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 CIRCUS DAY at Orchard at Tucker  
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Vanessa & 
HN at the 

kissing 
booth! 

Donna  
enjoying 

some  
cotton 
candy! 

Vanessa ducked 
out on the patio 

for a game! 

DJ burning off 
those carnival fun 

foods!  
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 CIRCUS DAY at Orchard at Tucker  

Phyllis 
watching 

Mercy make   
cotton 
candy! 

Claude enjoying a 
snow cone before the 

games begin! 

Cecil & DJ trying their 
hands at ball toss!   



      
This is the first of a series of excerpts from the book, “Remembering the Past” by resident Allene Hon-
eycutt as she approaches her 100th birthday, March 22, 2013, used with her permission.  

 
 I was born on March 22, 1913 to Saphmonia Elizabeth Penny Turlington and William Henderson 
Turlington.  I was the youngest of 15 children (one set of twins). I came into the world at 11 p.m. on a 
cold and rainy Saturday. Our home was on a farm halfway between Raleigh and Fayette, N.C.  Our home 
was known as the Half-Way House where the stage stopped and riders would be refreshed.  For many 
years the family farmed a large area, and my father also served as the deputy sheriff and later sheriff of the 
county. 
 The twins, Hilma and Hilton, were born nearly two years ahead of me. They were very close to 
each other and I often felt left out. Once I asked an older brother if I wasn’t the most unwanted baby ever 
and he said I was really wanted and loved. I still cannot understand the 15th child being welcomed! We 
had a good life, but a hard life. We had excellent parents, and the older sisters and brothers worked outside 
and inside the clean and comfortable home with plenty of food and good clothes. While Mother took care 
of me, my sisters cared for the twins. 

 My oldest sister, Mame married before I was born and gave birth to Turlington. She became ill 
with tuberculosis and spent a year at a sanitarium. When she returned to her home, doctors told her she 
should not have any more children, but nature would have it otherwise, and Dick was born. When he was 
three months old, Mame became ill again, and Mother brought Dick to live with us. Mame, whom I don’t 
remember knowing, died a few months later. So, although Mother lost one child (Carl) she raised 15 in-
cluding this grandchild. He had been born on December 21, 1915, about two years younger than me. 

Mother was a remarkable woman. Dick was tiny and malnourished. Mother said she would often 
place her thumb by his knee in order to see if he was gaining weight. Since there was no baby food and 
Mother wasn’t nursing, he was fed food that was chewed by Mother. She said it included biscuits soaked 
in coffee. He cried a lot. The twins and I took turns lying on the floor and rocking his cradle. Once Hilton 
was rocking so hard, he turned the cradle over. 

Henry married Laylon Parish the December before I was born.  
   CONTINUE  ON PAGE 4  
 
I was often mistaken for their daughter Alease, and I often visited them. Laylon always had time 

for us. When Mother died, she lived close and was always there when needed. She died in 1992 at the age 
of 101. She too had a large number of children. 

Mother told us that when Gertude (the sixth of the 15) was six months old she was taken on a visit 
to the Byrds. Eighteen year old Sam Byrd, who had lost one arm in an accident and now ran a store, took 
one look at Gertude, and called her the prettiest baby he had ever seen. He told Mother he would wait until 
she was old enough and then marry her. So he did! They had three boys: Worth, Bill and Sam. Sam Sr. 
died when Sam, Jr. was in college. All graduated from college and served in the armed services during 
WWII. 

Keeping the family fed, clothed and all the chores done was a never-ending process. In the winter there were 
things to do getting equipment ready, but in spring all the crops were started and the hard work began in earnest.  All the plant-
ing, clearing, and harvesting of corn, cotton, other grains and sugar cane was done by hand or by mules pulling the equipment 
five days of each week. Saturdays were for doing things around the house or going into town for supplies. All year we were 
cleaning and cooking three hardy meals each day, in addition to washing, ironing, sewing, weaving, quilting and even making 
soap. We were all up early doing chores and preparing breakfast, milking cows, feeding the stock—all before eating. As the 
girls got older, they worked in the garden with Mother or in the fields chopping weeds. I’ll never forget picking potato bugs and 
beetles off beans and killing them. 

