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Questions

What is my name?
What was my gender?
What were my physical

characteristics?

What diseases, accidents or
tradgedies did I have?

When did I live?
Where did I live?
What national and inter-
national events occurred

during my life?

What kind of house did 1
have?

How would it have been
furnished?

What would I have done in
each room of the house?
What kind of city, town, or

village did I live:

What was my religion?

HISTORICAL SCRIPT

Edwin (Edd) Miller Collins

Male

Responses

Page 1

Heighth: 6 ft. 1 1/2 inches tall; Weight 140 - 150 pounds; slender, lean and

lanky; gaunt face; small dark brown eyes; black hair; dark, weathered

complexion

o diseases: age 18 years, had influenza, followed by typhoid fever, and
mastoid infection leaving him deaf in the right ear, also constant drainage
from that ear the remainder of his life.

o Rope burn on right hand during haying season (1930°s)

0 Got clothes tangled in the tractor power take off, lost most of his clothes,

frightened, abrasions, cuts and bruises. (1950 - 1960’s)

o Injured hand changing tire (while employed at the local gas station). Tire

exploded. (1970’s)
o Prostatectomy (1970”s)

o Had gum disease, all tecth pulled, dentures made. (1960°s)
o Lymphoma, and cancer of bone marrow. (final disease)

26 July 1900 - 8 June 1978

Mostly Missouri, short stints in Wyoming, Iowa and California

World War I, World War II; Korea Police Action; Vietham Conflict.

Great depression of the 1930’s; drought

Small clapboard (All)

Mostly “pre-owned”, mainly oak, later with new walnut veneer in traditional

styles.

Bedroom, sleep; living room, rest, read paper, listen to radio or television,
play cards, visit, take naps in his high back rocking chair; kitchen/dining

room, eat, wash hands.

Lived on farms until retirement in 1969, then moved to small rural village

near where he farmed.

He was raised Baptist, later attended the Methodist church, but never became

a member. Enjoyed listening to Rev. Billiec Graham.

What was my class in society? Lower middle income class of society.

How would I have felt about

other religions and racial groups
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Don’t know.



What was my education?

What were my ambitions?
What kind of recognition
would I have sought?

What was my occupation?

What were my military
obligations?

What would I have felt my
role to be as a man?

What did I do each day as a
worker, father or husband?

How would I have fallen in
in love and courted?

What were my morals and
values?

Was I married, divorced or
single?

How many children did I
have?

How would I have raised
my children?

What would I have done
routinely every day?

‘What would I have done for
pleasure, leisure? -

What kind of festivities,
entertainment, family outings,
and games would I have
parrticipated in?

What kind of songs would I
have sung?

Disk 422;b:remdadl
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Country one room school, eighth grade; did not graduate--didn’t like English!

Be a good family man; successful farmer.

General farming; fed hogs and cattle to sell.

Too young for WWI, registered for draft in WWII, exempt because of
occupation; too old for Korea and Vietnam.

Head of household; wage earner.

Everyday tasks - chores, milking, feeding animals morning and night. Farm
tasks
during day. Mended fences, harness, machinery.

Visited a neighboring school boxsupper, met a young, blond, blue-eyed lass.
Courted her going to movies, church, driving, etc. He drove a beautiful pair
of Arabian ponies drawing a black 4 wheeled buggy. Fell in love at 19,
married at age 21.

Started smoking cigarettes while quite young, Didn’t approve of drinking,
lying, cheating, stealing, dishonesty, or gambling.

Married over 57 yearé to the same spouse.

Two, one son, Everett Wayne born 16 November 1921, Wyoming and one
daughter, born 25 November 1923, Missouri.

To be honest, trustworthy, kind, loyal, loving, dependable.

Chores--feeding, watering livestock; milking; plant, cultivate and harvest
hay and grain crops.

Visit family and friends; avid card player; in younger years danced (was
caller for square dances), worked with rocks, cutting, polishing and
mounting. - S

Sometimes fished; play horseshoes; went to dances; played kittenball during

the depression; listened to radio programs together; played cards; visited;
picnics, and family reunions.

Not sure, perhaps some western or popular songs in his younger days.
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Personal Chronology of EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS

)

Page 10 of 15

5 Nov. 1974  Served on election board as Judge.
20 Nov. 1974  Witched a well for Darrel Pitner, Westboro, MO.
23 Dec. 1974  Flew to LA for Christmas with daughter, grandchildren
17 Jan 1975  Attended graduation for grandson, Wayne Collins
from Los Angeles College of Chiropractic. Held at
Ambassador College Auditorium, Pasadena, CA
24 Jan 1975 Returned home from CA. Dad sick off & on for
several weeks. Required “shots”, don’t know what kind.
18 April 1975  Nose still sore, Dr thought it might be cancer.

23 April 1975

Operated on nose & sent to lab.

30 April 1975

Report came back, skin cancer.

31 May 1975 Met McQuerry’s in Stanberry, MO. Ruth & Wayne
came home with Collins. Visted Sr. Jane Frances
Harrison at Clyde, MO
2June 1975 Drove to So. MO & OK to visit family.
17 July 1975  Still doing day labor as he feels like it. Apollo docks with Soyuz in space -- a thaw in cold war.
August 1975 Humid days exacerbated emphysema. Had a bad
cold. Ended up getting a “shot.”
2 Sept 1975  Sat on Special Election Board.
11 Sept 1975  Started to Wyoming driving.
24 Sept 1975  Returned home from Wyoming.

October 1975

Made picture frames for Glacie’s paintings.

4 Nov 1975
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Served on Election Board.



8 Nov 1975
20 Nov 1975

Personal Chronology of EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS

Worked some on his hobby--rocks.
Worked on lapidary in basement.

)

)

Page 11 of 15

19 Feb 1976

Purchased new saw for slicing rocks,
Got the saw and motor set up in basement.

14 March 1976

Dad sick and entered hospital. Dr. said it
was “flu” epidemic.

20 Mar 1976

Ran temp of 102-103. Got very stubborn.

24 Mar 1976

Improved some, sat on edge of bed, ate both
dinner & supper. Enjoyed visiting.

26 Mar 1976

First wheelchair ride, but so tired. Cries easily.

29 Mar 1976

Walked a little; beginning to eat.

1 April 1976

Came home from hospital, very weak.
Had to elevate head of bed on blocks of wood.

3 April 1976

Weighed 134 1bs., very thin.

8 April 1976

Weighed 128 lbs. Dr said Dad was lucky to
be alive. Lungs in bad shape from
emphysema. Will take a month to recover.

