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"SUNSHINK VALLEY™
by
Dorothyv Freudenthal

For my three daughters, who, when theyv were small, enjoved hearing
tales of "when Mother was a little girl".

My Family....
father-Frank Charles Dolce
Born-ietlicka, aAustria January ¢, 188

Died-Cody, Wyoming Decenber 2%, 1957

#other-Inez Ethel Voorhees
Born-Wessington Springs, South Dakota December 17, 1888
Died-Denver, Colorado December 17, 1964

Lorothy #arie Dolce
Born-Goshen County Wyoming ilarch 28, 1915

Marjorie Hrancis Dolce
Born-June 10, 1919 Goshen County Wvoming

Bettv Jo Dolce
Born-Goshen County Wyoming January 19, 1922
Died-Cody, %“wyoming September 30, 1984

Flovd Wayne Dolce
Born-Lusk, VWvonming November 21, 1926
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Our home in Sunshine Valley
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home stead requirements:

A U.5. citizen aere 21 could Tile
for home stead land of 320 acres.
It tock 3 vears to "prove up" the
land. Hao to put improvements on
the land, such as builldings or a
certelin number of trees, which were
ususlly cot-.on woods. It was rare
tnat the trces vould survive for
Lliree TOATH.

'he nome ste:der could be absent
from his property for 5 months of

each vear,
tad Tiled in 1913, and ilother about
that, time...I don't have a date for
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SURNSHINDG VALLY

T was born in Sunshine Valley and that was my home until I was about
1% years old. I was born during a March blizzard, something that the
state of Wyoming does up in & grand manner. The doctor couldn't get
through the storm until two days later! However all was well- my Dad
knew just what to do.

So I grew up on a dry land farm which was homestead land of bMother
and Dad's. Their property was adjoining. How nice! Of course that is
how they met, because they were neighbors. Dad filed in 1913, and Mother
and her brother Archie about the same time. My Dad lived about 2 miles
south of their places. He lived in a snug little house which becane
the honevmoon cottage after he was married and the home where I was
born. :

Money was scarce for the homesteaders, and my mother said she had

12 diapers for me made out of flour sacks. Those flour sacks -the ladies
saved were alwavs put to good use, for dish towels, kids bloomers, and
when the printed ones came out many 1little girls wore a new dress made
out of flour sacks. Thev made good aprons too0.

At one time Sunshine Valley was a lake bed- perfectly flat and very
fertile soil. Most of the homes were built on the low.hills ‘that sur-
rounded the vallevy and the lake bed was used for the fields. There were
no trees, except the cottonwoods the homesteaders planted in their
vards. The valley and the surrounding hills were covered with thick
prairie grass and the small blue-green sage that was feathery and soft
to the touch. There was also plenty of small cactus, wild daisies and
wild yellow sweet peas, a red blossom plant, we called sour dock and
patches of the loco weed with a purple blossom. The loco weed was pois-
onous to the horses...the cattle either wouldn't eat 1t or it had no
effect on themn. o ‘

Every farm house had a windmill. We had plenty of wind in the valley
so it was very seldom we had to use the hand pump to get water. There
was a big wooden barrel for the water to flow into.Then a trough led
from that to the stock tank...a big wooden tank. Our garden was OI the
other side of the well and water Wwas piped to it for irrigation. The
gardens were the only crops .that were irrigated. The oats, corn, wheat
and beans were planted in the fields and depended on the rains to grow.

The pastures were thick with natural grass. e had 3 of them. Two
pastures Dad used for the animals to graze...rotating them so the feed
would stay good. The other one, which was too far away for the cows to
graze, Dad kept for raising wild hay.

My Dad snoked a pipe, and one tirie when he was mowing the wild hay,
a spark from his pipe set the Tield on fire. This was a real disaster.
Neighbors csme t6 help put the prairie fire out. Thev hauled barrels
of water to the fire and used wet gunney sacks to beat out the flaumes.
After that, when in the fields, Dad used a pipe with a perforated metal
sheild that would slip over the top of the pilpe bowl

We hed & big barn on the other sice of the water tank that was di-
vided into 3 parts on the ground floor. The south part was for the cows
with stanchions and feed bins. te uilked from 16-2% cows...separated
the milk and scld the cream. A corral for the cows was also on that side
of the barn. The middle of the barn w:.s partitioned off with stalls for
the horses and an inside stairway leading to the haymow above. The north
side of the barn was used for the pigs, with a grain storage room at
one end. The whole &area around the barn was fenced tO hold the animals
so thev could go to the water tank from there.

Ah,‘that water tank. How well I remember it! It was the biggest poal
of water we kids would ever see on that dry land farm. It had a lot of
green moss growing on the wooden sides, both inside ana out. Dad would
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have to clean it periodically. And then when it was first cleaned we
3 girls could use it for a swimming pool. Only once of course. Then
it went back to being water for the stock. I can remember once when
it was so very hot we girls got in without permission, thinking Dad
wouldn't know the difference because he was way out in the field and
slother was in the house. Did we ever get scolded good that evening!
Ve had stirred up the moss and the horses wouldn't drink. So Dad had
to carry buckets of clean water to them after a day in the hot field.

Dorothv in frent of
the red barn.

MY FIKST MEMOKIES- v

My first memory is lying in bed with small pox. It was before my
sister Marjorie was born. I was in bed with Mother and amusing myself
by looking at a Sears and Roebuck catalogue. I suppose Mother was sick
too. I don't know if Dad became ill. The small pox was all over and
then you either got over it on your own or died. There wasn't any treat-
ment for it. If a whole family was sick they just had to take care of
themselves as evervbody was so afraid of it. One of our valley neigh-
bors, Gertrude Shaw lost her husband Nat in the flu epidemic of 1918
for the same reason. Not much they could do for the flu either and if
it turned into pneumonia that was usually fatal.

Several vears later when the school children were to get small pox
vaccinations, Mother ana Dad took we kids to the Dr. in Lusk to be
vaccinated. Wother kept saving I wouldn't need it because I'a already
had the disease. In fact I had scars from it on mv forehead until I
was in my teens. The Dr. would nake series of needle pricks in a
circle on your arm ending up with a circle as big as a dollar. Marjorie
and Betty had theirs and then it was my turn. Why my kother didn't
say anything I don't know. I looked at her with pleadins eyes ana fin-
ally she told the Dr. I'd already had small pox. So he said I didn't
needa the vaccination. What a releif for me! I have never figured out
why my Mother didn't speak up.

My other memory is when my sister Mariorie was born. Auntie Blanche
my #Mother's sister who also lived on a honestead in the valley was
there to look after Mother. It was in June and our yellow rose bushes
we had by the sarden were in full bloom. They smelled so good and were
so beautiful. I picked a bouauet and brousht them in to Mother who was
lying in bed with my new baby sister. To this day, when I smell yell-
ow roses, I think of that time. }

I have vague memories of "war talk" and the first airplane I ever
saw fly over our valley I was sure the Germans were coming although
the war was over by then. I remember eating lots of corn bread, I guess
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white flour was hard to get then...of the ladies knitting wool socks
for the Red Cross...and my Mother worrving about her brother Lester
who fought in the trenches in World War I. He came home safely and
yvears later died by choking on a chicken bone!

MY DAD-

My Dad was born in Metlika, Austria. His family came to the U.S.
when he was quite voung. Thev settled in Omaha, Nebraska. His father
worked for a meat packing plant. His parents died when he was still
a child and Dad ended up livineg on a farm with a family by the name
of Hall. They did not adopt him. The other children in the family
were parceled out to various relatives or friends. So he grew up learn-
ing to farm and used to hard work. Mr. Hall had a son about Dad's
age. When the boys were old enough for college, Mr. Hall gave them a
choice of a college education or a stake to buy a farm. Dad chose to
farm. So that is how he got enough rioney for his homestead venture.

