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MEMORIES

Pauline Elizabeth Doolen Bowman

Dallas, Texas

1980

FOREWORD
By William J. Fies, Jr.

This foreword was added at the time this document was converted to machine readable form with additions at the time of conversion to Microsoft Word format.

These accounts were originally written by Mrs. Bowman in about 1980 and took the form of hundreds of hand written pages. My uncle Kenneth Newton, husband to Melba (Bowman) Newton, forth child of Mrs. Bowman, undertook to prepare a typed copy of the hand written manuscript. Mr. Newton has described to me the difficulties involved. Working at that time without benefit of modern word processors he had to work through the hand written source, typing on a conventional type writer. One consequence of this was that he decided after some considerable difficulty to simply type the work in upper case, thus eliminating at least one source of error. The result of his work was a very presentable little book, containing not only the text but prints of a number of old family photographs. Copies of this book have been given to the five children of Mrs. Bowman. The copy from which I have worked is the one given to my mother Gladys (Bowman) Fies, Mrs. Bowman’s second child.

A big ‘Thank You’ is due to my uncle for undertaking the difficult and tedious task of transcribing these stories into a readable form. With out his initial transcription it is likely that none of these stories would ever have become available for later generations to read. He has since passed on to the Lord; my his soul, through the mercy of God, rest in piece.

As a child I remember nagging both my mother (Gladys) and Grandmommy Bowman, as I called her, to "Tell me a story about when you were a little girl". Now I have no less than ten grand children who love to here me tell stories from my own boyhood

As I recently re-read this account from the copy belonging to my mother, it struck me that here was a real treasury of stories for my grandchildren and presumably for all of Mrs. Bowman's great (great...) grand children.

Thus, in 1990, with word processors available it seemed appropriate to retype this account in order to produce a machine readable copy. It was hoped that this would make possible more convenient reproduction of the text and might, thereby, help to preserve it. Now (January 2005) it has seemed expedient to convert it once more to Microsoft Word format.

I have added here and there a name date or other information that might serve to identify a person or event. The information is mainly taken from a family genealogy prepared by my father, John Fies. To identify these additions, I have enclosed them in brackets, '<>'.

Because I had heard many of these account before and, hence, had heard Grandmommy Bowman or my mother give more details about the way people lived and what their homes and environs were like, I have added a few lines here to help readers, especially the young ones, to picture what things were like in a time that seems far removed from the present.

In the accounts of early times, "drive" or "to drive" means to drive a horse drawn buggy, wagon or hack. Automobiles seemed to appeared in the Paducah area in some of the later accounts. It is not clear in some of these whether a buggy or a car is meant.

Likewise electricity and telephones. In the MISCARRIAGE account it is unclear whether Haydn used a telephone or went for the doctor. If telephones were in use by this time, they would have probably been non-dial phones where a live operator answered any phone that was taken off hook or in the earliest ones the ringer crank was turned (vigorously). In this case calling for help would be simple for even a small child since the operator normally knew every body in town including all of the children.

Another colloquial usage was the word ‘cyclone’. It was the name used by people in that area and time for a tornado.

A typical house in the days of Mrs. Bowman's childhood and early married life would have had no electricity and no gas for heating and cooking. Light would have been mainly from kerosene lanterns and lamps (I remember someone – my mother I think - telling me about having to clean soot out of glass lamp chimneys). There would be water available in the kitchen of a well equipped house but this would be from a hand pump mounted beside the sink. The water came either from a well or frequently from a cistern that was filled with rain water collected from the roof of the house and sometimes the roofs of other buildings. This stored water became the home of various insect larva, etc. This is what is meant by 'wiggletails in the cistern' in the MEMPHIS, TEXAS account. I remember Grandmommy Bowman telling me stories where she mentioned wiggletails in the cistern in connection with a hot about hot summer or the like. Early on, there was probably no bathroom, bathing was done in the kitchen where the wood cook stove provided both warmth and hot water. Toilet facilities consisted of an outhouse with pit toilet and perhaps chamber pots that could be emptied in the morning for use on the cold winter nights. I can remember my mother telling how she hated to go to the out house in the night. In the later stories told here, many modern conveniences seem to have appear.

There were often no fire departments to put out fires especially if a home was on a farm away from town. Even if there was a fire department in a town there may have been little water available and equipment was primitive.

Most of the schools where Mr. and Mrs. Bowman taught were one room schools and some of them seem to have been in remote locations built and supported by widely scattered farm families. It seems that these frequently had an adjacent house for the teacher and his family. It is likely that the quality of education was quite good because of the emphasis on basic three R subjects as well as the interest in music and classical literature; but especially because there was strong  evolvement by the families with the children in the school programs.

There is a mention of the cattle brand of Jessie Hardy Doolen, Mrs. Bowman's father. I had the opportunity, as a child, to see the actual branding iron. In this text the brand is typed J-D for lack of a way to show its actual appearance. The branding iron actually consisted of a J and D about three inches tall. The vertical parts of the J and D were joined by a horizontal bar to form the central H. A handle, also of iron, a couple of feet long was joined to the central bar. It was probably made by some local black smith.

In 1936 the Texas Centennial Exposition was held at the Fair Ground in Dallas. A feature at this Exposition was the Texas State Building which housed various historical displays one of which was a collection of old Texas branding irons. These were borrowed from their owners for the duration of the Exposition and then were supposed to be returned to there owners. My father, John Fies, was Supervisor of Utilities for the Exposition and, hence, knew about this planed exhibit. He arranged to loan the JHD branding iron, which was still in the family, to the display. Before doing this I remember that he heated the iron red hot and burned the brand into a wood plaque that he made for the purpose. 

After the Exposition closed the branding iron display mysteriously disappeared so the JHD branding iron was lost to the family. My father made an effort to locate it but had no success. We have always suspected fowl play. Hopefully the iron is in a museum somewhere but it was apparently not possible to trace it to any such more or less legitimate end. All we have is the plaque which is still around somewhere.

The copy of the original book from which I have made this new copy is inscribed with a hand written Preface in a hand immediately recognizable to me as that of my grandmother. It is not possible for me to reproduce Mrs. Bowman's hand writing but I have included the words of this inscription just as she wrote it.

William John Fies, Jr.

Portola Valley, CA

February 7, 1990 to May 5, 1993

Revised and converted to MS Word format January 14, 2005.

Preface

I dedicate this story to my

five children, who have been

so attentive to me during my

declining years.

Love

Mother

To Gladys

REMINISCING

Each day grows shorter as I reach the sunset of my life and as I sit this wintry day looking through the glass panes in the windows of my sunroom, and see the ground covered with a beautiful snow, and the trees and shrubs bending with icy crystals, my thoughts turn back to my childhood, and how much we enjoyed the snow. We cannot have complete empathy with our past, since we live in the present. The business of living is sharing, and I want to share my past with my children.

The tapestry of the background of my story is West Texas in 1891. My father moved west from Corsicana, Texas, on account of Mother’s health. She was a frail woman and for the trouble she had with her lungs, the doctor advised Papa to move to a high dry climate. Papa had two brothers, a sister and mother who had already moved west. The older brother was living 

in Quanah, Texas and was county clerk. Our home was sold, and we were moving to a new life. I don't remember very much about the train trip to Quanah, where we were going to spend a few days visiting our kin before going farther west, Arizona I think. My uncle persuaded Papa to settle near there as one could take up land by filing on it and own it if you 

planted and cultivated it. The main crops were grain and cotton and cattle raising. My father took his advice and filed on two sections, one in his name and one in my brother's name. We never lived on it but a hired hand did and cultivated it. We moved to a small town near Quanah - Paducah, Texas, and stayed in a hotel until Papa rented a cottage and could get 

a house built. He bought a block of land and had our little house built. The town only had a few houses and a grocery store. My father was a leader and he organized and really was instrumental in building the town. The first court house was built, the jail, and a Methodist Church. He was the first county judge, and being a lawyer he performed the burial and wedding services and was the choir leader and superintendent of Sunday school. Our home was always open for the traveling ministers. Being a lawyer, he took care of all legal business.

As the town grew, churches and schools were built. The first school that was built was a one room house which took care of the first grade to the eighth. I was only six years old when we moved there.

The town was surrounded by large ranches and cattle raising was the main industry. Many ranchers owned thousands of cattle. The largest land owners were easterners, and Englishmen who had come to the U.S. to live as money was to be made by cattle raising.

My dad being a religious man and a law abiding citizen only had a herd of about five hundred cattle. The big owners would steal a calf from a pasture adjoining their land and brand it in their brand so that was one way they had to enlarge their herd. My dad's brand was J-D. His name was Jessie Hardy Doolen, so it was a nice brand as the letters could be connected. Papa always had a few hogs and mama took care of the fowls - chickens, turkeys and ducks so we always had our own meat and a garden for vegetables, also Papa planted fruit trees as soon as possible and we had a big peach orchard, a plum thicket, and a grape arbor at our back door. I used to love to sit under the arbor to peel peaches for canning, or beans to snap, and the churning of our milk for butter and that job I disliked. I never could get the cream to make butter. I think I churned too slow.