20 April 1976

Appetite returned. Hungry all the time!

15 May 1976

Weighed 146 1bs.

26 May 1976

Brother Bill passed away, Vinita, OK

27 May 1976
29 May 1976

Drove to OK to attend funeral of Bill Collins.
Afier services drove
to Jerico Springs, MO for night.

30 May 1976
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Drove home, Attended 40th anniversary party

for Wilma & Maurice Whigham, Glacie’s sister.
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Personal Chronology of EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS

Summer 1976  Did gardening, mowing & other chores at home.
3 Aug. 1976  Served on Election Board.
9 Aug 1976  Purchased first “Leisure Suit.”
25 Aug 1976  Stung badly by bumble bees, had to have “shot”
to counteract the stings. Had to have 2nd shot.
26 Aug 1976  Got another bee sting, but didn’t have any more
“shots.”
1 Sept 1976  Witched well for Ralph Vette.
2 Nov 1976  Served on Election Board Jimmie Carter, elected President.
15Nov 1976  Helped “find” water for George Laur.
5Jan 1977  Got “shot” for cold he couldn’t shake.
8 Jan 1977  Got second “shot.” Pres. Carter pardoned most draft evaders of the Vietnam War.
13 Jan 1977  Very cold winter, takes lots of fuel.
-22 degrees
18 Feb 1977  Had biopsy taken from ear, required 3 stitches.
3 Mar 1977 Had skin cancer removed from side of face.
Required 6 stitches.
2 April 1977 Helped Mom give herself a permanent. He

had done this several times before.

15 April 1977

Day labor for Ozzie King on day of sale of
prize breeding hogs.

4 June 1977

Drove to Jerico Springs, MO -- picnic.

17 June 1977
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Sprayed for infestation of grasshoppers.



Personal Chronology of EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS
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)
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25 June 1977 Drove to Vinita, OK to attend Bill Collins
family reunion. Floods in Kansas.
28 June 1977 Dad very tired after returning home from OK.
1 July 1977 Had breaking out on hip. Dr diagnosed it as
Shingles. Seems to fall easily, may be result
of medication.
Very hot, dry. Use “city water” only for drinking
and cooking. Hauled in water for other uses.
26 July 1977  76th birthday.
28 July 1977 Went with Tracy Barnes to witch well. Not
really able to go (per Mom).
Aug 1977 Hot and humid. Difficult to breathe.
1 Sept 1977  Went to skin Specialist in Omaha, NE. Had
3 biopsys taken from ear.
9 Sept 1977  Biopsy said skin cancer, but no “feelers”

going out.

12 Sept 1977

Surgery to remove cancer, removed piece
larger than dime.

16 sept 1977

Ear got infected. Used hot packs, plus medication.

Worked hard on living room installing
dropped ceiling.

29 Sept 1977

Witched well southeast of Fairfax, MO

9 Oct. 1977

Went to Bridgewaters to help them
celebrate their 65th anniversary. Had
pictures taken.

18 Oct 1977

Discovered lumps under arms and back of ear.

6 Nov 1977

Disk 422;b:remdad4

Humidity bad, couldn’t breathe.
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Personal Chronology of EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS
13 Nov 1977  Entered hospital in Omaha, NE
15 Nov. 1977 Lymph node removed and sent to pathologist.
16 Nov 1977  Returned home from Omaha.
21 Nov 1977  57th wedding anniversary.
24 Nov 1977  Spent Thanksgiving Day with sister &
family, the Bridgewaters.
28 Nov 1977  Entered Clarkson Hospital, Omaha, NE
29 Nov 1977  Diagnosed as having lymphoma and
cancer of the bone marrow.
3 Dec. 1977 Brother-in-law, Lawrence Foster’s funeral
10 Dec 1977  Very low blood count. Not mentioned in
diaries, but think Dad was receiving
chemotherapy all this time.
22 Dec 1977 Returned home for the holidays. Mom cut his
remaining hair, then shaved his head with
the electric razor. Called himself “Kojak.”
3Jan 1978 Took Dad back to the hospital.
12 Jan 1978  Returned home.
25 Jan 1978 Went to local Dr. Bleod count very low. Choice
of going to hospital for 1 month very rigid
treatment & may not survive or come home & take
milder chemo. Report back in 2 wks. Chose the
latter.
22 Feb 1978 Low blood count.
27 Feb 1978  Trouble breathing at night, slept sitting up in chair.
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Personal Chronology of EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS
3 Mar 1978  Very discouraged.
16 Mar 1978  Message from Dr. In Omaha, that he couldn’t live
very long if he stays home, has a chance in Hospital.
18 Mar 1978  Gone down hill all week. Had bad night.
19 Mar 1978  Gasped for breath. Left home at 5:00 am for hospital
in Fairfax, MO. Entered hospital, had to have oxygen.
26 Mar 1978  Gradually getting worse. Medication making him
delirious.
21 April 1978  Weighed 111 1/2 lbs. Getting weaker all the time.
Sometimes didn’t remember eating.
May 1978 Having to have more pain medication.
June 1978  Been on morphine several days. Still has a sense of humor.
Dr. asked if was pretty good, Dad said he was neither
pretty nor good!
8 June 1978  Passed away 2:30-2:45 pm. Just quit breathing.
Weighed about 87 1bs.
10 June 1978  Funeral services today at the Westboro United
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Methodist Church. Internment at Center Grove
Cemetery, Westboro, MO.



EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS--MY DAD

OUTLINE

INTRODUCTION

o Humorous incident
o Physical characteristics as an adult

PART I, CHIL DHOOD AND GROWING UP

o Parents, birth

o Explanation of names

o Place of origin for parents

o Picture of parents and siblings

PART II. YOUNG ADULT

WW I/1918 “flu” epidemic
Picture before marriage
Courtship and marriage
Type of work

Moves

©C 0 0 O O

PART III, RAISING A FAMILY

Moves
Pictures of travel to California
Depression
Drought
Butchering
Purchased first tractor
Leisure time
dances
playing cards
ball games

(=2 = B = I = R« B « B =}

PART IV, SETTLING IN TO RETIREMENT

WWII

Purchased farm

Rationing

Good farm years

Rented additional land

Purchased John Deere , Model A, tractor
Larger
More powerful

o Clothes torn off by Power take-off

© 00 0 0 0©

PART V, RETIREMENT
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EDWIN MILLER (EDD) COLLINS--MY DAD

Visiting with friends and family
Hobby--lapidary

Gardener

Day laborer (when able)

Water Witch

Playing cards

PART VI, CHARACTERISTICS

Horse trader
Avid card player (not for money!)
Civic services
Served on many election boards
Commissioner for Westboro Special Road District
Lapidary
Religion
Water Witch
Picture
Helped people
Liked children

PART VII, ILLNESS, DEATH (Twilight then darkness?)
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THE RUBBER DOLLAR BILL

A new bank opened for business in a neighboring farm village. To emphasize that the customer’s
money would go further at their bank, each person, on opening day, received a rubber dollar bill. Dad carefully
put it in his wallet. He would have to think awhile on just how he could have some fun using it.

