Plump little Arabell and the boys had all the good looks,
while little Emma took right to books,
with them and her crochet kept always busy,
never playing with kittens like foolish Lizzie.
But she laid the foundation then for a useful life and
was never fooled into being any man's wife.
 

Irving a lad quite  thoughtful and good,
as he grew up, learned a trade, as every boy should.
This house stands today like a monument tall.
From its chimney top down to a good cellar wall.
Shows the work was done through watchful care,
and his money though little, he freely did share.
to make a home comfortable, cozy and neat.
And through diligent labor, saw it at last complete.
 

As the page of time, we now turn back,
the events come up along memory's track.
We think of Grandpa and all the rest,
who are numbered now among the blest.
For the good book says right-blessed are those,
Who die in the Lord, and that fact doth to us much comfort afford.
And we are glad that to them such a life we can record.
 

The old red house in fancy we see once more.
With its home like appearance and white front door.
Where roses did blossom, with fragrance rare,
and the old hatchway, with its broad upper stair,
What fun it was on the old banking to run;
To climb that old fence, warped with rain and the sun.
 

What a play house neat, in the garden corner we had.
With no thought of care our young lives to make sad.
What mud cakes and pies Miss Sarah did make,
While Lizzie and Cousin Minnie, would freely partake.
But of course it was simply a mere pretention.
Of their goodness indeed they would often make mention.
 

Young Charlie like all boys was brim full of pranks.
He would spoil all the pies, and get all the spanks;
from Sarah the older by several years,
he done lots of crying without many tears.
 

The swing in that old apple tree was so nice.
Which father condemned, but with mother's advise;
He managed to put up again and again,
Though he scoldingly said it took every chain,
But alas how all things change summertime has come again.
And our pies we make with flour,
and the apple tree so sour is now in ashes made,
Not a trace doth now appear
And though you may think it very queer;
The old home seems the best, but time will not let us rest.
 

Onward ever is the motto, in the march of life below;
Whatever thought and labor, on our homes we here bestow.
Changed they must in time become,
Each and all and every one.
 

    Here is another one written by one of Mary Ann Morhous's children on their mother's birthday, June 16 1900.
 

Dear Mother, and Sisters, neighbors and friends,
We welcome you here with hearty good cheer;
A seventy ninth birthday should not be past by,
And to fittingly celebrate it now we will try,
We wish you many happy returns of this day
And I am sure that all echo the words that I say.
 

Many seasons have past and fled.
Since pretty Mary Barton was wed,
To the man of her choice
And with timid voice promised to be a faithful wife
a help-mate along the journey of life.
To Charles B. Morhous of Will borough town.
a man who was good, though of no great renown.
 

The years did come, and they did go
As years are very apt to do
And babies too, as you all know along quite fast,
Until at last they numbered up to seven,
All on earth, not one in heaven.
 

That number was unbroken for many years.
Until o'er the land cruel war did come. ( Lyman D. died in 1862 in Fort Monroe, VA during Civil war)
And took from their midst the oldest son.
A noble youth like many another.
Never came back to home, friends, or mother.
But his life we will cherish in memory sweet.
Hoping at last with him in Heaven to meet.
In all chains of friendship methinks
There are always found some missing links.
Why it is so God only knows.
And we will trust it to him, until life's close.
Hoping when this life is o'er
To find it unbroken on the other shore.
 

Father's opinion of all men was quaint but true
And will apply here in this review.
Of events and happenings of long ago
When asked about a minister.