AS a result, he was better off financially than many of the homestead-
ers. He was able to build a better barn than most of the neighbors

and a good solid house with a shingled roof. Most of them lived in a
tar papered shack. The barn is still standing today...the only build-
ing left in Sunshine valley.. The house was moved to Lusk and is still
being lived in. o @ ‘ »

He was raised a Catholic. All his relatives were Catholics. He gave
up his religion when he married Mother, but I am sure that deep inside
he kept his faith. With all the farm work he had on the homestead,
Sunday was a day of rest at our house. Onlv the necessary chores were
done.Dad once said to me that (God had a plan for all of us on this
earth and when that plan was completed, then God would take us to be
with Hinm. ' )

He was a strict disciplinarian. His word was law! We girls never
questioned his discipline. In fact we wanted to please him, where as
concerning klother we were alwavs Figuring ways to get around her with-
out getting caught. If Dad. was displeased with us, and we got a scold-
ing, we would be absolutely crushed. I only got one Spanking from my
Dad and that was not for what I had done...but because I had lied about

it. This lesson stayed with me forever. If you do something, you
suffer the consequences, but you do not lie about it.

He was hard working, honest, willing to help anvone in trouble and
earned the respect of his neighbors. So he may not have been a church-
goer, but he lived his religion.

He was a reserved person, not into displaying affection. He loved
my kother so very much...I believe he would have done anything poss-
ible to make her happy. Yes, thev had their quarrels...and afterwards
Dad would go out to the barn and cry, giving tother time to get over
her temper tantrum.

He built our new house, replacing the homestead house... built the
big barn. He had a forge and did his own blacksmith work, had a cobb-
lers shoe last and half soled our shoes. People were really self suff-
icient then.

Dad did have neighbors help in building the barn. I am sure that
Mother also helped on the building projects. Mother was not lazy and
worked just as hard as Dad did. He also butchered the beef and pork.
Neighbors care to help on that. He had a small smoke house where the
hams and sausase were cured.

How glad I am that Mother and Dad's last years were spent in Cody,
Wyvowming., Thev had a snug little house with all the modern conveniences.
He could g0 to work in his shoe shop and he and Mother could enjoy their
fishing and camping trips in the riountains.
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MY MOTHER-

#iother grew up in Wessington Springs, South Dakota. She came to
Wyoming when she was 21. I assume that she had already proved up her
homestead before Dad came to Wwyoming, although I don't have any dates
as to when she filed for her land.

She was the youngest of 7 children. I suppose her life in a small
town was much different than my Dad's. She went to a "senminary" she
called it, after finishing grade school. She studied music and played
the piano very well. In fact that big upright piano followed her where-
ever she went. It is now. in a church in Cody.

Mother was very opinionated about everything! She had a quick temper
and would fly off the handle very easlily. This made our life difficult
at times. I probably was not exposed to this as much as the other child-
ren because I, being the oldest, helped Dad more than Mother. I soon
learned to just let her spout off until she felt better and not really
let the things she said bother me. It was not physical abuse that occ-
urred, but verbal abuse. My sister Marjorie, beings next in line, got
most of it and it really upset her. She was always trying harder to
please and then once again she would do something that wasn't right in
iMlother's eves. ' .

Mother had far too much to do and I Suppose was worn out much of the
time and this was her way of venting her feelings. Wthat a big change
it must have been for her to become a farmers wife after the kind of
life she had before thet. So I understand, but don't condone.

She cooked on a 'coal range...but most of the time we burned wood
and cow chips to save on fuel. There was a reservoir on one end of the
stovethat would keep water hot. It was my job to carry water up the
hill to keep the reservoir filled. She washed clothes on a washboard
for many vears, then finally got a wooden washing machine with a handle
on 1t to agitate the clothes. This had to be worked by hand...and that
was my job most of the time. Clothes were ironed with sag 1PENS » « =13
irons heating on thestove, a removable hanale to clamp on top of the
hot ircn until it cooled off...then vou would change to another hot
iron. Mother did most of the ironing herself as she was very partic-
ular how it should be done. She had worked in a laundry in Wessington
Springs and could really turn out a perfectly ironed shirt.

sShe baked all our bread. The ladies kept what they called a "starter
veast" in a jar. Each baking they would use some of that to make the
bread rise and then add more flour and water to it for the next time.
She baked good bread. 4Also she made baking powder biscuits that were
the verv best. liow she could turn out such delicious food with that
stove is beyond me. But all the women cooked that way and thougzht noth-
ing of it. I never learned how to manage a coal stove...tried it after
Al and I were married and had to stay home all day just to keep the
fire burning! I never learned to cook while I was home. Mother was al-
ways afraid I'd waste something.

Then there wis the mammoth task of canning food. Most of our food
was grown risht on the farm. Onlv staples such as flour, sugar etc.
had to be bought. The beef was cut into chunks, dipped in flour and
browned in hot lard. Then packed into Mason Jars, filled up with boil-
ing weter and a little salt and. processed in a boiler full of boiling
water for several hours...about 4 hours, I think. The vegetables like
peas, tomatoes, etc. were processed the sane way. Then the jars were
packed away in our cellar. Imagine how hot the kitchen woula get with
a Tire going for hours on end to keep the water boiling on the jars!
Things like carrots, potatoes and turnips were stored raw in big bask-
ets in the cellar for winter use.

v




Besides aolng the cooking and runninge the house and caring for the
family, Mother helped milk the cows night and mornineg. We milked from
16-23 cows, separated and shipped b gallon cans of cream to the Blue
Valley Creamery Company. The mail man would pick up the cans when he
carle by to deliver mail...and take it to the town of Node where it was
shipped by rail. I can remember Dad always being happy when he got

s another "cream check" as he called them. All his life if Dad got a
little extra money, he would refer to it as another "cream check".

Mother had tnlck brown hair which she wore long and done into a bun
at the back. I can remember seeing her brush it at night and then put
it into a braid so it wouldn't get tangled. I alwavs wanted to have
long hair and wear braids but none of us did. We had our hair cut...
by Mother or Dad of course and wore it straight. Marjorie and Betty
wore a Dutch bob with bangs and parted in the middle. Mine was that
way at first but as I got older I parted it on the side and used a
big metal barrette to hold it out of my eves. Any way, I admired
#lother's long hair and when it became the fashion for women to cut
their hair, Mother was one of the first to have it done. Dad didn't
want to do it, so he just tock ahold of her long thick braid in the
back and made one whack through it! Here it was different lengths and
looked terrible. Mother started to cry and Dad did too. Then he evened
it up for her. ‘

Mother was an avid reader and had a bookshelf full of books. I re-
member the Zane Grey bocks, a dictionary and the Bible. Also she sub-
scribed to the Ladies Home Journal and saved issues for months on end.

She also crocheted just beautifully, tatted, knitted and was a very
good seamstress. She could just look at a picture of a dress and come
up with a pattern for it. She had a treadle sewing machine which had
a lot of use during those years. The ladies of the valley got together
and made dress forms for each other. The process was to put on a suit
of thin cotton underwear, stand very still with yvour hands steadied
on a chair back to each side of you. The ladies used rolls of sticky
paper tape they would moisten on the sticky side and start pasting the
tape around and around your body. All the time one had to stand perfect-
ly still. This took about 30 minutes. Then they would slit down the
back through the ootton suit and the tape. The dress form went over the
hips. The form was removed and taped back together. Then it was stored
in the attic or wherever for use in fitting a garmet. Some times the
women would faint from standing so long...and they would have to start
over agcain!