A well established merchant of a general store in Westboro liked a good joke. He was known to pull a
few pranks on unsuspecting people himself. Dad was in the store a few weeks later to purachase some needed
groceries. After his order was filled, he reached into his hip pocket and slowly, but deliberately pulled out his
worn, brown wallet. He haltingly fingered through the bills. Among them was that rubber dollar bill! There
were several other customers in the store waiting their turn. Quietly, Dad paid using that rubber dollar bill as
part of the total amount due. Nothing was said by the merchant. There was not even an inkling of suspicion.

Several weeks later, Dad was in the store to purchase needed groceries. Other people were in the store
to do their trading too. After the bill was totaled on the old hand-operated cash register, Dad paid the man. He
didn’t have the correct amount due so he would have some change coming back to him. Would you believe he
got that rubber dollar bill in change? DM))D/

That same rubber dollar was exchanged many times, always when there was a group of people in the
store. Dad finally retired that rubber dollar. qu had’ enjoyed trading it with a man he respected and knew
wouldn’t get angry with him for his humor.

Disk 424.;b:rubber$ Ruth C. McQuerry , May 1999
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The-farm Dad rented in northern Nodaway County, Missouri was sold in late 1930. The new owners
planned to farm it themselve1s. Dad was unable to find another farm to rent for the following year. After
searching several weeks, he found a job working by the month on a farm located in southern Page County,
Iowa. The location was a few miles northeast of Blanchard, a hamlet. This job included a house for us and a
garden spot. We could have some chickens, a cow or two and a few hogs for our own use.

Dad yearned to farm for himself again after “working for the other fellow” for a year. He longed to see
a herd ofmmeef cattle and Spotted Poland China hogs in the pastures that he could call his own. He
wanted 20 raise hay, corn and small grain to feed these animals to be marketed. The fall or early winter of
1931 he finally found a suitable farm for rent in northeast Atchison County, Missouri. Our family soon
identified this 160-acre farm as the “Morrow Farm” because it was owned by Dr. Morrow, a dentist, who
lived, and practiced, in Woodbine, Iowa, a small town located some 100 miles northwest of the farm.

Missouri was part of the territory known as the “Louisiana Purchase” acquired from France in 1803
during the administration of Thomas Jefferson. A year later, Meriwether Lewis and William Clark began
paddling their canoes up the mouth of the Missouri River at St. Louis to it’s headwaters. The Lewis and Clark
Expedition opened this vast area west of the Mississippi River for settlement. Missouri is sometimes called the
“Center State” because of it’s location midway between the Atlantic Ocean and the mountain range we now
call the Rocky Mountains. It is also identified as the “Mother of the West” because of the many fur trappers,
traders, and pioneer settlers that traveled the Missouri River upstream to northwest Missouri and beyond.
Missouri is, however, more commonly known as the “Show Me State,” a title generally attributed to a
congressman who stated in a speech delivered in 1899 “...I am from Missouri...you have to show me.”

Glaciers covered most of the northern part of Missouri during the Ice Ages. In the northwest part of
the state, they left a gently rolling terrain drained by rivers and their many tributaries. Deep deposits of rich,
silt loam covered the valleys and lower hills. Below the surface of some of the higher hills was clay soil. Long
after the glaciers receded, bluestem and other tall grasses began growing and eventually covered the prairie.
Timber, predominately deciduous trees, abounded in river and creck valleys. During World War 1, farmers
were encouraged to grow more food. Thus, by the early 1930s most of the land was broken and intensively
cultivated. Few trees remained except along river banks and those planted around home sites for shelter and
shade. Many farms had small orchards that included apple, peach, pear and/or cherry trees.

Atchison County, the most northwest county in Missouri, is a part of this fertile farmland. It is
bounded by Iowa on the north, Nodaway County, on the east, Holt County on the south and the Missouri River
on the west. Temperature extremes range from twenty degrees below zero Fahrenheit in winter to over one-
hundred degrees during a few days in summer. The avefage annual rainfall is thirty-two inches. A large
portion of this falls during the summer months of June, July, and August. Snowfall in winter averages twenty-
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A MISSOURI FARM

one inches. There can be frequent changes in the weather from day-to-day as well as season-to-season. During
winter months very cold air frequently swoops down from Canada. In summer, warm, moist air often gushes
up from the Gulf of Mexico. Hot, dry winds sometimes blow from the west. There is a saying there that “If
you don’t like the weather, wait five minutes and it will change!” Unwelcome pests during the summer include
mosquitoes, chiggers, locusts, crickets and beetles. By the early 1930s, crops grown for cash and for livestock
feed included comn, hay and small grains such as wheat and oats.

Early March was moving time for farmers. This date was early enough for the farmer to get settled in
their new home before beginning to prepare the ground for spring planting. Last year’s crops had been
harvested and most, if not all, either sold or fed to live stock. This minimized the “stuff” that had to be moved.
A “down side” associated with March moves was the roads. At that time most rural roads were dirt roads. By
March, the roads had thawed and frequently were very muddy.

I remember little about our move from the farm in Page County, Iowa, to the Morrow Farm in March,
1932. I was eight years old. My brother, Everett, was ten. I have a few recollections of preparations for the
move. Small household items, clothing, tools, et cetera were packed in boxes and bushel baskets. Chickens
were caught and put into cages. These cages were made of a wood frame, covered with chicken wire, and just
tall enough for the hen to stand up. They were large enough to hold about a dozen hens. The chicken wire was
made of light weight wire with hexagon shaped holes approximately one and one-half inches in size.

Several neighbors helped Dad and Mom load their meager possessions — household items and some
farm equipment -- onto horse-drawn wagons, haul them to our new abode and then unload everything. The few
cattle Dad procured in preparation for farming for himself were driven to their new home. It took a long day to
load the wagons, make the ten-mile trek between the two farms and unload the wagons.

