Jo            Dorothy Bilberry 
 
Although Joanie Saiz was her first day-time helper, Mary Jo Jones and Dorothy Bilberry 
were her favorites, and stayed with her to the end.  Substitutes were necessary from time 
to time and came from Home Health Care of Clovis.  Some were more satisfactory than 
others.  Nevertheless, her most faithful companion, Patch, was with her always. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Right:  Patch’s favorite place to 
be—in Nanny’s lap! 
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Hospice services were excellent and extremely helpful through to the end—May 25, 
2000, when Jo passed away quietly at home. 
 
Long before she was debilitated by illness and broken bones, Jo wrote this:  “When death 
comes I hope I can accept it with a sense of dignity and quiet conscience. I do not want to 
eke out extra days and have them prolonged which serve no purpose that I can respect.”   
At least part of that came true for her. 
 
She had saved a poem written by her friend, Ann Murphy.  It epitomized her feelings 
about her own demise: 
 
    I’d like the memory of me 
     To be a happy one. 
    I’d like to leave an afterglow 
     Of smiles when life is done. 
    I’d like the tears of those who grieve 
     To dry before the sun 
    Of happy memories that I leave 
     When my life is done. 
 
Jo’s funeral service had been planned a year earlier.  One day she started talking about 
funerals and asked Ellen Claire if she would jot down some suggestions which included:  
Scott King to speak but NOT to give a sermon, Donald Pashke to sing the “Lord’s 
Prayer” and “Ave Maria.”  Pallbearers were to be her 4 grandsons, Bob Martin and 
Hershel Wall.  Grave dedication was to be done by Will Irwin.  All this was followed 
closely and included eulogies by John Duncan Shaeffer and Ellen Claire Shaeffer. 
 


 
 
 
 
 
  
  
 
            
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
(from the funeral 
program) 
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EULOGY -       E. C. Shaeffer 
 
It seems to me that when one gives a eulogy it helps to be able to have a pretty good 
perspective of the individual one is eulogizing. But when you’ve been so close for so 
long, like Mom and I have been, it is very difficult to see the forest for the trees.  I think I 
need to take a step back in space or time to see it all as well as I would like to. It was over 
a year ago that Mom planned her funeral and asked me to do the eulogy, but I didn’t want 
to think about it. Since Thursday I have made the following reflections: 
 
Helen Josephine Osborne was born in Denver, Colorado, the 7th of July 1906 to Dallas 
Jonathan and Mary Pearl Oak Miller Osborne.  She was the third of the Osborne’s four 
children, one boy and three girls.  The Osbornes had come west from Ohio for Jonathan’s 
health.  He had TB.  With their daughter, Alberta, the family first went to Las Vegas, 
New Mexico where their son Dallas was born. They then went to Denver where Jo and 
her younger sister, Bobbie, were born.  When Jo was just six years old, Jonathan died, 
leaving his wife and four young children.  His widow never remarried. 
 
Jo remembered her grandparents moving to Denver and living close enough to be of 
assistance to Pearl and the children.  Jo had many fond recollections of happy times spent 
with her grandmother Miller.  Quoting a conversation we taped a couple of years ago:  
“[Grandmother] loved the other kids, but she made me feel like I was her favorite.  I 
adored my grandmother who was always so sweet.  I can still see the wig she always 
wore, which I admired.” 
 
Jo attended North Denver High School where she graduated in 1924.  On January 1st, 
1925 she married Earl Martin Shaeffer.  They had met at a dance where Earl was a 
member of the band.  The newlyweds made their home in Grand Junction, Colorado, 
where their two children, Bobbie Jo and Marty were born. 
 
During the summers when the children were young they would often accompany Earl, a 
lineman for the telephone company, on his trips away from home, especially if he were 
working in the mountains.  The family would camp and fish and enjoy the out of doors.  
They camped at Glenwood Springs, at Silverton and at Aspen, which was Mom’s favorite 
spot.  One night when they were camped at Aspen, she awoke to find a porcupine on the 
woodpile next to her cot and it was staring her in the face.  She screamed and woke the 
family. Marty got a stick and sent it scampering out of the tent. Only after they were all 
safe could she laugh about it. 
 