Mother pldvea the plano very well. She would play for the country
dances along with a fiddler or two. If there was no piano she would
play the organ if that was what was there. She had a good sense of
rhythm and could play in any kev. Her rmusic made vou just want to dance
or sing or whatever. She had a way of putting chords to the melody of
the other instruments that gave enough bass to the sound... a drum wasn't
needed for the beat. For the square dance tunes...the fiddles doing the
melody...this is what she would do. I am oglad she hada her beloved piano
with her all her life as 1t meant so much to her to just sit and make
music. Carting that piano all over the country, wherever they lived,
was a wonderful thing for Dad to do. That was one thing from her early
life she didn't have to give up. The piano was a birthday gift to her
when she was a girl so it had a special meaning to her.




Frank and Dorothy
in the "Dort"

Taken in yvear of 1917

Frank .and Inez Dolce and their daughter
Dorothy...At Rymils, a neighbors place
about 1919 or 1920...3unshine Valley, Wyo.




A BIGGER HOME- _ _

Dad soon built a bigger home to replace the homestead house. I think
it was after Marjorie was born, but don't know for sure. Cur family
camped in the barn while it was being built.

One half of it was a long living room with a dining area at the south
end. There was a steep stairwav at that end leading to the attic.
Under the stairs was a big storage closet where we kept our coats,
caps, and other outer wear. It also became a catch all... Whenever '
we had something we didn't know where to put...it went into that clos-
et. As a result it was hard to find anything in that closet!

At the other end of the living room was the piano with some small
bookshelves between the corner and the bedroom door. There was also a
brown leather covered couch that folded out to make an extra bed. It
was called a "duo-fold" in those days. There was a matching leather
chair and & table on the opposite wall. Also & front door close to the
dining area. :

The kitchen was off the dining room with a back door and a step.
Later, Dad added a storage area off the kitchen which we badly needed
to hold wood, extra buckets and other stuff. The other half of the
house was divided into the kitchen and bedroom. On the north end of
the kitchen was a big pantry...lots of shelves...used for Staples such
as flour, sugar etc. The other side of the pantry held the cream sep-
arator. The kitchen was furnished with a big black coal range, a cup-
board for dishes, two work tables...and by the back door a wash bench
vith the wash basin, water bucket and dipper, soap and towels.

The other half of the pantry was a clothes closet (not nearly big
enough) which opened to the bedroom on the north end of the house.

The bedroom door opened into the living room by the book shelves.
Mother's oak dresser with a full length mirror was the nicest piece
of furniture in there. That was another piece of furniture Mother kept
all her life. When she gave up her home in Cody, she gave it to my
sister Betty. It is still in their house...now refinished and a beau-
tiful antique. ‘ ;

We girls used the attic for our bedroom and a play room. We had
two double beds which we were supposed to keep made, but hardly ever
did, unless we knew Mother was coming up to inspect. The attic was
unfinished. jMany boxes of things were stored under the eaves. At each
end was a small window that was hinsed so it would hang down in an
open position and was held by a chain attached to the sill and to the
midole of the window. The windows were so high up we girls would have
to stand on a wooden box in order to see out. '

The rest of the attic was taken up with our toys. We had many dolls,
scts of play dishes, boxes of paper dolls which we made out of pic-
tures from the catalogues and magazines. We would cut out the picture
ana then using flour paste would put a backing on it so it would stand
up. You couldn't buy books of paper dolls then. Later when the Ladies
hHome Journal would have a page of KLAL paper colls we girls were de-
lighted. o

At the top of the stairs was hinged door, like a cellar door, that
could be fastened in an open position. That door was so heavy to open
it vwas years before we girls were strong enough to 1ift it. A4S & re-
sult it was usuelly left open.The heat from our other stove, a coel
heater on the dining room wall next to the kitchen would go up the
stair well so kept it warm. In the winter however, it was so cold when
we would zet up mornings we would all three scurry down to the heater
and dress bv the fire.

The house must have been very sturdv. After Tad sold the farm and
the veople that bought it left, the house was moved to Lusk where it
is still being used. The new owners did wut a coat of stucco on the
outside. . ) , _ _
on {nfgr%gt to describe the "bath room".we took our baths in the kitch-
= 7 wash tub. The toilet (two holer) was outside.




YO RTH

OUR' NEW HOUSE.....

(N
S

Book Shelves

Bed oo

W
l’ i .
Q" =
X =
3 ®
Q -
e ‘
VB o
- -{ Pt 0 :
et C s 2 .
3 ;9 ’ B <
= 1 i o D
g l o Cliothes
> . .
" L Cipset
& ¢
» ’u N
PR ®
Y . g .
a X ] Ciosex
= & Shaelves
Cooi Stowe
: A Heaker
g"Q'v g
) D' E
3N £s
Qe - . hk
3 « n X
L e)\ J
R
& } £
[N Y
34 4
TS »
,/\ JEchexn
= Toble
Stajgs To Atkice
_Wash e ] | pish H l :
| fench l 73bie Cuﬁ’f‘_bc-anl

.

4

Front posa
N




MOTHER'S WEDDING DRESS-

Mother had a lovely WPddlﬂP dress. It was of white lace with long
tapered sleeves and covered buttons up to the elbow. The skirt was
made of two or three (I don't remember which) gathered tiers with a
fancy embroidered scalloped border. I can remember of trying it on
once and doing all those buttons with a small button hook. She wore
white satin covered high heeled pumps and then a close fitting hat
(no brim) that was trimmed with blue feathers. The dress was kept in
a safe place in the attic. We girls couldn't even look at it without
asking first. However the shoes and hat went into we girls box of dress
up clothes and I suppose were eventually thrown away. The dress ended
up being a prom dress for Betty when she was in high school at Stevens-
ville, Montand. Mother and Betty remodeled it and dyed it. How I
wish she had kept that lovely dress!:

Mother and Dad were married at Douglas, Vyoning in 1914. Rolla and
Marie Porter...homesteaders also and lifelong friends of my parents
went with them and "stood up" with them at their wedding.

FIDDLERS AND DANCES-

Rolla Porter was one of’ the fiddlers that would pldv with mother.

In fact there were three rmen that plaved the violin-Archie Sparks,
Johnny Campbell and then kolla.

Usually the dances were held at the school house. People brought
their children too. The children woula either watch or dance for awhile
and then curl up somewhere and slecp until time to go home. The ladies
would bring food...usually pies for the midnight supper.

My Dad was a very good dancer. He tausht me how to waltz and all
my life I would rather waltz with my Dad than any one. They would have
lots of square dances, some two steps and I suppose some of them were
polkas.

Cne time my folks had a dance in the havmow of our barn. The hay
mow was swept clean, and one end had tables for food that were planks
put on top of saw horscs. There was a big crowd. I sat on the top step
leadins to the hay mow and watched all the fun. I think they brought
an organ from somewhere (I know Auntie Blanche had one) and got it
into the haymow by putting ropes around it and lifting it up from the
horse stall through the opening used to pitch hay to the horses. Mother
was the only one that had a piano except for one in the school house.
Some of the ladies owned an organ..the kind that vou had to pump with
foot pedals to make 1t plav.

Dorothy, Fu:ene Terrel, Mariorie Mariorie & Dorothy
at Terrel's house

-9-




SCHOOL-~

My first school was in Sunshine Valley. It was close enough that
I could walk there when the weather was nice. I loved school! Not
many attended as some of the children went to the Rawhide school which
was several. mliles west of us.

