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This is the story that Patricia Lou 
Lindquist chronicled of the trials and 
tribulations of her mother’s life, and, 
to an extent, her own life.  It is a 
story of surviving and overcoming the 
grossest and blackest acts of evil and 
wickedness.  It is the story of Patricia’s 
own surrender to Yahu’sha – the One 
they call Jesus, The Son of 
Righteousness, and to her Creator, 
the most High God, יהוה or YAH.  



 
To Pray 

Lord, as I kneel 
Prepared to pray 
Grant me wisdom in what to say.  
 
Please shape these words  
So urgent felt 
To fit in bond with others knelt. 
 
To seek Thy grace, 
And confess my way 
Hearken merciful to my plea today. 
 
Expel our greed,  
Direct our eye, 
Help us to hear the victim’s cry. 
 
Lord, as I kneel,  
Immersed in prayer 
Grant me the heart I need to care. 
 
Aw’mane. 
 
The Chaplains at: 
Loma Linda University Medical Center 
 

 

 
 



 

This World Is Not My Home 
The funeral director stated he would prepare Momma for 

viewing.  The cremation papers had just been signed.  My Bible 
seemed designed to offer the ‘Hope’ I needed.  As the words 
of Jesus the Christ recorded in John 14:2 stated, “In my Fa-
ther’s house are many mansions:  I go to prepare a place for 
you, I will come again and receive you unto myself.”  These 
words spoke great peace and solace to my heart and mind.   

With bowed head, I covered Momma’s hand with mine.  
Noting the fresh perm in her hair; I told her how nice it looked.  
Momma had looked in vain for love all her life.  Kneeling be-
side her gurney, I placed my Bible in front of me.  “Father God, 
Momma and I could never have a normal mother-daughter rela-
tionship”, I whispered.  “I promise You - that when You claim:  
Your people, Your earth; and when You set up Your kingdom - 
I shall try to be the daughter that I could not be on this earth.  
I shall look forward to our meeting in Your new world, and to 
living under Your laws.”   

“Rest in peace,” I told Momma as I rose to stand beside 
the gurney she was laid upon.  “Good-bye, until we meet 
again.” 

Remembering: 
My earthly father....................................Paul Kelly 
Momma........................................................Hila (Sharp) Kelly 
My Maternal Grandparents....................Clarence & Biddie Sharp 
Me, five year old Patty, narrator....... Patricia Lou Kelly 

“I’ll be back to finish you off,” my father snarled to my 
mother as she lay between the rows of cabbages, at his feet.  
“Hurry up!  Go get a weapon;” I urged.  I watched my father’s 
retreating form until he was out of sight.  Then, hurrying to 
Momma’s side; I helped her to crawl into some bushes.  I can 
still clearly remember the scene – even though it was nearly 
seventy years ago - , pushing Momma through the bushes with 
my hands against her hips, straining just as hard as I possibly 
could and using with all my might:  I was up on the balls of 
my feet, with the tips of my toes dug into the warm, soft earth 
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in order to make her go faster!  Father soon returned, carrying 
a stout shovel.  

“She went that way!”  I exclaimed, pointing away from the 
bushes.  “Go get her!”  When father left, I kept watch until 
Momma had crawled out of sight.  Our guardian angels had 
come to aid this little five year old girl, and assisted me in 
saving my mother’s life. 

Our home was a flat-roofed, one bedroom shack with 
wood cladding covered with tarpaper.  The inside walls were 
partially covered, but mostly open:  And it had a kitchen and 
bathroom, but no toilet.  We had an out-house privy.  The roof 
leaked during rains:  The wind and snow blew in through cracks 
in the walls during storms.  The shack sat upon an unfinished 
basement of dirt walls and a dirt floor – the basement con-
tained a coal burning furnace.  Momma slept on the floor in a 
lean-to attached to our shack.   

My father spent more time gambling at the race track 
than at work which frequently cost him his job.  This, in turn, 
often resulted in neither food, nor heat in our house for sever-
al days at a time.  Our food was frequently found in the ‘poor-
baskets’ distributed through local churches; or donated by my 
maternal grandparents in these times.   

Throughout much of my growing up years Grandma Biddie 
and Grandpa Albert Clarence hosted family get-to gatherings 
nearly every week end.  Our family would attend because my 
father Paul Kelly liked to eat Grandma Biddie’s pies, cakes, 
cookies, and meals.  What Paul Kelly especially liked was that 
the food was free of charge.  Grandma and Grandpa resented 
Paul eating their food, but they overlooked their displeasure 
knowing that Momma and I might have very little more to eat 
in the coming week.  Were it not for our attendance at these 
events we most certainly would have been so much, hungrier.   

At more than one of these family gatherings Hila Mae ap-
peared all bruised:  Her skin turned yellow, black, and blue 
from the beating my father had inflicted upon her.  And, so it 
was, during World War II, that Uncle Ben who had come home 
on leave from the Marine Corps saw Hila all bruised and beat-
en.  Upon seeing Hila’s in such condition, Uncle Ben became 
furiously enraged, and would have killed Paul.  But the family 
members physically had to restrain him to prevent him from be-
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ing charged with murder.  No one on my mother’s side of the 
family liked Paul because of the way he treated Momma and 
me, but he was tolerated at these family get-to gatherings so 
that we would, at the least, have some sort of regular food to 
eat. 

When Momma felt starvation or freezing too close to her, 
she and I would walk the five miles to the railroad tracks where 
we could and would pick up pieces of lost coal, spilt from the 
loaded coal cars heading toward their destination at the steel 
mills of Canton, Ohio.  And when there was no food in the 
house we would dig up frozen dandelions to cook.  On these 
forays, and at other times, we might find and collect card-
board, tin cans, and/or old rusty nails with which to cover and 
repair some of the cracks in the walls, and leaks in the roof.  
At night our collected newspapers added needed insulation be-
tween blankets in the bitterly cold Ohio winters.   

My father found respite from these discomforts either at 
the race track; in attendance at the cock fights, or at the dog 
fight arena; and even, sometimes, at work.  I found both 
warmth and food at school.  Food came through lunches 
shared at school between me and my schoolmates.  Momma 
hadn’t any respite.  She lived in hell, and there was no place 
of escape for her to flee to!   

The final beating my father inflicted upon Momma left her 
with a mental condition, and in a state bordering on mental re-
tardation, even mental illness.  She became eccentric, to the 
extreme, in her behaviors; and her actions became exceedingly 
peculiar:  For example, Hila would hide, and horde things.  
Eventually, she came to steal anything she could get her hands 
on.  When Momma finally ended her marriage to my father, she 
was, so it seemed to me, no more than a mentally ill, retarded 
forty year old woman with the mind of a six year old child!   

