Sr. Dolores, OSF (the former Cecelia Rieman)

From a tape recording made in 1976

This is Sr. Dolores.  God love you all.  You asked me to tell you about my father.   The earliest recollection that I have is that my father, in the first place, married a woman who did not have a big dowry so we were all born and raised in what was called a settler’s cottage…two large rooms and two small rooms.  We lived there until after the McCormick binder was invented.   Then things were more profitable and my father was able to build a house like his brothers and sisters had – large and roomy. This must have been in about 1903 or 1904.  My father always loved fruit trees so in those early days he planted a large orchard of about 52 with a whole selection of apples.  We had apples all winter long because they were put into a bin and so we enjoyed them greatly.  After things were more profitable and he had a nice herd of cattle and the help of my eldest brother, my Grandmother came and in tears and begging asked him to become security for Uncle John, who had a livery barn in the small place of Glandorf.  My father not being a businessman and loving horses very much felt that he could make a success of it.  So instead of selling the property, he put all his extra material and money into building it up and had a beautiful array of horses and carriages and buggies.  But in Glandorf, it was only about 2 and ½ miles from Ottawa where we all were baptized and did our shopping, it was not profitable and he soon found out that he could not make ends meet.  So he went to Cleveland and got a job there.  But it was not too successful.  And after a while trying his best, things did not work as well as they should have.  He got erysipelas (strep throat) and the Doctor advised to go back to the county.  He went to live with his son, Will, for some time until your grandmother bought the house in which they all lived and there he started, or must have started even in Cleveland, the selling of nursery products.  But, in Ottawa, being a man who was very much in love with his work, he succeeded and he kept on with his work as a nursery salesman until he died.  

He and Mother used to enjoy themselves in the evening by playing euchre.  He was foxy, as she said, and once in a while, I think when she did not look, he would play over her.  She realized this and realizing it, she chided him with it.  He would just laugh.  They got along very well in their older days and I never in my life heard them quarrel.  My Mother was a woman who thought only of making others happy.  She did this in a very different way because her philosophy was that obedience has it’s own punishment.  And so as we grew up there were very little “Don’ts” and “Do’s” especially when we did not do right, we always were punished.  God punished us in some way or the other and she thought that was enough remorse and never chided us with “Didn’t I tell you so…”.  When things were not as they should be, and she thought they were wrong, she was very adamant in her decisions and they were carried out.  

We all loved each other very much and one thing that was stressed a great deal was religion.  She did not believe in going to Mass and then puttering around with ---- and so on.  She felt that was wrong.  On Sunday, we went out visiting after we all went to Mass.  I suppose in the first days, we went in the wagon.  I can’t recall.

Night prayers were said.  Night and morning prayers were said in common.  We had a small picture of the Holy Family in their bedroom—before this we knelt and said our prayers, all in common.  Even when I was in Ottawa, this continued.  So you see, both he and Mother had great faith. 

We were all very happy.  Truth was something that was stressed a great deal.  Even in joking with one another we never told one another something that was not true…never insisted on something that was true when it was not.  Therefore when one of us said something to the other, we felt and we knew instinctively that it was true.  So that even  when older, my brother said something which seemed almost an impossible thing I said to him “If it were someone else I would not believe him but since it is you, I know it is true”.

My sisters and I were all close.  My first recollection of him (?) would be one time I remember Sr. Rosalinda C. PP. S. (her sister, the former Seraphine Rieman) playing with me when I was canning red tomatoes which naturally…(tape breaks up at this point)

When we came to Glandorf, my cousin Ermalinda, was my real good pal.  We were very close and I’m sure that I must have been the boss (laughs) because I always was very, very bossy and the teenage brat; I did many things.  When we prepared for Holy Communion I had the idea that the more holy water I spilt on the floor the more poor souls I could raise from purgatory, so naturally the Sisters wondered why, when they came into church, there was such a mess of water on the floor.  

When we came to Cleveland, I worked for a while with Sr. Rosalinda C. PP. S. (her sister, the former Seraphine Rieman) in the Cuyahoga Falls abstract office but we did not stay there very long and when she went to teach in a place in Cuyahoga Falls which Mr. Tappan had got her, I went to work for him.  I was quite happy and I stayed with him until we went to…until I decided to go to the convent.  They gave me as a present a white challis dress which my mother dyed and this I wore to the convent coming with a large “merry widow” hat.  St. Silistine met us at the door and I felt at home and was very happy with them there (the Franciscan convent at Rochester, Minnesota).  I have been happy in the convent life as also I was at home.