In 1943 they moved to Cripple Creek, Colorado, where Jo cooked on a coal stove and 
filled in as occasion demanded for the telephone exchange operator.  Her free time was 
always spent reading books.  But she was a disciplined reader.  She never read a book 
unless her work was finished, and she used her reading time as a reward for completing 
her many chores.  And there were MANY chores in the Cripple Creek household, which 
had few conveniences.  Water for dishes, laundry and bathing had to be heated on a coal 
stove, and clothes were washed on a scrub board in a wash tub. 
 
Moving back to Grand Junction in 1946 the Shaeffers built their first house which 
included a number of modern conveniences.  Jo became active in a number of service and 
social organizations and was frequently in demand to give book reviews.  She became 
well known throughout the area for her mesmerizing reviews and was often booked up 
months in advance. 
 
In 1951, when her younger child started college, she did, too.  She began at Mesa 
Community College in Grand Junction and worked her way through to her masters 
degree with outstanding scholarship.  She began her teaching career as soon as she was 
certified.  She was in the classroom in some capacity for almost twenty years, beginning 
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with teaching first grade and ending with teaching college students.  As an advocate for 
literacy, she was an expert in the teaching of reading. 
 
During her teaching career she became very interested in the non-graded primary, in 
which the first three grades were divided into multiple learning layers,alowing children to 
progress as fast as they were able.  She experimented with the concept and it became very 
successful in Grand Junction.  Soon she found that her services were in demand to un-
grade the primary grades in other schools as well, and she began traveling all over the 
state, and beyond in this endeavor. 
 
She was principal of three schools in the Grand Junction School district, and in this role 
she came to the attention of the University of California.  She was offered a position with 
California State University in Fresno, where she truly enjoyed her experiences in the 
college classrooms there. 
 
A teacher’s influence has no boundaries.  You never know how widely the ripples will be 
felt.  After Mom was retired she received a call one day from a neurosurgeon from 
Seattle.  “Are you the Jo Shaeffer that taught school at Pear Park?” he asked. When she 
said she was, indeed, he then explained that he wanted express his appreciation for her 
inspiration in his young life.  She had taught him to read after his early teachers as well as 
his own mother had given up on him, saying that he would never learn to read.  Mom 
refused to accept that assessment and gave him just the push he needed to get his 
educational ball rolling. 
 
I recall that in 1995 she got a phone call from a former student that had taken some of her 
college classes.  The caller said that she, herself, was now teaching college students.  She 
said to Jo, “Not a single day goes by that I do not use the knowledge, skills and 
approaches you taught me.” 
 
Mom’s charming personality endeared her to many, and she was well beloved by her 
many, many friends, most of whom have preceded her in death.  One friend has said, 
“You couldn’t find a more sweetly tempered person.” 
 
Another friend, who served with her on the church board, said, “She was one of the 
brightest people the board ever had.” 
 
Mom was creative.  This was evidenced in her calligraphy, her clothes, her home 
decorating skills and in her self-expression generally. Her holiday greetings were 
particularly delightful.  She was talented in many areas and enjoyed and appreciated the 
creativity of others. 
 
She also was a truly great cook.  She loved trying new recipes and serving her family.  I 
think all the grandchildren will forever remember the wonderful meals she planned and 
executed.  She kept up this tradition long past the age at which one would think it 
feasible.  But she never complained.   She delighted in pleasing others with her good 
food.  And I think one of the reasons she lived so long was that she believed in eating 
nourishing, well-balanced meals, even if she was cooking for just herself. 
 
Mom was also a talented seamstress.  She loved to put together creative outfits.  She did 
embroidery, appliqué, smocking, and other handwork to enhance the garments she made 
for herself and others.  Just yesterday someone told me that Mom always looked 
beautiful, even in her advancing years, “Like a fashion model.” 
 
Mom laughed a lot.  She could laugh at herself, and she could laugh at a good joke too. 
She was socially gifted.  With advanced age, she lost some of her former abilities, but she 
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never lost her social intelligence.  Right up to the last she was sensitive to others and 
appreciative of their efforts and concerns. 
 