When the pain of Momma’s life on this earth became too 
great for her to bear alone, she looked down the corridors of 
time and grasped the ‘Promised Hope’.  Which ‘Hope’ was ex-
pressed in her favorite song, ‘This World Is Not My Home’.  
She, often, sang these verses: 

“This world is not my home; I’m just a’ passing thru: 
My treasures are laid up somewhere beyond the blue.  
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The angels beckon me from heaven’s open door.  And I 
can’t feel at home in this world any-more.”  (first verse)   

“O Lord, You know I have no friend like you.  If 
heaven’s not my home, then Lord - What will I do?  The 
angels beckon me from heaven’s open door:  And I can’t 
feel at home in this world, any-more.”  (Chorus – sung after 
each verse) 

“They’re all expecting me, and that’s one thing I 
know; My Saviour pardoned me and now, I onward go:  I 
know He’ll take me thru though I am weak and poor.  
And I can’t feel at home in this world, any-more.” (second 
verse) 

Whisper of Angel Wings 
(As viewed through Patty’s imagination when, at a much lat-
ter time, she finally wrote the story of her mother, Hila Mae 
Sharp/Kelly:  This story took her more than a year to write) 
Fonteezas (Patty’s name for)............ Hila’s Guardian Angel 
Gabriel (Patty’s name for).................... Guardian Angel Coordinator 
Albert Clarence Sharp..................... Father of Hila Mae 
Biddie Sharp............................................ Mother of Hila Mae 
Our Master.............................................. Creator God 
Doctor Mark.........................................Local doctor making house 

 calls by horse and buggy 
Flossie.....................................................Oldest sister 
Eva.............................................................2nd sister 
Gertrude..................................................3rd sister 
Hila Mae................................................... 4th sister of what would 

come to be eleven siblings 
Arthur.......................................................1st boy after four girls 
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Fonteezas’ First Visit with Gabriel in her New 
Charge: 

“Dear Fonteezas:  It is so good to see you again,” spoke 
the angel Gabriel.  “A baby girl is about to be born to the 
home of a Tennessee farm family:  To the home of Albert 
Clarence, and Biddie Sharp.”   

“Your name fits you so well.  The name Fonteezas means, 
‘One Who Cares’.  You may need every last bit of your com-
passion to deal with this child and her life.  This may well be 
your final charge.  Our Master is nearly finished with His work 
on this world.” 

“Wonderful,” smiled Fonteezas.  “It will be easier for you, 
too.  It must be a heavy responsibility, assisting all the guardi-
an angels under your care.  Bringing our charges through their 
sin-sickened world does sadden our hearts, at times.”  Waving 
goodbye to Gabriel, Fonteezas swooped to earth to greet her 
newborn charge.     

“Biddie and baby are doing fine”, Dr. Mark stated to Clar-
ence.  “It’s a four hour ride to Jellico; and my horse will want 
to get home tonight.”  Raising a hand in farewell to Dr. Mark, 
Clarence asked his three daughters, Flossie, Eva, and Gertrude - 
“Do you want to see the new baby?”  “Oh, yes Daddy!” They 
chorused.  “Well, Mommy is very tired, you must not disturb 
her.  Your new sister will be named after Mommy’s good friend, 
Hila Mae”, Clarence told his girls. 

“You now have four healthy daughters; the next child will 
be your coveted boy”, thought Fonteezas.  “I must keep an ac-
curate record concerning the life of this child:  Hila Mae Sharp, 
born 10 October 1905.” 

Fonteezas’ Second Visit with Gabriel 
“How wonderful to see you again, Fonteezas”, enthused 

Gabriel.  “How is your charge?” 
“Baby Hila is loved; but she greatly feels the need to be 

more secure in the love of her family.  She craves more atten-
tion, and more affection.  Fifteen months following Hila Mae’s 
birth, baby Arthur has arrived, ending, a difficult pregnancy.  As 
the first boy in the family he is received and greeted with very 
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much joy, enthusiasm, and attention.  Hila Mae is jealous of the 
attention and affection shown to the new baby boy, Arthur.”   

“Hila’s older sisters, Flossie, Eva, and Gertrude are finding 
Hila’s envy of the attentions shown to baby Arthur to be ‘cute’.  
Hila’s bitter feelings of rejection have generated an intense 
jealousy; and very much naughty behavior by her.  I shall try to 
use my influence to help Hila feel more of her family’s love;” 
so affirmed Fonteezas with resolve.  Then extending her wings, 
Fonteezas returned to her earthly family, just in time to avert a 
tragedy. 

A Cry for Help! 
Toddler Hila............................................ Needing to feel loved 

“Isn’t he cuddly”, chorused sisters Flossie, Eva, and Ger-
trude as they stroked baby Arthur’s head.  “Mommy said we 
must play with Hila, too”, Eva told Flossie.  “The new baby is 
cuter.  Hila is always falling down, or getting into things”, re-
torted Flossie.  “Hila is crying.  I think she just wants attention”, 
lisped Gertrude.  “Where is Hila? ! ! !”  They cried in some 
alarm as they began searching for the missing toddler. 

Young Hila’s hurt, a cry from the heart, reached her 
guardian angel Fonteezas, and she hurried to her charge. 

Upon seeing her sisters’ attentions all turned to her rival 
for affection, baby Arthur:  Hila’s heart only wanted Arthur out 
of her life.  “Out! ! ! – Out! ! !”  Shouted Hila’s baby heart.  
Picking up a nearby fireplace poker, Hila advanced upon baby 
Arthur’s crib.   

A mother’s discomfort wrenched Fronteezas’ heart as she 
streaked to mother Biddie’s side.  (Hila had been only six 
months old when Biddie had felt the familiar morning sickness, 
once again.  Having a baby and three other children to care 
for made this pregnancy even harder for Biddie, Fonteezas re-
membered.)   

“Hurry to baby Arthur’s bed!”  Fonteezas had urged upon 
Biddie’s heart – “He is in grave danger!”  Hurrying to baby Ar-
thur, Biddie arrived just in time to remove the poker from Hila’s 
hands before it could come crashing down upon three month 
old Arthur.   
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Taking her daughter on her lap, Biddie asked, “Why do 
you want to hurt our baby?”   

“You don’t love me, only him”, sobbed Hila. 
Pressing her influence upon Biddie’s heart: “You must 

show Hila more attention, help her to feel loved”, whispered 
Fonteezas to Biddie’s heart.  “You need to impress Charence of 
Hila Mae’s feelings.  Her jealousy is an insufferable pain in Hi-
la’s heart:  Her behavior and actions are not ‘cute’!” - conclud-
ed Fonteezas.  

Hila Mae - Growing Up 
Foolish boy............................................ committed dangerous prank 
Cruel hearted man............................. husband - Paul Kelly 

Patty remembering some of her mother’s stories of her 
Tennessee childhood home:  Hila’s father and mother’s farm 
was located on the northern border of eastern Tennessee be-
tween Tennessee and Kentucky:  this was home to the Sharps.  
The Sharp family lived as self-sufficiently, and as self-supporting 
and independently as it was reasonably possible for them to 
be/and to do so, and in as much as they knew how to be.  
The family’s father Albert Clarence mined coal from a small 
coal mine situated on his property; and he cut timber for build-
ing; and for wood to supplement the coal used for heating the 
farm house in the cold winter months.  Biddie, and her daugh-
ters, as soon as they were old enough to help, used the cut 
wood and the split pieces of timber to cook the family’s meals 
on a wood burning stove.  They grew and raised their own 
food: Garden crops, harvested fields and orchards, chickens, 
and other farm animals provided year round food.  They also 
raised animals for farm work, and for transportation needs.  
And, of course, they raised dairy cows for milk and butter; and 
the surplus they sold in the town of Jellico some miles away, 
where they would purchase those things which they could not 
grow or make for themselves.  Salt, flour, building hardware, 
and whatever else was needful in the house, and on the farm.  
When clothing was needed, a bolt of cloth was purchased, and 
the clothes were sewn at home.  Albert and Biddie’s family 
grew, and eventually become eight daughters and four sons.  
Hila Mae attended public school and she traveled to the 
schoolhouse riding a trusting and well tamed blind horse.   
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Here the scene opens with yet another of Fonteezas’ visits 
to the Guardian Angel Coordinator, Gabriel.  “Fonteezas, you 
have done your job well; we shall have a nice visit.”  Enthused 
Gabriel as compassion radiated from his eyes.  “Tell me about 
Hila’s fall when she was eight years of age.” 