The Morrow Farm was on the north side of an east-west road. The building site was about halfway up
a gently sloping, southwest facing hill. Approaching the farm from the east, as we did during our move, the
first visible evidence of the home site when we crested the hill was a gigantic maple tree in the front yard near
the road. By summer we discovered many birds called this tree “home.” Nests of orange and black Baltimore
orioles were visible swinging from small branches high in the tree. A few robins and an occasional cardinal
also claimed a portion of that majestic tree.

The homesite was made up of several buildings. Foremost was a small, white, clapboard, four-room
bungalow. It was smaller than most houses in the area. A few feet east of the back door was the well that
supplied water for the house. A metal, long handled, lift pump raised water into the spout, then into a white
enameled pail. After the pail was filled we carried it into the house.

The large red barn was situated north of the house. It provided shelter for horses, cattle, grain, and

hay. A double comn-crib located east of the barn could be seen from the north kitchen window. Hog houses
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A MISSOURI FARM

were near the barn. Closer to the house was the brooder house. In the spring baby chicks were hatched and
raised in this weather beaten structure. Adjacent to the brooder house on the west was the henhouse. Straw
filled nests were built in along thm‘gé,ﬂ:e hens to lay eggs. Several rows of long slender poles were
placed in the center of the building for the chickens to roost at night. Eggs were gathered in a pail daily. Those
not consumed by the family were carefully cleaned and placed in egg crates to be transported to market.

Wide boards formed a walkway from the house a few feet north to the cave. A cave, sometimes called
a cellar, is primarily a place for storing produce to prevent freezing in winter and getting too hot and spoiling
in summer. It is partly below ground level and partly above ground level. Two to three feet of dirt was placed
over the arched ceiling making it appear to be a mound. Grass grew all over the top to help insulate the cave.
Construction of the cave began by digging a hole about four feet deep, approximately ten feet wide by twelve
feet long, and probably about seven to eight feet at the tallest part of the arch. Entrance to the cave was via a
wooden door. The door parallel to the ground, sloped slightly upward toward the mound. The door opened to
wooden steps leading from the walkway down to the cave floor. The floor usually is made of hard packed
earth. The sides and arched roof are bricked up so the earth won’t collapse inside. Sometimes the entire
structure is made of concrete. A small air vent of round stone tile was positioned in the arch and extended
above ground a foot or two. There was no light in the cave so we carried a kerosene lantern or battery powered
flashlight to see in the dark corners. Multiple wood shelves are built around all sides far enough apart to store
hundreds of jars of canned fruit, jam, jellies, vegetables, and meats several jars deep. The bright colors of fruit
and vegetables shone like jewels in the light. Each fall, fresh dug potatoes, carrots and cabbages were stored in
wood boxes or large stone jars on the floor. During the summer we kept cream, milk, butter and eggs in the
cave to keep cool.

Several times during the summer we took sanctuary in the cave whenever a tornado threatened. We all
ran to the cave, closed the door behind us, for protection until the worst of the wind storm passed. Fortunately
we didn’t have any tomado strike our farm nor on the neighboring farms.

We frequently encountered green frogs in the cave and occasionally a harmless bull snake that crawled
in for protection from the summer heat. One hot summer day I went to the cave to get butter for supper. I
discovered a bull snake with a huge bulge about midway from the head to the tail. I screamed for Mom! She
came running with a hoe, her favorite weapon. Mom hurriedly hooked the snake around the hoe, backed up the
steps bringing it to ground level. Before it could crawl away she hacked the snake open with the hoe and a
green frog hopped away! When it came to snakes Mom was fast!

Back of the brooder house was located the privy, more commonly referred to as the “outhouse.” On
the farm we didn’t have bathrooms with flush toilets. The outhouse was our toilet. It was a small, rectangular,

wood house set over a hole about four feet deep. Inside the outhouse was a wood floor. There was a wood seat
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A MISSOURI FARM

on the opposite side from the door with, usually, two round holes. Sometimes there were lids to cover the
holes. Pages from last years Montgomery Ward or Sears catalog were used in plaee of soft toilet tissue. In
winter, it was so cold, the visit was of short duration with a hasty retreat back to the warm house.

Our post office was in Blanchard, Iowa, some four and one-half miles away. The rural mail carrier, a
highly respected public servant, was eagerly awaited each day. Each family had a large metal mailbox
anchored to a post by the road so the carrier could drive up and not need to leave his vehichle. The opening on
the front of the box was covered with a small metal door. On the side of the box was a red flag to be raised
when we had something to mail. Stamps or money orders could be purchased from him. Mother would put the
cash in an envelope with instructions written on the outside as to what she wanted to purchase. The envelope
with the directions and the cash were placed inside the mailbox. The raised flag was the signal for the carrier
to stop. Would he bring letters from far away family members and friends, the daily newspaper, or would it be
merchandise we had ordered from the Montgomery Ward catalog? Did that package include my new shoes,
material for a new dress, or a pair of overalls for Dad or my brother?

The majority of people living on the surrounding farms and in the small towns were white Anglo-
Saxon Protestants. No blacks, Asians or Mexicans lived within many miles. I am unaware of any Jews living
in the area at that time. A few Catholics lived closeby but I didn’t know any of them.

Most of the outlying towns were, and still are, small villages. They relied on agriculture for their
livelihood. Rural villages were constructed much alike. Most contained a post office, drug store, combination
grocery and dry goods store, telephone office, cafe, feed store, hardware store, gasoline service stations, the
family doctor, and a veterinarian. A fairly large two story bﬁck building housed both elementary and high
school. It was located on the outskirts of town. There were no hotels or taverns. Methodist and Christian
churches were located in the town of Westboro.

The early March moving date was also a problem for school-age children. Moving required children
to change schools during the last part of the spring term. We found It difficult to leave our friends and
neighbors behind. It was trying to get used to another teacher, as well as to make new friends with other
children and neighbors. My brother and I walked one mile west on the dirt road to Eureka, a one-room country
school. [ needn’t have worried. The first day at the new school, the teacher introduced us to all the other
pupils. Miss Hedrick was a warm, lovely person and made us feel a part of the classroom the first day.

During inclement weather, we wore three or four buckle overshoes, heavy coats, warm tams or caps,
and warm mittens. When it rained, the mud stuck to our overshoes.making huge blobs. They got so heavy, we
could hardly lift them. We tried to shake the mud off or scraped it off on the grass. Most of the children took
their sleds to school when there was snow on the ground. We rode them down hills going to and from school. If

was great fun sledding down hill during recess and the noon hour after a hastily eaten lunch.
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A MISSOURI FARM

Monthly community meetings were held at the school during the school term, usually in the evening.
The exception being for the all day event held each fall following com harvest. These meetings kept each
family involved in school and community affairs. They were social events as well as being informative
regarding activities and progress of their sons and daughters attending school.