Everybodyv carried their lunch in a tin bucket...usually a lard buck-
et. We had a water bench with the wash basin. One towel for everybody
and a water bucket with a tin dipper that everybody drank from. So if
one child came down with a cold, we all soon got it.

I loved to read from my first primer. It had a blue cover and in-
side everv page had black and white drawings of the story. The first
page started out "Run, Dan run. See Dan run." Dan was a boy with a
collie dog for a pet.

Marjorie was about 4 .vears old. The teacher said it would be all
right for her to come to school with me. She got so lonesorie at home
and it was fun for her. I don't know how much she really learned but
did learn to read and count. There were so few pupils that the teacher
had time for her. I guess you could say this was the same as kinder-
garten for Marjorie. ,

The next yvear or maybe the year after, I don't know for sure, the
only students left for this little school were my cousin Gerald Smith
and myself. So the school closed and Gerald and I went to the Rawhide
school. It was too far away for our folks to take us every day. It
vas arranged for (terald and I to board with a lady by the name of Mrs.
Campbell, dnd close enough to the school that we could walk there.
Mrs. Campbell was a widow who had her grown son living with her. Her
son was one of the violinists. I don't remember anything about him but
I sure do about Mrs. Carnpbell and a very miserable year living there.
It wasn't her fault I was unhappv. I was just too young to be away from
home. ,

Dad would take me to Mrs. Canpbell's every week driving the horse
and bugev and then be there to take me home on Fridayv. I guess the road
was too bud to risk taking the car. The horse could get through the
snow but the car couldn't. He just missed onec weekend during the whole
term of school. That time the storm was just too bad for him to come.
That was a long desolate weekend for me even though Gerald was there
too.

Mrs. C. was a small wiryv woman, very neat, with her hair done in a
bun and alwavs it seemed wore a calico apron. She was a good cook and
of course packed our lunches for us. I tasted catsup and raw tomatoes
at her house for the first time...and was verv surprised how good they
were. Mother didn't like catsup so never made it. She always said that
raw tomatoes were poison and had to be coocked. I decided to take &
chance on the tomatoes after I observed the rest of them were eating
them with no i1l effects.

I came down with a véry bad cold and Mrs. C. doctored me up with
her home remedy. Some sort of smelly goose grease concoction she spread
on my chest. My chest was covered with flannel for warmth. When I went
to school the next dav she made me wear her red flannel petticoat
which was full length with half sleeves. I had about 2 inches of red
sleeve hanging below the short sleeves of my dress. My whole aay at
school was spent tryving to keep those red sleeves tucked up so they
wouldn't show.

We had a one room school house with home made desks. Very rough:
lumber with a table top for two, an open shelf underneath to hola our
books, and a bench big enough for two. So we really shared our desk
with another person. There was a recitation bench in front of the room
where we would £o to recite. We werc risht in front of the teacher's
desk when reciting. The pupils that were studving were behind us so
we did not bother them..
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I excelled in reading and soon was allowed to take reading with an
older group. Phonics fascinated me and I could usually sound out a
word and pronounce it correctly but didn't always know what the word
meant. In fact I tried to read Charles Dickens at Mrs. C's the week
end I didn't get to go home. She didn't have any children's books. I
could read most of it but Tfinally gave up because I couldn't under-
stand what I was reading. .

I made some new girl friends, Wyoma and Alice Hoy. Wyoma was my
age and Alice was younger. The had two older brothers and then a young-
er one too. Wyoma asked me to stay all night with her. Of course I
would have to get permission from Mrs. C. first. She wouldn't let me
go without asking my mother first. That meant I would have to wait un-
til the following week. I wanted to g0 the very next night...so I did.
I walked home with Wyoma and spent the night with her. When I got back
to Mrs. Campbells she was very stern and said "I'll have to tell your
Dad about this when he comes after you". She did, and I shed many tears
tryving to explain to nv folks why I had disobeved. I wasn't punished.
Guess ny parents thought I had gone through enough mental anguish be-
fore I saw them. But I never did that again.

A NEW SCHOOL- : :

The next year Rawhide and Sunshine valley schools were consolidated.
Both buildings were moved to a new location west of Sunshine valley
that was central for all the students. It was named "kawhide School".

Left to right- ‘

kmma Pearson-holding Alice Hoy and Mariorie Dolce
Edward Kyder- holding Garland Rvder

Maynard Hoy- holding Eugene Terrel

Harold Hoy- holding Raymond Hoy

Dorothy Dolce-holding Etta Canfield

On the ground-Edward Hoy, Luella Canfield, Wyoma Hoy

We now had a two room school house for about 15 students. We had tvo
teachers and a school bus to haul us to school. A school board was
elected and ny Dad served on that. This was really an honor and an
important pnsition for him. There were just three members on the

board.
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We had real deéks, a playground with swings and a teeter totter.
There was an outdoor privy for the girls and one for the bovs. A
cloak room was added for coats, overshoes and a place to park our
lunch buckets. The one dipper in the water bucket was just used to
fill our own tin cup we had hanging on the wall with our name on it.

In spite of this, Wwhen vellow jaundice hit the school everybody
got it. After the kids got over being real sick they just started
back to school as everbody was exposed anyway. The sane way with the
whooping cough. T _

When I had hepatitus. (we called it yellow jaundice) I was sick in
bed for two weeks. This was one of the few times I went to the Dr. in
Lusk. He gave me & foul tasting medicine and put me on a strict diet.
Now that I was sick I was sure I'd get a big basket of fruit but the
diet squelched that. I could have oranges. However Hother made up
for that by giving me a lovely rose colored organdy dress that I saved
to wear for Easter.

We had two teachers. The lower grades were in one room and the upper
grades in the second room. We would all gather in one room for the
opening exercises. After we had pledged allegiance to the flag, sung
America and had a prayver we went to our separate roons. '

The school bus was a Ford Model T. Our bus driver was Stanley Hoy
who lived just across the road from our school. He was a widower and
had two boys, Edward and Raymond, that went to school with us. His
brother was Waldo Hoy, the father of Maynard, Harold, Wyoma.. Alice
and Wayne.

The bus driver arrived at our gate by the well at 7:30 a.m. It was
always a scramble to be readv by then. We had to eat breakfast, have
our lunch pails packed, and I had four cows to milk in the a.m. Dad
gave me the easiest ones to milk. They were very gentle...in fact
practically pets of we girls. We dearly loved "Daisy" because we could
pet her and crawl on her back when she was lving down...and content-
edlv chewing her cud. .

In the cold winter the bus driver would have heated rocks covered
with & blanket on the floor of the car. This was to keep our feet warnm.
The canvas curtains with icing glass windows would be buttoned up
tight to keep out the drafts.

One time as the school bus came -over the last hill, Mr. Hoy saw that
the roof of his house was on fire! He drove the bus right into his yard
and had all we kids form a bucket brigade from the well to his house.
He got a ladder and used our buckets of water to put out the fire. we
were late for school and very wet and dirty, but so very proud that we
were volunteer firemen.

I was very happy with the new school and my new friends. The only
sad thing was that my cousin CGerald wasn't there. He now went to a
school at Roval valley and his Dad drove a bus for the Royal valley
children. ;

Soon the teachers cdme up with an idea for hot school lunches dur-
ing the winter months. The nothers would take turns fixing a big con-
tainer of stew, beans or whatever and send it on the bus. The kids
would bring in their own lunches whatever else they wanted. The teacher
would put the big pot of the hot dish on top of the heating stove to
met warm for lunch. So we had a hot lunch program way back then before
the government ever thousht of such a thing!