Fonteeza replied to Gabriel’s inquiry:  “One day Hila was 
riding a blind horse to school.  An older, but very foolish boy 
quietly stole up behind her horse, and then suddenly shouted 
and slapped its rump.  The frightened animal reared-up on his 
hind legs, throwing Hila onto a rocky cornfield.  She was briefly 
unconscious, but only suffered many bad bruises,” replied 
Fonteezas.  “I hope that boy’s guardian angel can impress upon 
his foolish heart how much pain and suffering his unthinking 
actions brought upon an innocent child; and the fright brought 
upon an obedient and trusting creature.”  

As Hila grew, her duties in the household increased.  And 
while she was still in her teens, it became her responsibility to 
drive that old blind horse, which she once had ridden to 
school, now pulling the family wagon full of the farm’s extra 
produce to the town of Jellico where she would sell their sur-
plus goods, produce and farm products.  And while there she 
shopped for and purchased the necessary staples that the 
Sharp family could not grow or make for themselves.  Along 
with hauling the load of the family’s produce and labors; she 
might also carry the family’s shoes and boots to be repair by 
the town cobbler; or return with sewing supplies; or maybe pick 
up nails and hardware at the general store and/or hardware 
store.  Sometimes Hila would drive a wagon load of dried corn 
to the mill to be ground.  In hard times, when the town people 
had no money, she would barter the wagon’s load of the fami-
ly’s hard won increase for the things they needed.   

Hila learned how to sew clothes for the family, and for 
herself:  she became proficient as a seamstress:  A talent 
shared by her three older sisters. 

Some Years Later 
Hila’s sisters Flossie, Eva, and Gertrude had left home and 

had taken work as seamstresses in Cincinnati, Ohio.  And while 
Hila was just a young woman her three older sisters returned 
to the family home for a visit.  They talked of life in the big 
city, and of their work as seamstresses.  Hila felt restless, and 
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bored, and she was sick and tired of the exacting housework 
that had become her lot.  The allure of the big city was just 
too much for her to bear!  She spent that last night of her sis-
ters’ visit getting herself ready for a new adventure; and pack-
ing to make the two-hundred mile journey north to Cincinnati, 
Ohio in the company of her three older sisters.  In Cincinnati 
she did well sewing for a tailor’s shop.   

“About this time, lamentably, Hila Mae is married to a 
man with an incredibly cruel heart.  His name is Paul Kelly”, 
continued Fonteezas, reading in her report to the angel Gabriel.  
“Hila’s first pregnancy ended in a miscarriage of a baby boy a 
short while ago.  But she will have a baby girl in about six 
more months”, Fonteezas recounted.  “They are now living in a 
tarpapered shack, next door to a bar, on the outskirts of Can-
ton, Ohio on an acre of land fronting Gambrinus Avenue.”   

Here, the reader may wish to refer to and/or read the 
‘The Story of Petiedink’ at this point. 

http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-
lindquist/petiedink.pdf 

Motherhood 
Patty – Patricia Lou Kelly.............. Hila’s baby girl 
Anklita.......................................................... Patty’s Guardian Angel 
Maternity Ward Nurse...................... Canton, Ohio hospital 
Evil One...................................................... Our enemy, Satan, devil 
Angels of Dark Deeds...................... Satan’s fallen angels 

This scene opens in September of 1936 with a meeting of 
the two guardian angels:  Fonteezas, Hila’s guardian angel; and 
Anklita, Patty’s guardian angel, in conversation at the conclusion 
of Hila Mae’s pregnancy, and the birth of Patricia Lou Kelly. 

“Good evening, Fonteezas, Hila’s labor will soon be over.” 
“That is welcome news, Anklita.  Hila is frightened and 

tired, she has been in labor pains for over thirty hours.” 
“I’ll bring your new baby girl soon”, chirped the maternity 

ward nurse wearing a starched, rustling uniform.  “She is a 
healthy girl with peach-fuzz hair”, stated the nurse joyfully. 

“I’ll be very glad to have your help with this family, 
Anklita”, stated Fonteezas.  “It may be a long time before Hila, 

http://angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/petiedink.pdf�
http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/petiedink.pdf�
http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/petiedink.pdf�
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again, has a warm place to live and enough food to eat.  Your 
charge, baby Patty, will so need your help, both now and in her 
future.  The beatings from Hila’s husband, Paul Kelly, have in-
creased in frequency and in ferocity.  Our Master has tried, so 
many times, to reach Paul’s heart; but he has surrounded his 
thoughts, singularly, with cruelty.  Paul will only behold darkness 
and evil in his mind:  The imaginations of his heart are only 
cruel.  He extracts his pleasure from the pain of others, both 
human and creature, alike.  We must protect our charges from 
the Evil One, and his angels of dark black deeds!”  Fonteezas, 
the guardian angel, had exclaimed.  Anklita, sadly, could only 
nod her agreement. 

An Angel Remembers 
Paul Kelly.................................................. Hila’s husband, Patty’s dad 
Hila................................................................ Patty’s mother 
Gubenheimer’s........................................ Friendly neighbor family a 

few miles from Paul’s shack 
Patty’s School......................................... Rural schoolhouse in the 

outlying areas of Canton 
Lucifer’s Demons.................................. Chosen masters/Angels of 

darkness 
Local Soothsayer................................. One of Momma’s soothsay-

ers, and fortune tellers 

Sadly, Gabriel began to read in Fonteezas’ report the two 
accounts of Paul Kelly’s thoughts of murder, and the attempts 
he made to fulfill the thoughts of his heart and mind: 

The First Account 
“Paul had arrived home to find his lunch not on the table 

and Hila working in the garden.  Satan’s angels of darkness 
struck fury into Paul’s heart.  Paul rushed upon Hila; yanking 
the hoe from her hands, and he violently struck her on the 
back with the blade of the hoe.  Refusing our Saviour’s 
thoughts of peace to his heart, Paul, instead, listened to his 
chosen masters as in a murderous frenzy they screamed, yell-
ing:  ‘Kill her!’  ‘Kill her!’  Anklita spoke wisdom to Patty’s re-
ceptive heart.  And, in obeying the imparted wisdom, five year-
old Patty saved her mother’s life.”    
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“Wherefore, then said five year-old Patty:  ‘Hurry up!  Go 
get a weapon’.  Patty had urged him, and the vicious desires of 
her father’s heart had agreed.  Paul, hurling the hoe to the 
ground, left his woeful victim lying in the garden soil she had 
just tilled - thinking to find a more suitable weapon.  While Paul 
went to seek and fetch a more efficient weapon with which to 
inflict the greatest pain while yet allowing his victim prolonged 
suffering until, finally, life would ebb away into death; Patty had 
helped her Momma to crawl back into the bushes.  Patty 
pushed hard on Hila’s hips with all her might, forcing all her 
scanty weight against her mother’s hips.  Patty, rising upon the 
balls of her feet and with her toes dug into the warm soil for 
traction, labored in an ultimate effort, to help hurry her wound-
ed mother to crawl off into the nearby bushes.  When her fa-
ther returned - pointing away from the bushes - Hila Mae’s 
young daughter screamed, ‘She went that way.  Go get 
her’..!..!..!”   

Paul’s Second Attempt at Murder! 
Sleeping Child....................................... Seven year old Patty 
Handing Fonteezas’ report to Gabriel, Anklita hurried back 

to the sleeping child.  Evil angels surrounded the Kelly house 
hold this night:  Just as they had two years earlier.  Hila and 
Patty desperately needed their guardian angels’ protection, this 
night! 