The most beautiful thing, a new chapel had just been built, and above the high altar was a fresco that attracted me very much.  It was a fresco of angels adoring the Blessed Sacrament and I used to spend quite a time looking at that.  When I was there, after finishing as a novice and so on, I was sent to St. Theresa’s but did not seem to like that too much and asked for a change.  I liked grade work and I liked the children very much so I went into teaching.  After spending much time in various schools, I lost the use of my speech and was advised to go out of school so I was sent to St. James Hospital where I helped first as a dishwasher and later on in the office.  I was there quite some time (about five years) when I was sent to Denver and from Denver I came back again after about 5 years and again was in the office and was asked to play the organ.  I knew music by reading it but was not very good organist.  

Then when the prosperity seemed to be coming along nicely my Grandmother came with tears and entreated my Father to please become security for an uncle (Herman John) who had a small livery barn in Glandorf, Ohio.  After much entreaty and tears and begging, my Father became security for him unwillingly and not being a businessman, after a number of years he (the uncle) also went bankrupt, as John, had even though he loved horses and had gone to a great deal of expense to have everything with buggies and horses just very elite. (Her Dad lost the farm as a result of this bad loan).  After that, he first and then the rest of us, all moved to Cleveland, where we lived until about ---- lived together there on 71st street where he lived until we had all left home and he was ordered by the Doctor, because of his erysipelas, to go to the country where the air was fresh and so we moved to Ottawa, Ohio.

I will tell you about my mother.  She was a very beautiful woman who had dark hair and her hair was used as a braid around her head.  My first recollection was seeing her in a dark rocking chair.  We were very happy.  I was almost three years old when my brother came along.  We were a family who had all been raised and brought up in that little log cabin.  Mother was always very kind and very understanding.  There was seldom anything that was a punishment because she felt that God would take care of us and if we disobeyed we would receive our own punishment.  She felt that just the remorse of having done what was not right would be remorse enough and never said “Didn’t I tell you that would happen?” or “Didn’t I tell you so?"  

I will tell you a little about my brothers or sisters.  I didn’t know the older ones, Will or your grandmother (Wilhelmina) very well.  Will had his own companions especially Marcus Rieman who was our cousin and lived north of us.  But he must also have had other friends.  He must have been about 16 when I was born so he was quite a help to father.  The only thing I remember very distinctly is that he must have finished school in Ottawa.  He and the near neighbors walked to Ottawa to attend the Sister’s school there.  Of course, in those days, the whip was used quite frequently but anyway he finished there.  Later on when Sr. Rosalinda received a scholarship to the MacAuliff College out in the country, but he went there in her place.  The one thing he enjoyed most was the Senate or Congress procedure.  He was always very proud of that and it was one thing he carried through all his life in his work.

Wilhelmina, when she was about 14, went with Grandmother (Wilhelmina Schmidt Rampe). Grandmother said that she needed her and Mother had two other girls and so she finished her schooling in Glandorf, Ohio with the Sisters.  Later on, I saw little of her as in those days most girls, when they got to be a certain age and were not needed on the farm, went to work for different families.

Lena, as I remember her, was always a very determined person.  She was the one who tried out everything even riding on a steer which jumped over the fence and I think she was injured and later on suffered severe migraine headaches.  I did not know her too well but I know she and Sr. Rosalinda went to Ottawa and finished their schooling there.  Later on she, too, worked for people in Ottawa.  

Sr. Rosalinda was always the bright one and I can’t recall just how old she was when she won $5.00 for being the best Spencerian writer, at that time, at the Ottawa fair.  Then later on, she is the one who won the scholarship to MacAuliff College and as I told you before, it was used not by herself but by her brother, Will.  Later on, she finished in Glandorf and taught school.

James and I were very close.  He was about the same size as me until he was about nine years old and whenever someone would ask who was the baby, he would always point to me.  (She was the older of the two).  But I felt that I was getting the shorter end of the line.  Anyway, when he was about 15 he shot up in height.  He was telling about an incident which simply shows about Mother.  When he was baptized, of course, he was baptized as Jake but then later on Fr. Whitler named him “James”.  From then on we called him James.  So James, anyway, was an altar boy and very proud of his work. In those days, boys wore short pants.  Well, he received his first long pants and was very proud of them.  Mother naturally said, “Now take good care of them.”  So Sunday afternoon he went with the boys to the little creek and right near the mill which was near us, they tried to cross on a board and he fell in.  He came home very, very dejected.  Mother told him to go and change his clothes.  He put on his short pants and she took his long ones...(tape fades.)

