1918 Influenza Epidemic
As told by Mary (Ritzenthaler) Mieyal to Marsia Ritzenthaler in 2001

In the fall of 1918 and into early 1919 (during World War I ) this country had an influenza epidemic, which spread to Europe.

   

The end of October 1918, Al (Albert), not yet three years old, contracted a mild form of the flu.  In his typical generous nature, he shared this acquisition with his siblings.  To his mother's chagrin, the whole family, one by one became ill.  (Mary remembers her mother as being pregnant, but not certain of that fact).  Amelia was frantic, running up and down the stairs, cooking soup, doing dishes and laundry. (Remember in those days there were no automatic washing machines and dryers.  Everything was done by hand.)  The kids were all throwing up, miserable, whinny and crying, unable to do anything for themselves, not even feed themselves.  Then just as they were in the height of the chaos and congestion, Amelia falls ill with this virus as well.  She became so weak, she could not move from her bed, let alone care for the children.  Without proper attention, they could die as did thousands of Americans during this lethal epidemic.   Clete was quite sick still, dehydrated, and was unable to even get out of bed.  Mary at this time was starting to recover and she was strong enough to get out of bed for short periods of time, but too young and still too weak to be of much help.  

Very atypical of the men of this era, George took off work to assume the household duties.  From the living room davenport, Mary saw her Daddy (she always called him Daddy throughout her life) don himself in a frilly white apron, and attempt to do the dishes with Al playing soldiers under foot.  She had never seen anything so funny before!  Al, recovered at this time, brought the cavalry in over the "hills" of George's feet, while George would avoid stepping on the tot trying to get from one chore to the next.  Ever patient and even tempered, George tripped and nearly knocked himself out, trying to flee the battle of San Juan Hill and yet still managed not break a clean dish.  

After a week of these antics, Amelia was well enough to venture from bed and return to some of duties.  However, Al had a relapse.  Amelia rocked the unresponsive child in her arms. terrified that she would lose another child.  Praying continuously with her focus on the crucifix in the living room, Amelia did not let go of the boy until he started keeping food down.  He fully recovered as did the rest of the family.  George never got sick throughout the ordeal, and while Amelia rocked the baby, he continued the household tasks with the help of Clete and Mary.   

