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Frank Heath is on the board of the Grinnell Historical Museum and
participated in some thirty conversations with people who grew up on
area farms in the '20s, '30s and '40s. Those farms were not thousands
of acres.

"It was a hundred and sixty acres where they lived, straight west of Newburg, another
mile on further west than where I was born (in 1939) and then my dad also farmed
eighty acres of my grandfather's farm."
James Harley Mcllrath
"My folks had a hundred and sixty acres, which they made a very decent living on that
and I kind of rate that by, they bought a new car every five years. So I thought that was
fairly prosperous ... "
Howard McDonough
I was six months old and there were no jobs available. My granddad had a farm south
of Grinnell. He'd worked diligently and had it paid for so he told my dad and mother they
could rent the farm. Have a place to live and survive and he would move to town. And
that's where I lived til I actually moved away from Grinnell for awhile.
Robert Dimit
How big a farm?
220 acres altogether.
Fairly big farm then.
At that time. Mostly pasture, however. They raised a lot of livestock, lot of cattle.
We had 240 acres. All but 55 acres of it was cropland, the rest was pasture and timber.
We had usually 100 acres of corn. We lived on a bottom farm so we had a lot of water
damage, flooding. First year we lived there we had a hundred bushel of corn average, at
that time pretty good. But we had seven years in a row we had to replant, it flooded out.
So one year we ended up with seven acres of corn. Then the last year we lived there
we had a big crop again. But that was the year before they put Rock Creek Lake in.
That was one of the biggest things that happened, I thought, to the area. They put the
lake in, about that time startin' all the contour farming, strip farming, lotta farm ponds,
and from then on that place hasn't flooded. At the same time they straightened the
creek. Used to have a lot of deep holes, lotta winding, the river would back it up.
Don Milburn
2

I was born here in Grinnell at the St. Francis hospital, April 13, 1931 . We lived at that
time two miles south of Gilman and two miles west and we lived there until I was eleven
years old. Then my folks had lived on this other farm, half a mile west of Newburg, half
a mile south and 3/4 of a mile west. The people that owned the farm wanted to sell it,
and they kind of wanted dad to have it. But they were askin' $375 for the farm, 240
acres. Dad said, I didn't have the money to buy it. We lived there until I was eleven
years old. And being as the depression had hit, land did not sell, and the people still had
it. In 1940 dad bought it for $79 an acre, and he wasn't sure at that time that he would
even get that paid for, but he soon did.
Don Weaver
That was just an eighty. He ( Ray's dad) had several different...moved around, you
know. Where I finally settled was 240 acres that we rented from a missionary that was in
Japan, well, China. Japanese captured him and for five years nobody knew where he
was or anything, but he survived.
Raymond A. Brown
They started out renting an 80 acre farm, and then they rented more land and then they
bought the first farm, a 160. And ended up with about 600 acres before he got done.
He rented that 80 acres for $450 a year. He rented from another man a little later and
I'm not sure how much he gave for that. I think probably 50/50, I'm pretty sure, because
we made hay up there and divided it. In '34 it was so dry, he cut every bit of the corn for
fodder, cut it off and shocked it. And that neighbor got half that corn, half the shocks. At
that time you didn't buy herbicides, you didn't buy fertilizer, all that stuff we do today but
the landlord would pay the taxes and you farmed it and split...
Gene Merck

We lived on my grandfather's farm, about 320, I guess. But then there were two families
and grandpa had eight children, and we lived in the homestead place. My great-grandpa
came and homesteaded from Germany. He'd come from German when he was 17... l'm
not sure but he was a teenager... and he joined the Northern Army in the Civil War so
that he could earn a dollar a day, and that's how he got his money to homestead. They
built the house and it was rebuilt about two times, because it started with one room and
they built on. And on.
Ellen Merck
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That farm that we lived on was 200 acres and then he would rent, oh, 40 acres of
pastures. There was pastures that went down in that area. To the west and south it got
rougher.
Gary Davis
It was a quarter section (160 acres). My dad later was able to purchase 80 acres more,
so it ended up as 240 acres. He was able to buy this "80" from Bessie Hopkins after
renting it for many years. Bessie was the widow of Dr. Lewis Hopkins who practiced
medicine here in Grinnell until relocating to the state of Washington. He was a brother
of Harry Hopkins. Located on that site was Chester #9 grade school. This is where my
mother went to school with her siblings when living on the same farm. Her father, my
grandfather, had homesteaded that farm in the late 1800s. My father was a banker until
1929 when the bank that he worked in was closed. He knew nothing about farming. At
that time his father-in-law said this is your chance to become a farmer. My dad replied,
"But I don't know farming." My Grandpa Raffety responded, "But you have graduated
from Grinnell College and you can read a book." And that's how I came to be a farm
boy. So Mom experienced sending all three of her children to the one room school she
had attended years before.
Stanley Greenwald

My father was one of those who had been a farmer and failed, in 1925 and so he no
longer had a farm. He went into bankruptcy, but he moved into Klemme and many
farmers who had had full time hired men could no longer afford to have hired men. So
my father was the one who they hired for a few days during peak seasons of planting
and harvesting, butchering, sheep shearing.
Elsie Johnston
My dad lost everything in the depression, too. He had money in the Newburg bank and
it folded up.
Shirley Moyer
240 acres. Well, you see, my mother was an only child, my dad had one brother. My
dad was born and raised right here, my mother was born and raised just down the road
a ways, about a quarter mile. So they married, and my mother inherited the farm, when
her folks died, she inherited the farm. And my dad's family owned all this land, this land.
Let's see. 80, 160 acres here. And I don't know, maybe 160 here. And there was 80 of
timber here.
Frank Wheeler
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300 acres. Big then, you know, but now it isn't very big. Corn and soybeans and oats.
Raised a lot of cattle, fed cattle, fat cattle.
Henry Harris
Dad picked corn by hand, with horses and a wagon. Soybeans were not very popular
until about 1940. There was a few soybeans raised but not many.

Don Weaver
I can remember when the first soybeans were grown in our neighborhood and they
weren't grown for the beans, they were ... it was bean hay, what they called it. They cut it
the plant and all and let it dry and put it in the barn just like you did hay. And it was
several years after that before they started to combine beans and use it as a grain
product.
James Mcilrath

Only memory I have of soybeans was that one year they came out, I remember the
salesman talkin' to my dad and granddad before I left, but it was for hay. Didn't combine
'em or do anything else with' em. Didn't plan out. Only did that one year.
Robert Dimit

It's just 120 acres and it has 40 acres of permanent pasture and the rest of it was tillable
then. It remains that way today. I don't have cattle anymore but I rented the pasture to
the neighbor and I still farm the row crop part of it.
Ron Van Gennep
.... never owned a farm, just rented. North of Searsboro is where I was born, and then
my parents moved to a farm south of Grinnell, for a couple three years, then back to
Searsboro, south and west of Searsboro. Farm was owned by Doctor High who was a
dentist in Montezuma. My dad farmed with horses, of course. I'm not sure how many
acres there were. It might have been 160 but I don't hardly think so, I don't really know
for sure. Of course, we had chickens, we had pigs, we had cows and ducks and geese,
occasionally and guineas.
Lucille Van Dyke
All horses, I can remember growing up that we had usually anywhere from two teams all
the time and in the spring sometimes we'd have three teams, and then get colts out of
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the mares so we had quite a few horses around, maybe a dozen at the very most, most
of the time. We had 5 acres we just kept in timothy all the time to feed the horses
because clover makes horses slobber, oh so bad. I mean they just run at the mouth.
You go to put a bridle or halter on, they just shake their head, get you all ... so even today
we sell a lot of hay to horse people. My son does, Mark. Even today most of them won't
buy anything with clover in it. We had settlements for three teams and then a single
horse, like a buggy horse, and down the center of it was an alleyway and along the side
of it was our bins for oats. Had a harness for every team. Pretty much, each horse had
its own harness. Collars in particular. I can remember when I got older that you had to
hang that collar up right behind 'em. Two reasons, one you had a right hand side and a
left hand side because that's where your lines always were and if you switched them,
you'd had to switch your lines so you always kept those separate. And then after you
got a team basically broke, they always worked on that side all the time. And to break
colts, I can remember in the spring they had a two bottom plow, kind of big at that time,
and it took 5 horses to pull it. So they would put three horses in the back and two in the
front. When they were breaking colts they always put him in the middle, 'cause then he
couldn't get to the left, he couldn't get to the right, only place he could go was straight
ahead. (laughs)
These horses that worked on the farm, were they draft animals?

Oh yes. They weren't the great big ones that basically you see today. They were kind of
a smaller version of 'em; for two reasons the bulk of the animal itself, and most of the
things we used they didn't need that big of a horse. It's like tractors today, you know,
you can get by with the size, the other size might have been nice, but ... we raised some
colts that were good size, but we never kept any of them to work.
Robert Dimit
We started out with horses. Dad had fifteen horses at one time. I wasn't in on it yet but
he used to do everything with horses, plowing, gang plows, til I think he went to a tractor
in 1938, our first tractor. Even then we farmed with horses. We planted all the seed
crops and made all the hay and everything with horses til', I think, 1950. We were
cultivating corn up until the mid 40s with horses. One row at a time, takes a long time to
go over 100 acres, and at that time we were checkin' corn so we would cross it one way
then cross it and lay it by. So it was nonstop from the time it got to 4 inches 'til it was too
tall to plow. I didn't get in on a lot of farmin' with horses. I tried to cultivate one time, I
wasn't too big, about 14 and I couldn't reach the stirrups on the cultivator and I got
about a hundred yards and the opinion of my dad that maybe I wasn't old enough to
plow. (laughs) The first horses I remember havin', he had bought a premium team,
gave a big price for 'em. I remember a black and a white horse, a gelding and a mare,
and they was supposed to be good workers.They was out in the pasture and they was
hit by lightning, killed 'em. And that just about put him under because he had to replace
those. And he replaced those mostly with outlaws, horses nobody wanted to work with,
'cause you could buy them cheap. And he had one of those get him down in the stall
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one day and he was lucky to get away. The stalls had distance between 'em and he
could roll under to get away from it. That horse later on killed a man here. I don't know
who it was killed, it was a story handed down, but I remember when they brought him
home and I remember that horse screamin'. Sound like a stallion, you know, when they
delivered him.
Don Milburn

He planted the corn with a team of horses and a two row planter. For implements he
had a disc that was probably eight foot wide, pulled by horses. The oats, we'd cut those
with a binder. Dad picked corn by hand, with horses and a wagon. Dad had a two row
horse planter and a one row cultivator. It pulled behind the horses. Then he had a two
row horse cultivator. That was a mammoth thing, I thought, back then. My brother had a
two row planter that mounted on the back of the tractor and dad had the two row horse
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planter and at one time they would start planting each of them on the other side of the
field and they ended up in the center of the field so the tractor planter did not plant any
faster than the horses. He would string a wire across the field and the wire had little
knots on it and it would fasten on to the side of the planter. You'd drive across the field
and each time those little knots would trip a mechanism in the planter where it would
drop seed down and those knots were placed every 40 inches so you had spacing of
three kernels every 40 inches. Every time at the end of the field you'd have to move that
stake over two more rows as you planted across the field. And that was done with the
horse planter or the earlier tractor planters.
Don Weaver
We cultivated three times. You cultivated it the way you planted it, then you crossed it,
then you laid it by. But a good corn planter, I'll tell you. You couldn't tell much difference.
When it was checked it was checked. It was good. But see what I always said, you get
more corn in a crooked row. (laughter)
Allan Moyer

Did your dad farm with horses?

Oh yeah, sure, I can't remember when he finally got a tractor.
He had a lot of horses?

Oh yeah. Horses and we always had a team of mules, too, 'cause grandpa liked the
mules. That was kind of a funny experience when I got big enough that I thought I could
go to the field. Grandpa let me take the mules to cultivate. You know, that was a big
deal, and boy, at 11 :30 we got to the end of the row and they headed for the house. I
was pullin' and tryin' to get 'em stopped, and they wouldn't. (laughs) They knew it was
noon and they were comin' to the barn. Grandpa of course was in the yard and he was
laughin', he thought it was really funny. Well, it was .. I remember, though, tryin' to
harness the work horses. One of us would have to get up in the manger and the other
one would throw the harness up there because we couldn't get it on the horse, so
whoever was up in the manger would grab it. We could get 'em harnessed but it took us
awhile.
Were they draft horses?

Yeah. I think mostly Belgium, and dad had a couple of branded horses, smaller, that he
used for the corn planter. He was the only one that could really drive 'em because they
were western, wild horses originally.
Outlaw horses?
8

Well. .. no,not really. We could drive 'em but not well. They knew what they wanted to do.
But I can remember when he planted corn, when he got to the end, you know, you had
to get off and set the wire over. When he did that they would turn around and be ready
to go soon as he hooked the wire. He'd have to jump on quick or they were gone. They
knew what they were doin'.
Raymond Brown
(Dad) always had horses, and brought mules from Missouri, Tom and Jerry. Good team
and he was good with horses and mules. He bought the first tractor in 1938. It was a
used tractor and then in 1941 he bought a new John Deere B and it had a starter and
lights. It was a pretty modern tractor at that time, and it would pull a two bottom plow. He
used that but he kept horses. We had that team of horses to use for the thrashing run
and also for planting corn. He planted all his corn with them, with the trip wire.
Boyd Sparks
(Dad) had a hired man in the spring. He'd come and live with us in the spring. He'd
always be a guy that could do chores and dad could stay in the field longer. Because he
planted corn with a two row planter pulled by horses. That was quite a thing when he
got a tractor planter and then I remember his sayin' one time, 'When I got a 4 row
planter, I thought I was plantin' the whole field at once." 'Course you see back then
when dad was plantin' with horses, I suppose five or ten acres was a big day.
Gary Davis
... drove a lot of horses, cultivated, I never did plant corn with the horses, I guess. Did a
lot of cultivatin' and makin' hay and stuff like that with horses.

Did you like horses?
I liked them. 'Course when the tractor come along you didn't like them, but I've always
thought it would be nice to farm 4 or 5 acres just with horses, just play around.
Allan Moyer
We had a team of horses til 1947. When I was 5 years old my dad sold them. But he
always had a tractor. Then in the wintertime he used the horses because antifreeze,
especially during the war was almost impossible to get and they used alcohol in the
radiators, but that didn't work real well, so generally in the fall when we finished harvest,
we would drain the water out of the tractor and then just use the horses to hay and stuff.
Howard McDonough
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... my dad never really had a tractor, it was all just horses, although there was a tractor
there a little bit but I don't think it was my dad's. One of the neighbors did have one.
How many horses?
About six, as a general rule. Tryin' to think of the names of them ... I know I always would
feed them ear corn at night, and I was supposed to put only so many ears of corn in
each one but once in a while I cheated, and I'd put an extra one in one I especially liked,
you know. I even rode one ... well, they were just plain, they were a draft, but they were
not great big drafts like you have now. I even rode one of them to town to take piano
lessons. 'Course there was no saddle, and he would go right along but as we went by
some driveway that went into some field, that's where he wanted to go. Well, we
couldn't do that if we were goin' straight to town to music lessons. But when I got ready
to go home, he'd go right straight home because he knew where he was going. But
once he got loose and he went home, left me. (laughter) So I had to call my mom to
come and get me.
Lucille Van Dyke
I know one year (dad) had to borrow a horse to have enough to put his crop in. He had
his neighbor's horse borrowed and after he got done, he took it back.
Gene Merck

... we used horse and wagon on the farm. I used to bring sweet corn into town, Dad
raised sweet corn, I brought it to the canning factory, remember where the canning
factory was in Grinnell? Bring sweet corn to the canning factory and a lot of that was
done with horse and wagon.
Burton Cooper
... the sweet corn days, when they was hauling sweet corn in with horses and
wagons, cause they'd come down the street with a team of horses pulling a
wagon load of corn, you know. Some of them had some old '37 Chevy trucks, one
bed trucks, that they'd haul it in with, a lot of them had horses. Anywhere from
about 1940 to '42, '43, on the end of the deal. Where the silage came out of the
husking shed, the farmers would get to use that silage, take back to give to their
cattle, hogs or whatever they fed it to ... and a guy by the name of Bob Revell, that
was foreman, worked the part of the huskin' shed, took care of the horses, which
was his pride and joy... dad got to lookin' at some of the farmers with the tractors
and he thought maybe it would be cheaper just to put gasoline in a tractor to pull
different wagons around out of that pit there where they dumped the silage, it
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would be easier. One day I was down there with my dad and he was tellin Bob
they were gonna buy a tractor.
Bob says, 'Oh Pere, you don't want...' I can't remember the names of the horses,
but he was really speaking up for the horses ... he was reachin' up there patting
this one on the nose, sayin' 'you can't get rid of these .. ' and one of them bit two
fingers off while he was pettin' it. Right away he said, "Get the tractor."
He gave the horses to some farmer, said give them a good home. At the factory
they were kept in a little stable out at the back of the factory, they had a little
place they could put em in out of the weather. In the winter some farmer kept em,
and when the corn season came, why, he'd bring them back in.
Larry Ellis

That's all my dad had was horses when us kids were growing up. He had four of the
work horses. Then he had another pair that were just driving horses, you know. And
then he had a Shetland pony. That's all the kids knew was horses, if you wanted to do
anything you had to ride the horse or hook it up to a buggy. And we went to church,
there was 8 of us kids and we had a carriage, a double seated buggy and all.
That's when all of us went to church, about a mile and three quarters, with a team of
horses.
Frank Wheeler
My grandpa had good horses, and dad somehow acquired two black horses. I
remember them so well, because a man in the neighborhood ... ! was very young ... had
the stallion. He kept the stallion and he would walk that stallion in the neighborhood for
breeding purposes. I think these people he visited either owned part of the stallion or
would rent him. I remember that very big horse coming around, and grandpa had bays
and other colors but dad had two black horses, which was interesting to me.
Ellen Merck
Were your horses shod?
Yeah, but I don't know who did it. Somebody'd come around I know, but I don't
remember. One of the mules one time laid down out in the lot and wouldn't get up. So
dad called the veterinary and he done everything to that mule. He poked 'im with
needles and tried to get him up and he would not, he just laid there. He said, Well, just
let him lay there. And Grandpa said, Well, don't feed him or water him, just let 'im suffer.
Well, about three days later, we got up one morning and he was in the barn. (laughter)
He decided he was hungry, I guess. Never did find anything wrong with him.They are
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funny, though. They'll only pull so hard, they know they ain't gonna move it so they just
quit.
Raymond Brown
We used to cultivate with horses, two teams, I used one, my dad used one, we had
these wire things, nose guards I think they called 'em, to put over their face so they
don't eat the corn when they're cultivatin' ...
Shirley Moyer

The thing that I enjoy the most and I had heard other people say, and dad said it, too,
that there's nothin' like farming' with horses, settin' on a plow behind the horses and
hear plowin' alfalfa ground and hear the roots bein' snapped and cut, you know. You can
hear everything, you can hear the jingle of the chain, tug chains, and other than that, the
horses breathin' and it's just a tranquil thing. Not just have this tractor roarin' at you, to
where you got off the tractor at night you couldn't hear nothin'.That's the thing, it's like
plantin' corn, all you heard was the clickers goin', droppin the seed. If you like that sort
of thing, it's just...it's hard to explain ...the contentment of using horses. It's true that
when you get off a tractor and you're done for the day there's no horses to clean and
take care of and stuff, all you have to do is fill it up with fuel and you're ready for the
next morning but it's a totally different way of farming. It's wonderful. That's been a
wonderful thing in my life. My wife and the horses.