Later on we were in Cleveland and since James had been in the highest class in Glandorf, Mother and Dad felt he needed more schooling and enrolled him in St. Mary’s, famous St. Mary’s, High School.  He was there about three weeks but not very happy.  Then he decided he’d go and get himself a job.  So he applied at Merrill-Hobbes and became an errand boy for the drug business.  They noticed how interested he was in the drug work so they sent him to University where he graduated as a pharmacist.  He worked at this work until shortly before his death (in 1980).

Now I will tell you about myself, the person of whom I know the most.  My earliest recollection is of a pair of blue shoes which my Father and Mother had bought when they were in Glandorf.  They were blue shoes with lighter top and tassels.  They stopped in Ottawa to pay for the fuel ed (?) and as they did so I called the attention of the priest saying “See my fine shoes (in German)”.  Naturally, they laughed.

I was always a very happy child.  Most of the time was spent by myself playing with my dolls.  My older sisters were both in school.  Sr. Rosalinda was always a kind of grown-up girl.  Then we moved to Glandorf.  I was in Sr. Simplicia’s (Sr. Simplicia McGreevy, C. PP. S.) class first; from there I had Sr. Sixta (Sr. Sixta Enneking, C. PP. S.), and then Sr. Ursinia (Sr. Ursina (Rosina) Dorenkemper, C. PP. S.).  By this time, I was quite a brat.  I must have annoyed Sr. Ursina no end as I must have annoyed my poor Mother.  She never said anything but I remember one time she was dressed in a beautiful black skirt that she had.  I felt that the stomach was just a little bit too high for beauty so I gave it a good pull down and tore it.  Unfortunately I never even said that I was sorry.  What she did with the black skirt I never knew but she never said one word.  But I’m sure that she did much praying for me otherwise I would not be here today.  

When your grandfather and Minnie were married I spent most of my summers with them out in the country and I enjoyed it very much.  Your grandfather was toward me like I was his precious daughter.  We’d go out blackberry hunting and he would lift me over the fence and I remember the wonderful blackberry pies your grandmother used to make for us. 

From there we went to Cleveland and in Cleveland I worked with Sr. Rosalinda the abstract office for a while and later on went to Mr. Tappan’s office.  There I stayed until shortly before I went to the convent.  As a gift for me when they heard I was going to the convent, they gave me a white challis dress with which I was very happy.  My mother dyed it black and with a big “merry widow” hat I went to the convent.  Sr. Silistine met us at the door and I was very happy in the convent.  As novices and postulants we spent most of our time studying.  The first year we studied as classwork and the second year we spent as novices learning about our vows and rules.  From there, after I had made my first vows, I was sent to the College of St. Theresa which was then St. Clare Seminary.  I was not too happy there.  I felt that I belonged with children.  So I asked for a change and came to Albert Lee…from there on I went to various schools for quite a number of years until at last I had throat trouble and was advised by the Doctor to discontinue school work.  I went to St. James Hospital where I spend about five years and then went to Denver for five years and came back again for another 5.  So in all after about 20 years, I went back to school and I landed in Chicago at St. Julianna’s.  I was very happy there and most of the time I spent in the third grade, which I loved very much.  I loved my children and I hope that I helped most of them.  I was quite determined about their learning to read.  Although I had large classes, discipline was nill, they all came for the sake of learning and their parents were behind them, which was very pleasant.  From there I was changed to St. Mary’s in Winona first in school and later on I went to St. Anne’s hospice where I was until I was changed to Rochester where I was sent to help in the therapy room.  The therapy in those days was pulling yarn and as Sr. Rebecca, of whom I was put in charge, had a slight stroke. She was not able to do this work because her whole right side was paralyzed.  At this time, she could still talk a little and at first I tried to get her to do work with words and sentences.  But this seemed to disturb her a good deal and she found it very difficult.  So then after doing exercises and so on I tried to steer her into something that she liked.  When she didn’t like it her word was “Oh, my hand”.  But finally I learned how to do rug knotting and when I showed her what I had learned she was quite interested and after three weeks with difficulty she learned how to put the hook in her right hand and use her left hand to get the thread under the hook and then pull it through with the right hand.  She made many beautiful rugs.  After coming here, I spent most of my time, after we couldn’t work together anymore because of the stroke she had, I did a good deal of weaving and many, many different kinds of weaving… but so far I have kept very little except the last piece I gave to Mary who I thought would appreciate it more than any of the nieces.  