Helen Jo Shaeffer had a deep and abiding faith in God.  She believed in the power of 
prayer, and she prayed.  She prayed for others, particularly the ever-widening circle of 
her family.  She loved to look at photos of the great-grandchildren.  She could spend 
hours looking at photos and she loved to try and determine whose features were 
replicated in each of the new babies. 
 
Her very last Mothers Day was a time for many remembrances.  The flowers, calls and 
visits she received warmed her heart and eased her discomfort.  She especially loved the 
Collyer girls’ visit.  Their song and poem delighted her.  “I’d like to keep those kids!” 
she said. 
 
When her failing body had used up the last of its resources, she passed quietly and gently 
into “that good and final sleep.” 
 
We shall all miss her.  And her darling dog, Patch, will miss her too.  Her dog was a 
wonderful companion and comfort for Mom during her last years, and has been loyal to 
the end. 
 
For myself, I must say that she couldn’t have been a more wonderful mother-in-law.  She 
was the only mother I have had since 1965 and we became very close friends.  I am 
grateful for her example, for I have learned so much.  I have been so richly blessed by her 
faith in me, her trust in me and her love for me. 
 
I’d like to close with a quote from John Greenleaf Whittier: 
 


Yet Love will dream, and Faith will trust, 
Since He who knows our need it just 
That somehow, somewhere, meet we must... 
Who hath not learned in hours of faith, 
The truth to flesh and sense unknown, 
That Life is ever lord of Death, 
And Love can never lose its own! 


 
 
Duncan’s eulogy included the well-known scripture from Proverbs about the life of a 
good woman whose price is far above rubies.  Then he spoke about his own experience 
with his Nanny and her best traits.  He prized her loving kindness because she always had 
time for him with long, long conversations.  He said, “She loved to have us come over 
and visit and I always enjoyed talking to her.”  He admired her modesty and dignity.  
“Never one to boast or really talk about herself, she found joy and happiness in the 
accomplishments of others—her children, grandchildren and great grandchildren.”  He 
said that her quiet dignity, ennobling character, personal honor and aura of refinement 
“made her the matriarch of us all.”  Of her thriftiness and frugality he said, “This I 
believe was one of her virtues.  The acquisition of numerous material goods was simply 
not high on her priority list.”  He added, “One more trait that I loved about her was that 
she was a wonderful cook.  I remember a number of Thanksgiving dinners at her house 
with homemade bread, pies, etc.  Later on when Mom and Dad established the tradition 
of having her over every Sunday night she would sometimes contribute a dish.” 
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Prior to his remarks, Jo Ellen handed J.D. a note that read:  “Duncan, if you were 
thinking of something kind of light-hearted to say when you get up, I was just thinking 
that I will no longer have anyone to tell me I’m too thin, and I need to put on weight.  
You know, Nanny was the only one who thought I was too skinny!” 
 
After the service a lovely meal was provided for the family by the Presbyterian Church 
ladies.  Many others had brought food as well.  A general outpouring of sympathy and 
support came from many sources and was greatly appreciated. 
 
Following the funeral the entire family made the trek to Denver to place Helen Josephine 
Osborne Shaeffer in a grave beside her sweet Earl.  Crown Hill Cemetery was lovely in 
the spring and the beautiful ivory-colored roses that had graced her oak wood casket were 
still fresh for the interment.  With the strains of  “Pei Jesu,” from Andrew Lloyd 
Webber’s Requiem in the background, Will Irwin dedicated her grave.  It was a tender 
moment for all of the family to say one last “good-bye.” 
 
Book gifts to the Clovis-Carver Public Library in Jo’s memory were donated by Maurice 
& Jean Waters, Dolores Tansey, Bruce & Jerry Smith, and Lunell Winton. 
 
Gifts to the P.E.O. educational project were made in Jo’s memory by Don and Gustina 
Bonner, Geno Walker, Ruby St. Clair, Les & Jean Morrow, Tommy & Valeria Smith, 
PEO Chapter AB, PEO Chapter G and by Joy Pattison. 
 
