Personal Memories of Lavina and Mac
By Keith Black
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I remember our family visits to Grandma and Mac’s house. Lavina was married to Vinson McMulllin and he was nicknamed “Mac.” Lavina had some strict rules to follow but was still very loving to her grandchildren. As kids are, we would rather play than sit and talk and became very restless while we were there. If grandmother saw that we were bored, she would want her grandkids to sing primary songs while she played the piano. Most of us didn't want to do that. Oh, Lavina and Mac had a television alright! This was a black and white picture tube with rounded sides. We were not allowed to watch it unless it was The Lawrence Welk Show.  This was the only program Lavina deemed fit to watch. The Lawrence Welk Show aired on television in the 50’s to the 70’s and was part of the “Big Band Era.” Lawrence Welk was the band conductor and host of the show. I thought that the contemporary band music was rather corny. They had a bubble machine going at the beginning of the show which added toward the cheesiness of it all. Mac liked watching wrestling and Roller Derby shows. When Lavina went to the kitchen to clean up, Mac would turn the television station to one of these programs. But when Lavina came back and discovered what Mac and we were watching she would scold Mac and make him change the channel back to The Lawrence Welk Show. Thus, we could only enjoy about ten minutes worth of sin.
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Our grandparent’s house had an organ that our grandmother loved to play and she was very good at it. Their whole house was furnished with furniture that looked like they were all bought in the 1930’s. The arms and backs of the sofa and formal chair had knitted doilies pined to them. I guess that the look, smell, and feel of the whole place were a typical grandparent’s home. One thing that was not typical and seemed out of place amongst the décor was a print of an oil painting above the couch. This was a large 6 foot long print of a Picasso titled “Guernica” which had abstract disfigured animals and humans. The print displayed terror and despair or one big horrible nightmare. It definitely was a contrast to the other parts of the home and I found it very humorous. Apparently, Conrad (Dad’s half-brother) gave this to grandma and Mac as a present and they felt obligated to display it. 
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I also so remember that grandma was really into promoting proper posture. She made sure that we were always sitting up straight but also we had to sleep straight too. I remember having to sleep on the couch in the living room. She made sure that I slept on my back with the covers tucked in tight and my arms outside straight alongside my body. I felt like a mummy. Grandma would leave but would come back later and checked to see if I had altered my position. If I dared to move out of the instructed position then grandma would re-tuck and instruct all over again. So even in our sleep we had to keep good posture.   
 
Lavina believed in a big breakfast, a small lunch, and a small dinner. This was something we were not use to and if we did not eat much at breakfast time we were hungry at dinner. Breakfast time was a strict diet and eating habits that our family was not accustom to. Lavina would not allow us to drink a drop of milk or fluids until we finished every bit of our food. At breakfast, there were no Rice Krispies or Sugar Pops, but only a hot meal like oatmeal or cracked wheat along with whole wheat toast. In the morning, Grandma and Mac would drink their Postum, which is “Mormon coffee” made from burnt wheat I think. If we were hunger between meals, Lavina would give Mac a peach or a pear. The Mac would sit on the front porch and cut the peels off with his pocket knife. He then would slice it up and hand them to us one bite at a time – a very long process. I thought this was strange because at home we would just grab some fruit and eat it whole, peel and all!  

 
Mac loved his pocket knife and found many uses for it. He used his pocket knife when all of us went to a park for a picnic. I got gum stuck in my hair and Mac told me to come here. Then he took out his pocket knife and cut the gum out leaving a big bald spot on my scalp. 

One strange thing about Mac was that he hated dogs and cats, which I’m sure that this behavior rubbed off on our dad, because he had the same feelings toward these animals. Mac would keep a BB gun and sling shot in his garage for the dogs and cats that dare to walk by.

 
I remember one visit to our grandparent’s house. My brother Dave and I got the privilege of walking to a local school yard by ourselves. We were really excited because this was a rare treat. Dave and I wanted to hurry and leave before somebody changed their mind. When we entered the playground we found a falcon along the wall of the school building. It was just sitting there with outstretched wings and squawking. We were puzzled as to why it wouldn’t fly away.  The thoughts of my school studies on hawks, eagles and falcons came to mind. I thought how cool it might be to have a falcon for a pet. Dave just wanted to leave it alone and play. After all, we might never get the privilege to come here again. I was too excited about keeping the bird and convinced Dave to help me. I took off my coat and wrapped the bird up. I then picked it up and Dave followed as we headed back to our grandparent’s house. We almost made it back at our grandparent’s house without Mac seeing us. My brother and I wanted to sneak it past Mac because we knew the feeling he had for dogs and cats and we thought that he might have the same feeling for this bird. When we got to our grandparent’s house we were out of luck for Mac spotted us and motioned us over to him. But to our surprise, Mac took great interest in the falcon.  He even took it across the street to show it to a neighbor. I remember dad’s half-brother Conrad and his family were across the street at that time. I followed Mac everywhere beaming with pride because this was my bird! After Mac showed everyone, he went back across the street toward the side of his garage. I started to follow but he told me to stay. I followed anyways but stayed back far enough so Mac couldn’t see me. There, to my horror, at the side of the garage, I saw Mac twist the bird’s neck and threw it into the trash can. From this moment I developed a dislike for Mac. After I got older, I realized he was probably putting it out of its misery. Maybe it could not fly because it had a broken neck. I was young, about 8 years old, and I didn’t have the maturity to understand.
 
I know grandma and Mac loved all of us and meant well. If I was a lot older before they passed away, I think I would have developed a greater appreciation for them. It made me sad to see Mac cry at Lavina’s funeral services. Lavina passed away November 12, 1965. Mac became grief stricken and senile after Lavina’s death. Conrad Hawkins and his family took care of Mac for about five year until his death in September 2, 1971. These are but a few memories of a grandson.
[image: image1.jpg]