Farmers frequently helped each other with tasks such as haying, shocking grain, threshing, and
butchering. Occasionally when it rained in summer neighbors visited and played cards usually on Sunday
afternoons. Oftentimes in the winter a few neighbors would get together for a soup supper and card games.
Othertimes children played games while the adults visited. The night of Fourth of July brought a few neighbors
together for “all you can eat” home-made ice cream and cake. After dark the young people took turns shooting
off their fireworks. Occasionally there were club picnics or pot luck dinners when the farmer could take time
off from his work. '
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ALL IN ADAY’S WORK

Buzz-buzz-buzz the alarm clock sounded at 5:00 am! Dad slowly opened his eyes and threw the
covers back. He reluctantly crawled out of bed, rubbed his eyes, and yawned as he dressed. He usually wore
cotton, dark blue, denim bib-overalls, a gray chambray shirt, and sturdy brown leather work boots, laced with
leather laces. In summer he wore a straw hat, but in the spring and fall it was usually a gray cap.

On cool momings, he donned a blue denim jacket before going to the barn to carry out the morning
chores. The mooing of the cows and calves, the whinny from the horses, and oink-oink from the hogs signified
they were hungry. The familiar barnyard stench greeted him as he neared the barn. He put oats in the feed box
for the horses and a ground mixture, that included cracked corn, in the feed box for the cows. Dad pitched hay
down from the loft and put it in the mangers for both cows and horses. The hogs noisily awaited their turn to
have ears of com to eat.

Dad opened the door, and drove the milk cows into the barn. They each knew their personal stall. Then
he fastened each cow in a stanchion. Sometimes in summer, Dad sprayed the cows' backs and sides with
smelly fly spray. The hand-held “flit” sprayer was about eighteen inches long. A horizontally mounted small
round tank that held the spray was located at one end. At the other end was a T-shaped handle that one pulled
and pushed to distribute the spray. Restraints placed on the hind legs of those cows that vented their
displeasure, prevented them from kicking. The tail, usually fas‘tened with the restraints, kept the milkman from
being switched with the bushy end of the tail. He cleaned the udders and teats by brushing them with his hands.

Dad sat on a one-legged stool near the right flank of the cow with a metal three gallon bucket firmly
gripped between his knees. A full three gallon pail of milk weighs about twenty-five pounds. He gently held a
teat in each hand and began the process of milking. This procedure, accomplished with a squeeze of the fingers
beginning next to the udder, then with a slow downward motion, squeezed a stream of warm milk into the pail.
Dad repeated this procedure with each teat until the udder was empty. Upon completing this pro:cess with
all cows, he carried the buckets of sweet, sticky, foamy milk to the house.

The bulky, black, cream separator stood like a sentinal in the pantry. He poured the milk into a large
round strainer in the big metal bowl on top, then cranked the separator by turning a handle in a clockwise
motion. One could hear the whir and whine of the separator as it reached the required rpm’s before opening the
spigot. Beneath the spigot was a cup with a float. Under that in the center was a whirling group of metal disks
that separated the cream from the milk by centrifugal force. The whole milk ran down through the mechanism
channeling the cream out one spout and skim milk out the other. We reserved some cream for home use and
sold the excess. We saved some skim milk in a gallon crock for household use; hogs, cats, and, chickens

devoured the remainder.

Disk 424.;b:Dadchore Ruth C. McQuerry , May 1999






< . “
o .7) o / C///: g;é‘;/ /C 0'2/} //. (Z{/./C/i\/'-/f’:".lif/ ) AR O
() [, / i e < )

Kw@c ///Mf) % 2o L S A G
Wé”)w/t/ Cwlw W @J&) Yl /)”U/Léu/ /) L “""f 51 PVitlloe Hirees 72,
Uaﬁg Salw, Blro bl ( dost (@'Zf”“/)

J«&/ hot 4 -f |
ssser i), Bl Wil Bty ekl ot Wi o)
ik Dieitid ( 7)) @hpo 2B,

5/} Yo )eL ’ /_,/t"_‘? PR o % \.:/ {,//,”:.',{, ";.L-—



HORSE TRADIN’
by
Ruth C. McQuerry

“I'm goin’ to see if | can trade horses,” Dad declared.

“You need to shave, change into clean shirt and overalls, and be here
when your sister and family arrive. You know fhey’re always early; they'll be here
by ten o'clock. It just isn’t polite to be away when they arrive,” Mother responded
disapprovingly.

Mother didn’t take to Dad's horse-tradin’. Although we didn't attend
church, she liked to keep the Sabbath for rest and family. Sunday morning, after
chores and breakfast, was occasionally his time to indulge in this activity. He
usually spent hours talking to the trader. Often we had guests for the noon meal,
followed by a game of cards or horseshoes in the afternoon. Besides, Mother
wanted Dad to split enough firewood to cook the meal, bring in a fresh pail of
water, and tidy up the back porch before they arrived.

Dad had a mind of his own. If he had something he wanted to do, it didn't
matter how much Mom cajoled him. He disappeared to fulfill his plans. This day
was no exception; the traveling horse trader was nearby on his annual spring
circuit. Dad strode to the barn, bridled Ol Baldy, one of his work horses, then
rode bareback down the dusty road.

During the mid-1930s, most farm people had little money. They tried to
honestly better their situation in various ways, including swapping horses or farm
implements. Dad’s draft horses were of mixed breeds; purebreds were way
beyond his means. He attempted to obtain better animals by trading.”

Once during the spring and again in the fall, a horse-trader came through
the countryside. He traveled in a wagon, similar to those used by peddiers,
pulled by a team of horses or mules. Several other horses and mules, tethered
by a rope to the wagon, trailed behind. He camped on a patch of partially grassy,
tree-lined, vacant land by the creek near Van Stavern’s corner. It was about one-

' A negotion accompanied by shrewd bargaining and reciprocal concessions.
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half mile west of our farm. His sole purpose was to trade horses and mules with
local farmers and get a little extra cash to boot.?

While slowly approaching the traders’ wagon, Dad sized up the tethered
horses munching on the green grass. He thought, “He really took Barnes last
year so | don’t want to appear too eager. Don’t want the trader to think I'm a
“sucker.” Neither do | want him to think I'm a greenhorn when it comes to judging
horseflesh."