James Mcllrath
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When did you start driving tractor?
I was 8 years old when I started drivin' the tractor for the hay loader. Dad said 'You're
old enough now to drive the tractor.' Actually my first memory of driving the tractor was
when I was in kindergarten. We'd have half days of school, you know. We lived about
3/4 mile out of town and 11 :30 I'd get out of kindergarten, and in the spring and the fall
when I knew he was in the field, I would hurry hurry home fast because at noon he
would be comin' in from the field. He always had to come through a couple gates
because he'd have to fill the tractor up with gas, and if I hurried I got to drive the tractor
through the gates. At 5 years old and you remember that, you know. But at 8, then, I
started pretty regular drivin' the tractor, the hay loader, brought that loose hay up on the
hay rack and then when we got 6 loads in of an afternoon we thought we done good.
(laughter)
How'd you reach the pedals?
Well, it's a John Deere, B John Deere tractor, see, had the hand clutch. They was an
easy tractor to learn on, real easy, unless they had the thing tightened too tight and it
was terrible hard to pull back, you know, but he kept it fairly loose so you could handle
it.
Ron Van Gennep
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I was probably 8 years old at the most but I remember this. (Dad would) have to drive
through gates and so forth so he'd always let me drive the truck through. He'd get out
and open the gate and I'd drive the truck through and ohh, big time.
What kind of truck?
Little Ford, '38 Ford, I think it was. I thought that was the greatest thing that ever
happened.
Robert Dimit
See, I started drivin' the tractor when I was 5 years old. This goes back to when we
made hay loose. You had a hayloader to bring the hay up on the rack, and there was
guys on the rack that stacked the hay, and then you had to have a tractor on it and you
needed a tractor driver. Well, they put me on the tractor and I couldn't reach the clutch
so when they got a load, they jumped down off the rack, and stopped the tractor. I was
supposed to keep the front wheels on the windrow.
Gary Davis
(Dad) planted the corn with a team of horses and a two row planter. For implements he
had a disc that was probably eight foot wide, pulled by horses. The oats, we'd cut those
with a binder.Then they had to be shocked and by the time I was 7 to 8 years old I got to
drive the tractor on the binder and I thought I was a pretty big guy.... my brother had a
Model A, so I got to drive the Model A out in the field to deliver water to the thrashin'
crew. I was 9, 10 years old by that time.
Could you reach the pedals?
I wanted to drive that so bad, you're darn right I could. (laughs) I was determined. I had
driven the binder tractor.
Don Weaver
My dad had a Farmall 1020 with the wide wheels in the front. That was the first tractor
that I learned to run. And my grandmother said that he was makin' hay, my dad was
makin' hay there at my grandmother's place, and she says I was only three years old
when dad put me on that tractor pullin' the hay loader and rack. Now I can't prove that
but she swore that's all the older I was. But I can remember plowin' with that same
tractor with a two bottom plow and dad would run another one and I would run that one.
He would put me on the tractor at the house and put it in gear and get it to movin' and I
would drive it to the field and then once we got to the field, he would put it in the furrow
and start it up and then jump off, and he plowed 'round corners. And he kept the corners
built up so they didn't get too short and then all I did, all day long then, was drive that
tractor around that field, never stopped. And that was his hired man. (laughs) But I
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wasn't big enough to where I could reach the pedals or anything, I could just drive. And
basically that kind of a tractor just drove itself. You know, it stayed in the furrow, you had
to guide it on the corners and stuff but it wasn't really no big deal to say I was drivin' but
I DID. (laughs)
James Mcilrath
When I first started drivin' a tractor, an old F 20, had 3 gears forward, pull a little 2
bottom plow, and I can remember us kids gettin' out of school and goin' home, doin' our
chores. We had a Massey Harris 44 with a 3 bottom plow, we had an H Farmall with a 2
bottom plow, and an F 20 with a two bottom plow, and us three boys would go out and
plow til dark, and if we was almost done, we wanted to finish, the Massey Harris had
lights on it so my oldest brother would drive first, and then I'd get in between 'em with
the F 20 because it didn't have lights, and the Massey Harris had a big light on the back
so I could follow him real good. And my younger brother drove the H with a 2 bottom
plow and it had lights, behind me. 'Course back then you plowed round and around and
around.
Mike Mintle
I was six, and one day I remember they were putting hay up in the barn with the hay
fork and the rope. They had it all ready and the wagon was up there with the hay on it.
This was square bales ... I can remember a little bit with the loose hay but not much of
that. I did drive a little bit with the tractor. I never really drove horses. We did have one
horse there for a little while but this was the tractor with the hay wagon and the hay
loader behind. All I had to do was drive it down the road. I wasn't very old then ...then the
next job was ... on that hay rope they had to have somebody on the tractor to pull the
hay up into the barn.They had somebody who could stack it and somebody could stick
the fork in. I think my brother and my dad would be the ones baling. We had a John
Deere A with an International baler at that time. They'd be baling out in the field and
they needed one more guy to drive. I was standing by the back... "Well, there's Bruce,he
can get on" .. get on the seat, you know. It was still the hand crank. They'd start it and
say 'Put it in first gear, push in on the clutch and go out until we trip it or say Whoa or
whatever. Then pull the gearshift over on the other side, that's reverse and then push in
and back it up. So that was my first job and then I think the next one was, another time
later, another year, they needed the hay raked. They'd already mowed it, so then my job
was just, on the tractor to keep raking. They made one round with me and then after
that they said 'Keep going' the same way you're going. I said, 'I don't know how to stop
it.' They said, 'Don't worry about it, we'll be back out. We'll keep an eye on you and
when you get close to the middle we'll be back out to stop you.'
Bruce Henriksen
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When I was seven or eight years old, I used to have to stand up to hold the clutch down,
get it in gear and then I could sit down and ... I didn't run around in high gear, but,
probably wasn't real safe according to regulations today but all us kids did it.
Ron Riley
I don't remember ever gettin' a driver's license. I know I did but I don't remember it. I
think you just went in and got it, you didn't have to drive or anything. But I probably
drove a long time before I ever got a license. You drove tractors, you drove horses, you
drove everything. You don't even remember when you started.
Gene Merck
What were your jobs as a farm kid?
I can remember my sister and I, we were just two years apart, we had certain cows that
we could milk that would not kick you, mom and dad milked, but there was a couple
cows I can remember milking that she sat on one side and I sat on the other side and
we milked four tits at once ... (chuckles) udders.
James Mcllrath
(My family )had a hatchery business where they hatched eggs and sold baby chicks,
and also sold eggs. We lived on 40 acres, halfway between Gilman and Newburg, and
the hatchery business, the store, was in Tama. As a kid, my job would be to, well, let's
see ... carried water, gathered eggs, in the summer we'd pull, break off 5 gallon buckets
of green oats, took them in and dumped them to the chickens, which they went crazy
over. And then in the wintertime they had 5 gallon buckets ... usually, we had milk cows
and the separated milk, the skim milk was poured in the 5 gallon buckets mixed with
oats and it was heated on a cookstove, the wood cookstove, and to this day I can't I eat
cottage cheese. It curdled and it was that whey and oats that they fed the chickens.
They really thrived on that. We didn't have enough acres for pasture, so my main job
when I was a kid was to watch the cows along the roadside. They ate along the
roadside and we probably never went more than half a mile from home and we lived on
a crossroads. So I got to watch the cows, you took your reading with you, you took your
embroidery with you, you sat and daydreamed, looked at the clouds and the field
flowers, that kind of thing ... and so unlike some of my sisters, I enjoyed it. I liked the
cows.
Sounds like a tough job ...
Well, it was when they decided to run. You were barefooted. You had to run, get ahead
of 'em on a gravel road or to get 'em turned so they didn't go any farther was sometimes
difficult. Usually we had Guernsey and Jersey. We had one big Brown Swiss and she
had brown streaks down her face and so her name was Dirty Face. And then one time
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my brother was milking, and I was often with him and the flies were bad and the cow
kept switching. I was supposed to be holding the tail and I couldn't keep ahold of it so
he wired her tail up to keep that under control but we forgot it when we turned the cows
out so she lost her switch off her tail and she was after that known as Short-Tail.
Patricia Mcllrath
Us girls gathered eggs and you know what we both remembered about it...gettin' mites
on our hands reaching under hens and stuff. Oh, we hated it. I mean, we still did it. We
used to get in the nests and get little sparrows out and they had mites too, so guess we
didn't hate it too bad, did we? Get stung, there'd be bees up there in the nests.
Shirley Moyer

Carl McDowell used to have a truck garden down there across from Donaldson's. He
had a patch in there. Right by the school, he had ten acres. After the war he come home
he wasn't married, had no training or anything. He bought that ten acres, it was timber.
He cleared it himself with ... dynamite. (laughs) We'd be settin there in the school--kawhoom !---Dirt might fly on the school and things like that. But anyway he cleared that
all off and had a truck patch. He came over to the folks one day and said he needed
some help. What he would like to have is somebody on a horse to pull his little garden
plow. 'Course I was available so I went down and I'd harness up my old horse and ride
a half a mile on her and sit on that old horse all day long. Have to ride home at noon to
eat and back afterwards. After two or three days of that, could have just sent the horse,
didn't need me 'cause she knew what to do.That was my first job. Got a dollar a day and
furnish the horse.
Robert Dimit
It was busy and then we had a lot of chores. Milk eighteen cows. 'Bout all the time I was
growin' up, fed a lot of cattle. Dad would take care of the cattle, he didn't want us kids
gettin' in the lot, gettin' trampled. My brother and I did the milkin'. I milked eleven cows
and he was three years younger than I was and he milked seven. We'd carry it all to the
house hundred yards up hill, then we'd separate it, carry the skim milk back, feed the
hogs. Usually had quite a few spring pigs and we'd slop them, which they don't do
anymore but they did well on it. Buttermilk, skim milk, ground oats, made tankage of it.
We'd get up about 5 in the morning. We'd chore til about 8.

After school, what were your chores?
We'd do the same thing over, usually get done around 8 o'clock in the evening, 7, 8
o'clock and eat supper and go to bed. Usually 9 o'clock by then ... wasn't any time for
homework. (laughs) I can remember havin' to copy a bunch of poems one time and I
spent all night doin' that. We were supposed to type it and I didn't know how to use a
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typewriter, so one key at a time for 25 poems took quite a while. At that time we didn't
have electricity yet. It was all by kerosene lamps.
Don Milburn
We had a couple of pot bellied stoves. That was it. Burned wood, coal, cobs, whatever.
Dad and some of the neighbors, they would go down around Monroe or somewhere and
get coal, haul it home. But we burned a lot of wood. I can remember helpin' grandpa
split wood and we had, to me it looked like a mountain of wood. Probably wasn't
but...seemed like it at the time because I was five, maybe. We had to clean the chicken
house out. Hated that. We had to go get the cows out of the pasture, we helped milk,
fed pigs, gathered eggs, fed the cattle, horses. We done whatever. 'Course we always
had to argue about who's gonna do what.
Raymond Brown
We had a fireplace, plus a heating stove. The kitchen was kind of stuck out on the end
of the house and in the wintertime mom would wear her buckled overshoes to keep her
feet warm in that kitchen. And we burned wood. There were four girls and then the two
boys. The three older girls had to carry wood in, put it on the porch to get ready to burn
every night. I was the oldest, so I had to carry more pieces. Dad had it all figured out, I'd
carry this many pieces, and Margaret and Clarice would carry so many because she
was younger. We had a bathroom upstairs and we had to go to the basement and
pump this thing called a pressure pump to get pressure to get water to our bathtub, our
toilet, the stool, upstairs.
You had hot water?

It came through our kitchen cookstove; the water was hooked up so we had warm
water upstairs. We were "right uptown." We lived there six years so when we moved
there I was twelve. But I when was 16 it was in dating time, so my sisters were
supposed to take turns pumping so I'd have water for my bath. I always had to milk
cows ever since I was twelve, so they were supposed to pump the water for me. And
they wouldn't have it pumped. That made me so angry. (laughter) I had to go down,
pump my own water, too, after I had milked the cows.
Jean Hinegardner
Talking about showers though, we did have a bucket with a hose and brush on it. Little
spigot would turn on the water on the bucket. We would set the water out in the yard in
the morning. So we'd have warm water and we had an old wash house out back and we
had one of these big round tubs, and that was our shower. And the floor in this wash
house was wooden with little cracks in it. So if it ran through it was up off the ground a
ways. But that was a modern convenience, it really was. Otherwise you take a bath in
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the little wash pan and you know, you can put your kids in a tub but when you get to be
a grown up it's pretty hard to get in the tub.
Bill Rempp
Susan's family had a reunion. And when her cousin was a boy, he lived in Cedar Falls,
and they sent him down to us, for a while. He was bored, a city boy, and they wanted us
to take him so we did. I think he was 14 years old the way I remember, and I put him to
work. Put him on the tractor and so forth, and we castrated pigs, we did everything. And
then at this reunion he was the speaker for the family and said I want to tell you about
when I was a kid my folks had me go down and lived with Gary and Susan for awhile.
He said, we mowed hay, if there was a section out of the sickle I had to put in a new
section, we castrated pigs, and when we was mowin' hay I was 14, I would never let my
boys do that when they were 14. So after this was over with, why, it was some of her
distant relation, lived up by Waverly and he come around and he says, you was kind of
rough on him, weren't you? I said, well that's the way it sounds. I said I started drivin'
the tractor when I was 5. He says I did, too. I said, By the time I was 14, I was drivin' a
car to town, didn't have a license but I was drivin' to town. He says, I was too, I had my
first wreck when I was 12. (laughter)
Gary Davis
Well, we started milking cows ... I think I started milkin' cows when I was about 12 years
old. We usually milked between 5 and 7 cows. We had chores that we had to do, such
as back then we soaked corn in the milk, separated the milk and sold the cream and
then we poured the skim milk in the big barrels and soaked the corn and that's what we
fed the hogs. And then as we got a little older... I started drivin' the tractor when I was
about 12. Dad put a block on the clutch so I could reach the clutch on an old F20. Then
we baled hay. We started out driving the tractor and as we got older we started loading
the racks. I can remember as a little kid, and I can't tell you how old I was but my
grandparents still had their horses, and I used to help my granddad with his horses. But
eventually one of the horses died, so he just sold the other horse and, of course by then
dad was farmin' the farm and we used tractors then.
Mike Mintle

Oh, did chores, carried water, always had to carry the water and everything else.
I can remember one place, you carried it from the windmill, it was way down the hill from
the house, quite a ways. 'Course mom washed clothes a lot, carried a lot of water,
heated a lot of water. Dad would pitch the hay on the hayrack and my sister and I would
walk on it, pack it down so you could get more hay on it. Then you took it in and we had
the hay fork, certainly by then. And I can remember the neighbor had a hay loader and
we thought that was all right, Yeah, it was hot.
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Shirley Moyer
In the winter time, dad and us three boys would go to timber and cut wood, we'd burn
wood in the furnace, and wood in the cook stove. We'd go over to the timber and cut
wood. And we didn't have any power tools, it was an old hand saw like this, two of us
boys on one end, dad on the other.
Frank Wheeler
Feed the chickens, feed the horses, bring the cows in when it was time to milk. We did
not have beef cattle, it was all milk cattle. That would be the chores that you did all the
time, help with milking the cows. Well, another thing that I did a lot when we put up hay,
to put in the hay mow, you did not have bales, you had a big fork and it pulled it all up,
you know, dump it in and then you take it to the barn and then you have a pulley.
There's a big door that goes down, and there's a pulley clear through there. There a
grab fork picks up that hunk of hay and I led the horse to the fork to make it go back up.
Then you had to come back with the horse when the next fork was ready. Then I finally
did do it with the pickup, once, too. And to get the hay out of the field, my dad didn't
have that but my husband did when we were married, I suppose you would call it a hay
lift? It was kind of like a rake but it would go right behind the hay rack and pick it up,
easier than havin' to fork it all in by hand. I've done that and we had a tractor we did that
with.
Lucille Van Dyke

Many times, my sister and I would help our dad get a small load of corn before we
would go to school. We'd be out maybe clear across the field, in moonlight, hand
picked. Get a small load, and we could do this when there was a full moon or a last
quarter because, we'd get up probably 4 o clock and have the milking done and
breakfast and chores. Then we'd walk to school.
Bill Rempp
When I was a kid, that young, if you got 90 to 100 bushels you had a fairly good corn
crop. I remember me and sis a couple years there, as it was bein' phased out there, that
hand pickin', on Saturdays we would go with dad to the corn field and we'd pick one row
together and he'd pick two rows ... and then lot of times in those last two years, he would
leave that last load sittin' on the wagon and me and sis would shovel that in the corn
crib when we got home from school while he was doin' the chores. Funny how you
remember that. We milked usually about 12 cows. Me and sis would go out and help
him in the morning and at night. I think he milked probably six or seven while we milked
the others, but we took our turns at it... I remember me and sis going along on
Saturdays, (hand picking corn) .. still had the team of horses then. Me and her would do
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our best to keep up on that one row, cause we were only kids, maybe 8, 1O years old,
but we could take one row, he'd take two.
Ron Van Gennep
When I was big enough, I got to gather the eggs. Didn't 'have to,' I 'got to.' One time I
went to reach under an old hen and it was a possum in that nest. I tried to get him out
but he was dead. My mother came out and he was gone. Possums play dead.
(laughter) I said, 'But he isn't alive, mom, he isn't alive.'
Ellen Merck

From about the age of 5 on, I was expected to do my assigned chores. I learned very
quickly that if you left the gate open and the hogs got out, the whole family was
impacted. Getting the hogs back in often required the whole family's cooperation. Thus
you got behind on the other chores which resulted in trips to town and other fun things
being canceled. And you had caused the incident! So I learned the importance of being
responsible. By failing to close the gate the chagrin of the whole family fell on me. As
you might guess, me being the youngest, I was always the lad who jumped off the
tractor or the hayrack, or the wagon to open the gate and then shut it. Thereafter, I was
also the one who would be sent to the pasture to bring the cows in and take the cows to
the big pasture in the morning. We had an evening pasture which was closer to the
milking barn and then we had an all day pasture. One of my first jobs was to go see
Lee Bailey. He organized the thrashing run with his big thrashing machine. So my dad
said, "You take Bob---that was my pony---and hook up to the pony cart and you drive
over to Lee Bailey's. Ask him if you can be the water boy for the thrashing at the nearby
neighbors' places." I did that and Mr Bailey said, "Sure." Being the water boy meant
hauling two one-gallon jugs which had a corn cob stopper and were wrapped in burlap
with some help from my mother. I would go to the water source, usually a pump which
had to be primed, and fill those jugs. Then I'd drive pony and cart to the different people
pitching bundles from the shocks onto the hayrack. There another person, beside
driving the team of horses, would stack the bundles appropriately. It was always
fascinating how there did not seem to be any disease that was spread by using the
common jug. I always wanted to be able to drink water from the jug like they did. They
would cradle that jug on the crook of their arm. First of all they would give it a slop out
to supposedly sanitize the opening, and then they could tip it up beautifully to quench
their thirst using only one arm. They would always tease me or thank me or both. Then
I would go on to the next rack. Usually I would be paid something between twenty five
cents and a dollar for a day's work being the water boy, and Bob always took care of
me. My mother was fairly progressive on day care for her youngest son. Her choice of
caretaker was Bob. Bob was already in his later years. He seemed to like me and
wouldn't wander off. She knew that Bob would be where I was. And I also felt that
when I was with Bob, all was well.
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Stanley Greenwald
We had a Shetland pony. When I was 8 years old I had my first job, haulin' water for the
threshers. Got a dime a day, and after the second year one of our neighbors said.
"You're not gettin' enough money" and he went around, told everybody that my price
was raised to a quarter. So boy, I was in clover! (laughs) But you know when we got to
his place he paid me a dime. He said,' I made you money.' Went after the cows one
night, (on the Shetland pony) and 'course bein' on bottom ground always had a lot of
weed patches, you know, and had a couple dogs, one a Collie-Shepherd mix and one
looked like a little black Lab, used as a coon hound. Did a lot of huntin' with 'em. But
they were good stock dogs, too, and they wasn't trained like these border collies but
you'd take 'em with you and they'd go in the weed patches and bring the cows back
out.They'd go in there and hide. You'd put bells on them but they'd soon learn how to
stay still, wouldn't ring those bells. They'd go in a weed patch and come yippin out like
they'd chasing a rabbit and I was scoldin' the dogs like they was chasin' cows and I
could hear somethin' runnin' through and had a little deer come out and went over the
back of the pony, just back of me, just brushed the back of my shirt. That was the first
deer I'd seen. I knew what it was, and I had the deer fever ever since.
Don Milburn
I had a little Shetland pony so I hauled water to the thrashin' crew, in a jug, goin' around
to each bundle crew where they were pickin' up the bundles.This Shetland pony got
stubborn quite often and the men that were out in the field thought I should be bringing
them a drink little faster than I could but I still tried. I enjoyed the thrashin' outfit because
about ten o'clock---the neighbor ladies always went together and made dinner for the
thrashin' crew and 'course they had a lot of pies and cakes so the ladies would call me
in early and let me have pie or cake. I kind of enjoyed them. Yeah, I got rich hauling
water on the thrashin' crew. If I was lucky I might have got twenty five cents for several
days work. Once in a while I think somebody felt sorry for me and I might a got thirty five
cents. I saved my money up ... all the kids at school had roller skates. They would skate
out on the sidewalk at noon hour at school. I saved my money up one year to buy a pair
of roller skates.and that was quite a thrill. I remember goin' to school that fall with my
skates. 'Course I fell down a few times. If I remember right it was 98 cents for a pair of
skates. I had a bicycle finally. The way I got the bicycle, the neighbor boys, there was
three of them and one year for Christmas, they got three new bicycles. So I would walk
about a mile to their place and get to ride their bicycle. I evidently teased enough for a
bicycle that I agreed I would sell my Shetland pony if I could have a bicycle. We went to
town one night, into Grinnell, which we did not get to Grinnell very often. But they had a
bicycle shop there. It was a used bicycle but I was proud of it. The next morning there
was a man came and bought the Shetland pony. That was the end of my hauling water
for the thrashing crew.
Don Weaver
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... not really a pony but it was a small saddle horse. Old Pet, and she was too smart.
We'd put the saddle on her and she'd puff up, you know, (laughter) 'course us kids we'd
try and try to get her to quit that. She knew that we wasn't gonna hurt her, and we'd be
goin' out in the pasture somewhere and the saddle would slide off. Then she'd just
stand there and look at us.
Ray Brown
When I was three years old and my sister was five and we lived west of Newburg dad
bought us two kids each a pony. One was small and its name was Tiny, and Sharon's
name was Daisy. That's where I started with the horses. I always loved the horses.
James Mcllrath
We had a Shetland pony when we were just kids but that was the only, quote, riding
horse that we ever knew was ours and after we got older we started scouring the
neighborhood to find colts that somebody wanted broke. Most of the time they threw
you off. (laughs) I can remember when my folks moved to town I was 15, of course just
coming to town we didn't know what you could do, sports and things like that and the
college had a riding academy up here. We got to know the fella up there real well and
he would let us come up and ride, break colts for him for free so we'd get to ride 'em for
free so we did that for two or three years 'til the college finally did away with it, I guess.
Robert Dimit
My dad had a Shetland pony named Topsy for my brothers, and she was smarter than I
was because she would take me underneath the clothesline, and a little kid, off I'd go.
And she'd just go over there and stop and I'd go and get her and try again. But she just
knew exactly what to do. When she was tired of what we were doing underneath the
clothesline she'd go. Didn't matter what I wanted to do.
Boyd Sparks

I'll tell you, a Shetland Pony is not for kids. That Shetland Pony, they know their own
way and they'll try to get rid of you if they can, yes they will, I know all about it. An old
work horse is a lot better for a kid to ride.
Shetland Pony will try to skin you off, going under branches and things?

Yeah, they knew all about it. You talk about dumb animals, but none of em are dumb, all
animals are smart. Yes they are. They have a way of surviving.
Frank Wheeler
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What was life like for your mother?
It was like any of the other old-timers back in them days. It wasn't easy, you know, She
always had a flock of chickens she took care of and she did quite a bit of canning from
the garden. Until we were probably in the late 50s, early 60s, that would have been the
first indoor plumbing we had, on the farm out there. You know, back in those days
everybody was kind of in the same boat. You made a living but you really didn't have a
lot of luxuries in life. You had the things you needed to have ..
Ron Van Gennep
I'll tell you, she didn't have running water in the house, had to carry, an old hand pump
you know. And to wash the clothes, had what they called a summer kitchen. Up off the
ground about that far. No insulation, just the bare outside walls you know. She had an
old cook stove, fire up, heat the water on, to wash the clothes, had a double tub
washing machine, with a gas engine. A job.
Frank Wheeler
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Tough. We had a big garden, she spent all summer cannin'. She'd be out there at the
crack of dawn pickin' strawberries or beans or peas. 'Course we had potatoes, a big
garden. And she's cannin' this stuff on a darn 4-burner oil burner in the summertime and
she had hay fever. I can remember standin' there with that big old pressure cooker. I'll
bet it was 120 degrees in that kitchen, I don't know how hot it was. It was hot enough
that we'd drag the mattresses out in the back yard to sleep in the summertime ... but she
had it tough. Dad would get a, I assume it was half a beef from one of the neighbors or
he'd work it out, you know, or I remember one time somebody's hogs got out in the road
and the neighbor kid was comin' home from a date at night and he hit that sow with a
'49 Ford and it shoved the front tire clear up under his feet, and you know, funny thing
was, nobody owned that sow. And nobody wanted it. Dad said, 'Well, I'll go up there
and cut 'er throat.' He butchered that sucker on the kitchen table. There was one ham
that wasn't any good where the car hit it but...mom would cold pack that meat.There's
nothin' like cold packed beef. I smuggled a fork out of the house and when I'd come
home from the school I'd go down the basement and get a quart of that. I had it open,
you know, I didn't eat the whole quart at a time but I'd eat some of that and then I'd hide
it down there. Well, I got caught and got my hind end tanned for that. I remember mom
had a couple of these big crocks, and I think dad sliced those hams and they put 'em in
that crock and then lard went over 'em. 'Course it got hard, and they kept that in the
basement and kept it covered. That ham kept that way. We used to make sauerkraut,
put it in them crocks.
Ron Riley
One thing from a woman's view of it, she kept a book because of this one thousand
dollars borrowed, (FHA) and she was to keep a book of their expenses, even to the
point, which surprised me, ten cents for shoelaces. I mean, everything, that's telling you
how exact it was. Another criteria, they had strings on that thousand dollars, didn't
they? And one thing that a woman would notice, she HAD to have a canner. If they were
gonna borrow that money, she was part of the deal, she had to have a canner and she
did! She canned hundreds and hundreds of cans of vegetables and fruit...
Susan Davis
We bought very little stuff. Also where we lived down here southwest of Gilman there
was some fruit trees. I know there was a cherry tree, dad always picked all the cherries.
There was some apples and some plums. I don't think there was ever a pear tree but I
don't know for sure. But she took care of all of that. We always had a big garden. My
brother and I worked in it, maybe not as hard as we should have. Dad worked hard, oh,
he did a lot in the garden. Raised lots of potatoes, beans, corn ... I can't remember
everything that was in it...
Gary Davis
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Ohh, my mother worked hard. You know, back in those days ... she's 98 years old and
she's out here at St Francis Manor now... but back in those days why, we milked the
cows ... dad would get up in the morning, mom fixed him a cup of coffee, then he'd go out
and do chores. Or we all would, and then we'd come in and eat breakfast. While we was
out doin' chores and stuff she would fix breakfast and then when we brought the milk in,
why, we'd separate it and put the cream in the cream can, and she had to wash that
separator. Back in those days you had wringer washing machines, and 'course you
didn't have dryers, so summertime you hang it all on the line, or you either hang it up on
ropes in the basement by the old furnace to dry 'em or upstairs over the register. Only
had one register in the house. Gravity flow heat, had registers in the ceiling, heat went
upstairs in the winter. Wintertime you didn't take a glass of water with you 'cause it'd
freeze overnight. 'Course back in those days when the neighbors all went together, help
to shell corn, when you did that it was usually one or two day job, she had big meals to
fix for them and when we baled hay we usually had help. Back before that, we only did
one thrashing that I can remember, you had a thrashing crew come in and she had to fix
for all of them. In the mornings, lotta times, we'd have to kill the chicken and pull the
head off, she would pluck it. 'Course we raised chickens and then she would can the
chickens. A lot of our meat was canned. 'Course along with that she had to clean the
house and make the beds. Yes, it was a very hard life for a woman out on a farm. Once
in a while she'd come out and help us if we needed help in the field, drivin' tractor for us.
Mike Mintle
She had a Warm Morning cookstove in the kitchen and my job was to bring some cobs
in. We fed the hogs ear corn, so the cob would be left and the hogs would eat all that
corn right off of the ear. So you'd go to the hog lot and pick up those cobs and they are
good fuel for a cookstove because it's quick and hot. On the Warm Morning cookstove,
we had a reservoir and we had to keep that thing full, put water in there and that was
always lukewarm, just about right to wash your hands and face. We'd dip some out of
there to wash with, and she'd cook, bake bread and did all our cooking on that Warm
Morning stove. We had to bring fuel in for it and she did that probably more than I
realized. The thing about it is she would wash our clothes in the summertime, it wasn't
just once a week, it was probably more like two times and sometimes three because
everyone perspired so much. We were in dirty work, in hay, in oats. Everything that we
did was sort of dirty, like workin' with the hogs, be a lot of hog dust. We castrated the
male pigs.That's just part of farm life. I really marvel at what she was able to do. I was
born in September and I can just imagine she was glad to have that over with. She was
the calm person in the marriage. My dad was sort of excitable, I said earlier a little bit
fiesty and that's true but my mother was the calm person. She just always kept the ship
afloat. But she took care of the chickens and that means carrying water to the chickens,
carrying feed to the chickens, and when we had small chickens and they got big enough
to eat, I think my dad always butchered the chickens, that is, he would kill them. She
could but I think he always helped with that. She'd have that water just boiling hot and
take those chickens by their feet and around in that boiling water and those feathers
would just come off in the handfuls. She'd cut one up and fry that, and oh, it was good.
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I never saw her, as a boy I never saw her without doing something. When she sat down
at night she would be mending some clothing or she would be doing a crochet for a
doily to sit on a table to set the radio on or something like that. She never, ever sat
down and just did nothing. No idle hands ever, not at all.
Boyd Sparks

