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Text Version of Audio Story: Ruth 

 
It was the mid-1950s and Ruth was getting a new kitchen stove. This electric 
range would replace the old wood-fired cook stove that had been in the kitchen of 
the farmhouse for as long as anyone could remember. Ruth had so many mouths 
to feed that she even had to build a fire in the old cook stove during the heat of 
the summer. She was ready for the new electric stove. 
 
When it came she said, “Out! Out with that old cook stove!” 
 
The old cook stove had served her well for many years. It heated the house in 
cold weather. It heated water for weekly baths, and it cooked thousands and 
thousands of meals. There would also be a new furnace placed in the basement. 
It would take over the job of heating the farmhouse and heating water for 
cleaning and bathing and doing dishes — mountains and mountains of dishes 
and pots and pans. 
 
Only a few years earlier, Ruth had gotten electricity and indoor plumbing. Pipes 
were run from a spring on the farm, and the water flowed in by gravity. No more 
outhouses or chamber pots under the bed. It was paid for by Ruth’s son, a World 
War II soldier who sent home $600 he had made selling cigarettes, beer and 
chewing tobacco on the black market. Ruth, a very, very religious woman, was 
unaware of how the money was made. 
 
Even with such new appliances and amenities, the task of managing the 
farmhouse would have been daunting, especially by today’s standards. And yet, 
Ruth embraced the job, never seeming to tire. She and her husband had 13 
children, and there were usually other relatives and farmhands, too. Besides the 
cooking and canning, imagine the laundry and cleaning, and the gardening — it 
was no hobby. 
 
Ruth, as a teenage girl, had met her husband at this very farm. Ruth and her 
parents and brothers and sisters would board a train some several hours west 
and arrive at a little station a few miles from the farm. They were arriving for 
Christian Love Feast, the social event of the year. The farm was the gathering 
place for the feast. Her future husband was the son of the man who owned the 
farm, a minister/farmer. They were smitten with one another. By the way the crow 
flies, they lived about 70 miles apart, a long-distance relationship considering the 
time. 
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Ruth had a slight, very slight, facial deformity, and her future husband’s father 
expressed deep concern with his son’s choice of Ruth for courting. He was 
concerned that the deformity, considered genetic, would affect future children. 
The future husband said he prayed deeply on the matter and was assured by 
God that it would not carry through the children. In the year 1919, Ruth became a 
bride. 
 
She and her husband would live in a tiny log house on the farm before 
purchasing the farm and moving into the farmhouse itself. All of Ruth’s 13 
children were born at home. Two would die in infancy. Ruth and her husband 
would successfully raise the other 11 to adulthood. I wonder what Ruth thought 
as she admired her new electric Westinghouse stove. I wonder what she thought 
as she turned the dial and watched the burner become red. I wonder what she 
thought as she turned the spigot and watched hot water bubble out for the very 
first time. 
 
After many, many years of farming, Ruth and her husband would sell the farm 
and build a little house on a piece of ground they deeded away from the farm. In 
Ruth’s new house, she would have electric baseboard heat, carpeting. She could 
soak her old bones in a lavender-colored bathtub. Ruth was my Grandma 
Lauver. 
 
From somewhere behind the radio with the music of Johnny X, I’m the American 
Storyteller. 