Gabriel began to read Fonteezas’ report:  “And now, on 
this night – some two years following the first murder attempt - 
Hila had quietly slipped out of her bedroom window to speak 
with an acquaintance.  Upon Hila’s returning to the window, I 
was able to impress upon her heart that she was in mortal 
danger!  Paul, waiting in the shadows of her lean-to bedroom 
with a stout club, was determined to kill her.  Hila’s heart 
hearkened to my strongly impressed suggestion that she should 
go, instead, to the Gubenheimer’s home.  The Gubenheimers 
were an old friendly and caring German couple:  They lived on-
ly a few miles away, and they would take her into their home.  
Hila had found herself wearing only a thin cotton dress on that 
cold, northern and winter night in January but her fear of Paul 
kept her moving on to a place of sanctuary and safety.” 

“A few weeks later Hila hitchhiked a ride to Patty’s little 
rural schoolhouse:  Picking up her daughter, Hila and Patty be-
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gan a life away from Paul’s cruelty.  Hila’s battered and dam-
aged brain, her injured back, and her lack of education made 
earning a living difficult.  But I was able to find a kitchen help-
er’s position for her in a factory restaurant.”  So Fonteezas’  
report continued.   

Patty’s Memories of The Divorce, and of that Time 
“Patty was seven years old, and her mother, Hila Mae, 

was forty-one years old when she divorced Patty’s father, Paul 
Kelly.  Patty still distinctly remembers several memorable events 
that occurred about this time:  The first:  “My mother took 
work at the steel mill”; The second event:  “My father made 
two attempts to abduct me”; The third:  “and the Precious 
kindness and hospitality of Georgia, Hila Mae’s di-
vorce/settlement attorney’s secretary, and, also, her husband”; 
And the fourth event:  “I surrendered my life to the Creator 
God.” 

Of the first event, and during this period of time - that is 
upon the separation from Paul Kelly, and the subsequent di-
vorce - in order to support herself and Patty, Hila Mae had 
taken a job at one of the local steel mills.  Her position was 
as a kitchen helper in the factory restaurant or dining room, 
and it required that she work long hours, ten and twelve hour 
shifts.  The steel mill worked its laborers sometimes fifteen 
hours or more a day.  And they would take their meals in the 
dining hall.  During a portion of that time seven or eight year 
old Patty stayed with her maternal grandparents.”   

“The first time my father tried to abduct me I was playing 
in the front yard with a boy about my age:  He was one of the 
children of the woman who was renting us a room in her 
house.  My father came while we were playing outside.  He 
grabbed a hold of me and literally started dragging me out of 
the front yard and down the road.  I was kicking and scream-
ing, crying, ‘Don’t let him take me, he’ll kill me!’  My mother ran 
to help rescue me and fought with Paul.”   

“The woman whose house it was called the police.  And 
soon a black and white cop car came with its siren blaring.  
The police taking stock of the situation made my father leave 
me alone.”  



This World Is Not My Home 
 

13 
 

“The next attempt to kidnap me, took place several 
months later.  School had let out, and I had ridden the school 
bus to the stop nearest my home.  I was walking home on the 
dirt road with a neighbor girl and her brother.  The neighbor 
girl was older than I, she and her brother were in their teens.  
My father drove up in his old jalopy, got out of the car, and 
tried to take me by force with him.  I clung to the girl with all 
my might, once again screaming, over and over, in absolute 
panic, ‘Don’t let him take me:  He’ll kill me.’  The girl’s brother 
kept fighting, trying to fend off my father.  With one hand, or 
the other, I kept grabbing onto a barbed wire fence, and alter-
nately with the other I clung fast to the girl and the blouse she 
was wearing.  Someone in a nearby house called the police.  
And again the police car came roaring up to the scene with si-
rens blaring.  This time my father was taken into custody.”   

“The girl to whom I had clung for safety was, by now, 
nearly naked on top and smattered with blood, for I had torn 
her blouse to shreds and covered it with the blood from my 
hands.  For the fear of being abducted by my father, I had 
never felt the pain of the barbed wire fence repeatedly piercing 
into my hands.  One of the policemen put his jacket over the 
girl’s shoulders to cover her nakedness.  That was pretty much 
the last time I saw Paul Kelly – subdued and handcuffed, sitting 
in the back of the police squad car.”    

“The third memory of that time is of the precious kind-
ness of Georgia, my mother’s divorce settlement attorney’s as-
sistant/secretary, and her husband’s open hospitality which was 
to me an island of security and refuge from the horrors and 
turmoil of my life.  As Hila Mae’s attorney, and his staff who 
handled my mother‘s divorce settlement came to understand 
the entire situation, and the full magnitude of my father’s cruel-
ty, neglect, and abuse Georgia, the attorney’s secretary be-
friended me.  I became fast friends with the whole family.  They 
had a teenage daughter, just a bit older than I was.  I would 
visit often.  When I was thirteen years of age the Walker’s of-
fered to adopt me as a foster child, and take me into their 
home and care for me.” 

“But my mother would not allow it!  In Momma’s mind, 
she was doing what she thought was right for me.  At that 
time, in tears, I had fallen on my knees and begged and 
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pleaded with my mother to let it be that I might live with Geor-
gia and her husband in a normal home.  I was devastated at 
her decision.  And in my misery I had swallowed the entire 
contents of an aspirin bottle in a vain attempt to be delivered 
from the horrible trials of my life.  To my great disappointment 
I only succeeded in badly scaring the tissues of my stomach 
lining.”     

“Even though Momma refused to allow me to be in their 
full time care, she did allow me to continue my frequent visits.  
When I would visit their home, I was the best behaved little girl 
on planet earth – I dared not have this privilege taken from 
me!  It was like heaven to me to visit them – it was a release 
from the hell that was my home!  Those visits continued until 
the time at age seventeen, I ran away from the awful and abu-
sive home on Gambrinus Avenue in which I lived”.   

“The forth event of which there is remains a clear 
memory is, at about that time at thirteen years of age, I decid-
ed to become a Christian.  I gave my life to the Chirst.  It is a 
decision that I have never regretted!  This decision caused no 
small amount of grief and dissension between me and my 
mother.  My mother had become a compulsive thief.  She often 
made me her confidant; and she would manipulate me in to 
stealing things for her.  But when I became a Christian, I would 
no longer steal for her.  Hila Mae had lost her ability to influ-
ence me to do her evil biddings.  My conversion to the Christ 
Messiah became to be a continuing turmoil and upheaval in our 
relationship:  It was always a sore spot of contention at home.”   

A Concerned Visit 
Aunt Betty.............................................. Hila’s caring, Christian sis-

ter-in law 
John Tucker............................................ Hila’s second husband 

Fonteezas’ report continued:  “In spite of our Lord and 
Master’s warnings against witchcraft, black magic, and the oc-
cult, Hila will listen to diviners, fortune tellers, and soothsayers.  
And so she is determined to marry a man addicted to alcohol.  
A local soothsayer told her this man will make her life easier.  
I must implore Hila not to commit this foolish wrong.” 

“Trust in the LORD with all thine heart; and lean not unto 
thine own understanding.  In all thy ways acknowledge him, and 
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he shall direct thy paths.”  Proverbs 3:5-6  This, remembered 
Fonteezas, was written by a true follower of the Creator, the 
living God many years ago.  Fonteezas also remembered the 
pure heart of Betty Sharp.  Hastening to Betty’s side, Fonteezas 
breathed her warning about Hila’s intentions to marry this man, 
John Tucker. 

- Knock! - Knock! –  “Who is at my door?”  Hila asked 
Patty.  “It’s Aunt Betty”, answered Patty as she looked out the 
window.  “She is nicely dressed and carrying her Bible.” 