Oh my goodness. I can remember sitting on the front porch. We had a big round tub, a
metal tub, a washtub I suppose they called it, full of green beans. We had to set and
snap those beans. When we were little, we thought we'd never get done snappin' those
beans. I suppose she thought she'd never get done canning beans, either. She canned
everything. I know we had mulberry trees. We didn't like mulberries very well but we had
to use mulberries. She'd get some cherries and put with the mulberries and can them
together. And rhubarb with mulberries and pineapple. She'd buy crushed pineapple and
mix it with the mulberries. She canned everything; pumpkins, squash. I don't think she
ever did potatoes, but I knew some people who did. We used corn syrup for canning.
We could only get limited amounts of sugar because we had had to have rationing
stamps. We always canned meat. I remember sausage. We butchered our own, cut it
up and rendered the lard. Someway Mom would make sausage patties and put them in
lard, then freeze them and put them down in the oats bin to keep frozen for longer. Mom
canned a lot of meat, you know, even rabbit. I know there was a building with nails and
dad had rabbit, hangin' there frozen. I know she canned the good parts of the rabbit.
Mom and dad both were frugal. I can remember Mom saying she did her Christmas
shopping for us four girls on two dollars and a half. I said, 'Mom, How'd you get by with
that?' She said they used to have paper doll books for ten cents, and we liked paper
dolls. She'd buy us each a couple of paper doll books. Then an orange, and she'd get
by on two dollars and a half.
Jean Hinegardner
She made lots of angel food cakes, and one time, somebody was having an anniversary
or something, and she took a small dishpan, and made an angel food cake to go in
there. I don't know how any eggs it took, and 'course you had to have something in the
middle. And lots of pies, all kinds of fruit pies. We had quite a few cherries where we
lived and of course, canned cherries, made cherry pie, all that. And then we had our
own meat, we did our own butchering. With a hog we would take some to have it cured,
then. Always took the hog's head to Pella and had baloney made out of it. Maybe they
put other meat with it, I don't know, but oh, that was the best baloney! Because you had
to cook it, see, and we had wooden fruit baskets, and so my mother'd put all those rings
of baloney in that and put them on the front porch 'cause it would freeze. And Sunday
night supper was always a ring of baloney cooked with some crackers. Don't know what
else but we had that. We had fried chicken, and then '34 and '36 when it was so dry and
the crops were not the best, we had a few hogs but they didn't do too good to butcher
and I remember we had a relative who lived in Searsboro, a teacher who didn't have a
school at that particular time, and he would come out and shoot some of the squirrels.
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We'd eat squirrel and also guineas. Mom raised guineas and of course they'd fly to the
top of the tree, and he'd shoot 'em. And then she would dress them, whole, and I can
remember her tieing their legs together, put them on a broomstick, then put them
upstairs in the north room and open the window so they would freeze, 'cause there was
no heat upstairs.
Lucille Van Dyke
One of my childhood jobs was to pick up the corn cobs for fuel to burn in the cookstove.
There were clean cobs and there were dirty cobs and it was suggested that I be
selective. Our cookstove was the usual range. It had a marvelous oven. The upstairs of
our house was not heated. You could come down from upstairs after sleeping
underneath all the robes for bedding, and mom would have my day clothes warming in
the oven. Another thing is that with our range you were allowed to sit on the oven door.
You could keep toasty warm from that. Mom was remarkable in what she could produce
on that cookstove. The greatest treat would be fresh bread which would be ready when
you walked home from school about 4:15 pm. The butter would melt on this, there
might be some marmalade, another was cinnamon sugar... marvelous after school.
Stanley Greenwald
She worked awful hard. Always had a big garden, she canned a lot. Well, just keeping
us kids ... I was somewhat big and I had a brother almost as big as I was and we ate an
awful lot, but she had chickens ... Three hundred laying hens, sell 'em in the fall, bring in
new ones, stuff like that. Dad milked and we drank the milk. It was before pasteurization
and so forth, but the garden was big and she canned and canned and canned. But til
1946, I think it was, they bought the first refrigerator and the first gas stove. She cooked
on wood stove, cobs and stuff. I don't see how she was able to do it but she did. In my
opinion she did a good job of cookin'.
Gary Davis
I really don't know how she survived. It's amazing to me because we always had a hired
man, or company, you know. We did have a pump in the kitchen but that's all we had.
Had a big old cookstove with a reservoir. She made bread and fed us all the time and
did laundry. I don't know how she got it all done.
Raymond Brown
As I look back I don't know how anyone survived. My mother had a washing machine
that had a gasoline motor on it. Monday was always wash day. She would start this
gasoline motor and it would run the washing machine. Sometimes couldn't get it started
and of course that frustrated her. She spent most of the day washing clothes, then she'd
have to hang them out on the line to dry. After they was washed in the washing machine
they were put into a rinse tub to rinse the soap out of 'em, and that was done all by
28

hand. For the rinsing you always had a stick that you stirred the clothes with to rinse
them. Then she'd have to take them out on the clothesline and hang 'em up to dry. If it
rained, I spose she'd have to wait til the next day to wash. We hung a lot of them up in
the house, I remember that. Put a rope across the room and hang the clothes in the
house. Of course she had to make the soap. She would use, I remember mixin' that up,
used lye and lard. I don't remember anything else in it or not. There was a neighbor lady
that helped on washdays like that, so she had help there, but still it was a lotta work.
Besides she had to feed the family. Always bakin' bread. I would come home from
school and there would probably be fresh baked buns there and of course we had all
kinds of butter so I always had somethin' to lunch on. It was a wood cook stove. In the
summertime she had a 3 burner kerosene stove and because the cookstove would heat
the house up so bad, she would use this kerosene stove to cook on a lot of times. Some
cookstoves had what they called a boiler on the side of it that they put the water in to
heat but I don't think we were ever fortunate enough to have that kind of a stove. My
mother canned meat a lot and that was good. Wintertime or whenever, all we had to do
was open up a can of this meat and it was good.

Don Weaver
I don't know how she did it, honestly. I think most of her time was cookin', cleanin'
washing clothes. She made bread one day a week, 7 loaves of bread a week. We ate
good, lot of meat and potatoes. We raised our own. We ate, pretty much, off the land.
We did have a cistern pump but we seldom had water in the cistern. We used the well
outside the house. We had a deep well that we used for the livestock. We had running
water to them but it was not drinkable for humans, too high a mineral content. We had a
shallow well near the house and she'd pump for a boiler like that one (indicates) and
she'd heat water for the washing. She'd can a hundred quarts of tomatoes every year.
One year she had a hundred quarts of gooseberries. Come in handy with a big family
but that's a lot of stemmin'. They was all wild gooseberries. One year we had a lot of
raspberries on one place we lived.The year we had such a short corn crop dad put a
bunch of turnips in the very last part of August and we took a wagon load of them to
Kellogg to the grocery store there and traded them for groceries. We had enough
turnips to buy groceries all winter. People bought more turnips at that time. We did a lot
of trading and bartering for groceries. Wild plums and hazelnuts, we raised sorghum.
We never did trade that. With the neighbors we always had a waiting line back then,
during sugar rationing then. Couldn't hardly buy sugar. Had stamps for it but they could
never get enough. We raised sorghum. We'd get up before school. You had to strip the
leaves off the sorghum, used a forked stick, strip the leaves and then you'd cut the
stalk, throw it on the wagon, haul it to Lynnville. They'd process it and we'd get half,
they'd keep half for processing. We had many, many gallons of sorghum to use.
You know, for turnips, it doesn't take a very big patch to raise a wagonload of turnips.
We'd have that money and we kept some for our own use. We had a bin in the
basement we kept them in. Always had a big garden and mother and the girls mostly
take care of that.
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Don Milburn
It was a life of a lot of hard work. It took her most of the day, the garden work, getting
the vegetables ready, cooking our meals, baking our bread then, and doing the laundry,
and the ironing and all that. She had virtually no time for anything during the week but
on Sundays she would read, Sunday afternoons. She had played the piano and we still
had her piano. She played mostly hymns, she had had very little formal instruction but
I'm sure she had a lot of talent. She sang alto very capably. She didn't have time to sing
in the church choir or go to their rehearsals, but as a child, sitting in church with her, I
remember she sang alto very capably.
Elsie Johnston

Mother was busy because she worked in the fields . She was just like a hired man to
dad. And he expected her to be out in the field helpin' him, and then when it come
noon ... he expected a meal to be ready. So she never had a dull moment that she
wasn't doing something, working. And she got to where, I don't know whether, she was
a city girl. She come from Laurel, Iowa, and of course she never knew anything about
farming or anything, but when she went to the nursin' home she knew everything there
was to a farm. She worked harder than a lot of men did. She made all the girls' clothes
and her own and I don't remember havin' a whole lot of boughten dresses and stuff
around the house, it was all homemade, like you say, with printed bags ...
James Mcllrath

Patricia: Tell him about when the bull was chasin' you.
Oh yeah. We were in the barn and the bull was in the barn and he took after us, and
back then there was horse stalls ... we didn't use them anymore but anyway we ran into
the horse stalls and the bull was right behind us, and I jumped in the manger and mom
was right behind me and she jumped in on top of me (laughs) and I just knew that was
that bull! She was just gettin away, too. (laughter) And the bull, he just ran by us and
down past the stalls, he didn't know what happened to us or anything .. he wasn't as
after us as we thought he was.
She had to take the kids to the field with her when she was workin' in the field doin'
something like that and so she would take them in a box or somethin' and set 'em at the
end of the field and she'd check on 'em everytime she came back, not get off but make
sure they were OK. It was just, as I look at it, just a typical family farm.
James Mcllrath

And your mother, did she work in the field ever?
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Very little. During oat seeding she would drive the tractor 'cause somebody had to be in
the wagon to fill the endgate seeder, and then once in a while she drove the tractor on
the baler but very seldom because my dad and his two brothers and my granddad
worked together doing anything that needed extra help. There was a neighborhood
club, the W.A.W. club that was started in the mid 30s by the land grant colleges to get
farm wives together and the W.A.W. stands for Work A While, and we took all of those
records to the library just in the last couple years. Sue and I ended up with them. But
they would get together once a month and there would be an extension leader come
and they'd talk about sewing and cooking and canning.
That was state wide or national?

That was national, the land grant colleges, Iowa State, Missouri State and all those.
But my mom did a tremendous amount of canning and we had a big garden which
everybody worked in. We did all our own butchering and meat curing.

What do you remember of your grandmother?

My grandmother and I were very close. I credit a lot of my success in life to her. But she
was unusual in that she ran the business. When she grew up they had a cheese factory
down by Killduff and at 14 she was the one that would saddle the horses and deliver the
cheese to all the different grocery stores. And she would go to Kellogg and Killduff and
Grinnell and Newton and deliver the cheese. My grandfather worked ... I said he was a
blacksmith ... and she bought and sold all the livestock, all the machinery. My
grandfather, and I think a lot of them at that time were fairly gruff... but if an implement
dealer gave her a bad time when she went in to buy a part, which happened a lot, they
tried to make the women look ignorant, my grandfather would go explain to them that
she was buying the stuff and it better not happen again and the implement dealers and
parts guys they say, did not want him to come in a second time.
But my grandmother went blind from glaucoma and I have one younger male cousin
but the rest of my cousins are all girls. And she had boys so she spoiled me, I would
say. But when she went blind, she said that your other senses kick in when you lose
one and she said she didn't think that was true, that you could develop all your senses
even while you have them all. So I would take her places and we'd drive by and she
would say 'What did you smell?' or 'What did you hear?' And sometimes she'd make me
go back so I could smell whether we went by a lilac bush or heard a hog feeder lid
bang. She cooked everything. She was an incredible cook, and I learned a lot of my
cooking skills from her also. I think I learned more cooking skills from her than the girls
did. One time I stayed with her overnight, which I did periodically and the girls did, too.
But we went out and she got a teakettle going for hot water and went and chopped the
head off a rooster, took the hot water, scalded it and plucked it and got it browned, and
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in the oven. We dug potatoes, picked peas, shelled 'em, picked cherries and pitted 'em,
She made a pie.
What did she cook on?
An old cook stove which she always kept. She got an electric stove in the mid 50s,
seldom ever used it. When she was blind, she let me use her hog facilities ... I tried to
avoid being there at mealtime because I knew she would want me to stay for dinner and
I didn't want her to go to that work. 'Course she saw through that and one day I was
runnin' a little late. She had me come in and she fried potatoes and she fried
hamburgers that day and I said "How do you know that they're done?" and she said
"Well, you can smell and you can hear the frying sound." But she said you could
definitely tell when something was overdone cause it burned, but if you smell when
you're cooking, you can even smell potatoes or meat if it's not done as well as you can
smell if it is done. Or too done.
Howard McDonough
My grandmother was a very good grammaw. She would make us kids mittens, we had
no boughten mittens. And she would make us clothes ... and she was a wonderful
grammaw. She was Dutch and that's where I always said dad got his sternness was
from the Dutch. But she was great, she was always cookin' and I had an aunt that lived
with her after my grandpa died when I was three, she stayed there with grammaw... they
were always comin' over on their way to town, to Grinnell or whatever and they would
have home made doughnuts and food. She had a wood stove, wood and coal. There
was a water reservoir on one side. Then of course the oven and the stove plates you
know that lift up ... But my aunt and my grandmother both, whenever we were over
there workin' in the field, I can remember always about mid morning or mid afternoon,
start lookin' for them to be comin' across the field with the lunch or whatever but anyway
that was the highlight, that's what kept you gain'. They would bring a fruit jar with coffee,
for dad and they would bring me milk, generally, and then a sandwich, something like
that, apple. She was a woman who you never went to her place and went away hungry.
James Mcllrath
She used to can all the meat. Us kids used to go out, hunt rabbits with a club, we didn't
have a gun. Us three boys right in a row, and we'd go out and get in the bean shucks
and stuff, one of 'em jump on it, the other one hit 'em in the head. In the wintertime, you
could freeze 'em but mom used to can rabbit, canned everything. And you talk about a
garden ... we used to raise a garden that never stopped. Took us half the summer just to
spade it up. They butchered hogs, they used to put in the lard, store it in big crocks and
stuff..
Allan Moyer
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I had a rifle, about 14, and I actually hunted the rabbits every winter. I would sell them to
a fella that came out from Chicago, right here in Grinnell and he wanted 25 at a
time.They had to be frozen, and they couldn't be shot through the body, had to be good
clean carcasses. I'd just hang them on the clothesline to freeze til I had enough to bring
them in. Made quite a few trips in with those. All the roadsides was lined with brush. And
so I could walk up the hill from the house ... we had 16 acres up above the bottom
ground and the house was at the bottom of the hill and I'd walk up to the top of the hill
and by the time I got there I'd have all the rabbits I could carry back. Then I'd go over,
we had a mile, three quarters of a mile east of us, there was a brush patch, five acres I
guess, now, and you couldn't walk through it. It was full of brambles, gooseberries and a
lot of raspberries in it, the rabbits was just swarmin' in it. And it was down, I guess a
hundred yards from the road and I'd stand up top. Use a fence post for a support and
send the dogs down, they'd go down and mess around, the rabbits come out and set
around the edge and I'd just plink til I had all I could carry and I'd call the dogs and we'd
go home and I'd go back and get another batch. Skinned 'em out soon as I got home
with 'em. We fried most of the rabbits we had. I don't remember ever roastin ' one. But
we ate ... I know dad was figurin' it up and said one day I think we ate 240 pounds of
rabbits that one winter. And I don't think that's ... if anything it was more than that. Take
three or four rabbits for a meal, you know. We ate a lot of pigeons. 'Course everybody
had pigeons . Everybody had a barn and they was a real problem because they'd get in
and foul the hay in the hay mows, you know, and I'd take a BB gun or a rifle ... we wasn't
allowed to take a rifle, shoot the pigeon off the barn because they were afraid we'd hit
the shingles, put a hole in the roof.. .or we'd take pitchforks, knock 'em down and we ate
a lot of pigeons. Mother'd fry a lot of 'em and if they was young she'd make pigeon pie
out of 'em,which is like a chicken pot pie now.

Don Milburn
Oh yeah, Grandpa ... well, it was a mile to the mailbox and in the wintertime, Grandpa'd
take me with him, I was his dog. (laughter) And we'd always come home with rabbits or
pheasants or whatever. Then we'd clean them and hang 'em out on the windmill so
they'd freeze, you know. That way we had meat all winter long. People now probably
wouldn't eat that stuff but we did. Survived. Squirrels, ate a lot of them. We used to have
a lot of jackrabbits but they just disappeared. I can remember a friend of mine from
school, I used to go stay overnight at his place occasionally, but his grandpa was 'blind'
but every fall when pheasant season was startin' he'd want to go huntin' with us boys. I
don't know how he did it but he could shoot a pheasant just as well as anybody but he
was 'blind,' you know. (laughter)
Raymond Brown
Well, he (Dad) hunted, when we needed something right away, he would go rabbit
huntin' and bring back several rabbits. There was oodles and gobs of rabbits back then.
But he would, they would shoot coons. I don't know what they did with 'em, but they
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shot coons. I can remember my mother's brother would come over, he wasn't married,
and there was a couple neighbors about that same age, World War II age, he was 17 or
18 when he went off to the War. But they would come and they would crawl up the big
maple trees that had holes in 'em and they would take a piece of barbed wire and they
would twist it up and stick it down in the hole and they'd twist it and get it wrapped
around the coon in his fur and then lift him up out of there. That was one person who did
that and the other one or two were down on the ground and they would clunck 'em
when they hit the ground.
James Mcllrath

How about refrigeration?