I often think how nice it would be if we could have all the home grown vegetables and meat and jelly and jam, now it seems in the life we are living we should have time to take life easy, but instead everyone seems to be rushing here and there and where are we going? Comparing the old life with our lives now, the old life was slow and we enjoyed the small events. Today its a mad rush to get to a club, or the office, or airport to catch a plane, etc., and our streets and highways crammed with cars coming or going somewhere. In the early days besides the canning of food, making quilts, and gardening we seemed to have had more time for pleasure, simple pleasure, like playing croquet, marbles, going fishing, hunting, basketball and spending the day with a neighbor. It was a happy life, but I don't think I would have ever wanted to return to live like we did in those early years of my life. I've tried to accept life as it comes.

Before we left Corsicana my father was deputy sheriff and at one time went to Wyoming to bring back some desperadoes who had been captured and put in jail there. I have the letter written to my mother. This is a copy of his letter I quote:

My Dear wife and Little ones,

I arrived here last night O.K. The weather is not as I had expected to find it and had no layover except in Denver, Colorado. It is a city of about 60,000. I got a telegram this morning from Buffalo stating that they had and would hold Rushing. I find that there is not half the danger that I was afraid there would be. So you need not be uneasy about me. I find the people very obliging and very much opposed to lawlessness. Lou, the Rocky Mountains with their snow-capped heads looming up thirty miles in the distance but don't look to be over three miles away, is the greatest sight I have ever looked at. I will tell you all about it when I get home. Kiss the babes everyone for me and be sure I'll take care of myself.

This was from Cheyenne, Wyoming, and was dated December 12, 1885, in the year I was born.

THE WILD COW

My first year in school at six years old, we had an exciting thing happen. There was only one school which took care of the first grade to the eighth. There were two boys who came to school on their horses as they lived out too far to walk and they also always brought their dogs. One day a cow had gotten out of the pasture which was near and the dogs kept barking at her, and it disturbed the teacher, so she told the boys to go out and run the cow away. When they started to run her off she downed her head and went for them. They dashed back to the school house and jumped in the door and slammed it and held it just as the cow was about to hook them. She was wild and butted the door with her horns. Several of the boys helped hold the door. It was scary. I remember my sister and I got under our desk and some of the smaller boys climbed up to the rafters of the building. The cow finally left and as soon as she was far enough away for the boys to reach their horses that were tied up at the out-house, they got on them and drove the cow away out in the country.

GRANDMA DOOLEN"S DEATH

We had a tragedy before we left Quanah. My grandmother<Sally Foster Doolen> on my father's side was burned so badly, when her country home burned down that she died in a few days. She and a bachelor son lived near Crowell, Texas, not far from Quanah, Texas. He had gone into town to get their supplies of groceries leaving her alone, and it was one of those West Texas sand storms. When she went down into the dugout kitchen to prepare her lunch she found the back door had blown open and needle grass had blown in. She swept it up to her kitchen stove and put all she could stuff into the stove and struck a match to light it, the head of the match flew off and ignited a pile of grass that she was going to burn next. It caught her dress and before she could put it out, she was burned so badly that she died in a few days. Two traveling preachers saw the smoke and hurried to her house, they found her in the yard wrapped in a sheet. She had managed to drag a trunk and a feather bed out before she collapsed. She had wrapped a sheet around her. They took her to her daughter's home who lived a few miles away, where she died. I was so young I only remember our fast drive out to my aunt's house where Papa got the massage. And I remember him saying to Mama, "Ma's house has burned down and she is burned badly, you and I and Willella will go in the buggy and the others can go in the wagon with my brother Wes <presumably Wesley Simpson Doolen>." We drove so fast I complained my head was hurting. So they took me and put me on the spring wagon seat instead of the floor of the wagon. All the children slept upstairs at my aunt's house and I remember going down the morning she died and seeing all the people. It left a lasting impression on me. Not long after this we moved to Paducah and there we had some exciting happenings through the years. But none as tragic as my grandmother's death.

SUMMERS

Summers were as variegated as an antique patch work quilt. After a long cold winter and windy spring, we had snow in winter and sand storms in the spring, and fear of cyclones.

But when you awaken in the summer to hear the mockingbirds singing and see the trees green with their new leaves, the seeds which were planted in early spring peeping through the ground, one feels a sense of duty. We must not play but accomplish something and I remember a quote from one of Longfellow's poems. "Let us be up and doing with heart that knows not fate. Still achieving, still pursuing, learn to labor and to wait".

FISHING

Our summers were filled with many pleasures, but also we had to work. The fishing trips were a pleasure we enjoyed. Usually there would be two covered wagons to carry our food, bedding and barrels of water, besides the girls and boys. About the first thing the girls did was to take our fishing poles and begin to see who would catch the first fish, while the boys unloaded and set up camp. We always caught more than we needed for our supper the first night. The boys cleaned the fish, and the girls cooked. During the day we hiked through the woods and explored the small caves and played games. It was a fun outing. The girls slept in the wagons and the boys on the ground. We always had a chaperone, a middle aged woman. Usually Mrs. Dumont and she was a good one. She would tell us some of her experiences at nights, sitting around the camp.

HUNTING

Then our hunting trips were fun. I had gone hunting in buggies with boys for quail, but never with dogs for wild animals such as coyotes. I could shoot good and often brought enough quail home for a meal. Hunting with dogs was different. The two boys who owned the dogs, lived in the country and they brought the dogs and put them in Papa's barn the night before, so we could start early. There were eight couples, my date was one of the boys who owned one of the dogs. It was a beautiful day when we rode through the town. Horses prancing and dogs following. My dad leading the sixteen riders. It was like a parade. I'll never forget that day since I've always enjoyed riding and liked horses. We rode until about noon, and stopped and had lunch, which a country woman had prepared for us. This was arranged before by the boys. After lunch we rode to where civilization ended to a wooded section of the country. Suddenly a coyote sprang out of some brush, and the hounds dashed after it and immediately caught it, and the horse that I was riding was one of the horses that was trained with the dogs. And he bounded forward also. The coyote didn't get far until the dogs got him but the boys jumped quickly off there horses and called the dogs off and held them until the coyote got a good start, and then turned them loose so we could have another race. This time the dogs tore the coyote to pieces. It seemed cruel but I guess not. As coyotes were a nuisance. When we rode back into town, the horse I was riding got excited as we were going through town galloping along, when I realized my horse was getting faster, and faster I couldn't hold him back. I knew to see-saw the bridle's bit in the horse's mouth to slow him down but that horse had the bit between his teeth and I couldn't do a thing. John, my date, saw what was happening and rode up close and caught hold of the bridle and circled him around and finally quieted him down.

THE BIG SNOW

I've mentioned about the severe winters but one winter we had a snow storm, which banked five or six feet high. It had been a dry hot summer and our cistern had no water. Papa had cleaned it out. So he decided to fill it with snow. Brother, Papa, and us girls began carrying buckets of snow and putting in the cistern. The snow was clean, as we filled our buckets from the big drifts. We really packed the snow to the top and in August we could draw a bucket of crushed snow. And the neighbors and friends would come to our house to get a cold icy drink. Mama would put our butter in a bucket and lower it down in the cistern and it was like a refrigerator. I don't remember ever having a snow that stayed on the ground as long. We had some fun sleighing and skating.

THE NEWSPAPER

Papa edited the first newspaper in Paducah, called the "HEADLIGHT". It came out weekly. Brother, Alma, and I had learned how to set type so when Papa had to leave to go to Grandma's <Elvire W. Nowlin Barrnett> bedside as Mama was not able to go, he closed the door of the newspaper. Alma decided she and I could get the paper out and we started setting the type as Papa had all the news and items ready. But we had hardly started when Mama's doctor came and told us to lock up and go home as Mama had taken sick. We found her hemorrhaging, she had walked out in the yard as it was a beautiful sunny fall day and had one of her coughing spells and a neighbor sent for the doctor. Papa was called to come home. Mama often had these spells. Grandma had gotten better and in a few months came to live with us. She was a great help taking care of Mama but died before Mama of measles at seventy three years old.

CHRISTMAS

Although the winters were cold and there weren't many outdoor activities, there were many things to do indoors. At Halloween we had parties, and dressed in costumes and masked so we couldn't be identified. We ducked for apples which were in a tub of water and danced the square dance. We also had candy pulling contest parties. The hostess would have the candy ready for couples to pull and when it was finished it was taffy candy. I don't know how it was made. I just remember the pulling. A girl and boy would each pull a piece together, until it was ready to break.