“Hello Hila”, smiled Betty.  “I felt you needed someone to 
pray with you.  May we ask our Father, God, to guide your 
life?”  Betty implored as she put her arms around Hila.  “Let’s 
look at the words of the Bible.  I feel so strongly that what 
you are intending to do, to marry John Tucker, is wrong!” 

“I know you like me”, replied Hila, “But I want a home, 
someone to love me, and an easier life.  I am going to marry 
John Tucker!” 

Patty Remembers 
A short while later, Hila Mae and John Tucker were mar-

ried.  But, Hila remembered that visit from Aunt Betty; and 
greatly regretted her decision to marry John Tucker years later. 

John Tucker was employed at one of the steel mills in 
Canton, Ohio.  He worked hard as a carpenter, and earned a 
good wage.  After John and Hila were married, they returned to 
live in the small tarpapered shack on Gambrinus Avenue in 
Canton, Ohio which Hila had acquired from Paul Kelly in their 
divorce settlement.  During this time he began to build a large 
brick five bedroom house of two stories and a full basement.  
The house was situated on a small sloping rise on the same 
acre of land as the tarpapered shack that had been home to 
Paul Kelly, Hila Mae, and Patty.  Later on, John Tucker bought 
an acre of land adjoined to the original acre which now held 
the tarpapered shack; and the two-story, five bedroom, brick 
house. 

Due to the terrain of the small knoll upon which the 
house was built, one of the basement walls was fully exposed 
to the outside which effectively made for a house of three sto-
ries high on that side.  The remaining basement walls were dug 
into the hill and either fully underground or partially exposed.  
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Because of his work position as carpenter at the steel factory 
John Tucker was able to afford some of the comforts that Hi-
la’s first husband would not, or could not.  When the house 
was finished, we moved from the tarpapered shack to the new 
house. 

“I just hated, detested, and abhorred the time when week-
ends and holidays would come” remembers Patty.  “During the 
weekdays when John was at work, life seemed peaceful enough; 
but on the weekends, it was an entirely different story.  John 
would drink himself drunk on wine, and become a beast.”  Pat-
ty recalls that her step-father, John, would sit at the piano with 
a bottle of wine; and he would play a church hymn.  When he 
would finish the song, John would uncap or uncork his bottle 
of wine, and  . . . .  Glug! - Glug! - Glug!  By the time he had 
finished playing, perhaps, two, three, or maybe even four reli-
gious worship hymns he would be roaring drunk.”  

“John would vomit and puke all over, and on himself as 
well:  Snot would run down his face, but he did not stop drink-
ing.  He ran back and forth between the tarpapered shack and 
the bar, right next door.  And he also drank a lot of beer.  He 
smelled horrible and stank of vomit.  He was incontinent and 
was always in the outhouse; or on the toilet, later when the big 
house was finished.  If and when John Tucker caught you 
sleeping while he was inebriated he would conk you on the 
head with his wine bottle.  These were just the beginning of 
John Tucker’s constant and horrible abuses.” 

The week’s end family get-to gatherings that Albert Clar-
ence and Biddie Sharp hosted were a time of tenuous peace.  
John Tucker did not so openly practice his vices:  These he, 
vainly, kept hidden.  When we attended Grandma and Grandpa’s 
family get-to-s John Tucker would neither be so drunken, nor 
practice his constant abuses.  However, the traveling to them 
and from them seemed to have come straight from the script 
writers of the Laurel and Hardy, or perhaps, The Three Stooges 
comedy series.   

John, sitting in the driver’s seat, manipulated the gas, 
brake and clutch pedals.  Momma sat in the middle and would 
steer the automobile.  I would reach across Momma to shift the 
gears into the forward speeds, or reverse as seemed appropri-
ate.  I operated the ignition switch, and I stood ready to reach 
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over and turn off the ignition key in the event of an imminent 
collision, or some other disaster.  And for this responsibility I 
was kept on vigilant guard during these outings, and my ser-
vices were not infrequently needed.  Amazingly, we never had 
an accident!  We drove that old automobile by committee ac-
tion; and the Chairman of that committee was, inevitably, ine-
briated and intoxicated on wine and beer.   

These memories are perhaps the only memory that Patty 
still carries of John Tucker that does not completely fill her 
with feelings of revulsion and disgust.  There trips were one of 
the very few times of family harmony, cooperation, and tenuous 
peace, such as it was.  This is as close to a fond memory as 
Patricia has of those years with John Tucker and it can still 
bring a smile to her face. 

The Perfect Symbol of Our Home 
Patty remembers that somehow her mother had obtained 

an elaborate and fancy (Christian) cross - by sending away for 
it, and not returning payment for it; or by outright stealing it 
with her hands – at the least, Patty is clearly aware and cogni-
zant that it was stolen and no payment was ever rendered for 
its acquisition. 

And, John Tucker, who had access to the best lumber 
available in the steel mill where he worked, would bring home 
stolen lumber and build with it.  Hence, Patty’s step-father took 
Hila’s stolen cross and mounted said cross upon a carefully 
shaped, and very nicely finished, and beautiful piece of stolen 
lumber taken from the steel mill.  This assembly, was then 
placed on the wall, and mounted above the piano where John 
would weekly make himself exceedingly drunken.   

Patty reminisces that Hila’s stolen cross mounted on 
John’s stolen steel mill lumber, which was placed on the wall 
against the piano where her step-father nicely played those 
beautiful worship hymns while drinking himself drunk and be-
coming an atrocious monster, was – “the perfect symbol of our 
home” – a symbol of lies, hypocrisy, and abominations! 

When Weekends Came 
“Life was so horrible when the weekends came, and holi-

days arrived, I just hated to be in the house. - Down the road 
from our two story brick house, one of the neighbors raised 
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hunting dogs.  I had made friends with them, and many times 
when the weekends came I would go sleep in the dog kennel 
with the hunting dogs.  They had learned that I was their 
friend; and they didn’t seem to mind me sleeping in their midst, 
that was one strategy that I employed to avoid John Tucker’s 
constant abusive behavior at the week’s end.  The dogs’ bed 
stunk; but I liked the dogs, and they liked me.  I absolutely 
hated my step-father, John; and he stank far worse than the 
dogs.” 

Patty recalls another strategy she employed to avoid her 
step-father.  And it is here, at this juncture, a few details are 
first necessary to be presented, reviewed; and established in 
order to have a clear understanding of what Patty is revealing 
to her audience:   

“The beatings that my blood father, Paul Kelly, inflicted on 
my mother had left Hila, for the most part, brain damaged and 
mentally and socially retarded.  And my mother developed 
some very selfish, anti-societal, and bizarre behaviors.  She be-
came a habitual thief and shop lifter.  She even used me to 
steal the things she coveted.  She manipulated me into stealing 
for her until I gave my heart to the Christ at age thirteen.  
When I became a Christian, then there was constant and con-
tinual conflict between Hila and me.”   

“Momma hoarded whatever she could steal, rummage for, 
or find.  Over a period of not so many years Hila completely 
filled the five bedroom two story brick house full with the 
things she had found, pulled out of the trash, and/or had sto-
len:  Things like broken chairs, tables, broken lamps, old shoes, 
books, magazines, old worn out clothing of all kinds, and just 
about anything she could carry or drag into the house.”  In 
fact Patty says, “The house became so full of Momma’s hoard-
ed stuff that the back end of the house fell off!”  The fact of 
the matter was that the two story brick house suffered a struc-
tural failure due to an overloaded structure, causing a partial 
collapse at the rear of the house.  