We used to put our milk and cream in a milk can, put it in a bucket of cold water, set it
down the basement. After I got to be twelve, my dad bought a refrigerator. It was called
an Icy-Ball. It had a ball here and a handle and a ball here. One end you would heat
every morning and that other ball would go into this box, like a freezer, like a chest type
freezer. Some way it would be heated on this end and the other end would get cold. It
would make eight ice cubes a day. Mom would have to put this little heater underneath
that every morning. We had six kids and mom and dad so we each got an ice cube for
supper. Nobody else had ice cubes. We had it in our glass of water.
Jean Hinegardner
I don't remember the ice in the refrigerator at all when I was a kid. But we had what was
called an Icy-Ball refrigerator. I remember that. And was it once a day you turned it
out...I saw a picture in some magazine and I thought, Oh I know what this is. Oh, that
was pretty nice to have that. My folks had that and when I was first married, and of
course we had no electricity, we bought an ice box ... and we had a hail storm, I'll tell you
that story. First year we were married we had a big hail storm. It knocked windows out in
our house, and there was a little crick south of us, and that was full of hail, so I went out
and I picked up all that hail and put it in the top where the ice was stored in the
refrigerator and we made ice cream while we had ice cubes ... didn't have to buy ice. And
there were times in the winter, you know, when there was lots of ice, you could make ice
cream, so you could sit with the oven door open, put your feet in it to keep your feet
warm while you were eating ice cream.(laughter) Isn't that crazy? Now my dad had an
ice house. I don't remember too much about it but the men in the neighborhood would
go down to the river...the Skunk River was not too far from where we lived. They'd go
down there and take some kind of saw and cut it in squares, you know, and then put
saw dust in the ice house, this big round building, put the ice in and cover it with saw
dust.
Lucille Van Dyke
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Now my grandparents had a deal that you cranked down into a well to cool stuff but that
was kind of unusual. We never had anything like that.
Gene Merck
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Tell me about the separator because some people say they just hated the
separator, hated having to run it.
The separator had a big bowl on the top of it. You'd pour the milk into this bowl, then it
had a big crank on it. You turned the crank and the separator part had metal disks in it
and those disks separated the cream from the milk. I don't know just how that did it but
it worked.The cream would run out of one spout into a pail, the milk would run into the
other pail. We drank the milk and made butter out of the cream.
Don Weaver
I thought it was a bad job. And then to wash the separator was worse. You had to do all
those forty things, discs, I think they called them, and that was my job too. We used to
drink that skim milk, warm milk coming out of that faucet when we were separating, just
take a cup and drink some of it.
Did you feed the skim milk to the hogs?
Yes, we always had what we called "slop," and mixed it with ground feed. We even
cooked it, and had a heater underneath it. We did that even after my husband and I
were married.
Jean Hinegardner
Back then we soaked corn in the milk, separated the milk and sold the cream and then
we poured the skim milk in the big barrels and soaked the corn and that's what we fed
the hogs.
Mike Mintle
And we had a 50 gallon wooden barrel after we'd separate the milk we'd put the milk in
that barrel and put the oats in there and let em soak over night and feed em to the pigs
the next day. Well, a separator, it had a bowl on the top of it, you'd put milk in, then that
milk would go down through, and you'd turn that crank, turn that crank, and you had that
part in there that had, I don't know if I can explain it to you. But it had things that
separated the heavy cream from the milk, made skim milk and heavy cream.
Nothing worse than that, got it done. Somebody had to take it apart and wash all those
parts. Twice a day.
Frank Wheeler
The milk was separated and the cream was sold to the local creamery and the skim milk
was given to the pigs. That's where it went. Seems like kind of a waste now, doesn't it,
but that's the way it was done. Separator in the wash house and every week the man
would come pick up the cream.I think we only had one or two cans of cream, it didn't
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mount up that fast, just the cream part of it so ... sometimes I'd tip that bowl on the
separator up just a little bit, make the cream run faster and mother'd say, "Don't you do
that!" Cause the butterfat count wouldn't be as good then.(laughter) Mother usually
cleaned the thing. You know how those discs in it? You have to take those all apart, then
we'd go on about something else again but I did the separating, usually. Ours was an
electric motor on it, we didn't have to crank it by hand, except if the power was out,
which wasn't very often. In fact that separator is still settin out to the farm in the old
wash house, exact same spot it always sat.
Ron Van Gennep
We did our own churning for butter. Mostly whole milk. We didn't drink a lot of milk in the
summertime. It always tasted like grass and we had no way to cool it. We had an ice
box but we didn't have ice. Had to go into town for that. I had an uncle, Herb Wyss, who
had a produce business here in Grinnell, so he bought cream and eggs, chickens. He'd
come out, cull our chickens for us every year. He had a truck route that he'd pick up the
cream and eggs, had thirty dozen cases of eggs and then ten and five gallon cream
cans that we'd fill. He'd bring it in here and I think most of what he bought he took to
Chicago. Now there was a produce in town that churned butter here. I'm not sure if they
bought eggs or not but they bought cream and they churned butter here in town and
marketed it.
Don Milburn
Well, we used all our (milk). What we didn't use, we made butter and cream, we used
cream and butter on everything. I remember somethin' about dad come home one time,
sayin' somethin' about seein' his sister makin' margarine. I don't suppose you even
remember that when margarine first come out...they had the little red pill in there, that'd
break..... We made our own cream, had our own butter, our own milk and of course, the
extra milk went out to feed the hogs.
Burton Cooper
When I was in college ... ! went to Iowa State ...the college was pushin' to get these big
milk coolers ... see, we milked by hand most of the time ... but they wanted you to get
milking machines, put it in the cooler and the truck would come and pump it out. And
that was the change ... I started college in '55. In '57 I had a course in dairy science, and
that was one thing they were tryin' to do. It was changin' at that time.
Gary Davis
What about butchering?
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We did all our own butchering and meat curing. The chickens, we had a stump with a
couple nails, we chopped their heads off, and then the cattle we shot 'em in the
forehead with a rifle and pigs, same way. We had a ratchet hoist in the corn crib and so
we would raise them up in the alleyway of the corn crib and that's where they cooled,
too, because that was a very cool place, air running through, trying to dry the corn.
We had a freezer from 1949, and we still canned a lot of meat and Sue and I still can
some meat and there's nothing better than canned meat. And then my grandfather
smoked meats, cured them and smoked meats.
Howard McDonough
We butchered anywhere from three to five hogs a year. I don't ever remember
butchering a cow. They were too valuable but we did butcher hogs and my mother and
grandmother and at that time would have been an aunt...they would get together after
they butchered and process the meat. The hams were usually hung in there, we had a
smokehouse, we called it. They would smoke the hams, soaked them in a salt brine. I
can't remember how long. After they were cured, they would hang them up in the
smokehouse. Usually hickory is what they liked to use. We had a timber across the road
from our house and the fella that owned it would allow us to go over and pick up what
hickory sticks we could find, or chop down a little tree and use that to smoke the meat.
The rest of it they canned. They would take usually the meat and put it in quart jars. I
can just remember they cooked it, I'm not sure how they did that, but we had rows and
rows of canned meat in the basement. She always had a big flock of chickens and in
the summertime that was probably our main meat. Canned meat if there was any left
over or chickens. I can remember runnin' them down.
Robert Dimit
Well, we had quite a few (hogs). We usually had seven or eight head that we'd butcher
for our own use and we'd butcher fifty to sixty head of beef a year, most of what we fed
out and they'd go to the locker. This was during meat rationing and before when meat
was hard to get. August Schultz who had the Kellogg locker come to dad--we had
butchered quite a little and taken it in--and he liked the looks of the beef he took in and
he asked if dad would butcher the cattle and take it in and he'd take care of the meat
stamps. He'd give him a cent above market and we'd keep the offal. We would get $25
for the hide and we had the livers, the heart, we ate all the livers. And the tongue. We
usually took the tongue into a dentist in Kellogg, Doc Hill, and he bought most of the
tongue, gave a dollar apiece for' em.

To eat?
Yeah, to eat. We always had neighbors who wanted to help butcher and of course lotta
times us kids would be in school and dad would give them half the liver for helping
butcher. We had a waiting line. Meat was hard to get and they didn't want to butcher
their own because at that time prices were comin' up on livestock. I can remember one
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year cattle was worth thirty cents a pound and you just didn't butcher much for your own
use. It was worth too much at the market. We would save a male hog every year, put
him in a stall in the hog house he could hardly turn around in and feed him soft corn and
skim milk til he'd get up 7-800 pounds and we'd butcher him and get 22, 23 gallon of
lard off him and we'd use it all. And pork chops then, they was huge. They are again but
now they're comin' out of a 280, 290 pound hog. He was 800 pounds but he had that
much lard over the top of him.
Don Milburn

There was a guy out of Newburg who did the butchering for us. He'd butcher on our
place. Not like now. If we butcher we take it down to Malcolm, but they'd butcher a hog
or a pig right on the place.
Gary Davis
Tell me about the house that you lived in. Was there heat upstairs?

Oh yeah. Stovepipe come up through the floor upstairs and then was elbowed over into
the chimney. The woodburner was down in the living room, and we burned a lot of
wood. Coal was kind of a luxury. Wood was cheap and easy to come by, so we cut a lot
of wood. That old stovepipe comin' up through the ceiling, that put off a lot of heat in that
upstairs bedroom. 'Course there was a stairway and the heat wants to rise anyway but
there's been mornings that I woke up and that pot was froze, 'cause that fire wasn't
gain' downstairs yet. So we'd go down stairs and dad or mom or one of us kids get the
fire gain' and then we'd stand there with our butts up against that woodburner gettin'
warm a little bit.
Ron Riley
It was an old 2 story house like most of them were on the farm with a kitchen, dining
room, living room. Lot of 'em was built pretty much on that order, you know. Actually had
a coal furnace, dad would go to town with the wagon in the fall, get a load of coal. Didn't
ever burn all that much wood, I don't recall, we had a cob bin in the basement. When
we shelled 'corn we put a wagonload of cobs in the bin to start a fire with. It was pretty
much always heated with coal because as a young kid I sat on the register a lot on
those cold days and mom would say, "Get off the register, you're blockin' all the
heat." (Laughter) I think we also had an oil burner in the kitchen, cause when it was way
below zero it was kind of cold in the kitchen. My job was usually bringin' that 5 gallon
bucket of fuel oil in the house in the evenings. It set there in the washhouse, ready to go
when we needed it. Cold? Oh boy, you could see your breath up there. But you know
you had enough covers that once your body heat warmed you up, you was OK. It was
cold for awhile, but. ..
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Ron Van Gennep
The old house was a wood frame house, not even as big as this one is, probably built
about 1900 maybe. They used to say the only time we had running water was when the
roof leaked (laughter) It had an old cookstove and on the one end you had to put your
wood and so forth to make your fire The oven was in the middle and then the plate on
top to cook on, and then on the other end it had a reservoir to heat hot water.
Bruce Henriksen
It was a big house. Cold, ooo, it was cold. And then there was another room over on this
side, we had a hired girl a few days after John was born, it was Aunt Nelly and she was
like a hired girl and she stayed over in that room. It was a pretty big house, had a big
living room right through the middle of the house, windows on the side. We had a big
heating stove in there.
But it was cold upstairs?
It was cold except for the stovepipe, but the other rooms were cold. Mom used to heat
big rocks in the oven, and wrap them up and put them down in our beds to get them
warm, and to put our feet on. Or sometimes she'd have a flat iron and come up and iron
right when we were ready to jump in.
Jean Hinegardner

... of course a cookstove in the kitchen and then we had a space heater in the dining
room, had a big dining room, 'course we always ate in the kitchen and a big living room
with a space heater in it. We had a register in the floor from the dining room up to the
boys' room and one to the girls' room. Just to let the air go from downstairs up stairs, it
was over the stove. We'd bank the fires, they'd die back at night and it wasn't unusual
to have snow across the blankets when you wake up, blowin' in through the windows.
Houses wasn't built like they are now.
Did you have comforters, with feathers?
Yeah, and brothers, three in a bed. There was a boys' room and a girls' room. You
learned to get under the blanket and breathe under the blanket for awhile because your
breath would warm up the air under there.
Don Milburn
My dad was a mover. We moved a lot of places. He rented quite a while, four different
farms. Then when I was 12, we moved by Toledo and he bought a farm. That was the
first farm he bought. That was in '36. That's when we had a terrible snow in the
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wintertime. We had to move on the first of March. That was moving day in those days, a
farmer's moving day. My brother was born the night before we were supposed to move.
He was born at home so they left my mom at that place. The rest of us moved, and she
stayed there with the new family for several days. The doctor came to the house, my
dad had to go by a bobsled and pick him up at that corner. Dad had to go a mile with the
bobsled to pick him up. The kids slept upstairs and there was a pipe up from our heating
stove downstairs. My sister and I, so we kept listening down that hole to hear what was
going on downstairs. We heard our baby brother cry when he was born. There were six
of us; this was the sixth one, this little boy that was born. The rest of us all moved to
Toledo and I think Mom came in about four or five days. They moved her over there,
too. That was quite an experience for us. The farmers in the neighborhood came and
shoveled the road because we never had any powered things to move the snow. My
sister who is 2 years younger remembers we drove our cattle to the new farm. We rode
the work horses on the cattle drive. Pigs and sheep were trucked by local 'truckers.' The
Kelloggs moved into the place that we moved out of. I talked to the oldest Kellogg son
probably about a year ago. He remembers moving there and having my mom there and
my little baby brother there. His name is Delbert Kellogg. He lives somewhere by
Gilman. I know how terribly dry it was after that, in '36 and my dad really worried about
that because we just had bought the new farm. The crops weren't very good. I can
remember him fussin' about that dry weather.
In the house that you moved out of, where your mother had the baby, was there
electricity, was there plumbing?

No. We had a fireplace, plus a heating stove. The kitchen was kind of stuck out on the
end of the house. In the wintertime mom would wear her buckled overshoes to keep her
feet warm in that kitchen. I remember the baby; they'd put the baby on that oven door to
keep it warm. I can remember seeing them fixing a little box or something, and setting
set it on the oven door. That was March 2nd. We didn't get to move on the first because
of the snowstorm.
Jean Hinegardner
You had a big tub, you put it on the kitchen floor and heat the water. And you had to
heat the wash water. And had a wringer washing machine which I still use. I like them
better. Mostly because they don't take so much water. Mine was run by a gas engine,
underneath there, had to push on it to make it start. And I put a boiler on an oil stove,
full of water and it would usually be the hard water and in order to wash with it, you had
to, what's called 'break the water.' And you put some lye in the water and as it would
heat there would be a scum on the top and you'd take that off and then your water's
soft. You had to do that.
Lucille Van Dyke
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We grew up with an outhouse. It doesn't seem clean now but we took sponge baths
after we got too big to fit in the big galvanized tub. From then on, it was sponge bath
because we didn't have a shower or tubs. Didn't have runnin' water. It was all heated on
the stove in a tea kettle, fill a wash basin, take turns. Everybody gettin' out of the
kitchen, get cleaned up. You had to do it in a couple, three minutes. 'Cause there was a
lot of people.
Don Milburn

Well, over there west of Newburg also, when we moved to where I grew up, there was
no bathroom of any kind, well, there was a bathtub .. in a little room .. but that was the only
thing we had in the line of a bathroom. And the bathtub drained out the side of the
house. We had electricity there when we moved there. That's the first electricity that we
had. As I look at it, it was just kind of a typical old style house,,,there was a bedroom
downstairs, and a living room, no dining room, and a kitchen and a porch off on the side
where, that's where mother kept her lard and stuff when we butchered, and we never
wasted anything, we kept the cracklings ... we would come home from school and I'd go
out to that porch and I'd get me a handful of cracklings and I'd eat 'em. (Laughs) That
was the treat, I guess.

James Mcllrath
No indoor plumbing, not til we moved to town. We had a cistern that was pumped to the
house and mother could wash the dishes and things like that with it but we couldn't
drink it. We had a well, ohh, I would say about as far from here to that light pole out
there, from here to the house. That also served as our refrigerator. We had a top on it
that we could open and a rope, kind of a platform type of thing and in that we could
put... we had to make our own butter so mother would make that up and put it in fruit jars
and set it down in the well in the summertime to keep it from melting. And meat if you
had anything left over, but I had three brothers and my dad and granddad who came
down to help farm so there was never much left over.
Robert Dimit

No indoor plumbing but electricity but we carried water from ... how far would the pump
have been from the house? Quite a ways ...
And a washtub bath in the kitchen?
No, we didn't get in a tub, we sponge bathed, often. You took your basin of water up to
your room and took your bath. There was an outhouse out there somewhere between
two apple trees and it was, of course, moved every so often. And we carried water for
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laundry and for all of the household water. And it was always great to come home from
school on a Monday because mother had done laundry, scrubbed the kitchen floor with
the rinse water, put down newspapers, and made cinnamon rolls.
Patricia Mcilrath
We never did get plumbing. Electricity, must have been '46, during my freshman year in
high school, could have been '47. We had the poles up for a year before they got the
lines strung. But the plumbing, I remember when they dug the supply tank for the
livestock and they dug that by hand. I remember diggin' couple different wells by hand.
We didn't do it. We had a neighbor, that was his specialty. He'd go around to farms, dig
wells, 30 foot foot deep and then brick 'em up. I've often wondered how he kept that
from cavin' in, except that was round so they had pressure from all directions on it. But
he'd get down there and dig it, had a windlass on a rope with a 5 gallon bucket, he'd fill
the bucket, somebody'd wind it up and dump it, then he'd dig a little more. When he'd
get so he couldn't keep ahead of the water, he'd be done. Brick it up along the sides,
wooden platform over the top for the pump.
Don Milburn
I was on the farm. We never had electric lights, we didn't have inside plumbing or
toilets. Until I went into the Navy during the second world war, I virtually never, ever, that
I know of, laid eyes on a doctor. Never. Of course, once you go into the navy, well that's
the first thing they throw at you.
Burton Cooper
We never had electricity until, '50, somewhere along in there, and then the only way we
got it was dad and a couple neighbors had to help build the line, REA. They came
down ... the main power line ... they wouldn't come down our road because there wasn't
enough people. So it was quite a while before we got electricity.
Raymond Brown
We came out of the darkness. My folks had a person come and wire the house. We had
outlets where you could plug in and we had lights in our ceiling. That was really really
nice and we were able to buy a refrigerator and that was exceptionally nice because as
a kid I didn't have to go down to the basement to get the butter every meal and take it
back every meal. One of the really good parts was the ice cubes for your water... and
then my mother was ingenious and she would mix up a little something and put it in the
freezer, and it turned out to be ice cream. It was pretty good and then she would make
Jello. But the very best thing was the light in the hay mow. Why we didn't get the hay
down when it was light, I don't know. But that wasn't my dad's way. I went up into the
hay mow with the lantern and I was told to be careful and lectured. He could talk and
talk and talk. And it just made me almost paranoid about making sure the lantern was
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hung properly and making sure that I was careful. I really worked at it to make sure that
kerosene lantern was OK. And you had to have some kind of light 'cause when that
loose hay settles down it's not easy to dig that out with a pitch fork. I've broken a
pitchfork handle easy as pie, you just got to be really careful with it. So you throw the
hay down for the stock cows and for the milk cows. You just have to do that and when
we got electricity, I could turn that on and I didn't have to fuss with that lantern. My
brother always had the yard light on, and I always laughed at him. I told I never got lost
between the house and the barn yet. I just made a joke of it but a lot of people like that
yard light.
Boyd Sparks
When we got married in '46 three people lived down that road. They come and told us
the year before, if we would dig the posthole, they would bring electricity down there. At
that time they didn't have these augurs on trucks. We didn't have to dig very many
holes, but they got to be about 5 feet or so deep and so big around. We could dig then
and they give us a long handled shovel. I remember diggin' a couple holes. We was
only a quarter mile off. We had electricity but you couldn't just buy anything you wanted
to, after the war.
Gene Merck

No refrigerator, had to go to What Cheer to get ice, what 12 miles away? Lot of people
had ice houses themselves, early. If they had a pond or something they could cut ice.
They preserved that themselves with the sawdust. We didn't have much place to get
ice, though. But the funny part of it was (Gene) would have to go to What Cheer to get
the ice, to put in the ice box and he'd bring home doughnuts because a man made
doughnuts at the bakery, but he'd only bring a half dozen home. I said, 'Well, Gene, why
didn't you bring a dozen? We could have eaten more than that." "Well, I did, but I only
got home with six."
Ellen Merck

I must have been in junior high, I suppose, when they put the bathroom in this house
over here ... .'course we had outdoor toilets. That's the way it was, there was a lot of
people that way. Dad and mom put in a water heater theirselves over at this other place
southwest of Gilman. That's when they got hot water, I remember and they fixed up a
shower in the basement with a drain, and that's where we showered then.
Gary Davis
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When we lived up north of town, we had electricity but we didn't have indoor plumbing.
And I think I probably got the worst spanking I ever had in my lifetime when I got mad at
my sister one time, and I waited for her when she went out to the backhouse. I threw
some kerosene on the back end of it and set it on fire. (laughter) I got quite a beatin' for
that. Didn't burn it down but it sure scarred the back end of it. (laughter) 'Course we
always had big gardens ... and then we finally got indoor plumbing when we lived up
north of Grinnell. But we only had it for a couple years and we moved and the house we
moved to up here northeast of Grinnell, it had plumbing in it, running water... when it was
cold you didn't tarry around out in them backhouses too long. Funny thing about it when
we lived up north of Grinnell, we had a big old oblong tin tub that we took our baths in,
and my sister would NEVER allow anyone to take a bath before her because she said
us boys was always dirty. Mom would heat the water up on the stove, pour it in the tub
and then we'd take our baths in that tub. And you had to bucket it out.
Mike Mintle
No runnin' water in the house, had to go to the well to get a bucket and mom would
heat water on the stove to wash dishes. No running water. Took a bath in the steel
washtub on Saturday night. When I got a little older, old enough to drive and be runnin'
around, there was a family down the road a half mile that had built a new house and
they had a big old shower in the basement and they said 'Ronald, when you want to
take a shower to go to town, come down, you take a shower in our basement.' I was
gettin' to the age it wasn't fashionable to take a bath in the same bathwater the girls did.
Those people, I owe 'em yet today. If they were here now I'd buy 'em the biggest lunch
in town.
Ron Riley
Did you have a pump in the kitchen?
Everything had to be carried in and out. And I remember for a long time we never even
had a drain. We had a five gallon bucket under the sink. And I can remember many
times the bucket did not get emptied in time, and somebody emptied the dish pan.
And the bucket would run over, and then we'd have a little water on the floor. But you
know the floors were just linoleum so it wasn't any big deal.
Bill Rempp
I never had electricity in my home until after I was married and that was about the
second year that we got it because the farm we moved to there was no electricity. Now
where my parents lived, where I was raised, it was a gravel road. We had gas lamps,
Aladdin lamps they called it. That gave a good light. You had to pump that a little bit.
And fill it. And my first couple years of marriage that's what I used because there was no
electricity. And about the second year we were there we got the electricity. That was
pretty nice.
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Lucille Van Dyke
When we moved onto this farm south of Newburg in 1942, we were to get electricity, but
the war had just started and they stopped putting in electricity to the rural places. So
after the war, in '45, we got electricity and that was really something
Don Weaver

An Aladdin lamp had a mantle and the flame would come up underneath this mantle
and it was almost like cheesecloth it was so thin and it would glow. It was about this tall,
and about that big around and it would glow and oh we thought we had electricity then,
because it was a bright light, really it was. Very very bright. And it was such an
improvement over the old Rayo. You remember the old Rayo? OK, Rayo was a very
common name for an old lamp. But when the Aladdin came in it was one of the big
inroads in helping people without electricity, it was quite an advancement.
Bill Rempp
I went in the service in '43 and we didn't have no water, no electricity... ! take that back.
Dad had a cistern pump ... we moved onto this one farm out here outside of Grinnell and
there was a cistern pump in there that pumped water and you'd have to take water at
nighttime and put in there, with a can or jar or somethin' so you could pour into that
pump in the mornin' and prime it so you'd get water out of it. And it had a wooden sink,
sink was wooden. That's the only time there was ever water in the house. We had no
electricity in the house, no inside plumbing. The toilets were outside.
Burton Cooper
We had the two holer. We never got it upset on Halloween so we thought we did well.
(laughs). You see ... in the town of Montezuma when the first war was over there was a
big celebration and they brought backhouses in from all over the area. And they had
them burnt right in the middle of the town, right in the intersection of the main street. So
when the second war was over it was in '44 wasn't it? Anyway, we thought we needed
to do the same thing, but ours survived even that time, too (laughs). I guess we thought
we needed the same tradition from the first world war.
Rill Rempp

Until we were probably in the late 50s, early 60s, that would have been the first indoor
plumbing we had, on the farm out there. You know, back in those days everybody was
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kind of in the same boat. You made a living but you really didn't have a lot of luxuries in
life. You had the things you needed to have.
Ron Van Gennep
We had an outhouse and there were two stools, two bigger ones and then one a little
lower for the younger ones.
Bruce Henriksen

I remember when I started to school in Newburg, they had water fountains and indoor
toilet, electric lights. I couldn't believe it. (laughs)
Raymond Brown

We never had a radio until we moved to that place in Toledo, Then we had a Delco, but
it didn't run anything but our electric lights. We'd (six children) put our name in in the
morning to see who got to turn the light on that night. That was a thrill for us. Nobody
had electricity.
Jean Hinegardner
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What do you remember about early radio?
OK, I'll tell you about our radio. I know we got a battery because it's when we got a
Delco, but dad wouldn't let us run it because it would run the battery down until we were
all together, the family was together so everybody could hear it. We couldn't just go in,
set down and turn the radio on. Grandma had one that was just a little needle thing and
it went...
Crystal set..
Yeah, crystal. Grandma had one of those but we had one that would turn on.
Did you have certain shows that you would listen to?
In the evening we got to listen. I know I'd hear the kids at school, when I was in high
school talkin' about hearing Jack Armstrong. Grandma listened to soap operas, like
Stella Dallas and Ma Perkins. She always had to listen to those two, and she'd always
set down with her pan of potatoes. She'd be peeling potatoes while she'd listen to Ma
Perkins and Stella Dallas. Five days and it would just be 15 minutes for each one. She'd
want to know what was going to happen the next day... she did. That was so unlike
Grandma.
Jean Hinegardner
Well, it was war time and so basically that's what dad listened to. But the first radio that I
can remember anybody havin' in our family was at my grandmother's house. It was a,
oh, what did they call those ... a crystal set.They had a wire runnin' from the house north
way up high into the tree and that was their reception, means of getting it. It's just like
all the old magazines that you see, them settin' and listening to the radio, but you had
to be quiet because you couldn't hear anything with noise. We'd set around the table or
something and listen to what was happening overseas.
James Mcllrath
I can remember the first radio we had. We did not have electricity where we lived. It
was coming through during that time, before the war, the Second World War, and we
were at the tail end of the line when they run out of everything so they stopped. And we
did not get electricity til we moved to town in about '46. And we just were getting
electricity then in our area. And so my dad had fixed a generator up on top of the house
and a battery in the basement and we had a radio but about all we could listen to was
the noon news and the evening news. I was allowed to have 15 minutes after the noon
news to listen to the ... Songfellows, I believe they were, it was a quartet on WHO.
(laughs) I was really the only one in the family that enjoyed music to that extent to waste
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15 minutes of my precious youth time listening to the radio. (laughter) They came on
usually about 12:15 to 12:30.
Robert Dimit

