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I REMEMBER GRANDMA 
By Norma Arlene Macklin 
Times were hard in 1937 when I was born. It was not uncommon for several families 
to live together just to make ends meet. My parents and sister Ernestine, along with 

Grandma Frey, were all living with Arthur and Edna Mae (my uncle and 
aunt). They all pitched in, taking turns as to who would buy groceries, 
who would pay the rent, who would pay the utilities, etc. They must have 
been pretty flexible and understanding because they made it work.


It was a hot night in August, during a Kansas thunderstorm, with torrential 
rains running through the ditches when the doctor arrived the night I was 
born.  I am told he came into the house, cursing the fact that his 
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expensive shoes were covered with mud and his clothes drenched by the pouring rain.  You have to 
understand that this doctor was extremely particular about the way he looked and dressed.  So, I 
guess we didn’t get off to a great start but you could say I came in with a bang!  Then there was the 
issue of choosing a name for me. Mother wanted to name me “Norma” after 

movie star, Norma Scherer.  Grandma hated that 
name and said she would never call me by that 
name if they chose it.  Well, obviously, mother won 
that one, but she said grandma always just called 
me “Baby” for quite some time.


Since I was quite young during the time we spent 
living at Arthur and Edna Mae’s, I can’t say I actually 
remember much about life there.  But there is one 
person I will always remember - my Grandma Frey.  
When I was five years old we moved to our own 
place at 405 W. Kaskaskia in Paola. This is where I 
grew up and my parents lived the rest of their lives.  
We were only a few blocks away from grandma so we were fortunate 
to still be able to visit her.  She was down to earth, often seen in her 
homemade dresses and aprons.  She always greeted us with a smile 
and a “hello” with a soft German accent.


Going to visit grandma was always special.  We knew she would have something good for us to eat 
and a story or two to tell, sometimes about her life in the “Old Country”.  Or, I remember many times 
watering her pansies with a bucket of water and a small 

cup.  She always said “they 
don’t need much, just a 
little drink”.  The only toys 
she had there were ones 
she made.  One of my 
favorite things was a 
cardboard jumping jack 
which I still have today.  In 
the winter we all got 
woolen mittens which she 
had knitted.  We walked by 
her house every day on our 

way to and from school and many times we looked up and 
heard a little knock on the steam covered windows.  That 
was our signal to come inside.  It felt good to walk into the 
warm house and take in the wonderful aroma coming from 
the kitchen.  It was usually warm rye bread or her wonderful 
white bread with sugar on top, but she also baked many 
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other delicious things.  As we hurried home we could smell the 
aroma and feel the warmth and could hardly wait to bite into it.


When I was 7 years old my parents bough me a guitar.  I learned to 
play with the capable guidance of Uncle Arthur.  He played many 
musical instruments and was always willing to teach anyone who 
wanted his expert help.  When I started playing, my small fingers 
were tender and blistered.  But he said “don’t quit.  You have to stay 
with it until your fingers are calloused”.  Sometimes other family 
members and friends joined in and we even made a few recordings 
(strictly home variety).  He was a great motivator and had me 
convinced that if I practiced enough, I could one day play like Chet 
Atkins.


I can’t forget to tell you about one of my very favorite Christmas 
memories - our annual shopping trip to downtown Kansas City.  Dad made the 45 mile drive from 
Paola and dropped mom, my sisters and me off on the corner and said he would pick us up late 
afternoon.  We shopped at all the large department stores, Macy’s, Emery Byrd Thayer, Klein’s and 
Jones Store.  I especially remember the elaborate window displays with animated ice skaters, 
carolers and beautiful winter scenery.  There was a crowd glued to the windows as they watched in 
awe.


Another Christmas favorite was Christmas Eve with Grandma and all 
the family.  Most of my family lived in Paola and attended the same 
Lutheran church and school so there was quite a bunch of us.  We 
started the evening by attending the children’s Christmas service.  I 
can still smell the pine scent of the tall, beautifully lit and decorated 
tree.  The organ was playing Christmas carols and all the kids were 
practicing in their head their “piece” (or what was our part) we would 
say in the program.  We were so afraid that we might forget what to 
say.  As we left the church, an usher gave each of the children a bag 
of Christmas candy, nuts and, usually an orange or apple.


And then it was off to grandma’s.  Everyone was invited to join in 
singing carols.  Several family members had musical talent so we 
had a variety of instruments being played.  Piano, guitars, violin, 
mandolin and sometimes even a French harp.  Uncle Arthur’s house 
was always filled with music.  And all of us, young and old, joined in 
to celebrate that special night.


When I was four years old it was decided that it was time to have my tonsils out.  There was no 
hospital or medical staff back then, only the doctor and his nurse.  Mother and I went in a taxi and 
the nurse helped carry me up the stairs, to the second floor of the doctor’s office.  He administered 
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the anesthetic, did the surgery, monitored the recovery and then sent us home in a taxi.  He also 
kept an ample supply of medications in his office which he dispensed if he thought it was needed.  
It was cheaper and a whole lot more convenient.


So, now when I sit at grandma’s big, round table (which is now in our 
kitchen) it brings back many wonderful memories.  When I look at 
the different types of wood it is made of, I wonder if some of our 
ancestors might have made it, perhaps from trees or scraps of wood 
laying around their property.  And I wonder how long it has been in 
the family and how many people have enjoyed a meal with grandma, 
sitting around that table.  The old table shows the scratches and 
marks of time, but to me they are another link to our past and the 
memories of grandma sitting there by me.


I never learned German but I do remember one little prayer Grandma 
taught me in German.  It goes like:


	 Ich bin klein


	 mein Herz ist rein


	 dass niemand drin wohne


	 als Jesus allein


In English:


	 I am small


	 My heart is pure


	 No one shall live there


	 But Jesus alone


Thank you grandma for your love and the gifts of faith, wisdom, 
compassion, thankfulness, humility, and so many others you taught 
us.  Your memory will be forever tucked away in our hearts and we 
will still feel you are with us when we look at your picture or sit 
around the old table.  What a beautiful lady you were.


I will always say “I remember Grandma Frey”.
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