As it was, then, during the late nineteen-forties, or very 
early fifties, and televisions had become available for sell to the 
public; John Tucker had purchased a television set which re-
quired a large antenna which was then mounted on a four-
story tall mast that was set immediately next to the outside 
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wall of the house.  The mast was fastened to the outside brick 
wall, on the side of the house which had the fully exposed, and 
uncovered basement wall.  The television antenna mast was 
offset from the brick wall far enough so as to clear the roof 
overhang.  The mast was manufactured as a three sided, open 
steel truss work – that is, triangular in shape looking at its 
construction from a plan view.   

“When the four upstairs bedrooms were completely filled 
until there was no more space to pile up and stack more 
things, Hila started storing, stacking, and piling, her hoard on 
the stairs to the second floor.  The stairs were so cluttered 
and there was only an exceedingly narrow pathway left to ne-
gotiate one’s way to the second floor.  “John Tucker was not 
inclined to make his way through the maze of Momma’s junk, 
nor would he climb the stairs any longer, and make the tortu-
ous way through the convoluted, closed in, and narrow pathway 
that Hila had left open.  When I realized and understood that 
my step-father no longer came upstairs, I dug and burrowed a 
narrow tunnel just big enough for me to crawl through Mom-
ma’s stuff from my bedroom to the upstairs bedroom window 
which was next to the mast upon which a television antenna 
was mounted.”   

“I learned to climb up and down that mast upon which 
the TV antenna was mounted.  I would grasp the open steel 
trestle work with my hands, and using the steel cross braces as 
the rungs of a very narrow ladder I would clamber up the two 
and one-half, nearly three stories.  When I reached the bed-
room window that opened from the inside which was adjacent 
to the tunnel I had dug through Momma’s junk, I would reach 
my hand into a small opening I had made and I would crank 
open the bedroom window.  I would, then, make the long 
stretch from the antenna mast to the window frame and pull 
myself in and then crawl to my bedroom.  In this manner I 
could keep away from my abusive step-father.” 

At other times Patty found refuge for the night sleeping in 
unlocked automobiles, abandoned houses, garages, even in un-
secured screened-in porches, and barns:  Anything was better 
than suffering abuse at John Tucker’s hands.  “I didn’t always 
sleep well, but I always got some sleep.”  
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Run-Away Working as a Nanny 
Patty had been seven years of age when Hila divorced 

Paul Kelly.  By the time she was eight years old, Hila Mae had 
married John Tucker.  Because of her step-father’s continual 
abuses, Patty had run away from home at age seventeen.  
Searching the newspaper’s help-wanted section Patty found a 
position for a nanny.  She stayed with that family working as a 
nanny, and a mother’s helper, taking care of a baby and a 
toddler, for a period of ten months. . For those services ren-
dered, Patty earned her board and keep, and ten dollars a 
week. 

In the meantime, while Patty was earning her board and 
keep working as a nanny, Hila Mae had been diagnosed with 
some kind of tumors which had resulted in her having a hys-
terectomy.  At that time Patty returned home to help her 
mother while she convalesced and recovered from the surgery.  
Patty took good advantage of the time and returned to com-
plete her last year of high school, and earned her high school 
diploma.   

The Scholarship: Patty’s Graduation: and Marriage 
Upon graduation from high school in the May of 1955; 

and upon the loss of a very highly coveted scholarship (more 
realistically, after being bamboozled, hotly persuaded from ac-
cepting, and feeling cheated out of) a once in a lifetime oppor-
tunity of a scholarship that was offered to Patty to further her 
study of raising chickens and poultry research.  Let the reader 
refer to this story:  ‘The Day I Held Life in the Palm of My 
Hand’. 

http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-
lindquist/the-day-i-held-life.pdf   

Patty had left home at age eighteen being pushed, and 
pressured into marriage with her first husband James Austin a 
few months short of nineteen years of age in June of 1955.  It 
was through the conniving of both her mother and Jim Austin 
that this marriage took place.  Nine months later little Jimmy 
was born in March of 1956.  Jim and Patty began to take up 
house-keeping in the old tar paper shack that now belonged to 
Hila Mae.   

http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/the-day-i-held-life.pdf�
http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/the-day-i-held-life.pdf�
http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/the-day-i-held-life.pdf�
http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/the-day-i-held-life.pdf�
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Of that marriage Patty says, “Before the space of one 
month had passed, I knew that this marriage was wrong.  My 
life became hell:  I went from one hell to another hell:  Jim 
Austin would beat the tar out of me!”  See the story: ‘Prom-
ised’.  

http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-
lindquist/promised.pdf 

So, upon graduation from high school, almost nineteen 
years old, Patty Lou Kelly married James Austin:  The newly 
wedded couple moved into that old tarpaper shack, situated 
right next door to the bar, which had been her first home with 
her mother, Hila Mae, and her father, Paul Kelly.  The tar-
papered shack now shared its one acre parcel of land with the 
fine, two storied, five bedroom, brick house erected on the 
small rise in the back which was located alongside the addi-
tional one acre of land that John Tucker had purchased at a 
later date.  Patty had a boy, Jimmy; and a daughter, Linda with 
Jim Austin.  When Patty was twenty-one years old, and while 
she was still four months pregnant with her daughter, Linda, it 
was then that Jim and Patty moved out to California to make a 
new life.   

From the time that Patty moved to California and forward, 
until some-time much later, Patty’s contact with her family was 
intermittent and sporadic at best, almost completely lost, for 
months and even years, at times.  From this point in time – 
from Patty’s moving to California - the information of Hila Mae’s 
life becomes somewhat sketchy.  But there are some key and 
prominent events in Hila Mae’s life of which Patty still has 
memory and/or knowledge. 

A Second Divorce 
Hila Mae, eventually, realizing what a horrible decision she 

had made when she had insisted on marrying John Tucker 
against her sister Betty’s sound Christian advice, sought yet an-
other divorce.  In her second divorce, she was awarded the two 
story brick house and the property on which it was located in 
the settlement.   

A Third Marriage 
Hila Mae divorced John Tucker when Patty was twenty-one 

years old.  It was just shortly after the time that Patty and Jim 

http://www.angels3bible.com/books/true-stories_p-lindquist/promised.pdf�
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Austin had moved to California to live:  Patty was, at that time, 
four months pregnant with Linda, her second child.  Patty was 
had not yet turned twenty-two years of age when Hila Mae 
married Jim Ali, a Moslem man or Mussalman.  Patty reminisces 
of her mother; “My mother was nutty, but she was pretty.”  Hila 
Mae remained married to Jimmy Ali until his death some five 
years later.  And upon his death Hila Mae inherited Jim Ali’s 
social security pension.   

When asked if this was a happy marriage, Patricia replies, 
“No!  Each one was looking to gain an advantage from the 
other.  Hila Mae was looking for a meal-ticket, and Jimmy was 
looking for a free place to eat and sleep.”  She further says, 
“Momma’s housekeeping was so atrocious that Jimmy would 
only sleep and eat there.  When Jimmy Ali was not at work, 
there was some kind of a meeting house he would go to, and 
he would spend most of his time there.  This marriage ended 
with the death of Jimmy Ali some five years after it had be-
gun.” 

 

Patty Returns to Ohio to Bring Hila Home to Oregon 
When Jim Ali died, Patty was about twenty-six years old; 

and it was about the year 1962.  Patty returned to Ohio with 
the purpose of bringing Hila Mae home with her.  “I wanted to 
return to school and learn a trade that I might better be able 
to take care of my children:  I figured that Hila could watch 
both little Jimmy and Linda while I was away at school.  When 
I arrived, in Stark County, Ohio, Hila Mae would not return 
home with me.  She adamantly refused to leave her properties, 
and her hoarded treasures.” 

