Foreword
By Tom Gilbert
The Story of Jeannette Love Dodge McGowen
Morris is one of loves and losses, of triumph over
challenges of many kinds, of laughter and tears, and a
look out at the world and the people that have touched,
and been touched by, a delightful woman.
During our many hours together I’ve been given
insight into a life fully lived. Jeannette still is full of
the inquisitiveness and endless curiosity that she was
born with. She has shown great interest and enthusiasm
throughout the process of creating this book of her life
story. My hope is that by reading her story you will be
enriched in your life. One life touching another Jeannette does that well.

Tom Gilbert with Jeannette L. Morris

Introduction
The reason I’m writing and publishing this book is
because my grandchildren told me to do it. As they were
growing up I would continually tell them about my life
growing up. They would say, “Why don’t you write it
down?” So I started and Tom Gilbert is my ghost writer.

I love, value and honor my family.
My loved ones are precious to me. I care about each
member of my family. I wish them only good-vibrant
health, clear guidance, ongoing harmony, and abundant
wealth.
I value my family members, both collectively and
individually. They may be family members by birth, by
choice, or by life circumstance. I recognize and honor their
unique personalities and qualities, their likes and dislikes –
all that make them who they are as God’s cherished,
distinct creations.
I remember meaningful times when we grew closer
through laughter, tears, sorrow or gladness. I value both
our heartfelt sharing with one another and our dedication to
following our individual, inner guidance. I honor the
tradition in our experiences, our beliefs, and our
celebrations. We are a family!
Lovingly,
Jeannette

Chapter One
A Real Little Firecracker
I was born July
3 , 1920 at 6:10
AM. According to
my mother I came a
day early and my
arrival was worse
than any firecracker.
Daddy
told
me
Mother was in labor
for two days and she
pulled on the sheets
so much her arms
were sore for several
days.
I was an
instrument
baby,
which meant they
had to use forceps to
help deliver me.
rd

I was always sick when I was growing up and I
remember overhearing the doctor telling my mother that I
had been a very unhealthy baby and he doubted I would
grow to maturity. So I prayed that I would live to be as old
as Jesus; he was thirty-three. When I reached that age I
was pretty healthy. It seemed like when I had my first
child I got real healthy just overnight. A lot of women
have a hard time being pregnant, but for me it was
wonderful.

My full name is Jeannette Love Dodge McGowen
Morris. My first name came from one of my mother’s best
friends and it means “little child of God”. My middle name
is Love and that was my mother’s maiden name. My
maiden name was Dodge; that was my Dad’s name.
McGowen was my first husband and that was my “hell”
husband. Morris was my last husband and he was my
“heaven” husband.
I was the oldest of three daughters. Marymargaret was
named after both our grandmothers and she was two years
younger than I. She was born July 6, 1922. My sister
Shirley was six years younger than me. Shirley Alice was
her name. At that time people were naming their children
after Shirley Temple, and Alice was one of my mother’s
best friends. So that’s where she got her name.
Both of my sisters were healthy. They didn’t have to see
the doctor as much as I did growing up. My parents never
complained and I give them credit for a good healthy
beginning when I was young. We had an osteopathic
doctor and I remember sometimes the treatments he gave
me. I had to wear a brace to stand up so it would straighten
my back. My parents were continually telling me to stand
straight. I had to wear high-topped shoes for my weak
ankles. During that time my dad was cutting out the
Denver Post to put in the holes in the bottom of his shoes.
This was during the Depression and they had to make do.
But my parents never complained.
I was raised in Denver, Colorado although I was born in
Detroit, Michigan. This was because my dad and his
brother wanted to be in the automotive industry. They both
loved cars and were working at a garage and filling station.
They went to Detroit in hopes of working for Henry Ford
and to get in on the ground floor of this new industry.