The trader sat on a stool near the wagon with a rickety chair nearby for
customers. He had a full, scraggly, gray beard, gray hair, and wore a rumpled,
medium-blue shirt and faded blue overalls. A “roll-your-own” cigarette dangled
out the left side of his mouth. Now and then he sipped black, boiled coffee from
a tin cup as he watched Dad ride up on his sorrel plow horse. He judged, That
horse looks pretty good, nice flesh. Looks like he’'s well broke to work in the
harness. Perhaps | can really make out good on this guy. He seems pretty
interested in that bay gelding.

Dad slid off the horse, tied the reins to a branch of a nearby tree, and
started looking over the gelding.

After putting his tin cup on the top step of the wagon, the trader stood up
and strolled over to Dad. He tossed the cigarette butt in the dirt, ground his old,
well-worn shoe on it to make sure the fire was out, spat on the ground, then
inquired, “Do ‘ya like that ‘un? That's a fine piece of horseflesh you're lookin’ at.”

“Aw, | don't know, jus’ sorta liked his looks. Don’t look like you have many
I'm interested in though,” Dad replied.

“Over thar is ‘nother ‘un that's a dandy,” the trader said, nodding his head
in the direction of a spotted gray and white gelding. “He’s strong and would
make a good ‘un in the field.”

Dad still liked the looks of the bay gelding. He grabbed hold of the upper
lip, just below the nostril, with one hand and the lower jaw with the other, and

opened the mouth to check the teeth. The age of a horse can be judged by

2 A farm expression of that day meaning something in addition to the basic trade.
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checking the number and condition of the teeth. It didn’t appear the teeth were
filed down to make it harder to judge the age.

“He’s kinda old. Don't think I'm interested in one that age!” Dad rolled a
cigarette, lit it and thought awhile. He inspected for straight legs, the size of the
feet, (large feet desirable for plowing), and well-muscled hindquarters. Then he
checked the shoulders for fistulas,? if it had the heaves,* or any other noticeable
abnormality.

“Thet thar gelding works real good. He's strong, never knows what it is to
be in the pasture very long,” the trader volunteered in his most persuasive voice.

“Has OI' man Barnes been up to see ya'?”

The trader thought a little bit, then groaned, “Yeah, we couldn't get
together on anything.”

Matching wits to see who presented the best bargain sometimes took
hours, and often conversations at various times over several days. Dad usually
came out the victor but sometimes misjudged an animal. Now and then he
intentionally traded for a horse that had a fistula or other minor problem if he
thought he could cure it, especially if the horse appeared to be a better draft
animal than one he owned. Perhaps, after treatment and cure he could trade or
sell the horse and make a little money on the deal.

Dad once traded for a horse that worked “real good” until about four
o’clock in the afternoon. The horse then simply lay down in the field and refused
to budge. Dad finally figured out how to stop that nonsense. After tying the
animal so it couldn't get up, he left it in the field overnight. The next morning Dad
untied and let him up, then hitched him to the plow. He worked until noon before
feeding or watering the beast. That ended the annoying habit of “laying down on
the job.”

3 An open sore or abscess on top of neck or upper shoulders caused by ill fitting collar.
4 Respiratory discase of horses, characterized by forced breathing, coughing, and heaving of the flank.
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Another example of a bad trade was for a mule that liked to run away. My
teenage brother, Everett, was disking® one spring, preparing a field to plant corn
when the mule decided to run away. He jerked one of the reins out of Everett's
hand, leaving him only one rein to hold onto. Hanging on for dear life, Everett
pulled the other rein with as much strength as he could muster, causing the team
to run in circles. They eventually tired of that and stopped. What a wild ride!

Dad wasn’'t going to be fooled by the trader on this occasion. He
moseyed over, sat down in the wobbly chair by the wagon and pushed his straw
hat toward the back of his head. Remembering some of his past experiences, he
cautiously decided to make an offer on the bay gelding. “Tell you what I'll do, I'll
trade you OF Baldy for that bay and some boot. How much will you give me, as
my horse is younger and real gocd in the harness.”

“Aw, | cain’t do thet.” The trader walked around OI' Baldy, surveying him
and figuring out how he could make the best deal. “Tell you what | kin do, Fll
trade thet bay for yourn and $2.50.” They continued to match wits for another
hour but neither budged.

“Guess we cain’'t do business today,” Dad said as he stood up, walked
over, untied the reins, hopped on OI' Baldy and headed home.

Meanwhile, Mother worked diligently preparing the meal. She caught,
killed, and dressed two young fryers. Preparations for the remainder of the meal
were well under way when company arrived.

Dad was nowhere in sight! Nearly an hour later, he came plodding home
riding the same horse he left with.

“Hello folks, sorry | didn't get back home before you came. Momma, is
dinner about ready? I'm starved,” he commented.

Mom sighed, wiped the sweat from her brow, put her hands on her hips,

and with exasperation in her voice spat, “If you had been here to split the

> Several sharp revolving circular blades about fifieen inches in diameter, hooked together a few inches
apart, used to break up the soil for planting.
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firewood, it would be ready. | had to take time out to do that, so you'll have to
wait!” The air was so tense you could almost cut it with a knife.

“Did the trader have any good horses this time?" asked Uncle, attempting
to change the subject.

“Naw, not really. He did have one bay gelding | was sorta interested in,
but he wuz too old. The trader wanted way too much fer ‘im,” Dad replied.

“They'll really skin ya’ if you're not careful,” Uncle remarked.

“Maybe next time around he'll have something better to offer,” Dad said.

Dad and Uncle sauntered out to the front yard and sat down on a couple
of chairs under the large maple tree near the horseshoe court. They discussed
the weather and status of spring planting. They just began “jawing” each other
as to who would get the most ringers while pitching horseshoes when Mom stuck

her head out the door and hollered, “Dinner’s ready!”
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PICKING CORN
b
Ruth C. I\XcQuerry

Corn was the principal crop Dad raised in northwest Missouri during the 1930s and
1940s to feed livestock--primarily beef cattle. Field corn, or dent corn, the most common
grown in the Midwest, flourished in the rich, fertile land of Atchison County. The high
percentage of milky starch inside the kernel shrinks as it matures and dries prior to
harvesting. This process causes a dent to appear on the top of each kernel.