Songfellows on WHO. 12:45 pm every day until one o'clock. Wonderful! I did a lot of
singing when I was growing up. Was inspired to do such by my dad and also listening
to those Songfellows.
Stanley Greenwald
We did have a radio, battery operated. In fact, Wednesday night, another family came to
visit every Wednesday night, they'd listen to the District Attorney on the radio because
they didn't have a radio and they'd play cards the rest of the evening. First radio I
remember was a big console, stood that high on the floor and that was battery operated.
Never worked real good. We had a little table model always worked real good but it was
battery operated.
Don Milburn
When I was a young boy we had no TV, didn't hardly have a radio. It was battery
operated and you didn't dare listen to it too often because the batteries would run down
and you had nothing.
Don Weaver
I remember probably our first one was battery operated, a car battery..
And you had a few of those shows, like Amos and Andy...
Gene Merck
The stock market mostly, the price of hogs, that would be the noon news, and if you
were eating and said something, SHHH! they wanted to listen. At night would be, on
Friday nights or Saturday nights they'd have on WMT, or WHO, one of the stations, they
would have the fights like in .. that would be like nine o'clock, nine fifteen. Oh, Great
Gildersleeve was on sometimes, and the one where they had the closet full of stuff ...
Fibber McGee and Molly. Don't open that door!
Bruce Henriksen

Tom Mix, Gene Autry... we'd rush home from school to hear them. Well, dad liked his
radio. We got our first one from the country store, a little country store about a few
miles, and he'd get a battery and he made a wind charger to put on top of the barn to
charge that battery, just a car battery.
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Ellen Merck
(Dad) never would have climbed up on the barn 'cause he didn't like to get up any better
than I did. He said the only way I ever would go up that windmill would be if the deed to
the farm was up there. (laughter)
Gene Merck

I can remember my uncle who lived in Newburg, and he was a coon hunter and all that.
He said that he knew Jerry and Zelda Scott. They were WHO singers, and I said, yeah,
yeah, and he knew a couple of other radio stars. By golly, he did 'cause Shorty Hogan
and somebody else, they used to come out and coon hunt with him. Well, then one day
he said, You boys want to go to the Iowa theater in Grinnell and see Jerry and Zelda
Scott? Well, sure. So he took us to that show and he did know 'em. I don't know how he
ever knew all these people but he did. Everybody used to listen to Del Rio (Texas).
Raymond Brown
WHO in Des Moines. There was a barn dance on Saturday night, and then Sunday
night there was a lot...Fibber McGee and Molly, Jack Benny...
Gary Davis
We had a battery radio, a battery about this long and this high, and what I can
remember about that is, I was not tall enough to reach the table to wash the dishes, I
stood on the B battery as they called it. And you know you got good reception with them
as long as the battery was goin'. Then you'd get another battery. Lum and Abner. And
then some of these 'soap operas,' I guess. I remember this Lum and Abner 'cause they
had a little store, you know, and so then when my folks bought this little grocery store in
Searsboro one of my cousins said, "Oh, that's Lum and Abner's store." But then they
had a name, too, Lum and Abner, for the store. I know we'd go down to the neighbors,
get there in time to listen to Lum and Abner. I can remember my mother gettin' some
dish towels out and they were printed so us girls could do embroidery while listening to
some of those programs.
Lucille Van Dyke
I remember, we had an Atwater Kent. It had the batteries you know, several big batteries
in it. That's my first recollection of a battery radio that my folks had. And it was in a nice
cabinet, and it had a Victrola in the top too. Of course, we grew up with Herb Plambeck.
You know, from WHO. We would listen to the farm news. WHO was our main station
that we would listen to.
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Bill Rempp

We had a cedar tree that was over the sandbox ... the sandbox was put in the shade of
the cedar tree ... and that was about twenty feet away from the house. There was an
aerial wire stretched from the house to the tree. We had a large clumsy table radio. I
can remember during World War II tuning in H. V. Kaltenborn reporting from London on
the Battle of the Bulge. And there'd be all kinds of static. We'd have to mess with the
dial. Tubes would burn out and due to the war you had a difficult time finding one in any
store.
Stanley Greenwald
Battery radio. Probably about that long (a foot?) and about eight inches square. I don't
know how long the thing would last. It used to get to where the battery'd be dead, you
couldn't get anything out of it and I would set there with my hand on the battery and my
ear against the speaker and I remember one year I listened to the girls basketball
tournament that way. I don't know if dad didn't have the money but eventually he'd go
get another battery, and I don't know what those things cost, but that's what we had.
Us kids would get up in the morning and listen to a kids program on a station in
Carthage, Illinois, WCAZ, Carthage, Illinois. Uncle Stan was on and we'd listen to that
while we was gettin' ready to get on the school bus. Other than that, when mom was
home during the summertime, I 'spose she listened to some .. her story! I have no idea
what that was about, I didn't care. And then as us kids got older, 'course we listened to
KIOA, Des Moines because they played bebop music. Frosty Mitchell was on, probably
when we were in high school. Then you always had to have the radio on in the car,
when you went somewhere so we could hear our bebop music. Drove my dad nuts.

Ron Riley
Amos and Andy, and I Love a Mystery, and old Ma Perkins, The Shadow Knows, and
The Lone Ranger. Now we had our radio, we had a radio probably ... well, it was an old
old time radio and we hooked the antenna up on mom's clothesline. Mom's clothesline
was the antenna and you run the radio off of car batteries. So you had to bring the
battery in town every once in a while to get it charged ... pretty often as a matter of fact.
And at night time we would all lay around in front of that radio and listen, cause you
couldn't get a lot of volume. Sometimes it would be so much static, you couldn't hear
the program. That was, that was big time. And dad always wanted to hear the news.
Burton Cooper
I had to always listen to the Roy Rogers Show on radio. That was a must, you know.
And I also remember at 6:30 in the morning when Herb Plambeck came on. The house
had to be quiet because he was the farm broadcaster, see, and he gave the markets
51

and the weather. By 6:30 the milkin' was always done, the chores were done by then,
"Now everybody be quiet," dad would say, because he wanted to hear that farm report.
(Laughter) But Roy Rogers is the only program I remember listening to. There was
probably other stuff we listened to also, but we didn't have a TV til us kids was out of
high school. Dad said, you guys don't need no TV, you need to study, he said, so ... in
fact I kind of talked dad into lettin' me buy it myself and I was out of high school then.
Finally he give in. (laughter)
Once he gave in, did he watch it?
Definitely. One of the first things I remember about TVs comin' around was Saturday
night wrestling. People would go to the neighbors who had a TV to watch that wrestling.

Ron Van Gennep
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Tell me about the telephone.
We had a crank telephone and there would be probably be 12 families on this one party
line. There was an operator who ran the switchboard in Newburg or Gilman. You would
crank the side of the telephone, the little crank, one ring would get the operator. Then
you would ask the operator for whoever you wanted to call on another line and she
would plug your line in to that line and she would call the other party. The ones that
were on the local party line, we could just call. Each family had a ring, two longs and a
short, or four short rings, it was all mixed up. And of course when the telephone rang,
everybody ran to the telephone to see what the other party was talkin' about, which was
interesting, too. That was some more of our entertainment. All the neighbors, everybody
accepted that. Our party line had what they called the Eavesdroppers because they all
knew that everybody eavesdropped. So once a month they would have a get-together
and have a dinner... They would talk over all the happenings during the month. It was an
enjoyable time because they were all neighbors and knew everyone real well.
So would you call her (Doris) on the telephone?
I did not call Doris. My aunt ran the telephone switchboard and I did not think she
needed to know what Doris and I was talkin' about. (laughter with Doris)
Don Weaver
We had our own telephone lines. You maintained your line clear to town, and a group of
people, maybe 6 or 8 on the line. You maintained the line, you cut the brush, set the
poles, and each one had their own ring. I wanted to sell hogs one day and I think the
neighbor lady knew I wanted that phone. I come in, lift up the receiver, and she'd keep
talkin'. When I finally got the line, I think she used something on there ... You know, you'd
rub a pencil rubber on that, make it squawk ...they were just visitin'. How could you get
the line? It was frustrating.
Gene Merck
Well, when (Gene) was coming to see me, he would drive by the neighbors that lived
just a mile across the road . He'd have to go by their house to get around to ours. Wilma
would call, "Ellen, he's on his way!" When my grandpa died, the operator said, "Oh,
leave it to me. I'll call your relatives. Now who all do you want?" So she took it on
herself to call all the relatives to notify that grandpa died. It was a real service. And once
in a while the merchants would dial out, ring ring ring, about ten of them, I don't know. It
was a general ring and everybody'd go listen, about the weather or what was
happening, or a tornado, sometimes a special at the stores.
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Ellen Merck

We did a lot of fishing. Rock Creek had a lot of catfish. We'd get catfish up to 6 pounds
'cause there was a lot of deep holes in it. Never caught any on the river.The river had
been straightened before we moved there. So there wasn't any deep holes in it, it was
all straight current.But we had a lot of deep holes in the creek, it was all curved and
trees had fallen over into it, so we had a lot of good fishin'.
What did you use for bait?

For catfish mostly frogs, little leopard frogs. We'd just hook 'em up through the lips and
let 'em dangle in the water about a foot from the bank in the shallow water between the
holes at night on bank poles. Just a pole with a short piece of string on it. Then we'd run
'em all night. About every hour we'd run the lines, see how many fish we had. First time
we had a hundred and twenty six catfish, the first night. We had a cousin here from
Missouri. We didn't know much about fishin' but he had done a lot of fishin' and I had a
line in the water one day. We were out pickin' gooseberries, I threw a line in the water,
went and looked at it. I had a fish on it, skinny little thing almost a snake, I thought. It
was really thin, I'd never seen that. Hot diggety, he said, that's a catfish.We're gain'
catfishin' tonight. We fished all night, my two brothers and I, my dad and him.Then we
had no refrigeration. The next morning, dad give a line call, you know, country line, we
had a party line and he did a bunch of shorts, so everybody would listen. It was always
a message for the neighborhood. He said 'Everybody come, bring a side dish, we'll
have a fish fry.' We had cars lined up, you wouldn't believe it. I don't know how many
people were there but I know that three or four neighbor women and my mother cooked
'em on an old wood cookstove, you know. We had a pretty good celebration. We never
had luck like that again. I think we pretty well fished it out. Usually we'd wait til we got
rain, got water enough to raise above the dam at Lynnville and they'd come up the river
and then come on up Rock Creek, to spawn I think, as much as anything. So we'd have
good fishing June and July. That was when we mostly had the crops in, we could deal
with it a little bit and the school wasn't on.
Don Milburn
Did your mother make clothes?

Yes, out of feedsacks. She dyed the panties black. I mean we had to wear black panties
and black long socks and long underwear. We used to roll the underwear up expecting
Mom not to notice. It was all stretched out when we got home. We could take the long
underwear off the first day of spring. We walked to school across the fields 'cause it was
closer than it was to go round on the road. But Mom made lots of things out of handme-downs, like coats. I had my first store bought coat when I was a freshman in high
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school. My mom took me to Marshalltown and I thought it was beautiful. I can see it yet,
it was turquoise and it was princess style and it cost twelve dollars. It was gorgeous.
How did it compare to what other kids were wearing to school?
We were all the same. I had two dresses in high school. Mom made them or Mom and I
together. I just wore one and washed out one and wore it again ... for a couple years,
then I got so I'd make more things. I took Home Ee, and we learned sewing. Then I had
more than one but I remember what I always wore on my dates. It was a red top I'd
made with a black skirt. It was kind of full and I had snow boots with kind of fur around
the top, white ones. I had red and black socks, and turned them down over the top.
That's "uptown."
Jean Hinegardner

Somebody at the flour mills got the idea of using flour sacks that were printed, and
people would collect them and trade with the neighbors so you had enough to make
something. That went on for quite a while. My mother made my clothes until I made my
clothes. By the time I was in high school I was making my own clothes.
Elsie Johnston
Feed sacks, that was a tradition. Everything out of feed sacks, our curtains, our
tablecloths, our sheets, my underclothes. And she always went with whoever went to
get the feed so she could pick out the same colors you know or something that she
liked. They're quite a prize now.
Ellen Merck
My grandmother on my dad's side lived with the only brother he had that didn't get
married and they lived on a farm and we used to go stay in the summers sometimes,
my sister and I. They had a big lot with a windmill, everything, barn in it, had cows out
there that they milked right out there in the open. We always put ours in the stanchions,
anyway, she made her clothes all out of feed sacks which everybody did back then and
dyed them kind of a maroon color. Brownish maroon, everything, aprons and everything
were that way.
Shirley Moyer
God, when I was a little kid I wore ... my mom and my grandmother made underwear for
us kids. God! I can't remember when I got my first pair of store bought underwear, I
'spose when I got to fourth or fifth grade in school and probably didn't want anybody to
see 'em. And by then mom was cookin' at the school so she had that income ... she
bought a lot of that stuff for us kids.
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What did they use to make the underwear?

Feed sacks. She'd get feed sacks from the neighbors. 'Course my grandmother was still
on the farm then, they'd go to town, buy a hundred pound bag of chickenfeed or
somethin', and saved the sacks. They're worth more today, just the sack is worth more
today than it was full then. There was usually a feed store in town ... we didn't do this
because we weren't sellin' milk and we didn't have chickens to sell eggs ... but farmers
would go to town with their eggs and a cream can full of milk. Go to the creamery, sell
the eggs and the milk and then go to the feed store and buy the feed for the next week.
And women made all kinds of stuff out of feed sacks, everything, aprons, dish towels,
my undershorts, pillowcases. It was soft cotton material, nice material.
Still not something you wanted for underwear.

No. But I didn't know the difference 'til I got old enough to see what other kids was
doing.
Ronald Riley
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How did you get to school?
I went to school in a bus. It was just a home made bus thing. And it was mules that took
us. He'd come and pick us up. Sometimes in the winter I went to school on a bobsled.
Lucille Van Dyke
When we had a bad day at school, he'd pick us up with the bobsled. We always had this
big old horse blanket that we'd put on us, over the top of us, you know. In a blizzard, I
can remember two different times he came after us.
Jean Hinegardner
We had a horse and a buggy, we used the buggy to get to school, country school. And
I'll tell you, at night, when we hooked the tugs to the thing, you know. You could hardly
hang onto that horse long enough to get that last tug hooked, it knew all about getting
home. It knew the way home too, yes it did.
Frank Wheeler

They had a bus, the school didn't, Howard Davis had a grocery store right in there about
where Helen Clausen has her office now, anyway he had these school buses and he
had these kids, a senior boy in high school who would drive it and pick kids up, so and
so forth. That's the only way I can ever remember gettin' to school.
Robert Dimit
Some of the old school buses had just one bench down through the center, the others
had em on the outside. Instead of seats there were just benches in there. We had a
friend that had a '27 Chevrolet truck . And he would take the bed off of that truck, it was
probably a 6 by 8 foot wooden bed. And he had this school bus he would set on that,
and the back of the cab was open somewhere. That was his school bus.
Bill Rempp
When I was in high school I stayed in town during the week when I was a freshman.
Then when I got my driving license I started driving back and forth, a Model A, to
Grinnell. We'd get done chorin' about 8 o'clock, go in eat breakfast, clean up and head
for town . We had a lot of kids ridin' with us. The three of us always from our family,
couple neighbor boys and we'd pick up three more before we got to Grinnell. We had as
many as 8 ridin' in that old '29 Model A. (laughter) Lotta flat tires, all gravel, three mile of
mud road to begin with, then eleven miles of gravel, then one mile here in town of
pavement. We learned how to drive mud roads. We were late so many times the
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principal just had a pink slip ready to get in class, he'd see us comin'. But we had mud
roads, flat tires,

Don Milburn
Well, back in that day the schools didn't send out school buses, You got yourself there
someway. Anyway dad bought an old Model A and we went to Deep River school, a
younger brother and I. That's just the way it was.
Gene Merck
I had no way of getting there on a dirt road, so my mother says, 'Well, those Merck
boys are going to school, (high school) I'll just call Dorothy, his mom and see if they can
come by here and pick you up.' She arranged it and I paid ten cents a day. See, he was
on gravel road and I was on dirt road and I would have to walk, little over half a mile,
boots and everything.
Ellen Merck

I went to a one room country school, and 'course the theory was the farm kids were
deprived of a lot of things city kids had, but Iowa State had, and I think it was three
times a week, an hour of music. So the teacher would have the song books and we had
music instruction over the radio in country school. And so we were fairly good singers
and knew how to read notes and dynamics and some of those things that I think a lot of
town kids probably missed out on. Health was very important so there was a lesson ... !
don't know whether they were once a month, talkin' about brushing your teeth and
combing your hair, polishing your shoes. At country school we had to make sure our
shoes were polished when we went to school. Grant #1. Just a mile west of where I live
now. But I was about a quarter of a mile to school. And school started at 9 o'clock to
give everybody ample time to get their chores done, as the high school did. From
kindergarten through second grade one teacher, Mrs. McCain, and I don't remember a
whole lot about her. Then my other teacher, Clara Evans, was probably one of the most
incredible teachers that ever existed. A little bit about the teachers, we had a wood
stove, a coal stove in the school, and the teacher would have to get there early enough
to get the stove stoked and get the bucket of water in and sometimes she brought a
bucket of water. If it snowed, we didn't have school in a blizzard though I don't
remember that really happening, but she would walk, if the road was snowed shut, she
would walk the mile from the highway to the school and get there in time to do all that
stuff. But there were 8 to 13 kids in the school. We didn't have all the grades but it was
kindergarten through eighth. In a country school we got to do lots of things. Every year
we took several field trips. We'd go to dairies and creameries. We went to the woolen
mills in Amana. But I started to tell you about my teacher. I was having trouble with
reading and I only wanted to read western and cowboy books and what have you and
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she would give us a book every year for Christmas. All the kids would get a new book of
their own. But anyway she kind of led me into wilderness stories and adventure stories
and pretty soon she had me reading everything. Which I thought was pretty sneaky and
I didn't realize it til years later.
Howard McDonough
Washington #6, a rural school, I went 8 years. Out of the 8 years I was the only one in
my class for 3 years. I was the youngest and I was the oldest. My brother still was goin'
to country school 'til we moved to town. My older brother graduated from the same
school, Washington #6. Walked to school. Our road, by the way, was still dirt. If we was
going to do anything, specially in the spring of the year, we'd have to leave the car half a
mile down the road. No, my dad was never one to 'coddle' us kids. If he was going
somewhere, I don't care if it was a team of horses, the wagon, his car, and he was
going to drive right by that school, he went out, he got ready, he left, and if you weren't
there, you walked. Just that simple. We expected it. No big deal, just walked. I
remember one morning we were going, it was in the spring of the year. There was a T
road there before you get to the school and as we walked up the dirt road, I looked
down this gravel road and here come a black kitten. I've always loved animals, anyway,
and I thought 'poor kitten all out it by itself, middle of nowhere, I'll just have to go get it.'
So I took off and was runnin' up to get it.When I got there the black cat had a white
stripe down its back! And he followed us to school. (laughter) So the teacher wouldn't let
us go out to recess 'til she was sure that the skunk had left. Every year when school
started, dad said you get in trouble at school, wait 'til you get home, cause you ain't
seen nothin' yet. I don't know whether he really meant it or not but I believed it.
Robert Dimit
Well, I went to country school, I went to three different schools. Up to 2nd grade in one
school and I remember the teacher, Isabelle Bodley, and then Lorraine Barr, who, Bill
Weeks' wife, Joy Weeks, was a Barr and I think she's a niece of my 2nd school teacher.
The second school I went to, there were a lot of smart kids. I had seven kids in my
class in country school, and 4 of them were valedictorians in their classes. One in
Newton, one in Oskaloosa, one in Marshalltown, one in Sully. So I didn't feel very smart
in that class. (laughs) We moved to the bottom farm when I was in 4th grade. And I had
a girl in my class the last three months. She didn't pass that year so I was alone til the
last three months of my 8th grade. Then one of the students in my former school moved
down there and then I had a classmate the last three months but there were usually
20-22 students in a school. Dad was pretty active, he was a director of school most of
the time. He did a lot of community work. School was two miles. We lived on one corner
and it was catty-corner across the section, it was a full two miles to school and we
walked most of the time. It was a treat when dad would come after us, if the roads were
bad, he'd hitch up the team and wagon, it was a treat to get a ride home. I remember
comin' home one night, we had a blizzard goin' when school was out, and we started
across the field and I don't remember how many there was of us. I must have been
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about 4th grade, 5th grade maybe, had an older sister, and dad had come after us but
he didn't get there til after we left. He wasn't quite there when school was out. He had
called the neighbor across the road and they was to come tell us to stay there. Anyway
we always cut across the field because it was closer, and that night we was lucky to
make it across. You couldn't see ... I remember.. my sister was older than I was, couple
years older and I wanted to stop. There was a washout in the fence row where the
neighbor'd boarded up, little shield about yay high and we ducked down behind that to
get warm a little bit. I wanted to stay there and my sister said, No, we'd freeze to death.
She used her head but we got home before he could find us.
Don Milburn
I was four years old and there was a country school a half mile away and I started
country school down there. Like I say, north of that underpass, then to the first road and
then to the west, there's a school there yet. It's a Grange hall now and that's where I
started school. There was a mud road for a half mile, and I walked on this mud road a
half mile to school with the boy that lived across the road. In fact, he became a doctor
and he's back in Grinnell now, Stanley Greenwald.
Gary Davis
One of the teachers was Dorothy Mullins who grew up right down at the south end of
Park Street. Pudge Mullins, a younger brother of hers, played on the GHS football team
with me. Dorothy was my sister's high school classmate. Teachers who frequently
taught in country schools were required to finish a normal training course in high
school . Upon graduation they were ready to teach. That was it. So Dorothy was hired
for Chester #9. She lived with us and walked to and from the school. These teachers
had to learn how to bank a furnace so coals would last from Friday night to Monday
morning. Whatever type of skill that is, I guess that is possible.
There was a game called Ante Ante Over. After dividing into two teams, a ball was
thrown over the schoolhouse. If the other team caught it, they would run around the
schoolhouse, tag members of the opposed team who would then become members of
that team. This game could be extended from recess to recess and go on for days.
There was wonderful sledding all winter long. We would roll huge snowballs. Then
we'd hollow 'em out. That would make a tunnel to sled through . But after some
thawing, that snow tunnel would freeze solid and stable and last for weeks. Thereafter
if you missed the tunnel entrance, it was a crash that hurt. We actually were able to
sled under a nearby road. After some local road improvement there was a large culvert
system that on summer days we could crawl through, etc. So in winter the thawing
would produce enough runoff and then it would freeze. The next step was to develop a
sliding run that would lead to the culvert, slide through and extend the trail on down the
way. Quite an adventure. We all learned how to make exotic sledding runs. We would
play a fox and geese type of game. You'd get everybody in a line. Then you'd tramp the
snow down incorporating curves and jumps. On occasion you could take a bucket of
water and wet the track down. The next day the track would now not only be snow but
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ice. More speed just like Olympic ski runs. I learned the skill of how you would Slam,
that meant that you would run with your sled, put it down and jump on it. Riding double,
triple and other stuff. We had marvelous times, lots of Hide and Seek, other
shenanigans. I can remember once that we had a Halloween open house. The
concept was to have a series of exhibits as activity booths. The booth that Charles
Bailey and I developed included an old telephone generator, part of every telephone
where you'd ring it and you'd get a response from an operator called Central. Central
was where connections were made to the party being called. Anyway, he had that
generator and we were to demonstrate that we had learned its functional purpose. He'd
crank it and you'd could get a shock. So we developed an associated "Bobbing for
Apples" concession that on occasion could become electrified. See, more science! I
was the spokesman, "Come one, come all, put in a quarter and bob for an apple," As
the parents would come down the stairs to the basement to the site of various booths
for merrymaking, we'd have 'em bob for apples. They all were good sports; but at a
certain point, Charles would crank that generator producing electricity that was
shocking. We didn't purposely hurt anybody... or did we?
Third grade was a class of three boys, Richard Beck, Charles Bailey and myself.
Kickball was a remarkable game and we'd get to goin' on kickball. There often was the
cry "Beat Third Grade!" They seldom did. A year later it was Beat Fourth Grade! We
often could be up for a whole recess. Nobody else could get to be up to kick, so to
speak. Why did the teacher allow all that? About once a year we used to walk from
Chester #9 to Chester #8 and play a softball game. Another activity of the era was 4H.
The Chester township 4H club had a ball team. The site of play was the pasture
adjoining the schoolhouse at Chester #5. 3rd base somehow always ended up being a
cowpie. Interesting, huh?
Stanley Greenwald
I went to country school eight years, and I never had a classmate. My sister was right
behind me and she had so many in her class every year. I just happened never to have
anybody in my class. But I learned a lot from the other kids. The teacher taught up there
in front. Even when you were in second grade, you learned something from the seventh
graders. (Pie Socials) The mothers and the teacher would make pies and bring them
and the young men would come. If you bought a pie, you got to eat with whoever you
bought your pie from. That made a little bit of money for some project. When we had
them, I never was old enough to make a pie. My first teacher was a Marguerite Muckier.
She wasn't there very long and then there was Lillian Weiner. The next one was
Marjorie Davidson, and the next one was a man. Delois Collier was his name. The next
one was Helen Christianson, that was all the teachers in country school. I can always
remember Miss Weiner. She wore spike heels, teaching school, they weren't quite as
tiny as nowdays. She'd be on the playground with us but she never joined in. Most of
our teachers would be right out there playing fox and goose, or whatever we played in
the noon hour. She came out but she never really played with us. We didn't like her as
much. I don't think any of them were married. Even Helen ... she taught a lot of years,
61

my last teacher, but she didn't marry until she was pretty old, I imagine she was 32 or
33 when she got married. She was the best teacher I ever had in the country school.
If you were the only one in your class, how many kids in the school?