The Condemned House 
“In the intervening years that followed my 1962 visit, and 

my next visit in 1981, nearly twenty years later, Hila Mae con-
tinued to hoard her ‘treasures’, and she had completely filled 
her two houses that she had received in her divorce settle-
ments.  There was no longer even an entrance left open.  But 
Hila Mae was not deterred by such a turn of events as this 
that had come upon her.  Hila Mae either not willing, or, per-
haps, not able to control her compulsion to hoard things upon 
literally filling her two houses with more than they could really 
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hold – that fine two story, five bedroom, brick house had suf-
fered a partial collapse in the back because of the immensity 
of the weight of all her stuff packed and piled up into it, 
bought, yet, a third house.”   

To Patty it all seemed as a wildly out of control, run-
away addiction careening around in the mind of Hila Mae.  To 
Patty these were the actions of a mentally retarded mind.   

So, with the newly found money that Hila was receiving 
from the government’s Social Security program, to-wit, the pen-
sion belonging to Jimmy Ali, the which she inherited at Jimmy’s 
death, she invested in a house.  It is interesting enough to 
note that Hila seemed competent enough, and sharp enough to 
negotiate and complete the purchase of the property, and even 
to keep it in her possession and under her control.  Patty re-
marked that, “Perhaps, the person who sold her mother the 
house had no legal right or title to the house”; but this is an 
unknown and an uncertain speculation.  It is certain that Hila 
Mae took up residence there for a substantial number of years. 

This third house was a condemned house on the other 
side of Canton, Ohio.  This house had a basement; and the 
entrance to the basement of the house Hila Mae had blocked 
off and filled because of leaking raw sewage [probably from a 
broken sewer line]; and also for her fear that she might fall in-
to it.   

Patty remembers that it had been a nice little house at 
one time.  And, into this condemned house Hila Mae continued 
to increase and pile up her hoard, and her treasures.  Many 
times Hila Mae would sleep here as she had filled the other 
two houses so completely full that not even an entrance was 
to be gained.  Because of the ‘Condemned’ status there were 
no utilities – no water, no electricity, and no gas. 

I asked Patty if and how her mother cooked food.  Patty 
replied:  “She ate her meals mostly at soup kitchens and, char-
ity kitchens for the homeless.” 

“In 1981, just after I had married John Lindquist, I took 
the occasion to visit my mother in Stark County, Ohio, and the 
city of Canton.”  At that time Hila Mae was living in her con-
demned house.  “I had taken the Greyhound Bus Lines to Can-
ton, Ohio.  From the bus station, I was afoot, not having any 
extra funds to rent a car or to pay for taxi fares, not to men-
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tion, even to pay for lodging.  Momma had met me at the 
Greyhound bus station.  From there, Momma led me through 
back alleys, block after block, of Canton, Ohio as through a 
maze.  I continued following her through one back alley after 
another:  I had no idea where I was.  I was in a strange and 
new setting of which I had no knowledge or memory.  I was as 
completely disoriented as I could be.  To this date the wherea-
bouts of that condemned house is a mystery to me - even to 
this very same day.”   

“When we reached her house, I was assaulted by the foul 
odor of raw sewage emanating from the broken sewer line waft-
ing up from the basement.  There was barely room enough, but 
Hila and I fixed up a cot for me to sleep on made out of old 
pieces of carpet, blankets, rags, and whatever seemed good.  I 
stayed with her about two days:  When Hila again refused to 
allow me to take care of her, and refused to come back home 
with me, I prepared to make my journey back, once more to 
Oregon.  Those two days were plenty long enough to test my 
patience and forbearance.”   

A Broken Hip 
Imagining this conversation between Anklita and Fonteezas, 

Patty, listening in on the conversation, hears Anklita inquiring of 
Hila Mae’s well being:  “Tell me about Hila’s broken hip.”   

“Hila’s many mental problems kept her from living a nor-
mal life”, replied Fonteezas.  “She lived wherever she could, 
sometimes as a bag lady, often eating at soup kitchens or sen-
ior meal centers.  One day a lazy sluggard observed Hila pin-
ning her social security money inside her clothes.  He followed 
Hil to a little used railroad crossing, knocked her down and 
robbed her of the money.  In that altercation, Hila Mae’s hip 
was broken.” 

Fonteezas continues, “I tried to tell her heart,- ‘Do not 
walk this route today!’  But, because Hila would find and dis-
cover new things to drag home dumped at the tracks, she 
would not listen this day.  Hila could not control her desire to 
hoard things”, mourned Fonteezas.  “A kind hearted soul lis-
tened to my urgings; and upon advising the authorities, Hila 
Mae was transported to a hospital where her broken hip was 
repaired.” This conversation between Anklita and Fonteezas 
closes with:  “You saved Hila’s life, once again.” 
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Hila resumed her vagabond sort of existence and lifestyle 
after being released from the hospital.  The next key event in 
Hila Mae’s life happened on one very cold Ohio winter night.  
After having filled both of her first two houses with hoarded 
stuff and ‘treasures’ Hila often slept in the third house, the one 
she had bought with the Social Security money from Jimmy 
Ali’s pension.  The house had been condemned and there were 
no utilities connected.  There was no heat of any sort in that 
house.  Hila would attempt to keep herself warm by wrapping 
herself in newspapers under her blankets. 

Again, listening into the imagined conversation between 
Anklita and Fonteezas, we hear the two guardian angels speak-
ing:  “Hila was trying to keep warm by wrapping herself in 
newspapers while staying in that condemned house, without any 
heat in the middle of an Ohio winter just about sixty miles, as 
the crow flies, from the south shore of Lake Erie”, said 
Fonteezas.  “Several of her toes were frost-bitten.  A neighbor 
lady listened to my pleas.  And she called the police who 
found her before she froze to death.”   

Hila Mae Looses Her Freedom 
The result of that incident, that which the frost bitten toes 

precipitated, was that through court hearings - in the which, 
Patty testified to the incompetency of her mother to live by 
herself - Hila Mae was declared mentally incompetent and 
placed into the care of her younger sister Mildred.  Aunt Mil-
dred was granted Power of Attorney over Hila Mae’s affairs and 
her money.  

“So, at that time, Hila Mae came under the conserva-
torship of Aunt Mildred.  She began to live with Aunt Mildred 
and Uncle Eber in their home in Lancaster, Ohio.  Uncle Eber 
was, by that time, suffering in poor health.  Some years later 
when Uncle Eber died of cancer, Aunt Mildred was all worn out 
from taking care of both of:  her late husband, Eber; and her 
sister, Hila Mae.  Mildred and Eber lived in Lancaster, Ohio, 
about a two hour drive south by south-west from Canton.”  
Patty remarks, “Taking care of Hila Mae was no easy task for 
Aunt Mildred, she was more than a handful for Aunt Mildred”.   

“One time that Hila Mae escaped from the care of Aunt 
Mildred she hitched hiked to Washington D.C. to visit another of 
her younger sisters who was then living there.  Hila somehow 
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ended up back in Canton, Ohio:  And when discovered there, 
she was again returned to Lancaster, Ohio; and into the hands 
of Aunt Mildred’s custody.” 

Imagined Angel Conversation 
“It is many miles from Lancaster, Ohio to Medford, Ore-

gon, where Patty lives.  How has Patty fared since she left 
home?”  Hila Mae’s guardian angel, Fronteezas, inquired of 
Anklita, Patty’s guardian angel. 

Answering, Anklita said:  “I am glad you spoke to Patty’s 
heart about her mother.  Patty remembers how tired and fragile 
she was after the death of her last husband, John Lindquist.  
And so Patty has much sympathy for her Aunt Mildred as her 
husband, Eber, passed away.  Patty worries about the strain on 
aging Aunt Mildred in caring for both Hila Mae, and Patty’s un-
cle, Eber.”   