The corn plant, one of the true grain plants, is actually a grass. Open pollinated
corn grown during Dad’s early farming days was tall, sometimes reaching a height of ten
feet. The tough, jointed stalk looks similar to bamboo with a single sword-like leaf
sprouting at each joint. The leaf is about four inches wide at the widest point, curves
outward and down tapering to a point like an arrowhead. Ears of corn grow where leaves
join the stalk--usually one or more per plant. Tough leaves or husks, sometimes called
shucks, tightly envelop each ear like sweet corn purchased at the grocery store. Silk-like
threads, called corn silks, run from each kernel and stick out the end of the husk. Silks
collect pollen for fertilization. After pollination, the silks dry into a thick, brown, crinkled
mass. Some farm boys emulated their cigarette-smoking fathers; they rolled cigarettes
using dried corn silks in place of tobacco. | was told corn silk cigarettes burned hot,
sometimes blistering the smoker’s tongue.

Nowadays, hybrid corn is shorter, more uniform in height, and produces higher
yield. It is planted thicker with rows closer together. Today, yields of two hundred bushels

per acre are common; though in the 1930s, one hundred bushels per acre was a rarity.
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After preparing the soil, Dad planted corn seed in rows in early spring. It grew
rapidly during the summer and was ready for harvest in the fall. Corn harvest, or picking,
began no earlier than after the first frost and usually after a freeze.

Like his neighbors, Dad picked corn by hand. He walked between two rows of corn,
picking ears from both rows. Automated, mechanical corn picking machines came into use
many years later.

Cotton, gold colored, canvas-like gloves, worn with the fuzz on the outside,
protected the pickers' hands from the dry, sharp husks and leaves. These gloves “took a
beating” and soon wore through. A thumb pocket on both sides allowed the picker to
reverse the gloves and get a few days extra wear from each pair.

Dad used a husking hook, to tear husks and silks from the corn before breaking the
ear from the stalk. It consisted of a rectangular metal piece with a sharp metal hook in the
center, riveted to a piece of leather about three inches wide. It fit in the palm of the hand,
over the glove and buckled on the back of the hand. The hook curved towards his wrist.

About daylight, if it wasn’t too frosty, Dad hitched the team of horses to the wagon
and rumbled to the field. The depth of the wagon box came about hip high. Two side-
boards added to each side of the wagon made the box deeper. Two additional boards
added on the opposite side from the picker created the bang board. Ears of corn added at
intervals along the length of the bang board added height and helped prevent corn from
being thrown beyond the wagon.

A good picker developed a mechanical, almost musical-like rhythm. He grabbed an
ear of corn with the left hand, hooked the husks and silks apart from the ear with the right,

and held the shucks in the left. With a short jerk of his right hand towards his body, he
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broke the ear from its shank and with a twist of the wrist flipped it toward the wagon. As
soon as the right hand grasped the ear, the picker began looking for the next. An
accomplished picker knew the location of the wagon in relation to his position. One could
hear the steady rip of the husks, the snap of the ear breaking from the stalk, then the bang
as it hit the board. Rip, snap, bang! Rip, snap, bang! Sometimes, it went rip, snap, thud.
The sound depended upon whether the ear hit the board by the end or side of the ear.

Occasionally Mom helped harvest the corn. She worked the one row closest to the
wagon. With her help they picked three rows each trip through the field. Mom didn't pick
quite as fast as Dad, so he reached over in one} of her rows and picked until she caught
up to him. She had to stay a short distance behind Dad or she could be hit in the head by
an ear Dad tossed toward the bang board.

He picked until noon, then drove the team to the well-ventilated corn crib near the
barn. He opened the end gate of the wagon and scooped the corn in for storage and to
finish drying. After eating a hearty dinner, he returned to the field to again fill the wagon
with corn, then unload it. Mom told me he consistently picked one hundred bushels per
day.

Dad’'s day didn't end with unloading the corn. He still had evening chores to do
including feeding and watering the animals. Last came milking and running the separator
before sitting down to supper. He tumbled into bed for a night of rest. Tomorrow would be

another day to pick corn.
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THE WAGER

Dad and his neighbor and close friend Kyle Greén were both good farmers with strong opinions
about their knowledge and abilities developed through years of experience working their land. Though
sometimes they disagreed, they had a playful way of resolving their differences, often playing jokes on each
other or wagering bets. Their competitiveness was all in fun, and their wagers went no higher than loser
treating winner to a chocolate malted ice cream shake at the local cafe. On one occasion, typical of many,
Dad and Kyle had a difference of opionion about the yield of Dad’s prized alfalfa field.

One fall day in the late 1950°s, Dad checked his alfalfa field. It bordered a dirt road that ran
several feet below the level of the field. The steep bank between road and field caused deep snowdrifts on
the road during winter storms. As he became older and plagued with back problems, Dad dreaded clearing
drified snow off the road. Furthermore, for several years the county road district had been after him to
slope the bank and raise the roadbed with the excess dirt. This would minimize snowdrifts and provide
better drainage to prevent recurring mud holes. Dad finally decided “now is the time” to give up part of his
field. A county-furnished bulldozer and operator sloped the bank and pushed the dirt onto the roadbed.

The following spring, a mass of cockleburs, pigweed, ragweed, milkweed, and foxtail sprouted on
the sloping bank. One day in early June, when it was nearly time for the first cutting, Dad looked over his
alfalfa. After walking through the hayfield, he stood next to the road surveying the crop. Patched, loose
fitting, blue denim bib-overalls and a gray chambray shirt with sleeves rolled up past the elbows draped his
gaunt, six-feet-tall, frame. Heavy, high-topped, laced leather work shoes protected his feet. A gray cloth
cap covered his graying hair hiding a pale forehead but revealing tanned cheeks and jaws. Standing there,
sizing up the crop, he made a mental note to cut the weeds before they went to seed.

Alfalfa is a widely grown perennial legume, a highly desired nutritious food for animals, rich in
protein and potassium. The extensive root system that can penetrate to a depth of seventeen feet makes it
drought resistant. Alfalfa is a soil builder; it transfers nitrogen from the air to the soil, minimizes erosion,

and adds humus to the soil when plowed under. Dense, bright green, oval-shaped leaves on slender stems



THE WAGER

reach heights of twelve to twenty-four inches. Small clusters of delicate, five-petal, purplish blossoms
crown the plants as they mature. Three or more cuttings (harvests) are normal. Hay for feeding livestock
consumes about four-fifths of the alfalfa grown in the United States. Food supplements for humans are
another use of alfalfa. Bees make mild, tasty, honey from blossom nectar.