One year the cotton boll weevil appeared, and it nearly wiped out cotton production. The weevil pierced the boll and 
the boll would drop off. We had to walk over the field, pick up the fallen bolls, as well as pull off the ones that had been 
pierced. All were bagged and burned.  A few years later there was a chemical spray, but before that the cotton producing was 
really reduced because when the weevil went through a field, despite our efforts, there was not much cotton left. 

All clothes were made of cotton and most starched. We girls spent one day each week washing and another day iron-
ing with irons heated on the stove.  There was no electricity, and we had to fill lamps with oil and clean the lamps.  

I remember feather beds, and until you have slept on a feather bed, you haven’t lived. Our high ceilinged rooms with 
only fire places for heat were cold in the winter, but crawling into and snuggling in a thick feather bed you were warm as toast. 

Mother raised geese to produce the feathers. Every fall, there was a geese picking day. The days before the geese were 

 

“WHAT’S COOKING?”  
By Regency House Chefs 

Chef  Justin 
There will be box a new seasonal menu intro-
duced in September 2012.  Expect to see dish-
es including ingredients such as Squash, 
Pumpkins, Apples, various Nuts.  Autumn sea-
sonal vegetables & fruit typically warm as the 
days grow cooler.       

 

 

What’s Cooking?  
By Regency House Chefs 

October is German Food Month!   
A variety of German Themed foods will 
be available for you to sample through 
out the month! Bon appetite!   

 
 RESIDENT SPOTLIGHT:  

CECE REIMER 

 
BY DICK SUEVER 

 
Cece was born in Danbury, Iowa in 192 7.  His grandfather came to Iowa from 
Germany to work ‘‘as a hired hand on a farm” the only trade he knew.  His 
grandmother Jacobsen came to Iowa from Schleswig-Holstein, Germany. 
 
Cece’s memories of the Great Depression years include his mother baking bread 
four times a week in the oven of the wood and coal fired cook stove, and mak-
ing bean soup.  “Boy, that bread and bean soup surely tasted good together,” 
tells Cece with a boyish grin.  He and his sisters tended a big garden with a wide 
variety of vegetables including an abundance of cabbage to make sauerkraut. 
Cece has fond memories of the big band era, especially the sound of the Glenn 
Miller band playing, “In the mood.” 
 
After graduating from college, Cece was employed by Weyerhaeuser Company 
in Denver selling oil-well drilling materials. While living in Denver Cece was 
introduced by a friend to Phyllis Dorste.  
 
Phyllis was born on a farm near Falls City, Nebraska where her great-
grandfather, Dorste, like many settlers in the 1880’s, was drawn to the beautiful 
Nemaha Valley which offered great agricultural opportunities.  Phyllis was eager 
to leave the farm and get on with her life after graduating from Falls City High 
School. Wanting to care for people in their time of need, she attended Nursing 
School in Omaha, Nebraska. After finishing Nursing School she and some of 
her friends went to work at the VA Hospital in Denver where she and Cece met. 
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Resident Spotlight: Cece Reimer 
Continued from page 4 

 
They found they had much in common and dated only one year before getting engaged 
and setting their wedding date. When their parents arrived for the wedding they were 
introduced to their future daughter-in-law and son-in law for the first time.  Phyllis’s 
Irish mother told her in private, “You’re marrying a stranger!” 
 
Cece laughs when he talks about Phyllis being diagnosed with German measles while 
they were on their honeymoon and the doctor telling him, “Don’t worry, she’ll grow 
out of these childhood diseases.” 
 