And another thing we enjoyed was sleigh riding when we had a big snow, which we always had at least one big snow each winter. And Christmas was the great pleasure of the winter. There was always a big Christmas tree at the church for everyone to put gifts on for their special friend. The home trees were for the families. Papa would drive out to what they called the cedar breaks, and cut a cedar tree down and bring it home for us to decorate. We had little candles to fasten on the limbs, and popcorn and cranberries to string and put on it. On Christmas morn Papa would always be the first to say, "Christmas gift." and we would bounce out of bed and dash to see what Santa brought. We always hung our stockings which were filled with candy, fruit, oranges and apples. We never got many things on the tree but always one nice gift. Mama always baked cakes and pies before Christmas, and of course the turkey and gravy and dressing, a day to remember. One winter we had such a big snow Papa or no one could go to the woods to get a tree, but Papa went to the orchard and cut down a dead peach tree and we wrapped each limb with cotton and hung the cranberries and our gifts and lights on it. And it was beautiful, as it looked like a snow covered tree.

HOUSE CLEANING

House cleaning in the late spring was a two or three day chore, as the spring sandstorms were terrific. We couldn't cook or do anything when the storms came. We would have to open up a can of tomatoes and eat fast and if we didn't it would get so gritty we couldn't eat it. We couldn't go outside as the sand and gravel would sting our bare legs. We couldn't stand it. Our houses not being insulated, there would be so much sand in the house it would take a hoe to get it out. It's hard to believe. We would take all pictures off the walls when we started house cleaning after we thought the worst was over and take the pictures out, wash the glass and get all beds out, beat and sun the feather beds and mattress, wash all windows and then hope that the sand storms were over for a while. I don't think they are as bad now as they were in the early day. Perhaps the cultivating of the land helped.

MUSIC LESSON

When my sister and I were old enough to take music lessons, my dad bought a pedal organ and alma and I began piano lessons from a teacher who had come there from the east. My mother said "I'll never ask you girls to do anything as long as you practice." I loved to practice, my sister didn't. My sister said I practiced to keep from working. But it was because I loved music, and I became a good musician and taught music at an early age. I was sent off to study piano but took the measles and returned home.

My grandmother had come to live with us and had never had measles at seventy years old, even though she had been with my mother when she and her first child who was three years old died with them. Her name was Ethel and none of mama's children ever saw her of course. When my sister Alma announced to us that she was going to marry even if I did have the measles and grandma had gone to stay with a close friend so she wouldn't catch the measles at her age, she said, "I'm coming for Alma's wedding even if I catch the measles and die." and she did. Although I was up and didn't think I could give them to anyone.

HOG KILLING

When we had the first freeze in the fall, Papa would kill the hogs for our meat. His hired hand would make a fire to heat the water in the wash pot in the back barn yard to scald the hogs after Papa killed them. Papa would take his shotgun, shoot the hog and with a long bladed sharp knife stick the throat of the hog to bleed him, then the hired man would pour the scalding water on the hog and scrape all hair off ready for Papa to cut it up and get it ready to put in our smoke house. He would sugar cure the hams and hang the shoulder and hams on the rafters. The sides were salted down in a place prepared. The back bone and spare ribs were also made ready and sausage was made from the tenderloin. In fact nothing was lost. Mama made the sausage and us children ground the pork. She made the gauze sacks to fill with sausage, she even pickled hog's feet. And made souse meat out of the head. The neighbors got a share of the fresh back bone and spare ribs, when we killed the hogs. Papa was more thrifty than most men. I can't remember of any neighbor that did what we did. No hogs, nor orchard, or garden like ours.

We lived well, plenty of everything but it took work. When we needed beef one of Papa's hired hands would kill a yearling and bring a hind quarter in from our farm ranch and we never lost any meat. The dry cold kept it from spoiling. It seemed the air was pure in those early days. By the time I married, everyone had ice boxes. Our milk and butter were kept by water being piped from a big tank which was kept full by our windmill. Papa had a galvanized pan made about 36" square and 4" high and mama put crock gallon jars with lids for the milk with big cheese cloth over the jars with water soaking up around the jars and the wind blowing kept the milk perfect. I wonder if we could keep milk or anything now without refrigeration. I think not. Too many germs.

MRS. DUMONT

I remember when, as a small child, we had a neighbor named Mrs. Bird who was the first white child in the county. She had married at fifteen years old to a hunter. She learned to shoot and became a great markswoman. I have seen her shoot a hawk that was flying over and never miss.  Hawks were a nuisance as they would dash down and pick up a chicken for a meal. When she aimed at any thing she never missed.

She and her two children became good friends of ours. I used to spend some nights with her daughter and we would sit up late listening to her tell stories. She and her husband would kill the buffalo which roamed the prairies and skin them and cure the hides, then load them on a wagon and he would drive to Quanah, Texas, the nearest railroad, and ship them to Chicago, where they would be used for making boots, Belts, and all kinds of leather goods.

One time when she and her little dog were alone in their little cabin, miles from any human being, she put on her cartridge belt and with her gun and dog went out looking for buffalo, she saw what she thought was a group of Indians down the hill in a canyon behind some trees. She, being alone except for her dog, she hurried to a cave to hide. After a while she saw a man on the other side of the hill high above the canyon, she raised her gun to shoot thinking he was a spy, but thinking if she missed, it would alert the other Indians. And about that time she heard her name being called loud and clear. It was her husband looking for her. Had she fired her gun, she would have killed her husband. She told him her story and together they went to see if the Indians were still in the canyon but what she had seen were a bunch of wild turkeys and their shiny wings looked like saddles. After his death she moved nearer to town. Her husband's name was bird and they had two children, I guess the children were born after they quit hunting for buffalo. She finally married a Frenchman named DuMont and they had one child. She later became a fine sculptress.

CHIEF QUANAH PARKER

When the Indian territory was given to the Indians, Quanah Parker was the chief of the Commanche (sic) tribe and they settled there. Once a year they passed through Paducah in route to one of the big ranches to hunt for deer and wild turkey for their winter meat. My father, being head of the commissioner's court would give them permission to camp in a canyon near town, and Papa would take us to see them. He would take a bushel of apples and let us children throw the apples for the Indian children to see who could get most.

Quanah was half white. His mother when a small child was stolen from her yard where she was playing, by some Indians passing by her home in east Texas. Her name was Cynthia Ann Parker. She grew up and one day some men saw a blue eyed girl playing with some Indian children and they, thinking it might be Cynthia, they kidnapped her and took her to her parents to see if they could recognize her. Sure enough it was their little stolen girl but she was much older. She was so young when she was stolen, she didn't know her parents. Being accustomed to the Indian way of life she ran away and returned to the tribe where she married an Indian and had one child and he became the chief of the Commanche tribe. Cynthia named him Quanah Parker. Parker was her maiden name, Quanah was a law abiding citizen and educated his children. He gave Papa a picture of himself on a horse and a picture of his home in Oklahoma where he lived in later years.

One time when the tribe was passing through our town, the teacher dismissed school to let us go to see them where they were getting their wagons repaired and horses shoed, the blacksmith shop I think, I was very young, and a big fat squaw standing near with a shawl wrapped around her, raised her arms and jumped towards me and said "Boo" and then laughed. It showed a sense of humor. Human beings are about the same all over the world. It depends on how one lives and by whom trained and educated.

THE ROUND-UP

One summer, several of us couples went to one of the big ranches to watch the cowboys round-up all calves to be branded. They rode cutting horse that had been trained to dash in to rope a calf. No matter how the calf moved the horse would follow and the cowboy who roped the calf threw it down and a man with a red hot branding iron would put it on the calf, where it left a lasting brand. We ate at the chuck wagon with the cowboys and the barbecue beef and salt rising biscuits were the best. We can see on T.V. now the rodeos but to be there is more exciting.

I went with my date and my brother and his date in a two seated buggy or hack and going home we were driving real fast on a rough country lane and turned the hack over. Nobody was hurt, but the horses broke loose from the buggy and ran off. I can't remember how we got home but I think we walked to my brother-in-law's mother's home who lived near and stayed until the boys captured the horses. I do remember we went home in the hack. Its hard to recall all details which happened so many years ago.

My brother and I were good pals and had so much fun as he and I both were venturesome and would risk danger many times just for excitement. He and I would ride to our country farm and run races on our horses. He really taught me to be a good rider. We didn't want to worry Mama so that is why we wouldn't let her know we were racing our horses, and we didn't let her know we had turned over the hack. Maybe we did wrong but her not ever being well, it seemed better not to upset her. I love races and have raced in buggies on the prairie over mesquite stumps which was certainly unwise. But I guess we were safer in those days than in the cars of now.