 
Cards and letters: 
 


Jo was a lovely lady—warm, talented, delightful to be around, intelligent and with a keen 
sense of humor.  I was privileged to have her friendship.  I loved her and will miss her.  
But I will always remember the good times.  Love, Martha 
 
It didn’t seem like Thanksgiving without a card from her!  What a lady – there never will 
be anyone that can walk in her shoes – she inspired everyone she met.  Thanks!  J.D. & 
Audrey Killibrew 
 
She commented to me often about how much she loved her family and I feel blessed to 
have been her friend.  Jo was a very special lady.  I will miss her very much.  With love, 
Evelyn Kampsen 
 
We were saddened to hear about Sister Shaeffer.  She was a special lady and we are so 
grateful we had the privilege to know her.  Our prayers are with you.  May you be 
strengthened and comforted.  With much love, Lyle, Jean & Mary [Norris] 
 
Jo was one of our most treasured sisters.  We were so lucky to have her in our chapter.  
Our prayers are with you.  Chapter G of PEO 
 
We were so sad to hear of Nanny’s passing, but grateful it was sweet and peaceful.  We 
remember her with fondness.  She was a very lovely lady.  You are in our thoughts and 
prayers.  Love, Paula & Courtney [Fisher] 
 
The time I have spent with your mother has been very special to me.  I will think of her 
every time I see my curtains and go through the motions of day to day life.   Her passion 
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for life showed in the delight and interest she took in our lives.  Her advice was wise and 
insightful.  It has been more than just a job for me.  I put her advice to use as recently as 
this past Mothers Day.  I will miss her.  The memories will be a perfume and balm 
throughout the coming weeks and years, as I know they will for you.  She was a special 
person to so many and well loved.  In that respect you are so much like her.  Thank you for 
the friendship you have freely given me.  I do value it.  I know you will find comfort in the 
memories.  Thank you for letting me be a part of her life.   Mary Jo [Jones] 
 
What a blessed, impacting life your mom had.  What lay beneath was gifted!  Our deepest 
condolences,  Weldon and Marilyn [Killough] 
 
I was saddened to hear of the loss of “Nanny.” In the course of our conversation the other 
afternoon Erin mentioned that Marty’s grandmother enjoyed reading and that she had a 
nice library at home.  With that in mind, I have made a donation to the Clovis-Carver 
Public Library asking that they purchase an adult biography as well as a picture or 
chapter book for the juvenile collection in memory of the late Helen Jo “Nanny” Shaeffer.  
I hope that the chosen books in memory of Nanny will be enjoyed by everyone in Clovis 
and that they will remain a reminder of the affection in which Nanny was held.  My love to 
you all, Dolores J. Tansey 
 
With a feeling of sadness I acknowledge your message of Jo’s death…She was so modest 
and humble, she never bragged about her achievements.  Our friendship began in Boulder 
in 1960 when we were in the same class of Human Relations.  I vowed to myself I was not 
going to make any fast and lasting friendships before I went.  However, we sat next to 
each other in one large circle (21 plus the instructors) and in four weeks without trying, a 
kinship was established that lasted 40 years!  We’ve never met since that time but have 
exchanged greetings every year.  I loved her beautiful calligraphy…  We were quite 
different in many ways.  I felt like a plain Jane without pretenses and she was so pretty 
and creative—also without pretense, but just one grand lady.  At our ages (I’m 96 ½) time 
is taken care of, as our “number” comes up… May the memory of Jo influence your very 
existence.  I am glad she was my friend.  Most sincerely, Mabel Luing 
 
I remember the first time I ever saw Jo.  She was in her front yard and I remember 
thinking what an absolutely adorable looking woman she was.  Little did I know that when 
I would meet her in person, I would be so totally captivated by her—totally captivated.  I 
can truly say I have not met her equal in my lifetime.  There is only one person who would 
and does come close.  Her name is E.C…. Love Marietta [Kelt] and family. 
 