My mother had stayed behind in Denver, but when my
grandmother found out she was pregnant with me she put
Mother on the train and told her, “Your place is with your
husband and you get married.” It was considered a sin in
those days to be pregnant and not married. Grandmother
said, “You get married there and send the marriage
certificate back to me.” When she got it she tore it up and
made up a fictitious date that would coincide with my birth.
And while my parents were in Detroit I was born.
I slept in the top drawer of a dresser in their apartment.
My Uncle Lee, my Dad’s brother, slept in one of those
rollaway beds kept in the closet. Grandma came to see me
and decided this was no place for her grandchild. She was
a strong woman with strong opinions. Women had just
been granted the right to vote. She voted for the first time
and had her first grandchild. That was one of her proud
years.
We came back to Colorado and she bought a house in
Denver at 237 Galapago Street. She gave it to my folks. I
don’t know whether they paid her back or not. But that
was where my sisters and I grew up. We stayed there until
we all left home and got married.
My family was very demonstrative and they all kissed
and hugged each other, from Grandpa on down. One time I
even saw my dad go up to his dad, to Grandpa, and they
would start by shaking hands. Then they’d pat each other
on the back. Pretty soon they’d be hugging each other. I
saw my dad kiss my grandpa right on the lips and nothing
bad was thought about that.
I had a lot of really good relatives, like my grandpa
Dodge, my Dad’s dad. My grandma, my mother’s mother,
was Grandma Love Kimmel. Oh, she loved me. I wish I
had the picture of her standing out in the back of her yard.

This was in Longmont, Colorado where my parents were
raised. It shows her holding me as a little baby. I’d been
born on the day she could vote and she was so proud of
that. She always said, “Now child”, and when she called
me child I knew I better listen. “You always want to vote
because it’s a privilege to be an American, live in the
United States, and we are from good stock!” I really loved
my Grandma Kimmel and I remember her horses. Almost
everyone rode horses back then. Very few people owned a
car. She loved my sisters and me, but I was her favorite.
Uncle Lee was my dad’s younger brother. Daddy was
born in 1899 and Uncle Lee was born in 1905. I thought
his wife, Aunt Mary, was the most beautiful lady that ever
lived. They were Marymargaret’s favorite.
My Uncle Arthur was my mother’s half-brother. He and
Aunt Ett were also special. Uncle Arthur was thirty-three
years older than my mother. They were Shirley’s favorite.
My only cousin was Uncle
Lee’s son, Lee Edward Dodge, Jr.
He was a year younger than my
sister Shirley. We didn’t have a
lot of cousins, just Eddie.

Childhood photo of
Jeannette,
Marymargaret,
Cousin Eddie and
Shirley

One of my earliest childhood
memories was my mother’s
laughter. She laughed a lot and it
bubbled up from her feet. She had
a way of laughing when things
were bad, even really tragic.
She’d start to laugh and it would
make everything alright.

I remember the time when our neighbor’s house caught
fire. The Littles’ were Irish, and they lived three houses
down from us. During the fire they brought Mrs. Little
over. She was a big, fat Irish woman and she was in a state
of shock. Mother put her feet in this nice hot tub of water
that we would bathe in sometimes. Marymargaret was on
one side, and I was on the other side patting her because
she was so upset. She repeatedly said, “Oh my, what do I
do?”
Mother was in the kitchen frying hamburgers on the gas
stove. All the men were down the street helping the fire
department put the fire out. By the way, my dad liked to
chase the Fire Department around. The station was nearby,
just one block down and three blocks up. So the men were
putting the fire out. When they were done they all came
over to the house. Mother was standing there in the kitchen
frying the hamburgers. All of a sudden she turned around,
looked at us, and she started to laugh. Daddy came in the
back door and he saw what mother was doing and how she
was laughing. So he said, “C’mon in guys, she has
hamburgers, the fire’s out!” And everybody started to
laugh, even Mrs. Little; she patted us and we hugged her.
My parents loved each other dearly. My mother was
firm, though. She was the one that made the rules; she was
the stronger one. My dad, he just went along with her.
Maybe she was that way because she was an only child.
Her mother was 41 and her father was 56 when she was
born so she didn’t have any brothers or sisters or children
to play with.
She did have this dog when she was growing up. They
named it Dude, because one of her first words was what she
would say about the dog. She would say it “doodle
doodled”. This was my mother.