Kyle stopped, parked his battered Ford pickup on the road next to the field and ambled up the
sloping bank to join Dad.

“H’llo, Edd.”

“H’llo, Kyle.”

“How much do you think it’ll make, Edd?”

“Oh, I don’t know” Dad replied as he took a tin of Sir Walter Raleigh smoking tobacco out of his
hip pocket and a cigarette paper out of the bib-pocket of his overalls. He rolled a cigarette and placed it
between his lips. After lighting the cigarette, with a kitchen match struck on the back of his raised right
thigh, he answered, “Aw, I’m guessin’ it’ll be ninety-five to a hundred bales.”

Green moseyed out into the field a short distance, carefully examining the growing alfalfa. He bent
over, broke off a stem about four inches long, put it in his mouth, then left it dangling. Green, like Dad,
was thin although several inches shorter. His attire was similar to Dad’s. After slowly trudging back to
where Dad stood, he drawled:

“Sure glad you finally gave in and let the county have some dirt to fix that road.”

“Yeah,” Dad grumbled. “I hadn’t counted on them takin’ half of my alfalfa field!”

Green turned back to look at the hay field and then exclaimed: “Edd, you’re ‘way short. There’s at
least a hundred and ten bales in that field.”

After bantering several minutes, they decided to wager their usual stake when disagreeing.
Whoever came closest to the actual yield was to be treated to a chocolate malted ice cream shake by the

loser. They shook hands. Kyle walked down the bank and climbed into the pickup. The engine sputtered a
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THE WAGER

few times, then began to roar. Green turned his pickup around and headed home, his mouth watering in
anticipation of the chocolate malt he was sure to collect.

Dad cut the weeds a few days later and hauled them to a ditch that ran through the pasture.

Haying day finally came. The alfalfa, about twenty-four inches tall, exhibited a purplish hue. The
weather was sunny and dry, with no rain predicted for the next few days -- perfect for haying. After the
morning dew evaporated, Dad went to the shed, started his John Deere tractor, hitched it to the mower with
the seven-foot cutter-bar held straight up, and rumbled out to the hayfield. Upon reaching the field Dad
stopped the tractor, set the brake, then climbed down. After unscrewing the nut from the rod holding the
cutter-bar upright, he carefully lowered it to its horizontal position. He adjusted it to cut about four inches
above the ground thus leaving ample stems for new growth. Then he climbed back on the tractor, released
the brake, engaged the power-take-off, and commenced mowing. The aroma of new-mown hay permeated
the air.

Buster, a medium-sized brown and white mongrel dog, trotted along slightly ahead of the tractor
wagging his tail. Sparrows, red-winged blackbirds and wild canaries picked up seeds and caught scattering
insects. Butterflies flitted about in the slight breeze. Honey bees swarmed around the purple blossoms
gathering nectar. Occasionally a blue racer, bull or garter snake slithered away. Cottontail rabbits darted
from their nests and scampered away with bunnies in tow. All these migrated to another part of the field as
the pop, pop, popping of the two-cylinder engine and the clatter of the sickle-bar disturbed them. The
sickle-bar, powered by the tractor’s power-take-off, is the moving part of the cutter bar.

The second day, Dad raked the hay into windrows using a side-delivery rake hitched on behind the
tractor. A windrow is a row of hay raked up for further drying. Following another day of curing, Dad
turned the windrows over using the same rake. In addition to facilitate curing of the hay, windrows are easy
to collect and compress into rectangular bales held together with special twine. Bales are approximately

fourteen inches by eighteen by thirty-six, and weigh about fifty-five pounds.
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THE WAGER

Dad hired Olin Bames, another close neighbor and owner of a one-man baler, to do this job. The
weather cooperated. There was no rain during the entire process.

Green, anxious to collect his bet, drove over shortly after completion of baling. He walked out to
the field, with a confident smile on his face.

“How many di’ ja get?”

“Ninety-eight bales. When do I get my malt?” Edd shot back with a twinkle in his eye and a grin on his
face.

“That beats all! I never thought you’d throw away part of your hay crop for a malt! All right, [
guess now is as good time as any to pay up.” The two men meandered over to Green’s Ford pickup, got in,
and drove off to town to get that chocolate malt, laughing and joking. They were great friends.

For years following that episode, Green never missed a chance to chide Dad in front of neighbors

and friends about how he hauled part of his hay crop to the ditch just to avoid buying a malt!
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WATER-WITCHING

Dad made an “X” in the dirt with the toe of his shoe. “Put the stake right here,” he
requested after he checked and rechecked the area. “That’s your best bet for a good supply of
water,” he reiterated.

A “water-witcher” or “dowser,” as defined in the dictionary, is a person who professes to
have the power to find underground water with a divining rod. That was Dad.

He was but a teenager when first exposed to finding underground water. A neighboring
farmer showed how he found water using a green forked stick. Dad discovered not only could he
locate water but could predict how deep one would have to drill or dig to reach a strong vein. A

vein is an underground narrow water channel in rock, earth, or ice.

For his divining rod, he cut a green forked stick from a tree, preferably from cherry, peach,
or any other tree that contained a lot of sap. The handles were each approximately two to three feet
long. He grasped one end in each upturned hand with the fork upward, close to his chin. Next he
held the handles tightly, then walked around the area where the people desired to have a well.
Sometimes water could not be found in the desired spot. It might take a lot of surveying and
walking over large areas to finally find water. The vein of water was found when the fork of the
stick tumed downward. By criss-crossing the area several times he verified the exact location. A
stake driven in the earth marked the center of the vein. Standing over the area, again grasping the
green stick firmly in his hands, the fork turned downward. Sometimes he held on so tightly that the
bark came loose in his hands. Each time the stick turned down indicated three feet. If the stick
bobbed down ten times that meant it would be thirty feet to the vein of water.

Dad located many good sources of water during his lifetime. The first I remember was

during the depression and drought of the 1930’s. The stock well ran dry so we needed a new source
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of water. He found a vein of water on the back side of the farm. I don’t remember exactly how
deep they had to go, but probably not more than twenty feet. The dug the well by hand. It turned
out to be an ample supply of water for all the farm animals.

Dad was over seventy-five years old when he “witched” the last well. Emphysema caused
him to be so ill that he could no longer pursue that hobby. It took a lot of walking in fields in loose
dirt, sometimes far from the house, barn and other buildings. He had the satisfaction of finding
good wells of water for George C. Laur, Darrel Pitner, and numerous other farmers in northwest

Missouri and southwestern Iowa.
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