…There will always be fond memories of the years that Earl and Jo were our good 
neighbors in the Mt. Lincoln area.  Thank you for sending the obituary and the beautiful 
tribute to a beautiful woman. In gratitude and love, Bill and Helen Anderson Weaver 
 
Jo was such a blessing to know and she touched the lives of so many people.  I especially 
hold her dear to my heart.  May you find comfort in your memories and know how much 
she loved you all. Thinking of you with love and prayers, Don & Gustenia [Bonner] 
 
One final thought that seems entirely appropriate was found in Jo’s scrapbook of 


quotes.  It was taken from a story in Readers’ Digest, and perfectly describes her final 
aspect:  “In her casket she was little and light, because the great soul had gone out of 
her.” 


 
 
* * * 
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6.  Marty goes to BYU – a Miracle 


 
 
 
One of the papers Jo wrote for a graduate class in child psychology in the spring of 1965 
was entitled, “A Study of Marty.”  Actually, the paper had been written by Bobbie Jo 
Shaeffer Irwin in 1958.  When Jo was working full time as the principal of two schools 
and continuing her education in order to earn a masters’ degree, she “borrowed” and 
altered the paper which was truly more about her own life than about her daughter’s.  The 
paper describes Marty’s school experiences, though perhaps in somewhat exaggerated 
terms. 
 
She wrote: 
 


I have centered this study of emotionally disturbed children on Marty, a child who during 
the first grade began withdrawing, hating school and teacher and not learning. I have 
been in close contact with this child for thirty-three years, watched him grow from a 
withdrawn, highly sensitive little boy into a belligerent, aggressive, somewhat hostile 
adolescent, into a mature, happy, well-adjusted adult.  It was this child’s problems … 
that stimulated [me] to start college at forty-two in order to help children like him.  
Marty is my son, my youngest child.     
 
Marty’s rate of maturation was slow.  He was earlier to sit up, crawl and walk than 
average, but refused to say a word until [age] three when he startled the whole family by 
saying, “Mama, I got a good idea.”  He refused absolutely to eat a bite of food unless he 
was at home in his own chair.  If the family had to eat in a restaurant, Marty would spend 
the whole time making a repugnant hissing noise. 
 
Marty was about twelve months old when his father 
teasingly remarked to him one day when he was 
taking his bottle, “You’re a baby having to swig that 
old bottle – tut, tut!”  The baby would never accept 
his bottle again.  Toilet training was accomplished 
very quickly, very easily at about thirteen months 
with a remark something like this, “You’re a big 
fellow now.  Let’s use the potty from now on.”  In 
retrospect his almost effortless training concerns me 
as it certainly portrays a child too vulnerable to an 
adult’s displeasure, tone of voice, or to say the least, 
a highly sensitized child.  He would never go the 
bathroom except on his own potty chair, so that if a 
trip were in the offing the chair would have to be 
taken along.  He was an apparently happy little boy, 
but terribly sensitive to change.  [He] adored his 
older sister who ignored him, or was overly hateful 
due to her sibling jealousy of the blue-eyed blonde 
baby brother.  These are some of the unique things I 
remember about Marty before he went to school.  
First, his stronger than average tie with the familiar 
and [second] his slow maturation. 
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His was a late August birthday and 
unfortunately he started school in September.  
If only his parents had known then what they 
now know, he would not have been started to 
school for another year.  They felt he was too 
immature to start, but were assured by the 
principal that boys were always more 
immature than girls, and that it would hurt 
Marty’s pride if he were kept out of school 
until he was seven… He didn’t  feel accepted 
or emotionally secure in his school 
environment for the first grade teacher, 
instead of accepting Marty as Marty, tried to 
spur him on by constantly comparing him to 
his sister who could color neater, could sit 
still longer, could write plainer, could read 
better… This child’s self-image was destroyed 
in the first grade… Marty’s first grade 
teacher was satisfactory with the well 
adjusted, good average student.  She couldn’t 
stand those who were slow and grew sarcastic 
and rejecting.  When she rejected Marty he 
grew more naughty.  He would strike the child 
sitting next to him for no apparent reason.  
This started the vicious circle.  Dorothy 
Baruch’s book on discipline has as the main 
thesis that a child acts naughty because he 
feels naughty….His feelings are the cause, his 


actions the result. (Dorothy Baruch, New Ways in Discipline, New York: McGraw Hill, 
1949) 
 
…Marty’s first teacher did everything possible to hinder and destroy his ego power.  She 
did this so effectively that he went on to the second grade not reading, with a poor 
number base, and what’s more important a low self concept… In the second grade Marty 
was still in the shadow of his sister, by 
this time he, too, believed that he could 
not do the work.  “I’m not smart like 
Bobbie Jo, I’m dumb, Mother.”  He gave 
up… and for the most part sat quietly 
and escaped the classroom in fantasy… 
Fortunately, Marty did not use his 
dream world except in school.  He was 
an active outdoor boy, loved to fish and 
did achieve success here.     
 