She also had thirteen cats that she played with. So she
must have liked to play with her pets, all the cats and the
dog. And she loved to watch us, and watch Daddy play
with us. He was the perfect dad for girls. And she just
really loved to watch us play.
Sometimes my mother would switch me. Right outside
our backdoor there was a tree that grew, but it never got
higher than the fence until after I was about ten years old.
That was because she kept getting these switches. She’d
bring one in and after she had to tell me something three
times I’d get it on the legs. Then I’d go in to the bathroom
crying, or to my bedroom. After a while I’d come out and
she’d be sitting in the rocker. I’d go get in her lap and
she’d tell me, “I love you.” And, “It hurts me more than it
does you.” Then I would say, “Why do you do it?” Then
she’d swat me again. That makes me chuckle now.

Jeannette and her “buddy” sister Marymargaret

My dad told me,
“Jeannette, you were born
with too much curiosity.
That is your problem. You
want to do everything and
just because you’re curious
it gets you into trouble.”
Thank goodness for my
sister, Marymargaret. She
was my buddy and she
saved me a lot. She’d say,
“Jeannette, you better not
do that, Mother won’t like
it!” Or she’d say, “You
better not do that, I’ll tell
Mother!” Boy, I knew then
I’d better not do it or it
would get me into it.
Still there were times

when I’d get into trouble. I remember when I was in
second grade at Fairmont School, which was only a block
and a half from us. When you went to gym you had to take
all your clothes off and put the gym bloomers and blouse
on to have physical education. So there were a lot of things
that were taken off and left in your locker. At the end of
the school year the gym teacher would get all this stuff out
that she’d found in the lockers. One time there was this
beautiful pink glass necklace. I thought it was so beautiful
and I wanted it so bad! I kept my eye on it and nobody
claimed it.
Eventually the teacher said she was going to take all of
the things that were left behind and give it to the Salvation
Army or something like that. So I went and told Miss
Boyd that it was my necklace. She was a real firm person.
I never saw her pat anyone or put her arm around anyone.
But she told me, “Well, Jeannette, it’s real pretty and you
take it.”
So about a week went by and my dad said to me,
“Jeannette, we have to have a talk.” Now when I was
young I used to have nightmares. They’d find me in my
room trying to climb the wall. I had bad dreams. My dad
noticed this happening at this time and he said, “Jeannette,
something’s wrong, you’re starting to have bad dreams
again.” And I started to cry. I told him, “Daddy, I told a
lie and I told Miss Boyd that this was mine and I went and
got it. I lied to her. I cheated, stole and lied and now God
won’t like me.” And he said, “Ok, your mother’s going to
take you back over to the school.”
The next morning she went to school with me. She had
called the teacher and said she was coming. I brought the
necklace and I gave it to her. She told me, “Jeannette, you
can have it for being so honest.” And I started to cry. I
said, “I’m sorry that I lied to you, cheated and stole.” The
teacher said, “Jeannette, you’re a good girl for telling the

truth.” And she gave me a hug. That was the first time I
saw her hug anyone. I told her, “No, I don’t want it,
because I don’t want to be reminded of what I did!” And I
didn’t take it and I didn’t have any more bad dreams and I
felt a lot better because she hugged me for telling the truth.
From then on I was one of her really good students and I
loved her dearly, but I never dared to touch her. That was
the only time I ever saw her do that, give someone a hug.
That was one of the things I remember that I did wrong and
I learned a good lesson from it.
My mother would read to us when we’d go to bed.
Those were happy times when we went to bed. One of the
books, and we had the whole series, was called the Bobsie
Twins. It started out when they were little and then they
grew a little bit older and there were more books about
them. We had them all. And as we grew older she read
other older books to us, like “Little Women” and that. But
growing up it was little things like the Bobsie Twins.
Another thing – Sunday morning we’d all go jump in bed
with Daddy and he would read us the comics. I wanted so
much to read. He went and got Mary Margaret and I our
first library cards. We could go out and check out books.
We lived at 237 Galapago and that was three blocks from
Santa Fe. The library was 6th and Santa Fe, so we would go
on our skates down there and check out four books a piece,
or three. But see, at first I couldn’t read and I was so
anxious to read. They would read to me, and I even think,
I’m not sure, but I think Mother said I learned the alphabet
before I went to school. I learned it by singing it the way
young kids do.