Now since ten years or more I have been in the healthcare center and not too strong.  I am not able to attend Mass in the chapel but since we had a loudspeaker we have the Mass given to us over the loudspeaker and we can hear Mass very nicely and are given the great grace of receiving Holy Communion.  So that is my greatest thing and now I am spending my time in thanking God for the many graces he has given me and I thank him for giving me mind enough to pray and know what is going on.  And thank God for the many kindnesses of the dear sisters who are all so kind to me and also the nurses who help me out.  This is my final place where I hope someday to see the Eternal Lord.

Now I am going to sing the Ave Maria.  It is not according to any special record but is my own make-up and you will have to listen to what I have to sing.   My voice is not the most wonderful but at least it is healthy…

Ave Maria, Maria

Gracia plena, Dominus tecum,

Dominus tecum

Benedictatu in mulieribus, benedictatu in mulieribus

Fructus ventri tui, Jesus.

Sancta Maria, Maria Mater Dei

Ora pro nobis, pro nobis pecatoribus, 

Pro nobis pecatoribus.

Nunc et in hora mortis nostrae,

Et in hora mortis nostrae.

Amen

Ave, Ave, Ave Maria

I wanted to tell you now as long as I have a little more space…to answer the questions I didn’t answer before.  When Father started into the nursery business that he was having in Ottawa, I don’t know he may have even started it in Cleveland.  Your grandfather, when he was a young man, in the evenings he used to spend the time with us.  We used to have great times.  He used to play the fiddle, as he called it, and your grandmother was not too much in the interest of doing it.  But anyway, he played the fiddle and we used to try to dance.  Even in the summer evenings he would play jokes on us.  One particular that I remember he told us that if we stood outside anyplace we could just stand anywhere we wanted to and he would tell us how we stood.  So we made, of course, all kind of contortions.  Then when we asked him “Now, how did I stand?”  “Oh, you stood there like a fool.”  Of course, Mother would enjoy that very much; she’d laugh.  

Your grandfather had great devotion to Our Blessed Lady.  He used to visit the shrine of Our Lady Of Sorrows at St. Joseph’s Church in Cleveland and later on after he was married he used to make the pilgrimage to Our Lady of Consolation -- in that small place not too far from Cleveland.  He talked about one time before they had the hospice, how they used to come and they’d come from all directions and they had no place to put them so they would just lie on the floor in the parlor or wherever there was room.   And one evening, he had given the Sister a little amount of money so that he would have the couch and he had been lying there for some time and then he got up to go to the washroom, when he came back it was occupied!  So he had quite a time getting it back.  But anyway, he used to go there every summer, which was before the Feast of the Assumption.  He also had great devotion to…he was very wonderful about going to Mass and to church.  He found the Mass in his later years, even though just before Mina died, they used to go to Mass every single morning because he felt that that was her best consolation.  And then in later years, after they were in Cleveland and he used to come to visit Mother.  Mother, of course, not seeing him except when he came, forgot his name, and she used to call him “Herbert” and he was very hurt at that but I can see now why because she did not see him maybe for a whole year and she found it very difficult to connect him with her own child. Of course, myself I was there visiting a great deal and then found it not too difficult.   She always remembered me, of course, being a Sister.  It meant a lot to her because she did love the Sisters.  Every morning, she would go to Mass.  Often, Mrs. Colley would invite her so then she would be very happy to go and she’d have coffee with Mrs. Colley.  Often, when I was home then the Sisters there used to invite us for breakfast.  She was very, very happy over that, of course, then we’d go back to the next Mass because there were always Masses there.  But there is something which I don’t think anybody knows.  In his last illness, when he was not able to swallow, the priest came.   He had already been anointed but he thought it would be kinda nice if he would come…(tape becomes garbled)…

Thank you all very much for listening.  Probably it was not as good as it might be but God loves you all and takes care of you all.