~The school would put on programs and all the parents would come.
Neighborhood dances and box socials would be held there. I went to
this school through the 8th grade and bv then Dad had sold his place
and we moved away. e

Two teachers I remember well. The first was Mary Blair. She was
very young and not used to living the life stvle of the homesteaders.

ohe hgd frouble keeping a_fire in the heater at school and many times
one of the ofuer boy§ %ouig _1gﬁt the Tire for her. She was suth a lady
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Miss Blalr was always so very neat and wore such pretty dresses. Her
hair was bobbed and kept in a neat marcel. The ladies used a special
curling iron to get this result. She had beautiful hands and perfect-
manicured nails. I was delighted when she showed me how to do a man-
icure. I don't remember much about the other young lady that taught
when she did. They lived close by and didn't stay very long in that
rough country.

The other teacher was Gertrude Calhoun. She had re-married after
her first husband Nat Shaw died. She was- big, fat and sloppy. She had
two children, a daughter named Aldene and a boy named Gerald. Mr. '
Calhoun had boy named Norton older than I and a daughter named Alice
that was about Marjorie's age.

Mrs. Calhoun taught after Mary Blair and would ride the school bus
with us. Usually the bus would have to wait for her. Then she would
come out with a cup of coffee and a donut in her hand and have her
breakfast on the way to school. She and Mother were very good friends.
Then she tried to tell Dad, because he was on the school board, how
things should be run at school. This caused some coolness between our
two families and she tock it out on me. Her boyv Cerald was a spoiled
brat and a big tease. He would tease me unnmercifully! One time I got
so mad I threw my lunch bucket at him,and gave him a big gash above
the eve. This really caused some trouble and Mrs. Calhoun informed
my folks they should teach me to control my temper. After that I was
treading on thin ice all the time at school never knowineg when I
would get some more verbal abuse from her. I had to go to school...
and I had to try to get along with her...but I really hated her!

On the other hand, she was very sweet to Marjorie and thought Mar-
Jorie was an adorable child. She had her teachers pets but I wasn't
one of them. She was very cruel to her stepdaughter Alice and not too
kind to Norton either. Once when Alice and I were using the outdoor
privy together I saw these big black and blue welts on her buttocks.
I asked Alice how she got those bruises. She said Mrs. Calhoun whipped
her with a leather belt...often. I never told anyvone this, not even
my folks. Kids just didn't tell those things. But I stored this in
my mind and hated her more than ever.

Her duughter Aldene ran away with their hired man. They hid out in
the Rawhide Buttes. Aldene was only about 14 yvears old. All the men
in the neighborhood went out searching for them and found them the
next day. I was too young to understand all the implications of this
episode. Aldene was sent somewhere after that, and the hired man was
sent to prison. I do remember we children and our mothers all gather-
ed at Mrs. Calhoun's house while the men were searching. Then Mrs.
Calhoun saying "Inez, I know thev have found them". She was so right,
as soon after they were brought in.

The Rawhide Buttes: low foothills 14 miles from Sunshine valley and
the only source of wood in that area. It was an all day trip with the
team and wagon to go over there and haul wood home. In 1849 a wagon
train was traveling through that area. Clyde Pickett, one of the scout-
ing party killed an Indian Princess of the Sioux tribe. He vowed he
would kill the first Indian he saw. The Indians attacked as the train
was ready to pull out for their day's journey. In order to save the
wagon train Clyvde ran out to the Indians and gave himself up. The
wagon train retreated, running to safety at Fort Laramie. Clyde was
left to suffer a horrible death at the foot of the Rawhide Buttes. He
was skinned alive and left to die. Lusk, Wyvoniing still enacts the
"Legend of Rawhide" every year as a tourist attraction.
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THE TELEPHCONE- : : .

About 1918 the neighbors in the vallev rigged up their own telephone
system. The top wire of the barbed wire fences were used for the tele-
phone line so the only extra wirine needed was over the gates and in-
tp the houses. The phones were wall phones with a crank to make the

!I; rings. Everybody had their own ring...like one long:two shorts,etc.
Any time you called some one all the phones on the line rang, So a
lot of "listening in" went on. You had to be careful what ybﬁ Ssaid
on the phone because several people could be listening in. In spite
of this it was good for the neighbors to be able to visit back and
forth and get some help if they needed it. '

SHIPPING CATTLF-

The farmers would round up their beef in the fall and
trail them to Node where they were shipped to Omaha, Neb-
raska. The men would take turns, or whom soever could go,
ridings the train to Omaha to sell the cattle. One vear
when ny Dad went he brought me a pair of black patent
leather high strapped slippers. The leather went up the
back and in front were just straps that buttoned. So I had to learn
to use a button hook to button up those tiny black slippers. I still
have the button hook. He would alwavs bring Mother a box of chocolate
covered cherries.

MY GRAND PARENTS- '

John Dolce- born October 24, 1858: died February 14, 1901

Barbara Kramenich- born October 16, 1860: died August 13, 1900

My grandwother Barbara and four children eame to the U.B. in 1891,
She and her children, accompanied by two other people, rode for three
days on a train to Bremon, Germanyv. On January 12, they boarded the
vessel Kthine and arrived in Baltimore on February the 8th. John Dolce
was alreadv in Omaha, Nebraska where he worked for a meat packing
house. This all I know about my Dad's parents. Spalding is about 120
miles from Omaha so I presume many of the relatives lived there and
that is why the orphaned children ended up living there.

Ezra Voorhees-born in the state of New York in 1848
Alice Beels- born in the state of Ohio in 1853
They were married June 1, 1870. They had 7 children and my mother was
the youngest. (4 boys and 3 girls). My grandmother died when I was 8
months old. She saw me once when I was 6 months old, when she and
grandpa came to visit Mother and her brother Archie. Mother took me
with her when she went to Wessington Springs the Christmas of 1915
for grandmothers funeral.

So the only grandparent I knew was Grandpa Voorhees. He was such
a delight to be with. A small man, very dapper, with a grey beard and
mustache. He would take the time to playv with us, would tell us stor-
ies and take Marjorie on his knee, Jjiggle her up and down and sing a
little "Too-la-roo-ah" tune to her. He came for a visit when Marjorie
was small. %“hen we would go to Lusk (all of us) he would take me to
Mrs. Burrows Sweet Shop—;buy the two of us an ice cream cone. Then we
would sit at the table there, just the two of us and eat. I was in
7th heaven to get such special attention from my granafather. He al-
ways asked for a teaspoon to scoop the ice cream out of his cone. I
thousht thet was very strange. I suppose he did that to keep from get-
ting ice cream on his mustache. I had & very special feeling for my
very own grandfather. Grandparents have a verv special place 1in the
lives of their grandchildren...that no one e¢lse can fill. I have always
tried to be that kind of a grandparent to my grandchildren.
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Izra and Alice Voorhees with
; their grandaughter Dorothy.

R s S RRSRIERTE Taken at Uncle Archie's house,
Taken xmas 191% at Wessington Springs which was called "Calamity
Mother was there for the funeral of Hiil".

grandma Alice Voorhees. I was 8 months
0ld. Hazel was Mother's neice.

A Tew years later my grandfather re-married. Uncle Lester was home
from the war. Mother took Marjorie and me back to Wessington Springs
to visit. This was in 1920. We went on the train from Node. A man sat
across from us on the train. He asked Mother if I could have a piece
of his licorice candy. Mother's temper flared. She almost shouted at
him-"I should say not! I won't let my daughter eat that filthy black
stuff". That poor man! He was just being nice. Why couldn't kother
have said a no thank vou and let it go at that? But that was not her
way. ’

Dad sent me a letter while I was there. It was found in Mother's
trunk after she died. The letter is written in lead pencil on ruled
tablet paper. It reads:

My Dear Dorothy-.I hope Santa Claus found you and left a lot of
nice things. So vou can show them to Daddy when you get home. Your
kitties are just fine. Daddv feeds them lots of milk every morning.
How do you like all your little cousins? Now be a good little girl
and take good' care of ‘Chick. (a pet nickname for Marjorie). With lots
of love and kisses...Your Daddy.