TRIP TO GOODNIGHT RANCH

When I was about sixteen, three couples of our group were invited to Capt. Goodnight's ranch home in Goodnight, Texas, for the weekend and to attend the graduation of that year's class of Goodnight College. His ranch was not a cattle ranch but a buffalo ranch. We drove to Childress and took the Ft. Worth and Denver train to Clarendon, Texas, where we were met and taken to the ranch. The trip on the train was fun. The date I had was the son of a well-to-do rancher who was very attractive. My brother's date was a graduate of the collage and lived near us in Paducah.

We were met when we arrived, and driven to the ranch where we were assigned rooms. In the afternoon one of the employees took us on a hay ride through the pasture where the buffalos (sic) roamed. They were not tame, and when I said, "Can we get off the wagon?" my date said "No, if you want to live. These buffalo are wild." The next day a picnic was held on the prairie outside the ranch house. They had the meat barbecued in a pit, and had cooked it all night. It was buffalo meat. I didn't like it. I never saw Capt. Goodnight but once after that. Except in Dallas at the zoo after we had all our children. George and I had taken the children one Sunday afternoon to the zoo, and the few buffalos (sic) which were there were giving some trouble and an elderly man whom Capt. got in the pen and took over. He seemed like a trainer as he knew how to cope with them. And we felt sure it was Capt. Goodnight. I don't believe there are any buffalo now except those in captivity. I'm sure Capt. Goodnight lived and died in Clarendon, Texas.

SALOONS AND KILLINGS

In those first years of our lives in West Texas there were open saloons and every week-end the cowboys and ranch owners would go into the small towns and there should be so much be so much drinking and usually end in a killing. I remember Papa coming home and saying to Mama "Lou, there was another killing today in the saloon." And it happened so often it was taken for granted. And often nothing was done about it. But one killing in Amarillo was one to remember. A wealthy resident, a Mr. Sneed found his wife unfaithful and as the man passed his home each morning going to his office, he hid on his porch one morning and shot and killed the man. There was a long trial and was finally taken to Ft. Worth. Judge Fiers, a fine lawyer who seemed always to win his cases, defended the killer and cleared him. Then this man was involved in another killing. He left Amarillo bought land in Cottle County a few miles out of Paducah and built a fine home. He hired a fine looking eastern man named Barton manager of his ranch. And like all ranchers they were farmers also and cotton was the main crop. The adjoining land-owner's manager needed cotton pickers so he went to Ft. Worth and hired a group of Mexicans and paid their transportation to Paducah to pick his crop of cotton. Then Mr. Barton, the manager of Mr. Sneed's ranch offered the pickers a little higher wages to come over and pick his cotton. So Mr. Berry, who had brought the Mexicans to Paducah, hid in a coal bin back of the bank where he knew the route of Mr. Barton passed each week to go to the bank, and shot and killed him. The dead manager was married to the daughter of his boss. So her dad then killed the man who had killed his son-in-law. This was a trial which was publicized state-wide. It was very much like some of our trials now, and no one being sent to prison. I remember the morning that Mr. Berry killed Mr. Barton, his widow was so young, only sixteen years old. She was in Hockaday School in Dallas and fifteen years old when they married.

CAP AND BESSIE BIRD

Mrs. Dumont had two children by her first husband whose names were Bessie and Cap Bird. Cap Bird was very talented in music and would play his violin for the square dances and I taught him to read music. He would come to my home in the evening and I would play the organ and he with my help learned to play along with me on the violin. He also worked in a drug store and could fix electrical things and watches and knew enough about telephones to put in the first telephones in Paducah. His marriage was a failure and he was left with a little baby. After we moved to Dallas, he brought the little baby and came to our home and he and George took the child to be adopted from a home here in Dallas. He was a failure in life as he became an alcoholic. He died alone in a shabby house. His sister had a sad ending also. She was engaged to a nice boy. But after a Saturday night date with him, she died in the night. It was a mystery. She had gone to sleep on a pallet on the floor, as it was a hot night. Her mother always had a vine covered summer house in their yard as it was cooler outside. This night Bessie got sick and called her mother and her mother told us that she gave Bessie some medicine and left her with a stick to knock on the floor if she needed her. But she never called for her, so Mrs. Dumont got up next morning and fixed breakfast for Cap and a friend who was sleeping the night. She said it seemed Bessie was sleeping so 

soundly she would let her sleep. Finally she decided to awaken her. But she found her dead, or unconscious. She called a neighbor, Mr. Carrol, who went over and then came and got me. We tried all we knew to do, as she was warn. I'll never understand why the Doctor was not called but she was buried that night by lantern light. My father conducted the service. Mrs. Dumont had made a beautiful blue satin evening dance dress, which she was buried in. And Mrs. Dumont had six of us friends of Bessie's to be pallbearers wearing white organdy dresses. It was a mystery which was never investigated. Why no autopsy performed and why such a quick burial?

THE SPILKER DEATH

I remember another mystery which was never solved. A middle aged man came into the town, bought a small house near the county jail and put in a blacksmith shop. He had no family and lived alone. He soon had a good business, as the town people needed wagon and buggy wheels mended, also their horses shoed. And of course the cowboys had their horses to be kept shoed. So he was making good money, but the bank never handled it. What he was doing with his money, no one knew. One family always lived in the jail and cooked for the prisoners. There were usually one or two. A family who had several boys and girls got free rent to do this. So this blacksmith man ate his meals there. One day he didn't come to his meals and his shop was closed. And day after day it remained that way. No one had ever known if he had any kin and of course, the sheriff couldn't do a thing. A few months after he disappeared, a girl whose family lived a few miles out of town invited a group of young people to spend the day out there. After lunch some of the boys decided to take a walk in the pasture and while strolling along they noticed some freshly turned dirt and went to see why? And found a skeleton of a men. His shirt was not all destroyed and a gold watch was there. They called the sheriff and he took the watch and the pieces of the shirt remained to see if any one could identify whose it had been. Several remembered seeing old man Spilker wearing it and my brother-in-law identified the watch. So the mystery of the blacksmith shop owner was solved. There was one of the boys who lived in the jail that had been spending a lot of money, and he was arrested for suspicion and a trial was held but no proof that he did the killing. He was set free. But most of the people always believed he kill the old man for his money.

THE FLOODED DUGOUT

Once we had a rain storm which flooded our house. My father and brother were not home, and Mama tried to keep the rain out by hanging quilts over the windows. The wind and rain and hail was breaking the window panes. We had a half dugout, as many did. It was wood. The yard was flooded and the dugout caved in, letting water in. We had stored trunks and many things down there, so it was necessary for someone to wade in and drag the trunks to the door which led into one room. I waded in and dragged the trunks through the three feet of water to my mother and she would pull them up to the room. It was exciting to me for I liked adventure. After this episode my Dad had the dugout filled in and added a large room, and a porch, on to that part of our home, then had a cellar made further out in the back yard where Mama stored her jellies, jams and canned vegetables and if a cyclone came for us to go to for safety. However, we never had to go, while I was single. Many times I went after I married. Everyone in those days had dugouts to run to should a tornado strike.

CHURCH SUPPERS

The summers were always welcome, the church suppers where the food never gave out, even after the fourth helping, was an event at least once each summer. All church women would bring baskets of food and the men would have long tables made to put the food on. It was a buffet style and afterwards games would be played. Croquet, and all kinds of contests with prizes for the winners. Old and young could play games to see who could beat in croquet or play marbles, who could saw a piece of wood the fastest, etc. It was simple games, but it was fun. Togetherness made close friendships. I won one time sawing a two by two piece of wood and I had never sawed in my life before. But I was always competitive and really worked to win when I was young. I'm not like that now. In my travels in the last years, I've eaten in some restaurants in Paris, Italy, Germany and many fine restaurants in the U.S., San Francisco, N.Y., Mass., Virginia, Texas, etc., and I've never eaten better food than those church dinners. No gourmet food was any better. It was fresh and well prepared and with vitamins.

QUILTINGS

And the all day quiltings.

The ladies would meet at a home where there was a quilt ready to be quilted and spend the day. The hostess would have the quilt stretched on wooden frames and they would sit in chairs and quilt the pattern of the quilt. Some beautiful quilts were made. When lunch time came they enjoyed a lovely meal. One never sees a quilt made like those except one that has been handed down from past generations. There is one of my mother's that my niece has, which won an award at the Dallas fair years ago. Willella had it as she was the last daughter married and took care of mother the last year of her life. And when she died, her daughter, Mary Ruth inherited it and I guess has it now.

BOX SUPPERS

Our box suppers were great fun. When the church needed money for rent of the parsonage, or song books, etc., we would have a box supper in which the older girls in the church would decorate a shoe-box and fill it with a lunch. The boxes were decorated by putting pieces of crepe paper and fringing the strips and paste row after row on the box until the box was covered. The boxes were then auctioned off and the biggest bidder then shared the lunch with the girl who had made it. My box one time sold for $25.00. It was made of pink crepe paper. The boy who bought it had dated me, and in some way he found out which box was mine. I really didn't care for him, but was glad my box sold so good.