Marty’s parents were aware at the end 
of the fourth grade that drastic steps had 
to be taken to build Marty’s self esteem.  
First they decided to remove him from 
his sister’s school and put him in a new 
school.  Secondly, they decided to put 
him back into the fourth grade to see if 
he couldn’t gain some of the skills he so 
lacked which would mean success or 
failure in future school years. Thirdly,  
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they had a family conference to see if they couldn’t all agree (mostly for his sister’s 
benefit) to give as much praise as possible for all things Marty did even slightly well and 
to limit criticism to rare positive suggestion.  There was a blow to Marty’s inadequate 
ego to be back in the fourth grade, but this was smoothed over by a lie which was that 
Marty had been started in school when he was five and not six years old; so now he was 
really only eight and not nine years old.  This lie was justified at the time for it soothed 
this damaged ego.  It was hoped that by the time Marty discovered this lie his ego would 
be strong enough to take it, and to understand the reason behind it.  However, during 
that second year in the fourth grade Marty was home with mumps and some way read his 
birth certificate and discovered the lie.  Two outstanding mistakes were made here.  
First, the lie did not work and caused more hurt than the truth would have originally.  
Secondly, Marty should have been retained not in the fourth year, but the first or second 
year.  By the time he was in the fourth grade too much resistance had been built, too 
strong a pattern of failure and a self-concept that he was just stupid.  “Emotionally 
disturbed children are hampered in learning; their feelings block their abilities and 
school is for most of them a frustrating anxious realization of inadequacy.” (Leonard 
Kornberg, A Class for Disturbed Children, New York: Columbia Univ., 1955, p. 10) 
 
Marty’s intermediate years went on in the same vein with only the break of completely 
happy and free summers.  The family always spent three months in the high mountains 
and was almost isolated except for the immediate family.  Hours were spent rock hunting, 
fishing and exploring old mining camps as well as hours spent listening to books being 
read by the mother.  Marty had amazing powers of concentration during these times and 
an exceptional memory for details.  He was almost a non-reader, so these sessions 
opened up a new world for him.  It was hoped that this would kindle the urge to learn to 
read, but it was not successful.  Incidentally the first book Marty ever read alone and 
without being forced was Crime & Punishment [Dostoyevsky] when he was aboard an 
ammunition ship outside Korea.  This was some accomplishment for the very poor reader 
he was!  Clark E. Moustakas in Children in Play Therapy  (New York: McGraw Hill, 
1953) p. 204-6 says that some of the means to help children gain emotional insights “are 
listening, conveying understanding, and providing opportunities for free emotional 
expression…Children become wonderfully alive when they are listened to, understood 
and accepted.”  These summers free of the 
conflict of school gave Marty just such an 
opportunity.  They did much to make the next 
year bearable.  He always returned in the fall 
full of hope, only after October to fall back 
into his withdrawn behavior.  
 
When Marty was in junior high his father 
[was] transferred to a mining camp high in 
the mountains.  This isolated town lived, ate 
and slept basketball.  Since Marty was tall 
the coach worked hard with him so that he 
would really be good material by the time he 
was in high school.  This did help Marty’s 
self esteem to a point where much of his 
hostility was gone.  By the time Marty was 
ready for high school his father was 
transferred again. Marty was well trained in 
basketball and was outstanding enough to be 
[included] on the first team of the larger high 
school [in Grand Junction 
 