This is the only letter nmy Dad ever wrote to me...and I still have
it. L

So this was the second time I got to see my grandpa...and the
last time too. '

dother and Uncle Lester would sit in the back bedroom at grandpa's
house and visit. He would relate his war experiences. I can still see
him lving on the bed dressed in his army uniform and the wrapped legg-
ings that showed above his shoes. He was tall and very thin and looked
like he was sick. ;

Of course we visited the manv relatives there, Uncle Manleyv who
was married and living there...my Aunt Clara anc husband Bert Housner,
Hazel Brown, a neice of Mothers who had a son about my age, ana oth-
ers I don't remember.

iMother deeply resented her father getting married again. She made
no effort to be nice to her stepmother. I thousht she was a nice
jolly plump lady that baked wonderful molasses cookies. Mother crit-
icized every thing the poor woman did, te anvone that would listen.
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One day thev had a terrible row. I think myv grandfather just left
the house in the middle of it. Anvwayv it ended with Mother becoming
very angry and dumping all the freshly baked cookiles into the slop
bucket in the kitchen. I can see those cookies floating around in that
bucket! I just couldn't imagine why Mother would do such a terrible
thing. She never discussed this with me and of course I never told

‘ anyone...not even my Dad when we got back home.

I don*t know how long we stayed but it was great to take the train
back home. Then for some reason my Dad wasn't at Node to meet us! We
got a ride home with Kolla Porter in his car. Dad had ‘driven a team
the 9 miles to meet us and somehow they missed each other. I aon't
know how this happened but do know that when Dad got back he wasn't
in a very good mood. I don't blame him or Mother either. It ended up
with a lot of tears shed and a big misunderstanding between Dad and
kolla Porter. Kolla came over the next day and talked to Dad so I
guess they got it all straightened out and remained friends.

It has always hurt me deeply to see my loved ones quarrel. I guess
that i1s why I am still a '"peace maker" at heart.

MY AUNTIE BLANCHE'S FAMILY-

Blanche Voorhees-born May 19,1883 at Sumner Iowa:died Auguut 18, 1974
in a nursing home at Basin, Vvomlng.

0Olin Smith-born April 14, 1877 died April 4,1962 at Thermopolis, Wyo.
Ross Smith-born March 15 1904:died at horland Wyo.

Esther Smith-born July 9, 18908 died in Creson

Gerald Smith-born March 29, 1909: lives in Thermopolis, Wyo.

Blanche and Olin were married September 4, 1901 at Wessington
Springs, South Dakota. They filed for a homestead in Wyo. in Febru-
ary of 1914. Theyv left Sunshine valley in 1926 and moved to Thermop-
olis where they lived the rest of their lives.

Auntie Blanc he incle Archie & Mother Gerald, Lsther & Ross
About 198%-talen at Uncle Archie's Auntie B. & Uncle 0lin
home in Lusk. At home of hoss, Thermop-

olis: Golden Wwedding
Anniversary for Blanche &
Olin....

My Auntie Blanche was one of the dearest, sweetest |persons I have
ever known. I adored her, and admired her patience and serenity. shel
wag like a second nother to me. No matter what circumstances 1ife '
deult her...she accepted and coped with it. -
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How I loved to o to her house, which we did auite often. Sh? maae
the best do-nuts I have ever eaten. Years later, when we both lived
in Thermopolis, she still served the do-nuts and tea.

The Smiths built a house of rough lumber slabs and covered the out -
side with black tar baper held on with strips of lathe. The wood they
hauled from the Rawhide Buttes. The inside walls were papered with
newspaper (back issues of The Lusk Herald). Everything was always so
neat and clean. She had a big dining table covered with oil cloth with
such a pretty design. I thought this was such a great idea and asked
Mother why didn't she use oil cloth, but Mother used a white table-
cloth that had to washed ang ironed.

There was a big home made wooden cupboard in the kitchen. Usually
it would contain several big rounds of yellow cheese that Auntie
Blanche would make in big pans. When the cheese was cured it was
wrapped in cheese cloth that was dipped in parafin.

She had an organ in her front room. Auntie Blanche was musical too
but didn't play like Mother did.

There was always a sort of magic for me to visit there. We always
had so much fun being together.

Gerald was only 8 vears older, so he was Just like a big brother
to me. We would have all sorts of adventures when we got together.

I just adored him and would go along with him on any escapade he
thought up. In fact, I thought he was so great I once asked my Mother
1T she thought that Gerald would walt, long enough for me to grow up
S0 we could get married. I was just crushed when she said that first
cousins couldn't narry, it was against the law. OF course I really
didn't understand what getting married was, but I thousht it was a
great idea...then Gerald would always be around and we could have so
much fun together.

e tried teaching me to box and plav the violin. I didn't do well
at elther but sure did try.

One time Mother was helping Auntie Blanche can Peaches. The baskets
of peaches were in their cellar. Gerald came up with the idea of putt-
ing peaches in our hats and then put the hat on our head. This way he
was sure we could walk by the house without our mothers knowing we
were stealing peaches. We walked to the barn and sat and ate the peaches
thinking how clever we were. The women spotted us through the window
and could see what we were up to but just let us enjoy the few peaches
we managed to smuggle out of the cellar.

Gerald and I would walk from his house to visit my Uncle Tony (Dad's
brother). He lived about a half mile away. There was a well worn path
to the Smith's house because Uncle Tony would carry water from their
well, Uncle Tony loved kids and we were always welcome. He would fix
us tea and we felt very grown up drinking tea with him. He had a small
place and wasn't home too much because he worked for other people as
& hired hano. He lived on his land the required amount to qualify for
a homestead. He was a bachelor all his life. He was most generous to
all of us at Xmas time and usually save we 3 pirls dolls.

I liked Ross too, but most of my tine was spent with Gerald because
he was closer to my dge. hoss woula hold iariorie on his lap ana play
with her. She was such a cute little "pudee. She got her nickname of
Chick because HKoss would pick her up and say "How is ay little chick
today?" ‘ ‘

ESTHERS WEDDING-

I was flower girl when Esther married Ray Canmeron. The wedding was
held in the Smith's front room. One corner of the room had a wedding
bower made of pine branches brought fron Kkawhide Buttes. Her boquet
was vellow wild sweet peas. Mother and auntiec B. plcked them ahead of
time and dipped them in paraffin to keep for the wedding.

~17-




Esther was a very pretty girl...beautiful eves with thick lashes...
peaches and cream complexion...and lovely curly brown hair. Ray was
tall and handsome, dark complected, with curlv hair and blue eves.

All the guests were sent to the kitchen while the wedding rehear-
sal was held in the front room. Hattie lc Curdy was FEsther's maid of
honor. After the rehearsal Ray looked into Esther's eyes, held her
close and said "Vie are almost married now honey". Esther took Hattie
and me into the bedroom and she fixed my hair with a big bow tied on
the side. Then Hattie hugged Esther and said she was so happy for her.

The actual ceremony was a blur to me...but everybody performed per-
fectly...and I thought that weddings were just wonderful!