Another way we made money was no fun. The school fund was being exhausted so the trustees suggested that the older boys and girls pick cotton for one day and donate the earnings to pay the teachers for one month of school. I never in my life worked so hard, dragging a sack down a cotton row. We did earn enough, but I knew then I would never want to marry a farmer. Picking cotton was not for me.

THE WOMEN

One thing that impressed me about my grandmother was her pride. She was so neat always. So was my mother. After our mid-day meal, which we called dinner in those days, and the housework was finished, they would out on freshly starched wrappers. And usually they were white. The wrappers were a tight fitting dress under the arms with a big box pleat in back, hanging loose, and buttoned down front. My mother had to rest in the afternoon, but when she was feeling good she and grandma sewed and made all our clothes or did handwork.

When grandma opened the trunk where her things were kept, I would always run to get that wonderful perfume smell. It was like lilac or roses. And she never went to church without gloves, white or black. I often got to wear them when I was old enough. When I married I had some beautiful dresses. My mother designed and drafted her own patterns. My daughters have inherited their talents from my husband and me. I have sewed and loved music and specialized in music.

THE NEW TEACHER

Mr. Sone had been teaching alone for too long and needed an assistant. A young man named George Bowman, a graduate from Peabody University in Tennessee had just moved with his mother to Paducah and he was employed to teach with Mr. Sone. He was taking care of his old mother and often Mama would have them for dinner on Sundays. He was also a very good musician and he was the first person to play our organ when we got it. When in my last year of high school, there was another teacher employed, Mr. Moyers who came from the east, a graduate from a university so he was employed, as Mr. Sone was retiring. And as the town grew the school grew. The year Mr. Moyers was employed, I with three girls and two boys were graduating. We were each given a subject to write and memorize to give the night of graduation. My subject was "The City of Athens, Greece". So I began preparing, reading history and writing. We all had help, Mr. Moyers would come to our house on Sunday afternoons and help me. Mr. Bowman helped some of the others. The memorizing was hard. I would go out in our orchard and practice my speech where no one could hear me. Mr. Moyers dated me that year and asked me to marry him. I didn't accept. As Mr. Bowman also was dating me. I was more interested in Mr. Bowman, and we became engaged. He was eight years older, but I was mature for my age.

THE ENGAGEMENT

After graduation I attended a summer normal and received my teacher's certificate and I was asked to teach a country school. Before accepting I asked Mr. Sone if I should? He said yes, it would give me experience. George had given me an engagement ring, I was so happy. He decided he wanted to teach in the Phillipine (sic) Islands and wanted us to marry and go together and teach over there, but my mother was ill and seemed to be getting worse each year. The doctor advised me to not leave the states. So George was disappointed but signed up for three years, but only stayed two.

George left from Childress, Texas, where he took the train to San Francisco and there sailed on the "S.S. Korea". It took a month to make the trip, so no letters from him or none to him from me. When I got my first mail from him there were six letters. The mail only came when ships would sail.

MY FIRST TEACHING JOB

The first school I taught was the summer after George left for the Phillippine (sic) Islands to spend three years. Papa drove me to the settlement where I was to teach and where I was to room and stay with one of the trustee's family. Their names were "Inman" and they had two girls and three boys. There country home was about a half mile from the school, which was built between two rivers. And those who didn't live between the rivers couldn't come to school if it rained and the rivers couldn't be crossed. So sometimes we would have school in Mr. Inman's kitchen and there would only be a few pupils. The first Sunday that I was there, the oldest son was nineteen, asked me if I would like to go horse back riding. I was so glad as I was a good rider, and there seemed nothing to do except some games like dominoes. And I had been used to going to church, Sunday school and having friends to be with. We were riding along, the three of us, his sister thirteen was with us. He said "How about a race?" I said sure, so off we went down the lane. I had always ridden on a side saddle as girls never rode astride in those days. I was on a man's saddle, riding sideways and my horse stopped so suddenly I fell off. I didn't think I was hurt and got back on but noticed my wrist swelling and beginning to hurt. I had sprained my wrist. It began to swell and hurt. So we went back to Mrs. Inman's. She got one of her boys to climb up in the loft of the house and get some dirt-dauber's nest, which was clay. She crushed the clay, put it on my wrist and then bound it. She then heated vinegar and would pour the hot vinegar over my wrist after it was bound. She was so kind and treated me like her daughter. So I taught my first two weeks of school with my arm in a sling. I went home on the weekend and had it put in a splinter and it was in the sling for two weeks.

We had to walk each morning to school and it was a dread for me, because just before we reached the school there was a very steep hill to climb. There was no other way except a long way around which the traffic used. Mrs. Inman fixed a good lunch each day for the three children and I.

On Saturday that first year we would take the gun and go out in the woods to hunt. I was a good shot. One day we were looking for quail, and I saw a little cottontail rabbit's head sticking out of a prairie dogs hole, I aimed my gun and knocked it out of the hole. Mrs. Inman took him home and we had it for dinner. It was like chicken. At the end of school I had a nice program. One of the parents had an organ which was brought to the school for me to use at the closing exercises. I had some dialogues, drills and music. It was a treat for those country folks, because there was no entertainment of any kind, not even a church.

SECOND YEAR

The next year I went to teach my second term and I was boarding with the same family. One night after we had our supper one of the boys went to the back door and saw a light at the school house and Mr. Inman looked and said "The school house is on fire". And as he and the two boys rushed to get their horses to see if they could get there and put it out, he told me to take his shot gun and go outside and fire it towards the sky and maybe the neighbors could be awakened to help. But it was in ashes before anyone could do a thing. I did what he asked me to do and I saw lights coming on all around. Mrs. Inman, Ila, their daughter and I started going fast as we could through the canyon, which was dangerous as there were wolves in the canyon and at night it wasn't safe. We made it, but by the time we got there only burning coals remained. So that ended that year of school. And I left the next day for home. We never knew who set the school house on fire, but I've always felt that someone who wanted the school house moved away from between the two rivers must have set it as those families' children couldn't get to school when the rivers were up. And there had been a feud between the two factions.

TO WAXAHACHIE AND CORSICANA

When I went home after my first school term Papa suggested that Willella and I take a trip and visit some cousins and aunts in Waxahachie, Texas, and Corsicana. I had most all my teaching money as I hadn't needed much as I only paid $10.00 per month for room and board and laundry. Papa got Willella's train fare and we drove to Quanah, Texas and took the Ft. Worth and Denver train to spend the night with a cousin's family. The conductor of the train was a cousin of Papa's. He put us on a train the next morning for Waxahachie, where we were met. We really enjoyed our month visiting kin. My cousin was married to a doctor. And they had a nice two story home and she had a sister and brother living with them who were about my age and they were a lot of fun. We went to many parties and buggy rides. We went from there to spend a few days with an aunt and Uncle who had two young sons our age and we had a good time there. One thing I remember was having to heat irons on a fire place to iron our white linen dresses which Mama had made us for the trip. It was a job I hated. We left to go to Corsicana where we spent a few days. One of our cousins there owned a candy factory. They took us through the factory and gave us a big box of different kinds of candy that we had watched them make. It was delicious and was sold all over Texas. They were our well-to-do kin. I remember how their daughter was so spoiled. I couldn't like her. We were treated and entertained so well. There grandmother was my dad's sister. We got home in time for me to (sic) the country again for my third school.

THE WEDDING

I taught half a term, when I received a letter from George telling me he was coming home and we would marry. He was not going to stay the three years, he had signed up to stay. If he had of fulfilled his contract the Civil Service would have paid transportation both ways but he was sacrificing that to come home, after two years. So I notified the trustees of the school that I was resigning as I was marrying. Mama got busy sewing and getting my trousseau ready. She ordered all my long gloves, hats and shoes from Sanger Bros. in Dallas. She made all my dresses and underwear. We wore many petticoats in that time. Also my wedding dress, and I made my veil. My dress was white satin with a deep yoke of real lace, and a long train. I had two bride's maids. George's niece, Ora Winton, later Ora Drumond, and Zara Blake. The groomsmen were Tom Drumond, and John Richards. We married in the M. E. Church on a cold sleety night, January 29th, 1906, and the reception was at my home. Alma, my sister, had made a four tiered cake and we served punch. No champagne in those days at our home, only the cowboys drank. My father never allowed any whiskey brought in our home. We spent the first night at George's home. The next day, all my family came for dinner, which George and his mother prepared. We used a livery stable boy to drive us to the church, and after the reception, to George’s, his mother's home. George gave me a beautiful embroidered kimono in red to wear to breakfast the morning after the wedding and when he came for me to go to the church he brought a lovely ivory colored raw silk coat. He had brought many gifts from his travels in the foreign countries. We only lived in his mother's home a few months. She had gone to Louisiana to visit two sons and families a few weeks after our marriage, and I suggested to George for us to build us a home, as he was working for Tom Drumond in his lumber yard, and could get the lumber at cost. So we had a small house built and when "Grandma Carter", that is what everyone called her, got home, she was surprised to find us moved out of her house, she had expected him to always be her little boy. He had lived with her and taken care of her so long. Hayden was born in this first small home. But we only lived there a short time until we moved to Kirkland, Texas. Tom Drumond had a lumber yard there and wanted George to manage it. We had a large home built, the nicest house in Kirkland, and Gladys was born there. George didn't work long there until we moved to Childress, Texas, where he taught school.