“It is good that mother and daughter should spend Hila’s 
last years together.  Patty has forgiven Hila Mae for pushing 
her into that unhappy, divided, and lonely marriage with Jim 
Austin.  A home cannot happily serve both the Creator God, 
and the Evil One.  That union dissolved in pain and disillusion-
ment.”    

“And so, it was that it was put upon my heart to take 
over the care of my mother from Aunt Mildred.” 

Hila Mae Is Moved to Medford, Oregon 
‘It was about 1990, five years following John Lindquist’s 

death in 1985 that I, once more, returned to Ohio – this time 
to Lancaster - to bring my aging mother home to live with me, 
she would have been about eighty-five years old.  I made that 
trip in an old Ford automobile during the winter.  I drove as 
straight through as I was able, making as few stops as possible. 

I clearly remember one of Hila Mae’s antics that took 
place on that return trip back to Medford, Oregon.  As we 
traveled through the middle of America in one large city or 
other, in the middle of a winter blizzard, we were stopped at a 
lighted intersection in the middle of heavy traffic, waiting for 
the light to change, and Hila Mae spotted a pair of coveralls 
on the street that someone had dropped on the sidewalk.  Hila 
Mae was determined to have those overalls:  She began to 
fumble at the door handle of the passenger door.  The light 
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was about to change, the visibility was very poor, the wet roads 
were slick and icy, and dangerous; and Hila Mae was going to 
exit the vehicle and collect that garment that she might add it 
to her ‘treasures’.  As I anticipated her actions I reached over 
and grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked it hard enough 
to stop her from her determined course of action.  I was not 
at all gentle, I hurt my mother’s scalp and wrenched her head 
and neck in the effort to stay Momma’s exiting the old ford ve-
hicle.  Hila Mae became angry at me because I had hurt her.  
Momma could foresee no danger in the course of her intended 
actions - not to say the least, did she see any inconvenience 
that she might have cause me.”   

The guardian angels, Fronteezas and Anklita, speaking one 
unto another said, “Well, our journey is over.  We have arrived 
at Patty’s Medford home site, Hila Mae’s new home.  We shall 
enjoy many visits as we complete our work with our earthly 
charges.  That will be pleasant!  Our next journey will takes us 
home”, agreed Fronteezas.  

“So it was that In 1995 when I took the care of my 
mother off Aunt Mildred’s over burdened and tired hands.  Then 
Aunt Mildred began to give me $400.00 a month of the 
$600.00 she received from Hila’s Social Security benefits that 
Hila had inherited from Jimmy Ali. Aunt Mildred kept $200.00 
each month for herself.” 

“I did not insist on having the Power of Attorney over my 
mother’s affairs which was still held by Aunt Mildred:  I figured 
Aunt Mildred would be fair with me.  That turned out to be a 
mistake and miss-judgment of Aunt Mildred’s character and abil-
ity to do right”  Patty says, even today, “I knew that Hila Mae’s 
social security check which she inherited from Jimmy Ali was 
about $600.00 per month.” 

“As a result Aunt Mildred had caused me to lose out on 
most of the proceeds from the sale of my mother’s property by 
not releasing title to Momma’s property to me.” 

Life with Momma in Medford, Oregon 
“Life with Momma was very difficult.  In one instance, dur-

ing very cool weather, Hila removed her night gown, hid it un-
der her bed, tore up her bedding, and returned to bed sleeping 
under just one blanket.”  Winter temperatures in Medford, Ore-
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gon, while still cold, are considerably milder than those in Can-
ton, Ohio.  Perhaps in Hila’s mind, being used to the harsh win-
ters of north-eastern Ohio, she was just too warm to be com-
fortable. 

“Momma would get in just about anybody’s car that would 
allow her to get inside the auto.  Her general modus operandi 
was to convince the operator to take her to one place or an-
other.  On one such occasion Hila got into her benefactor’s 
vehicle; and she convinced the driver to take her to Grandpa’s 
place.  Sometime later, when I discovered that she was gone, I 
drove around for several hours, and upon having no success, I 
eventually ended up at the local police station to file a missing 
persons report.  And there I found Momma.  Her benefactor 
had gotten tired of trying to find Grandpa’s place; and after 
two hours driving around and many futile attempts to locate 
the whereabouts of Grandpa’s place, out of sheer frustration, 
the well-meaning and good intentioned driver had left Hila in 
the custody of the police.” 

“With great regularity, when I was away from home, at 
work or somewhere else, and I had left Momma home alone, I 
would return to find that she had gotten into things again, and 
had left them scattered everywhere and all about.” 

Hila Mae remained in Patricia Lindquist‘s home for some 
two years when her care was then committed to the Three 
Fountains Nursing Home, in the fall of 1992.  By the time Hila 
was transferred to the nursing home, she was pretty much con-
fined to a wheel chair.  And, rolling her chair along, she would 
escape from the care of the nursing home as often as suited 
her whims and desires to be at blessed liberty and having her 
freedom once more, at least, until she was found out:  For this 
reason the facility caretakers began to keep Hila in the back at 
Three Fountains facility where an escape was no longer possi-
ble.  Hila Mae remained in the nursing home until she fell 
asleep in death on the tenth day of April 1995.  Hila Mae lived 
eighty-nine and one-half years.  Patty exclaims:  “She fell-asleep 
having gained the victory!”   

Hila Mae Falls Asleep to Await the Resurrection 
“He shall not be afraid of evil tidings:  His hear is fixed, trust-
ing in the Lord”; said the psalmist.  
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Patty reminisces of her mother’s life:  “Hila Mae Sharp fell 
asleep trusting in her Lord.  She looked down the corridors of 
time and grasped the promised hope.”  And so Hila Mae died 
in a nursing home in Medford, Oregon at around ninety years 
of age. 

Her sister, Aunt Mildred, died in a nursing home in Ohio 
with Alzheimer’s disease. 

Patty Envisions a Future Meeting at the Resurrection 
“Hello,” shouted both Fronteezas and Anklita, simultane-

ously, as they joyously embraced.  “Our Master is opening the 
gates of His wonderful home, even as we speak.  Peace, justice, 
and mercy shall never cease to be the law of all hearts.  His 
loving kindness will fill the hearts of all His children – not one 
will be without it; and they will, every one, possess His unfath-
omable loving kindnesses in their hearts and minds through all 
eternity!  The sunshine garden is waiting for Hila and Patty to 
meet in a manner they could never enjoy on earth.  Hila and 
Patty will soon be re-united, this time to live forever in peaceful 
pastures with sure waters.”  

“Look up!  The Christ is stretching forth His healing hands 
toward His children!” exclaimed Fronteezas as she pointed to-
ward the Beautiful Light.  “Hila’s brain will again be whole and 
healed in the next second.  Goodbye, until we meet again with 
Hila and Patty in our glorious home.”  Anklita dipped her wings 
in a momentary farewell salute.”     

“And I, John saw the holy city, the New Jerusalem, com-
ing down from God out of heaven.  It was a glorious sight, 
beautiful as a bride at her wedding.  I heard a loud shout from 
the throne saying, Look the home of God is now among men, 
and He will live with them and they will be His people; yes, God 
Himself will be among them.  He shall wipe away all tears from 
their eyes, and there shall be no more death, nor sorrow, nor 
crying, nor pain:  For the former things are passed away.”  
Revelation:  Chapter: Twenty-one.  Hallelujah; Hosanna to the 
King of kings; Aw’mane, and Aw’mane! 
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