That year the basketball team won most of its 
games and was going to the state playoff in 
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Denver.  Everyone was under threat, the coach, players and even the parents.  However, 
when the coach saw Marty smoking at the corner drug store he put him off the basketball 
floor at practice, took his suit and gave it to another player.  He said that the boys had 
been told that if they broke training they couldn’t go to Denver.  Here was one broken 
child, and I might add, one sick family… His father went to the principal who called the 
coach.  The coach explained that he was sorry, but that word had come to him that the 
whole team was smoking and that Marty’s father must admit that it had to be stopped.  
He had used Marty as an example for Marty was the least valuable player.  It had worked 
beautifully: the team had come around.  If Marty’s father insisted he would put Marty 
back on the team.  Of course, his father did not insist for the damage had been done, the 
suit gone and the team doing beautifully without one sick boy.  The team went on to 
victory, the school and the town went wild with joy – except one household.  Marty never 
returned to a basketball floor again, even though he had the opportunity in another 
school. [Marty says that is not true.  He did continue to play basketball when they 
returned to Grand Junction and he played a lot of intramural basketball in college.] 
(Dorothy Baruch, op. cit. says that:) “You seldom remember what you are punished for, 
but you remember the punishment.” 


   
Marty’s parents explained to 
him the night he graduated 
from high school that they 
would make it possible for him 
to go to college, but they would 
not pull him through.  It was 
all right with them if he 
decided not to go.  Marty was 
sincerely shocked that his 
parents had entertained the 
thought that he might not go to 
college.  It was not easy to get 
a boy into college who rated 
thirty-fourth from the bottom 
in a class of over two hundred.  
After many unsuccessful 
attempts [to get him into a 
college] the registrar of 
Brigham Young University 
answered a desperate mother 
with this, “We are not 
interested in your son’s 
grades, we are interested in 
your son.”  And they were!   
 
… With their guidance and his 
hard work he made it through 
the first year with confidence 
enough to get him through four 
hard years in the navy.  He 
returned and graduated from 
[Brigham Young] University 
and now is a young father and 
successful young business man.  Somebody cared! 
 


Jo got an A on the foregoing paper.  Her professor wrote: “This is a wonderful report.  As 
in a painting each brush stroke counts and carries a meaning.  Your picture of Marty has 
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real meaning since it concerns the inner world of a child and the affect of this on learning.  
It has deep roots!” 
 
Just a note about Marty’s education:  It wasn’t as bad as Jo’s paper would have one 
believe.  When the family lived in Cripple Creek, Colorado, Jo and Earl received this 
letter from the superintendent of schools: 
 


 February 7, 1944 
 Dear Mr. and Mrs. Shaeffer: 
 
Marty ranked the highest in an arithmetic test that I gave last month.  He did especially 
well and is progressing splendidly and did eleven problems right out of fifteen that I 
gave.  I want to congratulate you on the fine work done by your son and I want you to 
know what a fine boy your son really is. 
 
Thanks many times for your fine cooperation. 
 Sincerely yours, 
 Leslie Wilkinson, Supt. of Schools 


 
 


The real story behind Marty’s being 
accepted at Brigham Young University 
was this (as told to the writer in 2004): 
Marty and a friend, also from Grand 
Junction, rode the train over to Salt 
Lake City and took the entrance exam 
at the University of Utah.   
 
After the test they walked downtown 
and, as he recalled, they were not far 
from Temple Square when “just out of 
the blue this fellow started talking to 
us.”  Marty remembered very clearly 
that he told them to go down to Provo 
and go see a certain person, a friend of 
his, in the administration building at 
BYU whose name he wrote on a piece 
of paper, handing it to the boys.  They 


then boarded the train, got off in Provo, walked up to the administration building and 
found the person whose name had been given them.  They were both welcomed with 
open arms and registered as students.   But Marty has always regarded it as a kind of 
miracle that at a critical juncture in his life a stranger intervened, setting his feet on a path 
that led to success and happiness. 
 
At BYU Marty lived at Wymount Village, temporary dorms that housed many returning 
servicemen, and later became Married Housing until new quarters were built.  The 
university was growing fast and had the same challenges as did all the colleges with the 
influx of students after WWII taking advantage of the GI Bill which provided student 
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financial aid.  Marty enjoyed college life, did reasonably well and played a lot of 
intramural basketball. 
 