MAMA'S DEATH

While we were living in Kirkland my mother passed away. I wasn't there when she died, but arrived soon afterwards. We had to drive from Kirkland to Paducah, and at night. She died at 59 years old. Papa married again, a cousin of Mama's <Cousin Ottie> who had been a widow for eight years. And it was a wise decision for she was a wonderful grandmother to all of the children and we all loved her. She had lived in Waxahachie and Mama and Papa had visited her and cousin Sam, many times. So they really knew each other. Papa was sick a year before he died of a stroke. We were living in Dallas. Cousin Ottie moved to Oklahoma and lived near her only daughter until she died. We had great times when her two children and grandchildren and Papa's would gather there in the summer for a reunion. There was a lot of cooking to be done, but all helped and the children would be out playing. They seemed to get along very well. Some fusses had to be settled by the mothers, her daughters and my sister Alma and I. Willella never married until while teaching in Dallas at 40 years old.

UNCLE FRANK

When my father married after Mama died and married mother's cousin <Cousin Ottie>, who had a son and daughters, both married with children and with Papa's children and his grandchildren, there was a crowd when we would visit for a reunion in the summer. Cousin Ottie, our stepmother needed help, so Papa built a servant house in his orchard and a colored man called "Uncle Frank" came to work for Papa and cousin Ottie. He did the milking and all the outdoors work, milking, feeding, and planting etc., besides washing dishes and did the laundry. And all chores outside. When Papa died at eighty years old, Uncle Frank went to the Methodist Church, where the burial service was held, and stood on the outside until the casket was taken into the church, then he left. When we went back to the house after burial, Uncle Frank was gone and no one ever heard of him. He left with no goodbyes. He had been a good and faithful servant. I've often wondered how he spent his life after he left our old home?

PREPARATION FOR RETURN TO PHILLIPPINES

While we were living in Childress George decided he wanted to return to the Philippines Islands to teach there again and wanted me to prepare for us to take the Civil Service examination. We began reviewing the subjects we would take. It was very hard for me with a seven month old baby and a little boy two and a half. George had to take the examination also as his qualification had expired. I hadn't studied or taught since we married. Time came for us to go to Amarillo to take the Civil Service examination. We went on the train, and went to a hotel and got a thirteen year old girl to take care of Gladys. We spent two days at the court house with the examiner in a room, were timed on each subject, seventeen in all. The second day we were to catch the train for Childress at a certain time. George finished a few minutes before me and dashed to the hotel and packed our suitcases and we made it. Haydn had stayed at the court house each day playing on the floor with toys. But it wasn't easy to concentrate while thinking of Gladys at the hotel with a young girl and Haydn in the examining room. In a few weeks we received a cablegram saying "Bowman and wife qualified but on account of a dysentery epidemic in the Phillippines at this time we are not employing any teachers who have children". I was really happy as I never wanted to live in the Phillippine Islands and rear our children.

CHANGED PLANS

So that change all our plans. We had sold our home and most our furniture, being sure we would be leaving the states. Again a move back to Kirkland and we taught a two teacher school in Tennessee Valley. We hired a lady to live with us to take care of our children and cook for us. While teaching there we had a snow storm that one couldn't see a hand in front of us. We were at school and the Children couldn't go home, so I took the younger children to our house which was near. We took hands, me leading the children, for it was like being blind. Our house had a nice fence around it and I led them by sense of direction until I reached our fence, then followed it to our front gate. George stayed at the school and before dark the storm ceased and parents came for the ones at school. The younger ones spent the night and we made pallets on the floor for them. I popped corn and made candy. The children loved it.

SMALL POX

While living in Kirkland, after Haydn was one year old, I had small pox. We had a nice home which George had built when he was manager of Tom Drumond's lumber yard there. I had remained in our little house in Paducah until he was ready for me to come. I stayed in the hotel where he was staying the first few days until our furniture arrived. We moved in late one afternoon, and didn't set up our beds but slept on mattresses on the floor. I took very sick in the night with high fever. George dressed quickly and went for the only doctor in town, an old German. There were no phones then and we had no water except the water from the city well. The doctor examined me and looked puzzled. Then said, "You have smallpox, and the health officer from Childress will come tomorrow to examine you". He came and remarked "I hate to put a yellow flag on your new home". So we were quarantined for three weeks. We had some good neighbors who would bring us groceries and George would get our water from the city well. It was a hard three weeks. George being quarantined couldn't do anything except take care of me and Haydn. George's mother had been visiting a son in Louisiana and stopped off to visit us, not knowing about my illness, she stayed on, although the doctor told her she could leave. I guess she was some help to George, I would have been happier with just George and my little boy. She was a big talker and religious and read the Bible more than helping much. After the first week of being very sick, I recovered and was soon up and busy.

After we got straightened up and George back on his job, several of our friends began meeting at the tennis courts after work and played tennis. Then I began teaching music, and another teacher had moved from the east and also had some pupils. She and I gave a recital together for the public. I really practiced a lot and prepared six classical pieces. I gained several new pupils after the recital.

MOVE TO PADUCAH

We were moving back to Paducah, and rented a cottage until George could get us a home. He bought a lumber yard office large enough for an office, living room, bedroom, dining room, and kitchen. To this was added a large room, bathroom, two rooms upstairs, and screened porch in back of the kitchen. And latter a servant room and all fenced in except the front. In this house Ruth and Melba were born. George went into the music business and the large room was used for pianos, all kind of musical instruments, sheet music, etc. It was a big business when he would be out selling the country folks and ranchers. Player pianos had just become popular in the west and George had the exclusive rights for some of the makes of pianos. The spring of the second year in business, was a disagreeable spring. Seemed we had a sand storm every day and I felt I couldn't take it. I told George I had to have a vacation.

VACATION IN BOULDER

George decided to take a course in University of Colorado at Bounder. So we closed our house for the summer and left from Quanah by train to Denver. From there to Boulder by bus. George left us in a hotel and he went looking for a place near the University. He rented two rooms in the Alpha Chi Omega sorority house, that two Irish women had charge of during the summer. As there were no students using it, we had permission to use all the house and the Irish sisters used the kitchen and one bedroom. All else was locked up till the fall term. My sister went with us to Colorado as she wanted to take one course. The Red Path Horner Chautauqua was having a program each night and we got tickets for the three weeks they were there. Ruth was one year old and was no trouble at all and was such a delight. I studied piano with George Chadwick, a noted teacher from New York, who had come for the summer to Boulder. I spent the mornings with the children, Haydn, Gladys, and Ruth. Haydn and Gladys took care of Ruth while I practiced on the piano. While George and Willella went to their classes at the University. Then they took care of them while I went to take my piano lessons.

MEMPHIS, TEXAS

When we left for home we stopped off at Memphis, Texas and George bought a house. And Ruth took her first step on her first birthday. We only spent one day and night, went on home and George rented our house, keeping one room for him to use until he could sell his music business. He never did get to move to Memphis. I spent the winter alone, except the weekends he could spend with us.

It was a hard winter and as George had to stay in Paducah, it was hard on me. We had frozen pipes in the bathroom which flooded the room and wiggletails in the cistern so I couldn't use the water and I had typhoid fever and sick for three weeks and my brother died. George was with us as he came when I got sick. When we were called that brother was dying, George rented a livery stable buggy and we reached Paducah at midnight. Brother died soon after we got there. He was so young, only 37 years old.