I read a lot and my dad read
a lot. It seemed he always had
a book. Sometimes he’d get
started on one and I’d think,
oh, I want to see what he’s
reading. He’d tell me, “You’ll
just have to wait. Read your
book and when I’m through
you can read my book.” They
called me the bookworm.
Jeannette with mother and
father (Ruth and Lynn) and
sister Marymargaret.

Marymargaret didn’t care
much to read. She liked to work in the kitchen. I didn’t
care about cooking or anything like that. The doctor told
my folks, “Jeannette is a hyperactive child. Get her
something to do. Give her piano lessons and that will keep
her sitting down.” So I had piano lessons all through my
childhood and eventually I was a piano teacher. I could
play the organ, too.
I started pretty early; I was in second grade. My first
teacher had me play classical music. I didn’t care for her
very much. But she did give me a good start on learning.
Then I found this teacher that had a short-hand music
teaching style. She taught everything, even popular music.
That was Mrs. Breckline. She called me by my nickname,
Jo, which I got in Camp Fire Girls.
Later, after I married Earl, she said, “Jo, I have a whole
list of people that want me to teach and I can’t take them
all, so you take some of them. And I’ll give you teaching
lessons.”

She started me out with six students. They would come
to our house where our piano was. I’d have them all come
on Saturdays. I used to have a sheet of paper with all my
students on it and I taught the way Mrs. Breckline taught.
And I became a teacher.
I love music. I still do. I like all kinds of music –
modern music and classical music. I liked Mozart. Later
on I had music that helped with my bones, but that was
when I was an adult.
I remember my dad went to the Mayan Theater on
Broadway. They would rent it out for lectures. He went to
hear about this new word, VITAMIN. It was Doctor
Green; I remember that was his name. He would say, “You
are what you eat.” So Daddy had all these notes about
what we should eat and we had the first vitamin. It was
syrup, kind of like cod liver oil, and it was called MaltoMeal. Each day we had a spoonful and that was our first
vitamin.
Mother always baked bread every Saturday. It was
whole wheat bread; that was suggested. We ate oatmeal
and things like that for breakfast. Later on my dad decided
he wasn’t going to use the wheat that Mother had. He went
and studied some of the farms around us and he ground his
own wheat so that we could have real healthy bread to eat.
He was one of those “ahead of his time” men. This was
back at the beginning of the Depression and before most
people knew about those things. I give him credit that I’m
still here.
My parents started me out with all the good things I
should have to eat. There were vegetables and I remember
Daddy studying what Doctor Green had given out. It was a
study of vegetables and fruit, what was in it, and what was
good for you.

The vegetables were cooked and we also had a lot of
salads and fruit. It was good eating. We kept the raw fruit
and vegetables in our icebox. That’s what we used back
then before refrigerators. Our ice box was a large one, too.
It would keep the food fresh.
There was a vegetable market near the other theater, the
Weber Theater. In those days no one worked on Sunday.
My dad was smart about how he would spend our money
and on Saturday he would go there and buy some of the
things that wouldn’t last over the weekend.
He also gave Mother the first electric juice squeezer on
the market. I remember that it had three cones on it. There
was one each for limes, lemons and oranges. He would
make us orange juice. Later on he bought a vegetable
squeezer. It was round and long and had holes in the end.
Marymargaret and I had the job of putting the carrots in it
and all the juice would come out. Carrot juice and things
like that, especially carrots because they had a lot of
nourishment. There were other things, too, such as celery
and green beans. We tried beats, but they didn’t do too
good.
We would drink milk, too. Back in those days plastic
hadn’t been invented so the milkman delivered the milk in
glass quart or pint bottles to our house and others who
ordered it. He would put it in a milk box with a lid by the
front of our door. When I was real little and too short to
reach the door or the doorbell I could stand on the milk box
lid and reach it.
In the winter the milk would freeze and the cream that
was on top would freeze out of the bottle. I really liked to
eat that – it was like ice cream. They did not have a way to
make it skim milk or two percent like they do now.
My dad got the idea that goat’s milk would be healthier
for me and for all of us. So for a while we drank goat’s