A NEW SISTER- _

My sister Betty was born on a very cold night in January. Once again
Dad was mid wife. Vhen Marjorie and I ceme shiverine down the stairs
that morning, Dad was beaming and took us into the bedroom to see our
new baby sister. Betty was always a frail child. I always wanted to
protect her and take care of her. As she prev older it seemed it was
always Betty and I, and then Mariorie was the odd one. Betty slept
with me. When we plaved dress up Betty and I would go visit Marjorie,
and she was the "play Lady" that lived alone. One time we had a tea
party in the attic. Mother let us have some breszd dough that we cut
out into tiny biscuits with a thimble. When they were baked all three
of us set our little table in the attic with our dishes and the bis-
cuits. The attic was Marjorie's "house" that day. Betty and I went
down stairs to dress up for our party. We took so long to get ready
that Marjorie got tired of waiting for us, so she ate up all the bis-
cults before we arrived!

When we would go to town and spend our dime apiece for penny candy,
Betty and I would have all of ours eaten the next dav. Marjorie hoarded
hers and we would try to find it. When we couldn't there was a lot of
bargaining to pet Marijorie to sive us a pilece of her candy. Marjorie
was a "smart Chick"! ’

Mother nursed Betty full time althourh she had a very large ulcer
like thins on one breast for weeks. I feel Betty wasn't getting the
nutrition she should have had...poor milk...and this gzave her a poor
start in life. Women just didn't bottle feed babies in those days.

THE LOCO WEED- o ‘

About this time Dad's horses all died from eating the loco weed.
I didn't seem to bother the cows or else they didn't eat it. The horses
would become very sick and weak ana half crazed. It was a slow horrible
death for them. Some of them NDad had to shoot to take them out of their
misery. '

S0 how could he farm without horses to do the plowing, seeding etc.?
Dad sold his car and bousght a team of nmules. They either woula not eat
or were not affected bv the loco weed. Dad kept them until we left the
farm. He did gzet one saddle horse, a white one, which we kids immediately

named Beauty. Wie never got to ride her as this horse was too much

for a kid to handle. He kept her in the corral at the barn and fed her
there so she would not get the loco weed. The mules were good workers
but very hard to handle. The onlv time I EVER heard my Dad swear was
when he was driving that stubborn team of nmules.

We went without a car for a time, I don't know how long. Of course
we still had tre buggy and the wagon to travel in.

Finally Dad was able to buy a new car. It was a bran new blue Essex.
We could ride in style!
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We were all so thrilled with that car but especially Dad. Many times
after the chores were done, Dad woula take me with him out to the gar-
age to just sit in the car with him and enjoy it. The first time we
all went visiting the neighbors in the car the back wheel fell through
the siae of a wooden auto gate that was pretty unstable. Dad had uother
drive and he got a plank pried under the wheel to get enough traction
to get out. So the outing was completed. We girls were sure our new
car would be ruined...but of course it wasn't.

KECREATION-

Sundavs were the day people would visit each other. Too much work
to do during the week didn't leave time for recreation. Sometimes we
would drive to Node for church and Sunday School, but not on a regular
basis. There were many events at the school house, including the dances
and plavs that sometimes the adults would put on. Sometimes (one of the
neishbors would have a party for evervbody at their house.

We would g0 to Jay Frn to see the silent movies. The picture house
was an upstailrs hall. People sat on wooden benches. The projector op-
erator had his macnine set on a table in the back of the room. I saw
my first ilarv Pickford movie there. We would also go to Jay Em for
election dayv and evervbody would bring food for a community picnic by
the creek. ,

Couples would pet togmether for a card game of Solo or Pitch-at each
others houses.

Then sonetimes a couple of families would go to Glendo to fish in
the Platte river usvally camping there too. When the wild grapes were
ripe thev would bring home as many as they could find to make jelly:
also picked choke cherries.

Once we were Tishing and camping d4t the river with the Calhouns.

We kids were learning how to fish too. Fach adult had a child with
them to watch so they wouldn't met lost or fall in the river.0f course
Mrs. Calhoun had Marjiorie (her favorite) with her. lMarjorie was pretty
small to be able to throw a line in the water but she tried. She ended
up hooking Mrs. C. in the rear end. The hook went clear through her
knickers ana stuck in the flesh. I was close by and heard ‘her call to
Mother "Inez come quick and help me". I ran over to find her bending
over with the fish hook stuck tight.I found Mother and she got 1t out.
Mrs. Calhoun just laughed about the "big fish" that Marjorie caught.

e kids used to play at fishing in the creek at Jay Em too. But be-
cause we had no adults with us we "fished" with an open safety pin
with a piece of bread for bait and a short willow branch for a pole.
Of course we couldn't catch anv but spent manv hcurs trving.

Jay Fm is a small villaece about 9 miles south of Sunshine valley.
The name came from the cattle brand of J-M. It consisted of a General
Store, Post 0ffice, the town hall and an ice house. Two brothers by
the name of Harris owned the store and ice house. It was a lovely little
village with many trees and homes built along kawhide Creek.

The neighbors had birthday parties too. Mother gave & partyv for e
once and hae a beautiful bipg cake for me. The purty was at nignt and I
became very sleepv. I crawled intoc Mother and liad's bed and went sound
asleep. V:hen I woke up, evervbody was eating my cake! I was so dissa-
pointed that I couldn't stay awake for mv party.

On v 13th birthday my friend Ilene Porter (a neice of kolla) gave
a real girls partyv for me. She lived in Lusk. I was so excited. It was
the only real girls only birthdayv party I had while growing up. tother
and Dad gave me a black photo albumn. I still have it much worse for
the wear bv now. A note pasted inside says "From Daddy and dMother...
for Dorothyv's 13th Birthday".
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UNCLE AKCHIE-

Mother's brother Archie that homesteaded close to her place married
Edna Rightmire. He ended up living with Rdna's parents not too far
from our place, east of us. Thev had two daughters named Alice and
Rosemary that were just a little younger than I. Uncle Archie had att-
ended Grand Island Rusiness College after his other schooling. He also
took 0il painting lessons. He did lovely paintings, good- paintings,

80 she must have been a good teacher. I have a sea scape he cave to
Mother, who gave it to ne, framed and hanging in our TV room. T can
remember some horses heads he'd done that were veryv good.

Occasionally we would visit them. I can't ever remember of a return
visit however as Mother did not get along with Aunt Edna. We would be
scrubbed and dressed to perfection when we went to visit. I suppose
Aunt Ldna was critical of Mother's way of life too. The visits were
never very ccnfortable for us as Marjorie and I had been cautioned to
be on best behaviour and not do anyvthing to embarrass Mother. We would
sit in the front room and have tea ana cookies. Aunt Edna and her mothe:
were grand ladies from the "old school" and everything was done in a
very stylish manner. The two ladies did not do any outdoor work like
my rlother except tend their garden and raise lots of flowers. They did
not have to do out door chores when there were two grown nen to do
that. Their well was close to the house so they could carry buckets of
water to keep the flowers growing., I once asked Mother why couldn't
we have flowers and things growing around the outside of the house to
maxe 1t beautiful. Her reply was she didn't have time to carry water
just to keep flowers growing. Of course she was so right. However she
did plant one row of cosmos in our garden and sorme tansy by the house,
The tansv was hardy so didn't take ruch water. %e did have the yellow
rose bushes planted close to the garden along with a windbreak of cott-
on woods and sone currant bushes... but these were watered from the
garden ditch. '

After Uncle Archie left Rightmires he and Fdna and the two eirls
moved to Lusk to live. He worked for the raillroad. Their two daughters
married ranchers in that area and still live there. Archie and Ldna
both died at Lusk.