TENNESSEE VALLEY LIFE

We moved back to our home in Paducah and we were asked to teach a two teacher school in Tennessee Valley again. We left our home rented and moved to teach. The first year was uneventful. I taught first to fifth and we had a middle aged woman who took care of our children and cooked our meals. After school each day I taught a few music pupils three days a week and on the evenings I wasn't teaching we would often take our gun and hunt. One day I killed a jackrabbit at a long range and George was so surprised he stepped the distance to see how many yards I was from the rabbit. I don't remember how far, but he would love to tell our friends about it. George had a sister living down the lane from us about one half mile and we loved to visit them on weekends. Haydn was old enough to enjoy his cousin George Chandler. I remember when we sometimes spent Saturday night with them, Uncle Edgar would always cook the breakfast. Fried Ham, eggs, and hot biscuits and George's sister Bettie was so sweet and kind to everyone. She cooked great meals also. They were real farmers and had there own meat and vegetables and canned food like my family. They had three girls and one son named after my George. And he was older than Haydn but they enjoyed being together. George had an older sister also living near who had a big family, nine children. A bad thing happened to her husband. He bought a horse from a young neighbor boy that the boy had stolen. Jim was tried in court and sentenced to one year in prison. The trial was so unfair and all knew it but this wild cowboy had gotten one of the finest lawyers in the west Texas to defend him. This boy was finally killed in a saloon in Childress, Texas. His sister was a pupil of ours when we taught in Tennessee Valley in later years, and majored in Spanish, and after graduating in Denton taught there for years. And never married. Its strange how different two people can be when they are reared the same. Perhaps its associating with the wrong people.

TORNADO AT TENNESSEE VALLEY

The second year of our term of teaching in Tennessee Valley was ending and we were working on a program for the last night. The girl that was taking care of our two children this term had to quit, on account of her mother being sick, so my sister Willella had been with us a month and Alma had come from Paducah to attend the program. That Saturday morning George and I had met the pupils who were to give the program to rehearse all the choruses. We had some fine singers, in fact one boy had a beautiful voice and years after sang with "Stamps Quartette (sic)" here in Dallas. I was at the piano and all morning it seemed like something was going to happen. As we had to light the lamps to see and there was low rumbling thunder all morning. Right in the middle of the singing I suddenly stopped, and said to George, "We've got to get these children home". He had been so concentrated on conducting the choir he hadn't realized how dark it had gotten. He looked and said, "We can't get them home, you go on and go to the dugout, and I'll stay here with the children". I ran home and looked back not wanting to leave him. I saw him watching out the school door to see us go down in the cellar. He shouted for us to get in the dugout, but I still hesitated. Alma snatched Gladys out of my arms and Willella grabbed Haydn's hand and they raced and left me. I waited a moment and saw I had to go. I almost couldn't stand up as the wind had gotten so strong. I barely made it by holding to a fence. We held the door with a chair and it seemed only a short time until George beat on the door. We let go of the chair and the sun was shining bright. It had passed over in fifteen minutes. The postman who was going his route in a hack, was hollering for help and George heard him. He had both his legs broken and was pulling himself through the muddy road trying to get to our house. George and two of the older boys took a door off the school house and lifted him on it, and brought him in our house. I had pulled a mattress off (sic) a bed for him to lie on, but he refused, said he was too bloody and muddy. As soon as possible they got a farmer with a wagon and took him to Kirkland to a hospital. He recovered and I heard he had no bad effect and walked as well as ever. But it was a long siege. There were eight people killed and they were buried at night on the next day at the cemetery behind the school house. As there were no morticians and no embalming, the burial was as quickly as possible. We walked down the country lane to see the damage and it was awful. Homes turned up or ruined. The girl who had been with us and quit on account of her mother being sick, lived down the lane and we stopped to see about them. Her mother's bed was in front of a window and she was not disturbed, but their house was a total mess. Paper torn off and mud all over. It seemed like some one up there was taking care of her. Their chickens were dead, many had all feathers off like they were plucked walking around. We took some of those big hens that had just been killed. Everyone around would do that and of course Nora took all she needed. Nora Walker was her name.

George said he and the pupils who stayed at the school house got under desks and could see the houses being picked up and blown off the foundation. It seemed to skip where we lived. we only had a gig water tank pulled away from the house.

FIRE ON THE ROOF

I recall another thing that happened and while we were teaching our second term, at Tennessee Valley. I was combing my hair in front of a mirror which was right behind our wood stove and a piece of burning wood fell from the ceiling where the stove pipe had slipped out of the hole where it went through the ceiling. I called George and he grabbed a baby blanket from the baby bed and a ten gallon bucket and ran to the school house for water. I put the ladder against the wall so he could get to the roof, and as he would use the blanket and fight the blaze, I would run to get another bucket of water to put it out. All we had to do was patch the roof. We were thankful the wind wasn't blowing that morning and it happened before we had gone to school. Mrs. Dennington had taken the children outside in case the house burned.

THE MUSIC CLUB

The year before we vacationed in Colorado, we organized a music club which met at our home once a month. At that time there were some piano teachers who had come from Ft. Worth and eastern cities to teach. And I had a nice class. So we had a talented club, some good voices. Willella had a beautiful voice, and the daughter of the Methodist minister also had a beautiful voice. When we met we had piano solos and vocal duets and Haydn played his violin beautifully for one so young, and I would accompany on the piano. George and I would play duets. He also taught from a music book we had, "The Rudiments of Music". It was a nice club. We decided to have a Chautauqua two nights at the high school for the public, and we got our best talent and rehearsed at our house and it was a success. The auditorium was filled each night.

MY MISCARRIAGE

One Xmas (sic) George had to deliver some player pianos in another town, and they were to be delivered on Christmas morning. As the pianos were Christmas gifts from husbands to their wives. So the two children spent the day at Papa and Cousin Otte's, my stepmother and in the late afternoon brother drove us home. There was a big snow on the ground. I was expecting George home the first of the week so I went out to our back yard and got two fryer chickens which were in a coop, and killed and prepared them ready to have a good dinner when he got home. Then I sat down to read the children stories in their Christmas books, and suddenly I had some pains which were so painful I could hardly breath, but I managed to tell Haydn, who was seven years old, to call our doctor. We had two doctors in town. He called the doctor we had always used for baby births but he couldn't come so Haydn then called Dr. Alexander and also Papa, and the doctor was there immediately. Brother was still at Papa's, and when Haydn called he hitched the horses to the buggy and came quickly. Dr. Alexander examined me and said I was about to have a miscarriage. I hadn't thought I was pregnant, I had those spells for three weeks and I suffered awful and after a few weeks I lost the baby, five months pregnant. Cousin Otte called George and he came home the next day and got a nice country girl to come and look after me and keep house for us. She was a very good housekeeper and good cook and when we had Ruth and Melba we got her again. I've wished many times since living in Dallas I had her to stay with me in some of my Illnesses here. I've never had any help as good as she was.

RETURN FROM BOULDER

When we left Boulder after a month there we stopped of at Colorado springs, and Manatou to sight see, and my brother and family and his wife Ella's brother and sister were vacationing. We went by train and when we arrived brother and all the bunch met us. They had just gotten down from Pike's peak. And I never saw such a tired dirty bunch. They had left the day before to climb to the top and back. They started climbing at midday, climbed all afternoon and night trying to reach the top in time to see the sun rise. They did, but were so weary they went to sleep instead. They told us they were too tired and laid down on the floor and lost consciousness immediately. Brother said he stayed behind while climbing to see that no one fell asleep. It was so cold it made them sleepy and some tried to quit the trail and take a nap. So he had to be alert every minute. They had rented some rooms in the woods near the foot of the mountain. And we got some rooms at the same rooming house. Brother and his bunch were cooking and eating outside and we only had breakfast with them. Brother took us on a drive although it was raining, before we went to the rooming house and the next morning we went through the Garden of the Gods on donkeys. And George went to the top of pike's peak, I didn't go as I wanted to stay with the children. We enjoyed sight seeing that day, but we had to get home and left on the train that evening late. Willella decided to stay on and drive home with my brother and family. It was a hard trip, they told us, as brother had car trouble all the way. He didn't live long after that trip.

I think that trip did him more harm than good. He was so exhausted that he was susceptible to have anything. He died of typhoid fever, soon after this trip. He was 37 years old.

A FAITHFUL FRIEND

The saying " A man's best friend is his dog" is explained in the true story I'm going to tell. George had gone to Matador, Texas, a small town near Paducah, to deliver some player pianos, and while there a man had gone hunting and hadn't returned after two days and was supposed to be gone just for a day. He had his dog with him. The man's friends and neighbors had organized a posse to hunt for him. The wife told them where he usually hunted in a deep canyon not far from town. George joined the group. And with lanterns they began the search, and while walking along the bank of the canyon, they heard a dog bark, they looked down and there was the dog standing over his master. George said he volunteered to go down first as they were not sure what the dog might do. He said he spoke kindly to the dog and he seemed happy for someone to find his master. They took his body out of the canyon and to the morgue. They said he had accidentally killed himself and his faithful dog stayed with him.