Oh, there'd be like twelve, or fourteen or fifteen. I don't think we had any more than
fifteen that I can remember. I remember an old pump organ in one school. See, I went
to three country schools. We moved three times, one time still in the same country
school. I moved seven times. That was when I was growing up. But when I got married I
moved here, moved at the orchard and moved back here. But my dad and mom moved
alot.
Jean Hinegardner
When I was in 8th grade it was 6 (in the school) .. I can't ever remember more than ... 8,
maybe at the most. As I say I was the only one in my class, outside of 3 years when I
had another boy... never had any girls in my class. Then I went to high school, 106 kids
in my class. Down here in the community building.
Robert Dimit
The first country school I went to was up north of Grinnell. We had a school teacher by
the name of Miss Howell and she was strict. She carried a yardstick around and if you
didn't behave yourself you'd get the yardstick, slapped on the back of your hand and it
hurt! In the wintertime it was real cold. I can remember, couple of the neighbor boys,
John Krum and Dick Bailey and my oldest brother... it was cold outside so they decided
they didn't want to go outside to the bathroom. 'Course we didn't have inside toilets so
they went down in the basement and they peed in the coal bin. The next day the
teacher smelled it. She wanted to know who did it and she said the whole class would
be punished if whoever did it wouldn't admit it, so those three admitted it. They ended
up goin' down to the basement and they got the yardstick on the seat of their pants.
Then when we moved over... well, it's where Howard McDonough lives now... we lived
there and we walked a mile to school, carried our lunches. We all took turns dustin' the
erasers, we'd go outside, bang the erasers together, get the chalk off of 'em. We all took
turns puttin' coal and wood in the furnace with a great big register that went upstairs and
that's what heated the school house. We had recess twice a day, and then at noon. I
can always remember the big old crock sittin there with the water in it, little spigot in the
front you'd get your drink of water at. 'Course back then our meals was like peanut
butter and jelly sandwiches, you know, because there was no refrigeration at school or
anything. Oh, we played games like Annie, Annie Over, and Ring Around the Rosie, all
that kind of game. In the wintertime we went down in the basement and played and at
recess. In the wintertime if the roads was real bad, mom would come and get us in the
pickup, if the roads was available to get to us. If it got real real cold it was quite a walk
for a mile for us little kids. Then after we graduated from 8th grade, we come to Grinnell
to high school.
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How many kids in that school?
It seemed like we had about 17 to 18, I think, 1st through 8th grade. It seemed like at
one time we had 23 or 24. Every year you had a Christmas program. Always hang May
baskets, made May baskets at school and hung your May baskets.The Christmas
program, and May baskets and Easter and that stuff we would go to another school and
visit that school, country school. We'd go there and put a program on, sometimes they'd
do 'em together. One school we went to, the first school up north of Grinnell didn't have
a piano and I think we finally got a piano when we moved up northeast of Grinnell. I
think we finally got an old piano there.
Mike Mintle
We would have a skit or two. Everybody had a piece to memorize and speak and, of
course, songs. We had a wire across a section of the front of the school room on which
a stage curtain was hung. It also allowed for an off stage area right and off stage area
left. We would sing with the victrola, crank it up, put on a record. And then, at the end
of the Christmas program, there'd be a tremendous rumble on the front steps of the
schoolhouse porch with appropriate hollering. Everybody would turn that way and
then .... lo and behold ... from one of the dressing rooms in front, Santa would appear!
Now how could that be? Have you seen Harley's story in Possum Trot about my dad?
Most of the time Santa Claus was my dad I later learned. Lee Bailey, the guy who gave
me the job as water boy, would boost him through a window while all were looking
elsewhere. I didn't know, after I left home, that Dad continued to play Santa Claus, but
apparently he played Santa Claus for a neighbor when his son was a little boy.
Stanley Greenwald
I suppose 15, 20 something like that, in grade school. In 8th grade, must have been
about a half a dozen of us. And I learned more in country school than I ever dreamt of
learning in high school or in school. If you was a first grader, you listened to all the
second graders, and I was way ahead of high school. I remember when I came to high
school in Grinnell, we had some algebra and everything else and Grinnell hadn't had
any of that kind of stuff. But I think country school was way ahead of town school.
Allan Moyer
We had to take eighth grade exams to graduate, to go into high school. I got on the
honor roll so I figured she taught us pretty well. I wasn't a 4 point because we didn't
have 4 point then, but I did well enough in high school. For high school graduation, we
had a blank map with the counties marked in it. We had to fill every one of them in in
our senior year and this was in our Civics class. If you got them all right you didn't have
to go that last week.
Jean Hinegardner
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The country kids were generally ahead of them and there was always a pecking order
that had to be established and that generally happened in the first couple weeks. But
the country kids, we all knew each other because, 'course we had the 8th grade exams,
but generally about 4 times a year there was a skating party or some function which all
of the country kids went to to help us get socially adjusted. But most country kids were
very shy when they got to school, to high school. I think 42 country kids graduated and
of course there was Searsboro and Brooklyn and Malcolm and Hartwick and lots of
schools then so probably ten of the country school kids went to the high school and in
my class 8 of them were in the top ten, including the valedictorian, in the country
schools. But I thought we got an excellent education. I started kindergarten with some
other kids but first grade through seventh grade I was the only one in my class. So you
had to know your lesson before you could go on to the next step. So if you didn't know
your division you stayed in that til you knew it all. I don't know that there was ever more
than two kids in a class. I had a sister a year older than me and there was a boy with
her and I think there was another class there were two in, otherwise we were all single.
Going to town schools I don't think improved the education. In fact it was probably not
the quality as we had. We got a phone the last couple years I was in school but if
somebody got injured that needed medical attention, teacher would load that person in
the car and take 'em to town to get stitches or whatever. The rest of us continued what
we were doing. I can't ever remember any horsing around when the teacher was gone,
but there were always older kids who were in charge. Also in country school, if there
was a younger student having problems with math or reading, the teacher would ask if
the older student was finished with what they were doing they could take time out to
help the younger student. She had her built-in teachers' aides.
Howard McDonough

The schools, you know, I don't know all over the state, but in our county they were in the
middle of a four mile square area. So you only had to walk then, oh, one mile here or
one mile here to get to the school. I forget now... what the salaries the teachers had, but
I know a lot of em were less than 100 dollars a month, and they were the janitor, the
fireman, in the winter time they had to make the fire and everything besides teaching
the students in all eight grades.
Bill Rempp
When you were going to country school, did you take your lunch?
Mom's homemade bread. Home made bread was really the best. Mom always made
bread and we'd have peanut butter, sometimes, and I know we'd have jelly. And we'd
have dill pickles, sliced dill pickles in our sandwich. I suppose there were some roasts or
something but I know she always saved every little thing to wrap our sandwich in. We
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didn't have waxed paper because that cost too much. It seems like we had some kind
of gallon buckets with lids on 'em. I know we didn't have lunch buckets. I can remember
our neighbors. They were very poor, and they'd bring just lard on their sandwich. We
always felt real sorry for them. They had a bundle of kids, about seven of them.
Jean Hinegarden
Had a little pail you carried your lunch in and as you went into the school there was a
washroom they called it and they had a water bucket there and a tall thing to put water
in to drink, then you take your coat and your overshoes and everything out there.
Claude Ahrens had just started at that time into playground equipment and he was
making a teeter-totter and all the teeter-totter was, was an iron pipe stuck into the
ground with a 2x1 O or a plank on it. It just set on it. You could swirl that thing around, do
whatever you wanted with it and I can remember that was basically the first piece of
playground equipment I can remember. And we played tag at recess at noon. In the
wintertime right across from the school my granddad had 40 acres there also and it was
all pasture, a nice little hill right over there. So we'd go over there at noon and sleigh
ride. That was about the extent of it.
Robert Dimit
We took our lunch in the bucket. We had a lot of jelly sandwiches, peanut butter,
minced ham, if the folks had gone to town they usually bought some minced ham and
that was a treat, and sometimes just plain bread and butter. Bologna We used to call it
minced ham.That was hard me to get used to callin' it baloney. I still want to call it
minced ham.
Don Milburn
I took all twelve years at Searsboro school, graduated from there. At that time there
were two grocery stores, there was a drug store, barber shop, later years a beauty
shop, and a cream station where you could sell your cream and eggs. And an elevator.
And a fellow, their names were Mitchell, and they had a Ford garage. In fact I bought my
first car from him because when I started to teach school I had to have a car. I taught
down by New Sharon at a country school called Mill Grove, so it was a Model A Ford.
Girls or boys who went to Grinnell school would take what's called Normal training and
they could go right out of of high school. But I couldn't because we did not have training
so I went to Penn College one whole summer and took, I suppose you would call it
Normal training, to get a certificate to teach in the rural schools. You couldn't teach in
bigger schools, you'd go to the rural schools. Then later I took a test, a written test, and
then they would issue what's called a First Grade Teacher's Certificate. Then I could
teach in Searsboro, a consolidated school and I did teach there, too. Well, I did not
know anything about a country school because I didn't know how they operated it. So I
happened to have a good friend who lived at Oak Grove, where there was a country
school, so she said come and visit with me some day, which I did. Because I thought
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how do you pencil out for each class? 'Course ordinarily you probably never had eight
grades. But they all had their work to do, and you'd have a big bench up here, close to
your desk, and then you would call first grade up, or whatever it was, and they would do
whatever I asked them to do. I made the homework, 'cause they didn't have workbooks.
I had to do that myself. You had to do those things for those kids. And then they brought
their lunches. Again there was no electricity there, either, and no water. Where I was
teaching there at Mill Grove, the director, the one that hires you, lived just down the road
a little ways so I could send two of the kids together to go down and get a bucket of
water, bring it up and put it in the cooler, and they could bring their lunches, you know.
Then later, I really don't know how that got started, but you could get commodities from
the government if you wanted to cook something at the school. So we signed up for it
and the director bought me a little oil stove, two burner stove. Before that I had told my
kids 'if you would want to bring something from home to warm up, like a soup or
something' I'll put a dishpan on top of the heater that we heated the building with and
put water in it and heat it, you know. Well, we didn't do that after we had that, so we'd
get these commodities and I'd have to figure out, now what can I use this commodity for
today, 'cause it never was the same stuff. One time it was a whole bunch of prunes! Oh
my goodness, what am I going to do with prunes? I took them home and my mother
cooked those for me, so I took them down, thinking I don't know how this will go. One
little boy ate the whole bunch of them. (laughter) And then we got canned milk and I
thought what can I do with canned milk? So I thought, well, I asked the kids would you
like some dried beef gravy? Most of them knew what that was, and I said if you each will
bring two pennies, I think it was, I will buy some of that and I'll make some gravy and
you can bring some bread or a piece of toast or whatever, so that's what we did. And I
remember standing at that little stove, stirring the gravy and pronouncing spelling
lessons. I never did have eight grades at once, though.
When they got to the eighth grade then you worked with them to get them ready for the
test they had to take before they could enter high school. The students that I had always
did get through it OK, but you worked with them ahead of time so they'd be prepared.
What did they pay you?
Fifty dollars a month. When I went to teach there, if I would do this dinner for the kids, I
got $55. Maybe I only got $45 at Barnes City.
Lucille Van Dyke
I taught school three years in a country school. Fifty dollars a month for the first year,
seventy five for the second year, ninety for the third. My folks were close enough I
always stayed home and Dad didn't charge me any rent. When I think back on it now I
can't believe he didn't charge me. He told me I had to buy my lunch meat for my
lunches. I went to Toledo High School and I took Normal Training. I didn't have college,
but I taught three years in the country school, and I hated every day of it. I was just
overwhelmed because I was janitor, playground supervisor, got the water, put up the
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flag, I just had too much to do. Two of the years I had every grade. You know,
sometimes, you'd be in school there wouldn't be any third graders or any fifth graders,
didn't happen to be, but three years that I taught it was just overwhelming.
Jean Hinegardner
I went to the country school, the first one was a mile and a half west of us. Then they
decided I was in Iowa County and I should be going to the other school. So I had to go
over the hill on the other side to Bunker Hill, in Iowa County, Dayton township. Then
when I was 17, I was out of high school and got an elementary teaching degree in
summer school at Penn College, a ten week course, I think it was. So I taught that same
school that I went to. Not only that but I taught two of the children that were in eighth
grade by that time. I enjoyed it, too, because they were grown-up kids. 'Course when I
was there they were younger. Later I taught in Poweshiek County before we were
married. I taught two years, then I taught one year in Thornburg in the town school. I
had three grades there. I started off with whatever was available, I think first I had nine
children, then in Scott township I had thirteen and thirty-five inThornburg. In the first
school, the Bunker Hill, we had to go, oh, a quarter mile up to Humphrey's hill, and they
didn't really have good water, so a lot of us carried our own water in a metal syrup
bucket, those little two quart syrup buckets. That's what we had to drink and wash with. I
don't know how the teacher got water to scrub the basin. I suppose she brought her
own water. But the boys would volunteer to go up with the bucket and a bail, you know,
and then we had those stone water coolers. We had a towel. We all used the same
towel and the same drinking cup. We had those lights on the wall that sat in little
brackets and used kerosene. These lights were used for school programs at Christmas .
I think that's what we had in Scott township, too. But in Scott township, we had a
telephone. Now that was during the war. That's why I could get a teaching degree,
because in war time they needed teachers. The ladies were going to work in factories,
taking the places of men. We had a big stove, had a big shell around it, the first one we
had. When I first started to school it was just one of these pot bellied stoves that you put
coal, or wood or cobs, whatever was available that the school board furnished. Had a
coal house outside, we carried it in. Sometimes the big boys would carry it in, but most
of the time it was the teacher's responsibility. If they volunteered but we never made
them do it...would have been a good punishment I guess, but I never punished my kids.
Well, I did, one boy, though. He took the little kindergarten chair and hit a little girl over
the head. I spanked him! He's been my favorite boy ever since. And then when I went
from the country school, he followed me to the school in Thornburg, and there was Billy.
He clomped up and down the stairs with his cowboy boots and I said, "Billy, you make
too much noise. If you don't cut down, I'll have to bring you my bedroom slippers." He
just laughed and I gave him a big hug. Well, he's the one that climbed out the
schoolhouse window over top of the furnace room. I think I gave him a swat for that, too.
I had a superintendent, I should have turned him over to that, but he was such a goodhearted kid. You just love 'em. And when we celebrated our 60th or 65th anniversary, he
and his wife came from Cedar Rapids to celebrate it.
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Ellen Merck
What did you do about doctoring?
Well, we had family doctors, you know. And they had an old model T, and they would
come to the house in the morning, the children were all born right in the houses right at
the home, you know. And the doctor would come in the morning, if you were sick he'd
come in the morning. And he'd try to come back at night. Yes he would.
Frank Wheeler
Doctor Parrish. John Parrish. Back in those days, doctors did everything. They didn't
have surgeons like they do today. In fact my brother had his tonsils taken out right in the
doctor's office. We had 2 hospitals, St Francis and Grinnell hospitals.
Mike Mintle
You didn't have a mounted corn picker then, it was a pull picker, either one row or two
row... and so dad would go through the field to lay out a land so he could go down one
side, back on the other, and where he would drive through, course he was knocking two
rows down he was drivin' over and then the picker would get the next two, so there was
two rows that had to be picked up so that was mom's and my job, pickin up that downed
corn and we would put it in piles every so far apart across the field and then when he
would get it opened up wide enough to where he could maneuver, why then he would
come back through and stop at those piles and then we'd throw them into the picker or
into the wagon, one or the other, so that he didn't have to pick it up.
We went to the crib, and he had an elevator that was made all out of wood rather than
steel. 'Course the webbing and stuff was steel, then we had an overhead wagon hoist
that lifted the front of the wagon up, you know, into the hopper. And then to run that
thing, that hoist, there was a tumbling rod that came out of the bottom, where you
hooked on to the bottom of the elevator, with a knuckle and then the tumbling rod took it
out away and hooked on then to the hoist. And that's what run it and then you had a
tractor then, belted onto what we called a speed jack, and it reduced the speed or
increased it, I don't remember which, it was geared so that it would do that. And when I
was, oh, I s'pose, five, somewheres in there, mom and I were doing that,
unloading the wagon and for some reason I was standin' there watchin' that tumblin' rod
turn and I had on a pair of grandma's homemade mittens, and I reached down with my
hand and was lettin' that tumbling rod turn in my hand. Well, there was little burrs of
steel stickin' up from bein' throwed around or whatever, and that caught my glove and it
flipped me right over and back and underneath that shaft and it broke my arm right up
here and right down here. (Indicates above and below elbow.) And I had a brand new
leather jacket on. And to tell you how poor we were, when they took me in to the
hospital they were gonna cut that jacket off of me. And dad and mom said, "Oh, you
can't do that, that's a brand new coat." That was money! So I had to do some cryin' and
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screamin', I suppose, til they got that off. At that time they didn't know exactly where it
was all broke but that was quite an ordeal.
James Mcllrath
I would have been about 5 years old then. I don't have a lot of memories of that time. I
remember the good things and the bad things. I remember jumpin' off the hog house.. I
had put a spike through the top of an old buttermilk barrel and left it layin .... I had made
a table out of it, had it nailed to a wooden block. We's playin' house, you know---1 don 't
think I'd started school yet---there were hogs in the lot there and they'd knocked it over
and knocked that block off and that nail was sticking' up and I jumped off the hog house
and got it through my foot. I remember gain' to Dr Drown in Kellogg, a medical doctor,
so he run a probe through it to clean it out, you know. 'Course it was an old dirty hog lot.
So I was supposed to go back the next day and he was gonna do it again and dad says
No, we're not gonna do that again and he brought me to Grinnell, to Dr. Porter. I never
got infection in it. We didn't think about lockjaw shots and things.
Don Milburn
I was rakin' hay. Rakin' the hay that dad had mowed the day before and he was mowin'
in the same field, mowin' more hay down. And it was an old tractor, a Farmall Regular, it
was called. The steering was so direct, that if the front wheels hit something or
whatever, it would snap the wheel and that's what happened. I hit a gopher hole and it
throwed me off. It flipped me off over backwards and the big old wide drawbars that was
on them back then, when I fell off, I hit that and I broke my arm again. And it raked me
up ... the hay rake ran over me and it raked me up in the windrow. (laughing) I got up and
I didn't know what to do, I mean, here was the tractor gain' off in the field and dad
fortunately seen what happened or seen me standin' there and the tractor was gain', so
he got the tractor stopped. But that was over west of Newburg at my grandma's place
and we lived where I grew up which was oh, five miles I s'pose. Anyway he put me back
on the tractor... ! got back on the tractor anyway, and I had to drive that tractor home.
With a broken arm
Yeah, 'course I didn't know it and he didn't know it. I knew there was somethin' wrong,
but boy did my mother give him a chewin' out when he got home. She knew there was
something' wrong. I had several arm deals. We went to country school.We were out
playin' at noon hour and there was a girl and a boy, both of 'em a year or two older than
me, anyway they were tryin' to pull me up and push me up into the tree and we got to
laughin' and everybody lost all control of their strength and I fell out of the tree, and
broke my arm about an inch or two lower than the very first time with the elevator.
So back to town I went again. I was in a cast. .. in order, where that was broke, it was
hard to get it to stay, so my arm was in a cast from ... well, this, they didn't actually realize
that it was broke. Because when they put the cast on, my hand just kind of plopped
down out of it. But this was all cast, clear up to here (his neck) and clear around my
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body and this arm was braced so it stayed out there like that. This was the only arm that
had a big enough hole that I could move this arm around. From here up around my neck
was all cast. It was Dr. John Parrish. He was one of the main doctors in Grinnell at that
time. They were old fashioned doctors' offices, you know
James Mcilrath
Well, mostly, you didn't have money to do it. Of course, the doctors and stuff in them
days ... I can't tell you how much they charged. In those days a lot of it was tradin' stuff.
And then it got to the point, I can remember that dad said ... yeah, it was a barber in town
told my dad, 'Guy, he said, 'I just can't take any more chickens or stuff like that, it's gotta
be money.' I guess it's what you call the barter system. Yeah, (dad) took me to the
chiropractor one time, Atkins was the guys name, chiropractor in town. And I had a
sinus problem. Every time my heart beat it felt like my eyes was gonna pop right out. I
think I was about 15 years old. He took me in to see that chiropractor and the minute I
walked in the door he put his hand on the back of my neck and it just about killed me
and he laid me down on the chiropractor's table at that time where they have the slot in
there and he put a heat lamp on the back of my neck and he put something under my
nose. and in a few minutes it was just like somebody shot a shotgun off in that room.
Somethin popped loose in my head and the crap run out of there and I never felt so
good in my life.
Burton Cooper
Doctor Fee in Toledo. He was special to us; he even gave us a little dog, a little house
dog and its name was Midget. It was a toy fox terrier and we thought so much of that
dog. He bought that and gave us kids that. My sister and I had never been in a
restaurant...! was a sophomore ... and Dr. Fee took us for lunch one day at the Knotty
Pine in Toledo. We just thought we were pretty special. That was our first restaurant.
Dad gave us castor oil if we had a side ache. If you'd been runnin', got a side ache
you'd get a dose of castor oil, if he knew it. You got so you didn't tell him, but he'd put
salt on our tongue afterward to make your saliva run and get rid of that taste or
something. I can't remember if that was before we took it or after we took it. But cod
liver oil was kind of bad, too. In the spring we had to take a ... I don't know, came in a
bottle, it was dark brown, kind of thick like sorghum, it was something Dad bought. It
was to build us up after winter. We had to take that, put a big tablespoon full in our milk.
Stir it up and then we'd drink that cause we always drank a lot of milk. There was a
name for it but I can't think of it. It was like a tonic but, it was just a made up name ... us
kids made that name up, we'd always be makin' up stuff. We had a lot of imagination, us
girls.
Jean Hinegardner
When I was just a kid, we had a doctor in Millersburg. He had one of the biggest
hospitals in Iowa County, but it was just a house.
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Gene Merck
Ellen: Tell about when you got your finger in the hay pulley when they were pulling hay
up.