CHRISTHAS-

e alwavs had a wonderful Xmas at our house. OQur tree would come
from the Rawhide Buttes. The decorations were things that iJother saved
from year to vear and some that we made too. We had real candles held
in & spring clip holder that would be carefully placed on a tree branch
80 the flame would not catch the tree on fire. Ve would hang up our
Stockings, sonetimes on a chair back, confident that Santa would find

k,
them. He alwavs did and put in naybe & box of cravons or small toy,
an orange in the toe and finish filling with nuts and candy. The orange
was the bigoest treat as we didn't have fruit very often...fruit was
Just for sick people. Our toys would be unaer the tree. Usually we got
dolls ana dishes. %.e took good care of our tolls from year to vear.
One Zmas, counting the old dolls and the new ones, we had a total of
23. One vear all I wanted was a "nigeer" doll. Some how Santa found a
colored baby doll for me so I was verv happv.

We weuld look forward to Xmas rornins for weeks. lie had to wait
until then for the gifts. One vear we 5 girls got up at 4 a.un. We just
couldn't walt anyv longer. Dad was cheerful abott. it and built up the
fire in the heater for us. Then he went back to bed. We plaved with
our thinss contentedly until thev sot up later.

I don't know how my folks kept the Ynas presents hidden from us in
our small house with out much storare. One vear we girls thougsht we
had found a hidingm place on the shelf of the hedroom closet. The box
had "Doll™ written on.it. We waited for several davs until Mother was
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out of the house and nroceeded to get the box down for a peek. In the
box v.e found Hother's corset! So much for being sneaky.

One Xmas we spent at Auntie RBlanche's house. Uncle 0lin was Santa.
We were all gmathered in the front room when we heard sleigh bells ring
at the kitchen door... a big "ho, ho, and Merry Xmas everyone." In
walked Santa wearing a heavy fur overcoat, a Santa mask made out of a
flour sack with eye and mouth holes, and the beard was the bottom of
the sack cut into fringes. He had a gunny sack over his shoulder that
contained our presents. What fun!! We older ones, Ross, Gerald and I
knew that Santa was really Uncle Olin but .that didn't spoil our enjoy-
ment one bit.

THE GYPSIES-

Occasionally a caravan of gypsies would travel the road by our house
on the way to Node. Mother saw the wagons approaching. They were cover-
ed square box top wagons like a medicine man would use. The gypsies
were dressed 1n their colorful clothing. She was alone with we girls.
The pypsies would steal and beg and offer to tell your fortune. Only
two women walked to the house from the road. iother put the shot gun
by the door and ordered we girls to the attic. She shut the trap door
and told us to stay there and not make & sound no matter what happened.
It was rumored they would even steal little children! We did as we were
told, very, very scared. We stood on a box so we could see out the attic
window. We could hear Mother talking to the two women. No, she did not
want her fortune told...but she would give them a smoked ham, which
they took and then left.

MY BABY BROTHER-

I was almost 11 years and now knew that Mother was expecting her
fourth child. We girls had to be told as Mother was going to Lusk and
have her baby at the home of Florence and Rov Porter and have the doc-
tor too. So we girls would stay at home with Dad. I was so excited and
prayed to God every day..."please GCod send me a baby brother". Gerald
was the closest to a brother I'd ever had and I thought it would be so
wonderful to have a real brother.

As to the process of having a child or anything else related to it,
I knew nothing. Those things were never discussed at our house, and
never were with me. I didn't even know what sex was and wasn't even
interested in such things. You would think being raeised arcund animals
we would have at least seen a calf being born...but we girls were sheild

ed from all those things.

Dad took Mother to Lusk a few days before the birth and a couple of
weeks later she came horme with her baby bov. How I loved. him andstill
do. When he was old enourh to haul around the vard in our little toyv
wagon that is what we would do. A babyv was never nmnore welcome than he
was. I loved him so much I even foryave hin for snmashing the china tea-
pot to ny set of play dishes...a prized possession of mine. When Mlovd
was old enourh to get a toy set of tools he tried out the hammer on
the teapot!

Florence Porter was the mother of Ilene Porter where I had my 13th
birthday party. Roy Porter was the brother of Rolla. The story was that
kov weighed just 1% 1lbs. when he was born. He was kept alive in a shoe
box lined with cotton and fed with an eve dropper. No incubators for
babies in those days!

MORE HMIMORIES-

vur swing- Wwe had two big cottonwood trees in our vard. Eventually they
died. But they were sturdv enoush to hold a rope swineg that Dad nade
for us. We spent many happy hours at our swing.
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Canning and cocking- ‘ : L e it i . hed

51 : K stov >utside the meat curing shed.
Whegaﬁehigsdsigi%%gi%ggstggge%i;eoxguid bé going. We girls %ould pre-
tend to can dandelions in old jars we found. Then we would bake flat
mud pies on top of the stove. Mother let us put kernels of corn in the
mud pies if we promised to feed ther to the chickens later.

Plaving in the barn- -

!IE If the cows and horses were not in the barn we could play out there
too. We loved the hay mow. Some times we would jump out the hay mow
door and land on the hard ground below...that is until Mother found
out. Then that stunt was forbidden. We could have broken a leg jumping
on to that hard ground! Also the cats were at the barn and we liked to
play with them. We would put doll clothes on a cat and that was our
baby.

One day Marjorie had been to the barn alone. She came back ana told
Mother we mirls couldn't blay at the barn anvmore. lother asked "Why
not?" Marjorie said "Because there is a rattle snake out there". Moth-
er took the 22 and found the snake coiled up in the barn door. She shot
it. We pirls alwavs went barefoct in the summer. How easv it would
have been for little Marjorie to have been bitten. :

Mother was a good shot with the 22. If the chicken hawks started
flying arouna the chicken vard she would get out the gun and down themn
on the wing.

Easter-

A wild rabbit made his home under the granary. He had a hollow rlace
dug out under the side of the building. I was sure he was the "haster
Bunny". I fixed a little straw nest there for him to leave the Faster
€/gs . bure enough when I went out on kaster morning there were several
colored hard boiled eggs 1n that nest!

Hunting rabbits with Dad- v

In the late fall Dad would g0 rabbit hunting and take me-along. We
would walk up into the hills east Oof our place where there were out
croppings of sand rock. This was food place for the rabbits. He kill-
ed them for us to eat so maybe two on a hunting day would be enough,
Then we had fried rabbit which tasted just as sood as fried chicken.
The nomesteaders would shoot antelope for food too. They alwavs said
they were eating mutton if it was out of scason for antelope...but
every body knew what it really was.

The Watkins Man-

Periodically the Watkins salesman would drive up in his covered van
with a suitcase full of remedies and spices. Mother would buy vanilla
and snices from hin and that horrible smelling salve called Musterole
that would be rubbed on your chest and neck to doctor a cold.

The Blue Valley Creamery Contest-

Every custloner got a notice of the contest for their children to
send in a 1ist of how many words thev could make out of the name "Blue
Valley Creamery Company". This was great fun for me. With Mother and
Dad's approval I zot. out the dictionary and went to work. I suspect
they gave me a little help too. Anywav I entered the contest and was
Teviarded with a check for #15.00. I don't think I won first prize but
I did win sonething! This was oy very own money and I could spend it
for anything I wanted. T bousht me a pale blue linen dress with most
of the money. I suppose the rest went for caendy treats for all the fam-
1ly that I got at Mrs. Burrow's Sveet Shop.

I was so proud ¢ that dress and wore 1t every chance I got. My pleas-
ure was short lives as soon after I tore the sleeve opening a gate for
Dad. The wire loop was so tight I had to use both hands to et 1t over

the end of the post. The egate part shot out ana the barbed wire tore wo
aT

\ big three cornered tear in the Slecve of my beautiftul new dress. I hod
Lowicna LLeool vas Lhe one that tore it. But a mend job by a4 12 vear
old was not very well done. I was just heart broken. I still wore the
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