THE MOVE TO DALLAS

George and I decided we needed to move where our children would have better educational advantages, so after he made a few trips to Dallas to look things over, we decided to move to Dallas. We bought our first home on Swiss avenue in Dallas and the children and I moved. I knew something was going out of my life never to be repeated. We had left the place I had lived, married, and all my children except Gordon were born. He was born in Dallas at Baylor Hospital nine months after we moved. I was happy, for I felt it was time to move to a larger city. As I reflect on our time, I feel sure the basic values of life are not changed or the basic experiences. We find happiness, we suffer, sorrow, we make our contributions to the world around us, whether it is a blessing or a disaster. Every man's life is entangled with others. Our highly mechanized civilization has not re-designed the human heart. I felt we were doing the right thing and I was determined to leave the past behind. We entered Haydn in Terrell Prep School at 13 years old. It was a fine boy's school. Gladys entered grade school, Ruth in kindergarten, Melba later went to the same school. I soon had a piano class. And we joined a Congregational church near our home. Soon we had many friends. Haydn wanted to have ROTC and Terrell School didn't have it, so he entered North Dallas High at 15 years old and graduated at 16 years old. Then since he was so young dad put him in metropolitan business school and when he finished he was given a bookkeeping job and he never went to college but when the depression came he joined the Army and has lived his life in the military. He is a retired colonel and a well educated man. Gladys also graduated from North Dallas. Was a secretary for a furniture store until she married a graduate from Ohio State University employed with Texas Power & Light Co. They now live in California. She is a well known water colorist around San Francisco area. Ruth graduated from Woodrow Wilson High School and was a model for Neiman Marcus for a while, then buyer and then designer with her own factory. Now married to Judge Roll Fair and lives in Dallas. Melba married Kenneth Newton and now they live in Houston, Texas. He is with an oil company. When they first married they lived in Tucson, Arizona after their first child came and were there several years. He was with a bank. While they were living there Melba came home when Ken was one year old, and after her visit, Ruth, Roll, Dad and I drove back with her. She had gotten a car here and Ruth and I and Ken rode in Melba's car. Roll and George in Roll's car, following us. Neither of the girls had driven on the highway. We spent the first night in El Paso, Texas and on to Tucson. Kenneth had rented a log cabin at the foot of Mt. Lemmon and our drive to the top was exciting. It was a very narrow steep climb and cars were timed as no one could pass another. We made it, but a very exciting experience. We had bought groceries in Tucson, as we would have no way of getting any after we got there. Two days we rented horses and rode four hours reaching the very top where the rangers lived. Dad didn't go as he wanted to keep Ken, and he knew I was a good rider and would enjoy it more than he. The rangers, two young men, had just made some chocolate fudge when we reached the top. And they had some bee hives on the outside of their cabin. I guess they enjoyed their life up there so alone, but to me it was a lonely life. The second day we rode up, a storm seemed to be brewing and the rangers advised us to stay away from under trees as we rode down on account of lightning. We would ride as fast as possible on the smoother ground trying to reach the cabin before rain began. We made it and found George and Ken had been fine, but Dad was worried. We spent a week there and enjoyed it immensely. We had good food, and I did the cooking. We loved climbing around the hills and hated to go back to civilization. We left for Tucson. Kenneth's vacation was over and we had to get home to Dallas. After spending one night with them in Tucson we left for Dallas. It was the first vacation I had since Boulder, Colorado. Gordon was home, as he had a job. I've wished many times he had gone with us.

VACATION IN CALIFORNIA

One other trip we took with Melba and Kenneth was driving to San Francisco. John and Gladys had moved there from Dallas after both boys were born and World War Two was over. George and I took the train to Midland, Texas where they were living, arriving there early in the morning. Kenneth met our train and we drove to their home and everything was ready to put in the car. Melba had prepared food for us to eat en-route so as to not lose any time as we were trying to make San Diego, California as quickly as we could. We drove all night through the desert as it would be cooler. We had a tire blow out near Tucson and while Kenneth was getting it repaired we went to a picture show to cool off and saw a movie. The cars those days were not air conditioned. We got to San Diego before day and got a room in a hotel for a few hours sleep and went down and ate breakfast and there watched a beautiful parade. It was some kind of celebration. Then we drove around and went to Balboa Park and it is a beautiful park. Then we drove to La Jolla, California, which is only about fifteen minutes drive. We spent the night there with Lola and Wade Furr, George's niece. The next day we drove up the coast towards San Francisco. A beautiful view, the mountains on one side and ocean on the other. We spent that night in Monterey and drove into San Francisco the next day, reaching there in time for John and Gladys to show us some of the area near where they lived. The next day was Sunday. We packed a picnic lunch and drove to the beach. One that had been so popular. We got out of the cars and all started down the steep side of a hill to get to the beach. I was carrying some of the food and slipped on some gravel and fell, and couldn't get up. I had sprained my ankle. John and Kenneth had to carry me to the top and we left. The children, Ken and Nan, had already been in the ocean wading. We found out later that more people had lost their lives at this beach than any other beach. So maybe it was a blessing in disguise that I was hurt. They said the tide at this beach would come in so suddenly and was so high one couldn't reach shore. They took me to Gladys's home and I had to lie down, and George stayed with me while the rest left to sight see as we were only going to be there another day. I insisted on George going and sight seeing downtown San Francisco. After they left he did and I slept all afternoon. I couldn't walk. The next day dad left with Melba, Kenneth and the children, leaving me there. I got Gladys to get me some crutches, and a neighbor of theirs had some which I bought. I stayed a month and flew home on crutches and it was some time before I could walk without them. I went to the Carrol Clinic here and they couldn't do anything but give some therapy. I should have gone into a hospital in California and had my ankle attended to there. But when I suggested it no one seemed to realize that it was a bad strain. I seem to fall easily and break, always when I fall. George and I visited them in California going there by train twice in later years, before he died in 1954. I've spent a month with Gladys and John every other summer since George passed away.

DEPRESSION YEARS

The depression years hit us and everybody hard. We lost our home and had to start anew. But we didn't give up, it was hard not to but by both of us finally getting employment we saved and bought the home which I now live, and have for 27 years. I live alone at 93 years and keep my house without a maid. I have nice neighbors and friends. And I have Ruth my daughter living here, and she checks me each day. I keep busy doing house work, knitting, sewing, playing scrabble and practicing on the piano. And love to have company and go to lunches. Effort lends inspiration, it's said. So I made an effort to write this story for my children and I've been inspired in doing it. My children will realize how we spent the early years in west Texas in my youth and appreciate the comforts we have now. It would be hard to have to go back to those days, since we live so comfortably now.

ANOTHER CALIFORNIA TRIP

George  and I had gone by train to California and  Ruth  and Roll had driven there and were visiting some friends before going to Gladys and John's. We drive home with them and we stopped along the way home to sight see. One stop was Boulder Dam, and Grand Canyon, and before leaving California, Yosemite. I had been there many times with Gladys and John and the Boys, in fact I saw much of California when I visited them. Driving up the coast, and stopping often at some interesting place: Las Vegas to watch the gamblers, Which was something I had never seen. Tioga Pass was another exciting experience. I started through the Oregon Caves with Gladys and John but turned back at the half way place, as it was too rough for me. I have been through Carlsbad Cavern, but it was not so wild. Its a beautiful cavern. I never did get to go any further than Oregon state up the coast. When in southern Germany, I went by cable car to the top of Mt. Zugspitze, highest peak in the Bavarian Alps, and enjoyed it, but couldn't go through the Oregon Caves. It took crawling under boulders and we had to wear rain coats as water was dripping in places. Gladys and John did it though.

TO EUROPE

 I spent two months in Europe after George passed away, as both our sons were stationed there. Haydn in Orleans in France, Gordon in Rome as assistant air attaché in the Embassy. Each boy took a weeks vacation and in Italy we drove to Florence, Pisa and Venice, besides sight-seeing in Rome. In France, Haydn, Kay, and I drove to Belgium. The world's Fair was there the year I went and after a week with Haydn sight-seeing, Kay and I drove to Germany spending a day or two in Garmich at Hotel von Stuben (sic, probably Steuben). And on our tour we had visas for eight countries. That included France and Italy. We went back to Orleans, I went by train to Paris spent a few days and my time was up, and I left for the U.S.A. It was a great trip for me as I had never been out of the U.S.A., I flew on American Airlines from Dallas to New York and Air France to Rome, came home on T.W.A.

GEORGE'S DEATH

When my husband died there seemed to be no answer to anything. For a time the only universality was death. Then I awoke one night and the house seemed so empty and meaningless. The sound of cars racing by, I looked out my window and looked up to see the moon in its golden color shining. All at once I thought how beautiful God made the world, how wonderful that the stars still shine. I was comforted. For life renews itself, no matter how we may suffer. Losing one we love is possible to endure if we let it be. Death and disaster, separation and sorrow seem sometimes so much longer than all else, but they are not. Over the deepest scars in the forest grow young green thickets, and these do not blot out the memory of the trees standing there. Death really prevails only when we deliberately walk with him.

I awoke one morning realizing I had many blessings, I had never lost a child and I must get busy. And make a life of usefulness, and I am never bored. My feeling of boredom comes from within and has nothing to do with place or circumstance. There is always something to experience, if we have the perception to sense it.