Well, dad took me to Millersburg to this doctor and of course they had to sew it up and
all that. I was about four and a half, and my brother was six and a half leadin' the horse.
What would they do to the folks today? Anyway, when I woke up, this old doctor had
taken out my tonsils and adenoids, too. (laughter) I was over at Grandma Merck's then.
Back then you had ether. Oh lordy, sick... I had a couple more operations for my ears
when I was eighteen or so. I think we still had ether then ... about '38.
Gene Merck

All of us were born at home. Doctor Trimble from Montezuma drove out from
Montezuma to east of Deep River... how many miles would that be? Dr.Crane drove a
Model T, but earlier he had a buggy but he always had somebody drivin' for him.
Sometimes she would go along because they were both doctors. I know one time I was
getting the cows in and the gate fell on my toe. I was barefooted, of course. Grandpa
had to take me to the doctor in Deep River and it cost a dollar. He paid that doctor a
dollar for my toe. About every call was a dollar, and he didn't always get his money, I
don't think.
Ellen Merck
We visited with the dentist. And we said, Doc, what happens when you kind of do
something kind of wrong, he said 'you shut up and keep on going.' That's what he told
us.
Frank Wheeler
How did money come into the farm?

I don't know if we ever had any. (laughs) We sold cream. I don't remember if we ever
sold many eggs or not. But yeah, we had to take cream to town. Down here beside
Pagliai's, right to the west, right on the alley there is where we took it. Then we took
wool to Newton from the sheep. We always had quite a few, I don't remember how
many really. I didn't like sheep.
Raymond Brown
We just milked beef cows that we had, that milked good. That was the only income I
remember my folks ever having. My mother raised a lot of chickens and dad always
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milked about 8 cows and then we sold the cream and the eggs on Saturday night.
That's when we went to town and did what little shopping they ever had to do. I can
remember the first priority they had was the eggs and the milk, or cream. It didn't
amount to a whole lot. But they always took fifty cents and went to the gas station and
put fifty cents of gas in the car so we could get to town and back again the next week .
... we raised a lot of hay, we had a big cattle herd, what I considered a big one at that
time, I got more cattle out here now than we ever had. Seem like I remember that they
come in and checked on this brucellosis thing. They tested your herd and you had to
sell anything that tested with that. We had 42 head of livestock, cattle at that time and
when they got all done testin' we had one cow left. I can remember my folks, my mother
almost in tears, dad with a long face and so on because that was the end of the year,
that was the only income they basically had. The first recollection I can have, probably,
much of the farm, probably when I was about 6 years old, 1936, when they had the big
drouth, there was no crops, no hay. We had all beef cattle and my granddad and dad
made a sled that was V shaped with cutters along the side.They'd tie a horse on this
sled and walk down the corn rows. One stand on one side, one the other and they'd cut
that corn off 'til they had an armful, then they'd tie it and they made shocks. and I can
remember all winter long goin' out with dad to get the shocks, to bring in to feed the
cows. Course there would always be mice runnin' around, I had a big time chasin' them.
Robert Dimit
That was the year (1930) that dad started farmin'. I remember them talkin' about ten
cent corn. Lot of 'em was burning the corn for fuel rather than sellin' it 'cause it didn't
bring enough to pay. He had a decent crop in '36 when a lot of them didn't have. He
always said he had a decent crop. I don't know what that meant, but he always felt
fortunate on that.
Don Milburn
(Hogs) usually went to Kellogg or Grinnell, hog-buying places. Westerkamp was a
buyer at Kellogg. Hormel bought here. I'm not sure of some of the names that bought. I
know we brought a lot of hogs to Grinnell. One was Shaw, he had a couple kids in my
class, I was in high school with. I came to Grinnell high school. He was hog buyer here
and we sold quite a few to him. He come in '47 or 48. We'd take some of them to the
sale barns, there was a sale barn here in Grinnell. Top butcher hogs at that time was
200 to 220 pounds and if one looked like it wasn't gonna weigh 200, they'd sort it out
and give you quite a docking for it and if it went over, the same way. You could get by
with a pound or two over but most of them had pretty good eyes.They could spot 'em
pretty quick if they were too big or too small.
Don Milburn
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Well, we milked cows and we had chickens. We had cream and eggs, we would buy
400 chickens every spring. Half of 'em would be roosters which we ate a percentage of
those but we sold the rest, cleaned 'em and butchered 'em as a family and different
townspeople bought 'em. Then we would have 200 layers so we got, we would get two
cases of eggs every week and at that time eggs were about 60 cents a dozen,
wholesale, which is more money than they'd bring now. And then we'd have a can of
cream, I'm not sure how much that would be now, but we'd take 'em to the egg
processing place where they would candle 'em to make sure they didn't have blood
spots and little chicks starting in 'em. It was right across from the grocery store, United
Food Market which is where Pagliai's Pizza is now, and in the process of pickin' up
groceries, they would bring the egg cases over and one of the egg cases would hold
fillers, the egg dividers, and the other one we would put our groceries in. They used
cardboard boxes instead of grocery bags then, but all of the groceries would not fit into
the one egg case, so there'd be some boxes or couple more boxes. But the eggs would
bring in more than enough money to pay for all of the groceries. Groceries to fit in a big
double egg case and a couple boxes would be less than ten dollars. And I custom
baled. I been on my own financially since I was 14. I had my own baler, had fence
making equipment and I hired my classmates to help me do those projects. But mostly
the Deppe bothers and I worked together. We made a lot of money. My junior and senior
year, teachers were making, people were making a dollar an hour so they were making
$2,000 a year, and teachers were making $2,000 to $2,200 a year, and I made $3,000 a
year, both years, plus went to school full time, played in band and athletics. I played
football, wrestled and was in track. I didn't have to sleep much.But I also worked on
cars, did mechanic work. I had learned to do a little welding, so I did some welding and I
also trapped. Trapping was very valuable then. Muskrats were five and a half dollars
apiece. I would generally get between one and two hundred of those and then raccoons
were $35 to $42 apiece.
Howard McDonough
My grandfather built that house when my mother was born in 1902. Later when the
depression come, he just about lost the farm.The story is my dad gave my grandfather a
few pigs because when the depression was on the pigs were not worth nothin' so dad
gave him a few pigs and he raised those pigs up, re-bred 'em, and dad claimed that
that's what saved the farm. So that's why my father wanted me to have livestock all the
time, which I raised a lot of hogs. Dad and I fed out about a hundred head of feeder
cattle every year for about 20 years and then I went to raisin' more hogs and stopped
feeding the cattle. All the work of raisin' the hogs was done by hand. Pitchfork and a
scoop shovel was about all we had and I might have 500 to 800 head of hogs there at
one time during the year. Lotta work but I enjoyed it and I took pride in raising and
caring for 'em. I farrowed a lot of pigs out in the field in little huts. Might have 30 head of
sows out in the field in these huts and the sows would go into these huts and farrow
their pigs. In a way that was an easy way of taking care of them because about all you
had to do was go out and feed 'em night and morning and keep bedding in those huts.
But when it rained you might be out there in the rain puttin' new bedding into the huts. I
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had a farrowing house that dad and I had built in later years. It had a furnace in it and I
would farrow pigs in there about every two to three months.Take the little pigs out when
they were about three weeks old and clean the house out, scrub it out and put another
batch of sows in there and raise another batch of pigs. They were healthy pigs. Not
very often did you have to give 'em antibiotics. They were fed out to a weight of about
220 pounds, 225 pounds then they were taken to a buyer sometimes here in Grinnell,
and Malcolm had a buyer that bought a lot of my hogs.
Don Weaver
Three hundred laying hens, sell 'em in the fall, bring in new ones ... (Dad had) had
mostly beef cattle .. pure bred Angus. He was feedin' them out, the rest of the calves at
that time and they'd send them to Chicago. He wouldn't have enough to fill a truck, but
some of the neighbors would and so they'd partition them off in there, his calves, and
they'd send to Chicago. There was companies that sold the cattle for people. I
remember the name, Sinnard Company, in Chicago. And Sinnard always sold his calves
and sent him a check. There was also buyers that come around locally. That was after
the war. I remember these one buyers. See, things was going up so fast after the
war...and these buyers, we see them going by down the road ... and then they come back
and dad had listened to the radio and found out that cattle were way up that day. They
come back and offered him 21 cents and the market was 27. (laughter) And he says, "I
see you guys go back. You listened to that." (laughter) But then cattle buyers were
maybe a little crooked. (laughter)
Gary Davis
In looking back, it was the typical family farm here in Iowa in the '30s,40s, and 50s.
'Don't put all your eggs in one basket.' We did a little of everything. My dad was not
strong on beef cattle, but he was on dairy; so there were a lot of cows to be milked, and
hogs and chickens to look after. The output from the poultry and the cows, eggs and
milk, brought in money every week of the year. This money went to my mother who
kept the day to day family living expenses under control until my dad would have
opportunity to sell crops or hogs.
Stanley Greenwald
By hand we used to milk up to twelve to fifteen. We sold cream to the Royal Dairy, they
called it, they came out with the truck and took the cream. And I know we had a hydrant
in the barn and we'd fill a tank with cold water and set the cans of cream in it. He'd
come every morning and pick up the cream.
Jean Hinegardner
We had a man that come around, picked the cream up. They had a creamery here in
Grinnell. At first, before the cream truck started comin' around, we would take our cream
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to town and our eggs. We sold our eggs right across the alley from where Pagliai's
Pizza is. There was an egg place there, they candled 'em. I'm just not sure where we
did sell the cream before the cream truck.
Mike Mintle
We made sorghum for 30 years, and that was a killer. We had a tractor that squeezed
the juice out of cane, we planted cane and we had a big pan, about from here to the
hutch over there ... and this juice would run down this pan. We'd start out at 5 in the
morning and work til eleven every day for probably two, two and a half weeks it would
take us to make sorghum. That was hard work but in the end we always got to go on a
little trip, or buy a new piece of furniture. We never bought anything that we couldn't pay
for. We never ever had ... except the farm, we couldn't pay cash for that...but if we
couldn't afford it, if we couldn't pay for it, we never bought it. And I think that was good.
You can get by on a lot less than you think you can.
Jean Hinegardner
Dad lost his farm, everything he ever had ... he walked from Malcolm to work, he must
have walked 5, 6 miles to work every day, back at night. I can remember... course you
know what the WPA is ... when we were livin' in Malcolm they must have had some kind
of project for kids or somethin', cause we used to go to the Malcolm auditorium, you
could learn to tap dance, learn to play the flute, learn about anything you wanted to
learn and dad kind of ran that for awhile. I think I tried to play the flute. But that would
have been it.
Allan Moyer
We rented farms. In the Depression the insurance companies owned all of them that
we rented from. Usually 80 acres is what you rented.
How'd you get by on BO acres?

Not too well. .. we always had plenty to eat... We milked cows, had chickens, raised
some hogs. People didn't want so much then, didn't need so much. Didn't have a light
bill because you didn't have any electricity. Didn't have a water bill because you didn't
have any water.
Shirley Moyer
My dad was a farm laborer and more or less a jack of all trades. My mother spent
several years as a cook at the school, the school system. Dad did not farm. Dad worked
for farmers off and on, and I grew up working for landlords and neighborhood farmers.
(The landlord) paid me by the hour. Well, the first couple years when I was probably in
the way more than I was helpin', you know, but I could open gates and stuff. I think I
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made five bucks the first summer I worked, 'cause I went to the state fair and I had a
five dollar bill in my pocket! Then I got thirty-five cents an hour, and I had to keep track
of my hours, and he'd ask me ... he knew when the fair was comin' ... he'd say 'You need
some spendin' money?' He'd give me five bucks or somethin' because he knew I was
going to the fair. Anyway, the end of summer, school started then and I was down to
where I was just workin' weekends, we'd settle up. He'd say, 'We gotta settle up.' I had
all my hours and he'd pay me in cash. Probably ten, fifteen dollars. Well, then it got to
where I was doing field work, drivin' trucks and milkin' cows in the morning and crawlin'
up the silo and throwin' ensilage down, and doin' manual labor, well then I was gettin'
fifty cents an hour. At the end of the year he paid me and I think he owed me fifty some
bucks. He said, 'What are you gonna do with that money?' I said I don't know. Well, I
knew I was gonna take it home stick it in my dresser drawer, hide it from my sisters for
one thing. Probably would have blowed it. He said, 'Will you lend me that money? I'll
borrow that money from you if you'll loan it to me.' Okay. So he made out a note, a
promissory note, he borrowed the fifty bucks, had a due date a year from now and I
think it was 6% interest. So then every year he taught me to do that. And then, I think it
was the year I was 16 years old, he said, 'Ronnie, you need to get some life insurance.
He said, 'You're learning to drive and you're runnin' around at night and somethin'
happens to you, your folks can't afford to lose you. If you want, 1'111 send a guy to talk to
you.' This life insurance salesman come to the house and I bought a $2,000 life
insurance policy, I think it was a 20 pay life, something like $15 a year. I've still got that
policy. Been paid up for years, it's in the bank and I get a statement every year. That
insurance company has changed hands, changed names four or five times but I think
that $2,000 policy is worth over $3,800 today, with accrued interest and such. So to
answer your question, he taught me a lot of things about life that benefited me today.
Ron Riley
It was my grandmother's farm. And this place was sort of unique because the year of
1934 they put in an emergency landing field. The routes going east and west were just
starting in and some of the planes they felt needed a landing field in case of an
emergency. More commercial then, but there were a few passenger flights.
So on this farm here, the south 41 acres of the landing field was on our 160 acres farm,
69 acres from our neighbor, making a 11 O acre field. The government leased that in
1934 from my grandmother. These figures, if you know what the figures are today, are
hard to believe. They leased that for a 15 year lease for 12 dollars and 50 cents an
acre. And grandma kind of thought that was pretty good back then. Well, the depression
was just trying to get better. Then at the end of the 15 year lease the planes were
getting bigger and they decided well we'll, lease it for two more years. So they leased it
from 1949 they leased it for two more years. And by that time my grandmother had
passed away, my dad owned it then. And we got 27.50 an acre then for it. And we got to
harvest the bluegrass, using strippers to get the seed off the stem of grass. Are you
familiar with stripping bluegrass?

Can't say that I am.
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Ok, this is the way they harvest the bluegrass seed. It's a big wooden drum. The drum's
about that big around (about 2 feet), with a lot of spikes sticking out through it. And a
large chain sprocket on a steel wheel drove a small chain sprocket on the drum causing
the drum to go pretty fast. It would just spin and beat the heads off into this big box
behind it. And this is the way you harvest bluegrass. And we would sell that to a place in
southern Iowa then for bluegrass seed. We put it in big bags, you would get in this box
behind this big drum, it was probably around 3 feet deep, the width of the drum .. And
then the width of the drum. And you'd get in there and just grab that all that bluegrass
and stick it in a big burlap bag, held by a big bracket on the back. We would fill it up and
then take a number 8 nail and put this one over this like and this one over like this and
grab this end and come like this and stick a nail through it and how you tied the bag.
And this went to a seed business in I think down around Corydon, it was southern Iowa.
This was all scattered out and then dried and I suppose it was scattered out a little bit
more and then it was processed bluegrass seed. And it probably went through some
kind of a thrasher again to get more out. You know bluegrass seeds are pretty fine stuff.
You couldn't use much air to clean it.
Bill Rempp
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Tell me about thrashing.

Neighbor up the road just a ways, he had a threshing machine. Dad was involved with it
somehow but I really don't know... we had a pretty big run around the neighborhood
there. It was always fun, 'til I had to stack straw one year and that wasn't any fun at all. I
remember when I was in high school, me and a neighbor boy, we hauled grain. There
was only one farmer had an elevator. Everybody else you had to scoop it in the bin.
That's when you learn how to scoop either way. I can scoop right or left handed, don't
make any difference. He'd get in one end of the wagon and I'd get in the other and we'd
just start scoopin' and unload. 'Course we were tryin' to hurry so they wouldn't think we
were loafin.' But I'd rather do that than haul bundles. I never did care for that much. I
didn't like shockin' much either but we had to do that.
Raymond Brown
We didn't own the thrashing machine, we had a thrashing ring. We had a home made
ice cream supper of an evening and all the neighbors came and it was decided that my
dad would furnish a hayrack and a team to haul the bundles to the thrashing machine.
Where we had it, the farmer that owned the thrashing machine, he had the thrashing
machine and the tractor. I don't know how much the thrasher was paid, but I do know
that I was elected to haul water to the men on the pony. So, we started down the road
and it was about two miles, two and a half I think, before we could even start to work.
So Silver and I had a jug on each side of the saddle horn, a crock jug with a strap in it,
and you filled the jug with water pumped out of a well. And that was a real job because
the opening in the jug is about like that and the water either comes beyond the jug or
behind the jug. But I learned to pump it just so and get a little stream and get the jug in
the right place. I should have had a funnel but there wasn't time or money to get a
funnel. I would go to everybody on the thrashing run. I think they had 8 hayracks, and
then we had what they called 'spike' pitchers. In other words the men would load their
own rack, the pitchers would take the oats that were in the shock and they'd throw the
bundles on. You had people throwing the bundles up onto the racks, and the guy that
had the team and the rack, he'd be moving those, puttin' them just so, so he'd know
how they were and he could feed them into the thrashing machine. Silver never ever
bothered me much, he just went where I needed to go. 'Course he was a colt and I was
just a kid and if he wanted to go, it was OK.
Boyd Sparks

I'll tell you, thrashing time. Bundles you know. Some of those farmers could stack those
bundles on that rack just as neat as anything could be. I never could, they were pretty
sloppy when I stacked em on the rack to take em to the thrashing machine.
And we had to get, had a steam engine, had to have coal to run the steam engine. And
we had to shovel oats off into the oat bin.
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Frank Wheeler

Before you thrash, you had to bundle' em and stack 'em, make shocks out of the
bundles and stuff.That was a lot of work and then pitch 'em on the hayrack. Guy on the
hayrack, you know, always tried to outdo the next guy, build the nicest squares.
Men are pretty competitive, they wanted to show the other guy up if they could. And the
same way with stackin' hay , you know, on a rack, you know they'd want to make the
sides straight, make it look good.
Allan Moyer
That's what I was gonna say, I think the men were just as bad as the women to outdo
each other... lt was a good time. I think everybody looked forward to it. Though oats are
nasty and itchy to work in. It still was a good time.
Shirley Moyer

Thrashing was a good thing back then. Me and this one kid, my brother-in-law's stepbrother, we were just kids, probably in the 8th grade, and we said ... you scooped all the
oats after they come out, gonna be big, we said we'll scoop all the oats and we did, but
it was a lot of work ...

When you say 'scoopin'...
Unload 'em off the wagon. Now a couple places had elevators, a horse or something
go around to drive it, you shove it out of the wagon but a lot of times, you had to scoop
'em up over your head.
Allan Moyer
Women always tried to outdo each other. When the men got home they'd ask what they
had to eat, you know, then they'd try to out do it.
Shirley Moyer
That was the best eatin' you ever had! That was livin', then! A couple weeks of good
livin'.
Allan Moyer
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And I went on the thrashing ring because I drove the horses, or something I can't
remember what, and when we got done eating dinner I got right up with the men and
'C'mon', you know, leave the dishes and go." Well, all right.
Shirley Moyer
I know we had a big table that would seat twelve. Mom would have to fill it two or three
times. Our friends from town would be there and all these men. Then some neighbor
ladies would come in, too, and she would go other places and help them fix their meal,
too. I would say there would be thirty-five. Mashed potatoes, gravy, chicken, big roast,
beans and cabbage slaw, I imagine sauerkraut. I can remember pies; I remember mom
making several pies. And they'd have cake because sometimes she'd have to fix stuff to
take out in the late afternoon, they worked late, you know. I don't know how she did it. I
had thrashers two years when I first started. My mother-in-law helped me. I didn't have
as big crews as that but I remember it was a challenge to me. My mother-in-law was a
really good cook, and I remember her bringing pies up.
Jean Hinegardner
We cooked for them. Usually one of the neighbors, we'd just make the rounds, we'd
help each one, you know. They'd come in with the thrashing machine, and I don't know
how many men there would be to help. First, you had to shock the oats and put them in
bundles. Then they'd go out with the horse, pick them up, bring 'em in, throw them into
the thrasher, the straw went one way, the oats the other.
Lucille Van Dyke
One of the dirtiest jobs that I can ever remember, I never did it but I saw men that did
this when I was growing up, would be stacking straw from the threshing machine. That
was a dirty job. Straw would be coming out of the big blower, and it'd make an arch like
this, so it'd be kind of an oval. Of course you'd have to stack that and trap it and it was a
hard dirty job. But it was an art that not everybody could do.
Bill Rempp
We had a big run, had 26 farms on that route. It was actually split in two. We worked
both runs because we had quite a few oats, stayed a little longer at our place than most
places, took a few more people ... You know, when we first started I can remember the
steam engine on the threshin' machine just one year. And I can remember him comin'
up the road, took him forever to drive a mile that I could see him cause he'd only move
that one mile an hour. Took him an hour to get from the time he's in sight up to our
place. Then he bought an old tractor, I don't know what kind it was, I don't remember it
even had any paint on it. It wasn't much faster but it was a powerful tractor. We could
unload bundles both sides of the machine, it had enough power that you couldn't feed it
too fast. I worked several different threshin' runs. Bob and Margaret Ashby, I used to
haul bundles on his place. I worked for his uncle. He was one of my first 4H leaders.
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Did your mother have to come up with that big meal when the threshers came?
Yeah. Usually there'd be two or three neighbor ladies helpin'. They'd travel each
others' places. Almost always fried chicken 'cause it was during chicken season, big
enough by then to eat. Cherry pie. We always looked forward to those meals, great
meals. Everybody really chowed down.
Don Milburn
Those steam engines ... the man would come early where they were thrashing, to get it
steamed up. Well, he came for breakfast. The mother of the house had to get breakfast
and then for dinner, the whole crew came for dinner. We lived in the little house down
the hill and grandpa lived up the hill in a bigger house, so they had a bigger place to
feed 'em. That was fun for us kids. They'd put up tables, if it was all right, maybe they'd
do it outdoors. Grandma had a great big table and they'd put up a bench or something
to wash with. We'd heat water out in the sun, hang up a towel..and the washtub. That
was fun. She had a range and it was fueled with either cobs or coal or wood. We did,
too, and she had a place on the side of it, a reservoir that heated water. And cook pies,
and cakes. They'd have roast beef and oh, everything! Cabbage slaw, tomatoes,
mashed potatoes, big pans of potatoes. But then, there was one neighbor, they didn't
have that much, and we were kind of concerned for them but he was all right, he went to
town, got the meat. But some of us helped the lady out because she had several
children. They made pies for her, but he got hot dogs. He got weiners for them. That
was a little different.
Ellen Merck
Now, about baling hay. ..
When I was young we didn't have a baler ourselves and after the loose hay era went
over with, they come out with these balers that made that little round bale. Allis
Chalmers made that baler and they were small, only 40, 50 pound bales.
Well, they had the small squares, but see, the small bales you had to put them inside
right away, you get a good 2, 3 inch rain on them they got soggy wet, you know, but
these little rounds they shed the water just like the big bales do today. So we could get a
guy in to bale them, and we didn't necessarily have to have them picked up by nightfall.
We could leave the hay til the next day. We always put them inside, if you had quite a
few to do, you didn't always get it done in an afternoon, just me and dad and sister, you
know. Then sister, she would drive the tractor for the hayrack and me and dad would
each be on one side of it and we'd throw the bales on from each side of it. We put them
in the hay mow the same way with the hay fork and pull them up with the rope and drop
them in the hay mow. And then when I come home from my active duty in the National
Guard, I said to my dad, you go to Newton to the John Deere dealer. It was hard to get
a baler... it was gettin' to the point where guys weren't doin' that much custom work
anymore ... I said you go see what a baler costs. When I got home from work that night,
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the John Deere dealer was on the yard, said I got a John Deere 14T baler, I think he
wanted $950 for it. I said OK but we had so much trouble with guys who custom baled
for us that them knotters didn't work good. then you'd kick out a loose bale and you'd
have to run that all back through again and I said to him, You bring it out and if it ties
without missing hardly any bales, I'll give you $950. Went to the field and it missed a
bale about one of every ten. So he hooked on, took it back to Newton, fixed the knotter
system and couple days later he brought it back. He said now I'm gonna drive the
tractor and you load. He put that old John Deere in 3rd gear, them bales come out of
there like a machine gun, never missed a one. (laughter) I was sweatin, he said what do
you think of it now? I said I'll give you a check, $950. Then we baled with that baler for
years. Dad would have it all hooked up when I got off work, hay rack behind it, too.
"Let's go bale, " he'd say. We'd do three or four loads after work, after I got home from
work. Our barn actually got blew away in the storm, that big hay mow barn in 1963 and
we built one of those pole barns like you see so many of. We carried those bales up
stair step style to the roof. But then you were young back then. That's how we unloaded
it then. First it was easy, they was all down toward the bottom, you know but then you
had to start buildin' them up, make stair steps to the roof.
Ron Van Gennep
If we needed extra help we'd go to town and find these kids hangin' out, usually at a
soda shop eatin' trench fries and drinkin' cherry coke and they wanted some money.
You'd go get two or three of 'em and bring 'em out. You'd get 'em in the afternoon so
you didn't have to feed 'em dinner. These guys were football players and baseball
players and they'd eat like horses. We'd take 'em out there and stick 'em in the hay
mow, let 'em pile bales in the afternoon. That saved me because I could either set the
fork or I could drive the tractor. But these kids decided that they wanted 5 cents a bale
and we'd been payin' 'em two or three cents. We couldn't find anybody else so I brought
'em out there. I told the old man, 'They want 5 cents a bale.' He said all right but he
says, 'The hay's dry, the weather's right, they're gonna earn that 5 cents a bale.' I think
we run 1600, 1800 bales that day because as dry as that hay was, you could screw the
chamber down on that baler and you could really make bales. We just worked their
butts off. They were draggin'. We didn't quit til like 6 o'clock 'cause we wanted to get
done. They were glad to get back to town.
You said that when you left, that's when the landlord got mechanized.

