After the trip to EI Paso for Era's funeral (April 4), I began thinking
about pictures of the brothers and sisters that I have displayed in the
Sharpley memorabilia bedroom in my house and decided to see if I could
get copies of them for everyone in the family.
Some may already have
them, or have better pictures, but I thought I would send these along. Since
this is mainly for the generation below ours, it occurred to me that you
might like some memories as well, so that is what I am sending, my
memories of us all. If the different brothers and sisters who are left were to
write their melnories, they would surely be different, but the ball is in their
respective courts for that. These are mine, off the top of my head and
before I get too old to write them down.
Before I begin, I might say, our trip to EI Paso was a wonderful family
experience. We, the four siblings flew in an out on the same day. We all got
there within an hour of each other on Monday morning.
Rob and Sharon
had arranged for us to eat breakfast at the airport hotel.
Lillard and Sara
met us there; and Frank, the only cousin who could come, got in soon after
we arrived. That was the beginning of our day of celebration of Era Chloe's
life.
It was not a sad time for we were all glad that she was, as Lillard
pointed out, "at peace at last."
We remembered
so many good times
together.
And it was such a great time to be re-introduced to Sara, Rob and
Sharon, and Lillard. If there had been more of us there, we could not have
done that, so in some ways it was good that-there were only nine of us. Of
course there were many friends who were at the funeral service, but just
nine relatives.
It was pleasant to be in their tittle city' and their church and their
home. After the service and a lovely noon meal ,at the church we went to
their home and sat and visited awhile longer. This was a very, very special
time for us all.
And so it will be from this time on. It will come our time to go and we
will gather and reminisce and give another back to the God we all came to
know when we were growing up in Emhouse and Corsicana. What a great
heritage we have. Most of you appreciate Mama and Daddy just like we do,
but it never hurts to reiterate how great they were and how blessed we are
to have been apart of the eight! You who are to carryon the Sharpley name
and tradlttons are fortunate indeed.
Best love to you all,

What can I say about Mama and Daddy that you do not already know?
They were pillars; they were a "matched set." Now, that might strike you
funny but it is true.' They were matched in God's eyes, He joined them
together. They were matched in our eyes, too, as we saw them work and
live and love together for sixty-eight years? Funny the things we remember.
I can hear Mama say, "I am not going to clean that oven, the next woman
Sweet brings in here can clean the oven." Well. that was ok, the oven
cooked pretty well without being cleaned, or it wore out and we got a new
one! The first time we ever had an electric stove was pretty exciting. So
was our first electric refrigerator, and that first electric washer with the
ringer.
Gee what a difference that made. After Mama started sewing for the public,
there in the big double doorway of the living room at 608 West Seventh, she
would often say to Daddy as he sat in his rocker near by, "Sweet, come kiss
me." And he always got up and came around the machine with his crooked
little grin and did just that.
Mama and Daddy had a work ethiC that could not be beat. Ruth is
perhaps the only one left who might remember living in Emhouse and Daddy
being a farmer, but from my earliest memory, Daddy drove a produce truck,
mostly from Corsicana to Dallas and to Houston. I guess he would go to
Dallas and load-up, then go to Houston the next day to deliver what he
loaded. He was gone in that truck from early till late. WW II got the trucking
business, but it didn't get Daddy. For a while he worked as a policeman,
downtown foot patrol. Soon he got his first service station and that is what
most of you remember, especially his downtown Humble Station near the
post office and the newspaper office. Being so close to the newspaper
influenced him to take a rural paper route when he finally retired. A lot of
you have made those routes with him when we would come to visit.
Of course, Mama's work was at home and it was never finished. We
were never all eight home at once. Willie Sue was married and had a baby,
Mary Ellen, twelve days before Ben was born. However, if anything, that
made the workload heavier. No Sue to help with the twins.
As long as I can remember, Monday was washday. My first memories
of the wash were when Mama did it in a wash pot over a wood fire out in the
back yard. Two tubs with cold water were there beside the pot to rinse and
ring out and then hang on the line.
There was a rub-board there
somewhere, but I am not sure where it fit in, maybe in the first rinse, surely
not in the boiling pot! Maybe there were three tubs, but I am sure there was
bluing in the last rinse, I am sure of that. Every day had its special
responsibility, but I don't remember what they all were. I do remember that
Friday Mama cleaned house. When I was old enough for the responsibility, I
dusted.
However, no matter what the day, there was always food to
prepare and beds to be made and the day-to-day jobs that always got done!
We all remember fondly the food Mama would prepare. To say it was
good is totally inadequate; everything from red beans & cornbread to fried
chicken and chocolate pie was always the best, for Danny's sake, we must
include chicken & dumplings. Wonderful, wonderful memories of wonderful,
wonderful parents!

Addendum
Dear Hearts, this did not turn out to be easy at all, mainly because I
kept revising. Every time I tried to reread and correct errors, I ended up with
more errors or changing something. I finally decided this is it, mistakes and
all. Anything that is wrong, you will just have to forgive and know that I
meant well. Also, there is so much more I would have liked to mention about
individuals, but I was trying hard for one page for each. So anything about
your mother or dad that you would like added, do feel free to do so, but I
warn you, IT IS NOT EASY.
Since I do have a little more room on this page, I will add a memory or
two. There is nQthing mentioned about Daddy's family. It was quite a large
family and Daddy was the baby. Grandpa and Grandma Sharpley were very
well thought of in Emhouse. Their house was across the street from the
Baptist church, but they were Methodists. Mama and Daddy lived with them
in their early-married days. Mama told wonderful stories of Grandma's
religious experiences.
Grandma died before we were born so I never did know her, but Mama
certainly regarded her highly and I am sure her influence in Mama's life was
profound. Some years after she died Grandpa went to some big Methodist
/" conference (I don't remember where) and when he came home he had found
a new lady. Mrs. Gracy is the Grandma that I knew. Grandpa always called
her Mrs. Gracy, even after they married, so we called her Grandma Gracy.
Course Mama's parents were Baptist, although I don't ever remember
Papa O'Neal ever going to church. Something happened along the way that
turned him off where the church was concerned. Sad, but that happens often.
Baw was very, very faithful and was an adult Sunday school teacher. Some of
my most steadfast theology came from sitting at her knee when she studied
her lesson. Her belief about the second 'coming of Jesus was especially unique
and good. She said, "the second coming is when Jesus comes for each of us
individually." There will be another when Jesus comes in the clouds, but the
second one is an individual thing, unless we are still here and are ruptured!
To me this makes death a thing to look forward too. Jesus will come and take
me by the hand and I will go to be with him for all eternity. Awesome
concept!
Hey, I am about to fill another page, so this will just have to do.
It has been fun to think of all of you as I have done this, so I hope you
will accept it as my labor of love to each one of you.
God Bless!

Baw and The Second Coming of Christ

/

When I was a little girl, one summer I was visiting my
grandmother out in the country. I called her Baw. She
dipped snuff, but despite that she was a wonderful
Christian lady and I loved her dearly. One morning we
were sitting out on her front porch while she studied her
Sunday school lesson, she was a teacher. The lesson had
something .•to do with the Second Coming of Christ for I
remember very distinctly her telling me that she believed
the second coming was when Jesus came to get the
individual Christian. What a powerful concept that was to
me, and it stuck. Now I know that there will be a rapture
and all those good things that are told about in scripture,
but I truly believe that Baw was right and that for each of
us there is that second coming when Jesus comes
personally to take us home to be with him. It may be on
a bright sunshiny day or in the dead of night, but when
he comes we will see that wonderful light and the clouds
parting for him to come and take us to be with him. I do
look forward to that and know that you do too.