After one year at Brigham Young University, Marty enlisted in the U.S. Navy.  His draft 
number was coming up and he would have been called into the army.  Remembering 
what he had heard about the army versus the navy while living in Cripple Creek, he chose 
the navy.  Marty’s first tour of duty was aboard the U.S.S. Virgo, an ammunition 
transport ship.  However, his four-year tour of duty during the Korean War was spent 
mostly in the submarine service where he earned the rank of Chief Petty Officer.  He 
became a skilled navigator aboard the U.S.S. Razorback, which is now a naval museum 
in the City of North Little Rock, Arkansas. At the end of the Korean War the submarine 
was sold to the nation of Turkey. Then in 2004 it was acquired by a group in Arkansas 
and became the Arkansas Inland Maritime Museum (http://www.northlr.org/maritime-
museum/). 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


     Aboard the transport ship     Signalman 
 


 USO dance in Japan     Submariners 
 
 
Jo and Earl were never at ease about their son’s service in the Navy.  They were fully 
patriotic, but WWII was too recent in their memories.  They joined him once when he 
was on leave in San Francisco, and they came to San Diego for his mustering out 
ceremony in 1955. 







 65 


Marty returned to Brigham Young University in the fall of 1955 to resume his studies.  
He changed his major from engineering to industrial management when he realized that 
he would enjoy business a lot more than engineering. 
 
While skiing at 
Alta one cold 
Saturday in 1956 
Marty met Ellen 
Claire Weaver, a 
BYU co-ed who 
hailed from 
Chicago.  A 
courtship ensued 
and they were 
married August 
20, 1957 in the 
new Los Angeles, 
California temple 
of the Church of 
Jesus Christ of 
Latter-day Saints. 
 
Following their 
marriage, Marty 
finished his last 
year at Brigham 
Young University 
while E.C. taught 
4th grade at 
Wasatch 
Elementary School 
in Provo.  Their 
dear friends, Dick 
and Vernadeen 
Vetterli lived next 
door and the two 
couples, who had 
often double-dated 
prior to their 
marriages, 
continued to do so afterwards as well.  Both husbands were finishing their education, 
both wives were teaching school, having earned their degrees in 1957. 
 
By 1959 Jo and Earl had many reasons to be proud of their son, Marty.  He had finished 
college, had married and started a family of his own when he took a job with the 
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telephone company in Albuquerque, New Mexico.  On December 11th of that year Ellen 
Claire gave birth to their first child, a son named Earl Martin Shaeffer III.   
 
Only months before, on July 22, 1959, Bobbie Jo had given birth to her third and last 
child, a daughter named Elizabeth Jo Irwin.  For the senior Shaeffers, the year ended with 
a celebration of their now four grandchildren. 
 
Marty’s job with the telephone company came after a short career, to be later resumed, in 
the building business.  Doug Dana of Dana Homes in Phoenix had hired Marty to build 
several large custom homes in Albuquerque.   Marty had attended Arizona State 
University for one semester of graduate work, then went to work for Dana.  E. C. taught 
third grade at the Rose Lane Elementary School in central Phoenix, riding her bicycle to 
school each day while Marty drove to Tempe, the same university where his son, J. 
Duncan Shaeffer now teaches.  
 


Jo kept a copy of the talk Marty gave as a 
presentation to the marketing department 
of the Mountain States Telephone and 
Telegraph Co.’s Albuquerque district 
conference July 10, 1961.  In it he said: 


 
This may sound ridiculous, but work can 
be fun.  The only real reward that life 
can offer is the thrill of achievement and 
the place that achievement amounts the 
most is on the job.  Remember!  Nothing 
you do will be quite as exciting as a well 
earned promotion.  The good salesman is 
the one who does a better job of 
reaching the minds of others. 
 
The greatest salesmen I know have a 
warm and human understanding of what 
their product will do for the other fellow, 
and they have ideas.  If they don’t have 
ideas they go out and get them from 
someone who does.  Very few people are 
naturally expert at this type of human 
relations, but like any other skill it can 
be learned and improved amazingly by 
practice, and it automatically pays off in 
greater sales and greater happiness on 
the job. 
 
 


* * *  