After they were married, Weyerhaeuser transferred Cece from Denver to Houston, then 
to Dallas, and finally to Atlanta. Having adopted two new born babies, Mark then 
Anne, while they lived in Dallas Phyllis chose to stay at home with the children until 
they were both in school.  Then she returned to caring for people in need as a nurse at 
the DeKalb General Hospital (now DeKalb Medical Center). 
 
Meanwhile, Cece became a New Product Manager for Weyerhaeuser and traveled 
throughout the Southeast calling on Architects, hospitals, developers and contractors 
who might be interested in products being developed by Weyerhaeuser. 
 
Cece and Phyllis retired in 1987 and became more involved in ministries at the church 
they attended, Phyllis became the Wedding coordinator and a leader in the Women’s 
Club.  Cece was the first President of the Parish Counsel. He will celebrate thirty years 
as an Ordained Permanent Deacon this October. 
 
When Phyllis’s health began to deteriorate she was lovingly cared for at home by 
Cece, Mark and Anne until she went peacefully to the Lord in 2014.  Cece continued 
to live alone with help from Mark and Anne. 
 
When he needed more professional help and began experiencing serious health prob-
lems Cece came to the Orchard in 2017 where he tells. “I have found friendship, love, 
and a place to heal my mind and heart.” 
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Bob enjoying a ice cream 
sundae social in celebration 

of Staff Kudo’s Party!  

Janie & daughter, Lynn, 
during out Out To Lunch 
Bunch at , “The Varsity!” 

Resident Mary’s assistant, 
Danielle, helping out  

during ,  “National Cheese 
Pizza Day!”  



The Rocket Club 
By resident Walker Knight 

While my sons, Walker, Jr. and Ken were stu-
dents at Avondale High School in Dekalb County, 
GA. they were joined by two classmates and a stu-
dent from Decatur High interested in rocket science. 
The five formed a Rocket Club, seeking to become as 
informed in the science as possible.  They were in-
spired by President Kennedy’s call for the U.S. to 
place a man on the moon and the fact the U.S. had 
put John Glenn in space. The students were also able 
to enlist a Georgia Tech professor as an advisor. 

One month they enlisted me as a driver of one 
of two cars to visit the NASA rocket center in Hunts-
ville, Ala. which was under the leadership of 
Wernher von Braun. Von Braun, a German who later 
became a naturalized American, was a rocket scien-
tist, aerospace engineer, space architect, and one of 
the leading figures in the development of rocket tech-
nology in Germany during World War II and, subse-
quently, in the United States. He is credited as being 
the "Father of Rocket Science". According to one 
NASA source, he was "without doubt, the greatest 
rocket scientist in history". 

Walker told me, “We idolized von Braun, but 
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In the spirit of school starting back, I thought I 
would speak on my schooling. I got the  

majority of my education from my brothers.  
They taught me how to face my fears and be 

tough.  They would do such things as jump off 
the roof of our house and insist I do the same.  

When I hesitated, they would say, “Be a Man!” 
and like them, or what they perceived them-

selves to be, I wanted to be a man, too.   
So I jumped!    

Can you guess who I am?    

Buddy & Lola.  Buddy was found in 
our parking lot and we were able to 

return him to his owner by days end! 

Newest member to 
our Engagement 
Team, Christa,  
During a New  

Resident Meet & 
Greet! 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Germans
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Americans
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rocket_scientist
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rocket_scientist
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aerospace_engineer
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Space_architect
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rocket
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Germany


PLEASE RECYCLE THIS 
NEWSLETTER BY RETURNING TO  

ACTIVITY ROOM!   
 
 
 
 

HELP KEEP PAPER & INK USUAGE 
LOW BY RECYCLING THIS  

NEWSLETTER!  
 

PLEASE— 
DO NOT THROW THIS AWAY!  

 
ONCE YOU HAVE FINISHED  

READING, PLEASE RETURN IF YOU 
DO NOT WANT TO KEEP! 

 