Yeah, when I went to the Navy, we quit scoopin' corn to grind feed, he got a grinder
mixer, and he could back it right up to the door of the corn crib. The corn would run in it
and it would grind. Grinder-mixer's got that big tank on it, you know, when the tank gets
full, it quits grindin'. And then you can unload it with a tractor into the feed bunks, don't
do that by hand anymore. Yeah, when I went into the service, why, they lost their slave.
They got a self-propelled sprayer, sprayed the road banks. I never let 'em forget that,
I'd come home.
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Ron Riley

Well, I remember when we used horses because my grandpa, he couldn't hear too well,
and when they'd yell to stop, I'd tell grandpa to stop. Just took it up, dropped it in the
barn and someone moved it around here and there. I didn't get up in the barn when they
put it up like that. When they put baled hay in, I did it. Then we blowed some chopped
hay in, too, had a blower that blowed it in. Yes, a long tube, and it had a hopper at the
bottom, long one and you just raked the hay in to it. Had a false front on the wagon, and
you'd pull it back a little bit at a time, you know, and you'd rake it into the hopper and it
would blow it up into the barn.
Henry Harris

And balin' hay, I remember helpin' some people bale hay, and you would have a big
dinner at noon ... That's the difference to me, one of the big differences is neighbors, you
were neighbors. I remember one time, they baled the square bales and just dropped
them on the ground and it was hot. I remember dad and I and probably Truman, my
brother, gettin' those bales, throwin' on the rack and then come up, puttin' them in. We
come around the cornfield and here come a neighbor with his tractor and rack and
helped us. Oh, dad, I think he had too much milk at that time and he was givin' that guy
the milk for his pigs and to pay him back he come and helped us.
Gary Davis
We started out with an International baler and we wore it out. We baled our hay and
then dad gave us the tractor and the baler and we would bale hay for the neighbors for
half of the profit. I had an older brother and a younger brother and that's how we made
our income in the summertime, balin' hay. 'Course back in those days when the
neighbors all went together, help to shell corn, when you did that it was usually one or
two day job, and when we baled hay we usually had help
Mike Mintle

(We'd) have windrows, then bunch it, then drive between it with the hay rack, Dad
would pitch the hay on the hayrack and my sister and I would walk on it, pack it down so
you could get more hay on it. Then you took it in and we had the hay fork, certainly by
then. And I can remember the neighbor had a hay loader and we thought that was all
right, Yeah, it was hot.
When you say hay loader...
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Well, it was a deal they pulled behind the hay rack and it must have had a big web thing
that picked the hay up ...
Shirley Moyer
Yeah, it was yay wide, just flat metal on two wheels, just picked the hay up, dumped it
on the hay rack and then you had to mound it... pitch it around on the hay rack. We
used to pull a skid and just pitch it on a skid. Haul it in ... lot of it you stacked outdoors til
you started pitchin' it, but then you got so you could put two posts on each end of the
pile, like the barns have.
Allan Moyer
Well, another thing that I did a lot when we put up hay, to put in the hay mow, you did
not have bales, you had a big fork and it pulled it all up, you know, dump it in and then
you take it to the barn and then you have a pulley. There's a big door that goes down,
and there's a pulley clear through there. There a grab fork picks up that hunk of hay and
I led the horse to the fork to make it go back up. Then you had to come back with the
horse when the next fork was ready. Then I finally did do it with the pickup, once, too.
And to get the hay out of the field, my dad didn't have that but my husband did when we
were married, I suppose you would call it a hay lift? It was kind of like a rake but it would
go right behind the hay rack and pick it up, easier than havin' to fork it all in by hand. I've
done that and we had a tractor we did that with. I've driven the tractor here a lot when
we were baling hay with the baler.
Lucille Van Dyke

VVhataboutsnakes?
Yeah, I have actually baled a snake, stickin' out the sides of the bales, you know, when
we done the square bales, yeah. But we didn't have that much poisonous snake around
here. They were mostly bull snakes or garter snakes, they weren't a real threat as far as
being poisonous.
Ron Van Gennep

Oh yeah, there were snakes around. You'd see 'em but you didn't think anything about
it. When you'd bale hay you might bale up two or three snakes, they'd be anywhere
from garter snakes to bull snakes.They were around, they ate a lot of mice and stuff but
you didn't see a lot of them. 'Course there weren't any rattlesnakes or anything like that.
Skunks around, we'd bale skunks up. One year we baled a skunk up and I think what
happened, we mowed hay, we killed mama. And she was in the windrow and the babies
came to her and then we came along with the baler and we baled those babies up. You
talk about a stinkin' mess! 'Course that stuff all went in the haymow. But yeah, snakes,
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groundhog, skunks, but you didn't have to worry about 'em comin' up 'round the house
because everybody had a dog.
Ron Riley

Oh, yeah, we'd get 'em through there once in a while. See 'em in the wintertime when
you feed.
Gary Davis

They're well preserved by that time.
Susan Davis
'Course we don't have the snakes like we used to. We have snakes maybe that long or
somethin' but we used to have big old bull snakes. I remember south of where we lived,
the fella dad worked for had an 80 acres to the south and they'd put hay on what they
call a buck rake and then carry it up the barn up there and there'd be big old snakes
stretched clear across the road. There was a timber on one side, but you don't see that
any more.

What about shelling the corn?
A sheller, it was on a truck. That was a big thing. There was two guys out of Gilman at
one time that had shellers. There was one out of Newburg. You had to shell it all, there
was no combines. Everybody put all their corn in the cribs. You'd always shell out the
landlord's share, for sure. You wouldn't feed that.
Gary Davis.
There was a guy who would come with a sheller, and the bottom of the ear corn part of
the corn crib ... ours had a door that lifted up so the corn would come out. We had what
we called a drag. If you can vision an elevator, only it's layin' on the ground, we'd lay
that along the side and then that drag would take the ear corn out to the sheller. You
had a truck or a wagon out there to catch the shell corn. The cobs went in a pile and the
husks went somewhere else. We would shell the whole side of that corn crib out at one
time, and then that shell corn went upstairs in the bin. I think we put the cobs in the
manure spreader, take them out and spread 'em in the field . Or burn them, one or the
other. 'Course the neighbors come in to help. Shellin' corn was kind of a party deal, you
know, because you get down to the bottom of the crib and you have the rats and mice
running everywhere. Neighborhood dogs, we'd put them in the crib, you know, they
were catchin' mice and rats, you had to be careful the damn things would go up your
pantleg ...
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Ron Riley
We used to shell corn. It would take a day. A guy from Hudson would come up with his
corn sheller on the truck, and then he would unhook the drive shaft from the truck and
hook up the drive shaft for the sheller. Minneapolis made one and John Deere made
one.
Bruce Henriksen
And then we'd have to have someone come in to shell the corn if they didn't sell it all.
And we've had that here, too, and we've had a dog since we lived here that was just
crazy to kill rats. She was thrilled to death when she saw the corn sheller come in,
'cause she'd go out there and she would stand and just as soon as they get the corn
comin' down the rats go, of course, she'd just grab 'em as fast as she could and just
shake her head and pick up another one and away she goes. She killed a lot of rats.
Lucille Van Dyke
... rats was always a big problem because everybody had wooden slat corn cribs. So we
used to buy horse meat and lace it with arsenic to poison the rats. Sometimes we'd use
40 to 50 pounds of horse meat at one time. You'd just put out 20 pounds or 40 pounds
til they wouldn't clean it all up. You had to get 'em all at once 'cause they'd
communicate. When you finally got to the place where they wouldn't clean it all up,
that's the amount that we put out laced with arsenic. Then you had to keep the cats
away. They'd eat the rats and they had it, too. But we'd get rid of the rats that way.
They'd do major damage to the corn. We had a crib that had 3,000 bushel of ear corn
on each side and when you'd shell it it out, you'd have corn on the bottom like that,
they'd eat the corn and of course, a lot of droppings. So that was a major problem but
these steel bins have really helped.
Don Milburn

On Saturday nights what did your parents do for recreation, Saturday or Friday?
That was the only thing they did that was away from home and entertainment. They
would take us kids to grandma's house, either mom's mother, stepmother, or to dad's
mom and they would go to Marshalltown generally, to, oh, what was that dance hall up
there ... it was the Saturday night entertainment anyway. And that was the only time I can
think of them dressin' up some what.
James Mcllrath
They belonged to the Grange, that they would have dances in the community. Couple of
the neighbors had larger houses than we had and they would have dances and us kids
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would go and play and I can remember you got tired you just went off in a corner
somewhere, laid down and went to sleep. When your folks got done they woke you up
and took you home.
Robert Dimit
There used to be card games in the neighborhood all the time and they'd have a big
soup supper, chili and oyster soup. Then there was the Grange, we belonged to the
Grange, and there was always a church function, too, that we would go to.
Raymond Brown

The only thing, really, that my folks ever socialized ... I mean, they had friends, people'd
come over and set around like we are, 'You kids go play, go out in the yard and play.'
There was a fad that started, Canasta. Well, this Canasta thing got started and it
seemed like on Saturday night...then I wonder when we went to the grocery store ... but
Saturday night, go from house to house play Canasta. Everybody in the neighborhood
had a Canasta party. Four people to a table ... here again us kids are hangin' around,
eatin' the food, tryin' to stay out of the way. They'd play Canasta til midnight and then
we'd go home. But that went on for a couple years and then it died out. People got
television, probably...
Ron Riley

The stores were usually open on Saturday night see. Because the farmers couldn't
come in during the day. And they'd just come in and get their groceries. And people just
parked up town and sat and visited. They probably didn't spend much money, anymore
than they had to.
Marjorie Rempp
Weekend, Saturday nights we went down here, walked around the block in Grinnell,
walked around that central block and you walked and you walked and you walked, tryin'
to look for girls, I guess. All the old farmers and stuff sometimes they'd even bring their
car in and park around that block so they'd have a good seat to watch everybody that's
walkin' around, you know.
Burton Cooper
Saturday nights, we came to town, to Grinnell for shopping and fun. There was almost
always a band concert. A most exciting moment for me about bands was being exposed
to the Conn band instrument people from Elkhart, Ind. They pull into town with an
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Airstream trailer, inside upholstered in blue velvet, with the instruments displayed on the
walls. The high school band room was located nearby. You would be invited to go into
that trailer with your Dad and look. Wow. That would have been pre World War II.
Stanley Greenwald
We'd go to the band concert on Saturday night (Toledo) in the summer. Mom would
always pop a big pan of popcorn and that was in the back seat of our car. She bought
little white bags and we'd put our popcorn in that so we'd look like the kids that got to
buy theirs. We had a popcorn stand on the courthouse in Toledo, and so we'd just go to
the car and fill ours. 'Cause we didn't have to pay that nickel. We raised our own
popcorn. And we'd get to walk the streets! On sidewalks!
Jean Hinegardner
No, we never went to town on Saturday nights until we moved. We moved down there
on Linderburg Road and there was an old bachelor that lived across on the corner,
Oscar ldy, and he was friendly you know, and he got so he'd take us to town on
Saturday night, all of us. That must be when we used to go to the movies, Roy Rogers,
and all them and he always bought, somebody did, I think it was him, ice cream to take
home and eat. Have a pint apiece, can you believe that? And we ate it, too.
Shirley Moyer
Another thing about Saturday nights, and this was in Monte, that's where we lived, it
was always the farm kids against the city kids. Most generally a little scuffle somewhere
along the night. Now in Malcolm, they had to put up a tent, in the park, showed
movies. I think they had 'em once a week, somethin' like that. It cost a nickel. 'Course
we never had a nickel so we snuck under the tent.
Allan Moyer
Well, you know when I was a young kid there was 3 grocery stores in Kellogg. The old
hardware store here was a grocery store and there was two on Main Street. That was
where they done their trading and she would get her groceries on Saturday night. And it
was kind of a social affair, you know, different farmers would come in to get their
groceries and the men would visit, women they'd go round and pick up their groceries.
You could easily spend an hour, hour and a half in the grocery store on Saturday night.
We got ten cents allowance every Saturday night. We'd get candy with that, see, and
the store owner, he would always give us way more than that ten cents would normally
buy because our folks were good customers there, you know... (laughter) and we'd listen
to the folks talk, you know, and you'd mosey around. It was a store that had everything
in it, dry goods, shoes, yard goods that you could make some stuff out of, you know. It
was a regular old general store.
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Ron Van Gennep
They went to dances once in a while to Marshalltown. Once in a while we'd come to
town, walk around the blocks, watch wrestlin' in the windows, you know, stand there and
watch it. Wrestlin' was quite a deal back then.
Henry Harris
I loved to skate, so I went skating a lot. We had a roller rink. Oh, the one I remember is
out by Family Dining, there was a roller rink and then above the Eagles there was a
roller rink upstairs ... and then at one time in Central Park they had a roller rink.
Loretta Burrell
Our Saturday nights consisted of...my dad had a dance band ... it was called Mintle's
Melody Men and usually every Saturday night he had a dance to play for someplace.
He used to play up here at Circle Hall which was above where this family restaurant is
now, there was a big dance hall up stairs. My dad worked for Swift and Company when
he first graduated from high school and he got married on a Saturday, went up to Circle
Hall and played for a dance and after the dance, the next morning they went to Chicago
for their honeymoon. Played at the old Malcolm auditorium, and we played for a lot of
barn dances. Farmers would have dances in their barns. We've gone as far as Ames,
Marshalltown, Oskaloosa, Brooklyn, Victor, Newton, Des Moines, he played all over.
Actually my granddad played the piano and back during the depressions, why, when a
farmer would lose his farm, my dad and my grandpa... my dad played a C melody
saxophone which they don't even make anymore ... and we had an old fella that played
the fiddle and his hands were so big I don't know how he ever played that fiddle ... and
they would go have a barn dance for 'em and they got paid a dollar apiece. My dad
never spent any money, didn't have to and he saved all his money. Well, one day... and
then he worked out, too ... and one morning they was settin' at the table and his dad said,
'I think we're probably gonna have to move because I don't have enough money to
make the farm payment.' And dad asked him how much he needed and he told him. My
dad went upstairs, got in his jar, brought the money down, give it to him and it was
enough to make the payment, along with what he had. Actually the money he had from
playing dances and workin' out saved the farm. Things was tough back in those days.
Mike Mintle

How'd they get back and forth to the dances?
(laughter) Had an old Model A ... well, before that they had horses and buggies when my
grandpa was playing, but then they had an old Model A and they'd drive it. Later on
when we was playin' in full swing,. .. I think I started playing with dad when I was about
14 years old ... started out with a bass fiddle, big upright bass fiddle and because dad
played a C melody saxophone, why, I played trumpet, took trumpet lessons in school,
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why, I had to transpose music so I could play with my dad. I wasn't good enough to play
by ear so I would set and write with the music paper and I would transpose it. But then
after while when I got to playin' by ear I didn't need music, we just played by ear. Dad
could read music and play by ear both. He started playing saxophone when he was in
school. But like I say, when they was in full swing, there was a fella by the name of Bud
Morrison from Malcolm, played the drums, and a guy from Searsboro named Buck
Evans. He played banjo, tenor banjo, and Clark Wilson, from Grinnell, he was a painter,
and he played saxophone. By that time, my granddaddy stopped playin' the piano, he
got to shakin' so bad, and we had a fella named Manley Mills from Malcolm. He played
piano for us and that's when we did schottisches and polkas and square dances and
waltzes and that type of music. We usually did two to three square dance sets a night.
Different people called. There was always somebody there that wanted to call and there
was 3 or 4 o them and you had to kind of split it up and let each one call one. But there
was a lot of 'em that could call square dances back then. Really surprising. One that I
could always remember was this one that called, he'd always slip one in, he said "Swing
your partner round and round, throw 'em in the toilet n' flush 'em down. (laughter) He
was kind of an ornery cuss but.. ..
When you went to barn dances, did they move a piano in?

Yep. Cummerfords, who used to live here southwest of town, every year right before
Easter would throw a dance right in their house, move all the furniture out, play right
there in their house. The house is still there, it's one great big house. The house is west
of the Super 8 motel. I think it's the first house on the north side of the road. But we had
to quit at midnight. Back then you played til midnight and that was it. 9 to 12.
Was there drinking at these things?

(laughter) Ohhh, yes. There was always a little drinking going on, specially at the barn
dances. I had to laugh, they'd never do their drinkin' up in the haymow where the
dancin' was at, the men always had a jug downstairs.
Mike Mintle
It would be lots of people. I would guess 50 or 60 people from all over. But always lots
of kids. We learned to dance ... my folks did allow us to barn dance, to square dance.
maybe that wasn't quite as bad, whatever, as regular dancing. We would play hide and
seek. I remember we would just be soaking wet with sweat from running and running
and running. but then you get to noticing girls, and I'm sure vice versa. But there was
always lots of dessert type foods there. Never a meal that I remember but always pies
and cookies and cakes. It would go midnight or after. It was generally quite late but we
were always up the next morning to milk. Those were fun times and it happened at least
three times a summer.
Howard McDonough
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Let's talk about trains.
There was a big dock and stuff that set down, maybe two blocks or three blocks
down where Talbott & Olds used to be, big grain deal, there used to be a huge
depot there for M & St L and Carl Speth was in charge of that depot and his wife
worked for my dad, the couples were good friends. The M&St L was really busy
at that time. Now it's got hardly any traffic on it at all. But at that time they had
trains runnin through there, the Rock Island and M & ST Lwas going on all the
time, I mean tons of trains coming through there, coal trains, all kind of stuff like
that. That turntable, it was amazing because us kids would set out there, they'd
have some cars to go the other way toward Searsboro and Oskaloosa ... so they'd
pull those cars on to the siding enough to where they could get that engine
around .. .four people could turn that great big engine around on that turntable and
you wouldn't have thought they could do it but evidently it was so balanced, they
turned it around with very little effort. They'd just back in it and pull out, they'd go
down and hook on and away they'd go in the other direction, and it was quite a
deal in its day.And then they'd stop at the old water tower periodically and put
some water on. It was a fascinating era, it really was, for kids growing up.
The turntable was huge, I mean it held them great big steam engines.
The whole engine, that's all you could get on it. It's just amazing to see them old
gals, and that whistle, the way they'd blow... every engineer had a different sound.
Larry Ellis
I remember when the first...they called them the Streamliner with the round nose on it,
must have been diesel engines. Kellogg used to have an outdoor theater and we would
go to the outdoor theater, a whole carload of us. You set out on the grass or if you
wanted to you could bring a bench or chair or somethin'. It was right at the tracks.The
theater set here and the tracks run right by it. And I remember the first time I ever seen
that Streamliner come through ... it had that big light up in the front of it, sweepin like this,
here come that sucker and it was gorgeous, 'cause it was all silver colored and
everything. It went by and everybody thought that was fantastic. But yeah, used to be
the old black smoke comin' out of the stack and then, of course, that Streamliner took
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the place of that. You know, it's funny how many things have changed when you stop
and think about it.
Burton Cooper
Oh yeah, the Rock Island came in the south, and the M & St L came in the north. They
had a turn table up here that turned the engine around, yes they did. And the hotel, my
mother's half brother had the hotel. Called the Webber hotel. (Montezuma)
Frank Wheeler
Oh boy, I loved the old railroad. My grandparents lived in Davenport and in the
summertime for a week, they put me on the train, and I'd go to Davenport to spend a
week with my grandparents. Following weekend my parents would drive down and pick
me up. I miss them old choo choo trains, they were fascinating to watch. Actually it was
pretty active here in Grinnell back then. There were trains goin both ways and of course,
the train station down here and the old Monroe Hotel was goin' then.
Do you remember the Toonerville Trolley?
That ran from north and south. You could get on it and you could put your cream and
eggs and whatever on it and take it to town and it had seats and a cargo area, both.
People from like, Searsboro or New Sharon, they could put their goods that they're
gonna sell on there and come to Grinnell. They'd sell that stuff and go back.
When we lived north of town, we had the railroad that run through our farm, back part of
it. And it was all sloped uphill, gradual slope. Mom was makin' soap one day, so us boys
decided we was gonna take some of that soap and go up there and soap the tracks.
And we knew about what time the old choo choo train come through there so we went
up there and we soaped the tracks. Then we laid back over in the corn field and
watched. That old choo choo rtain come along there and all of a sudden the smoke blew
in the air and the wheels was goin' a hundred miles an hour. (laughter) And it had a
heck of a time goin' there for awhile. Finally it caught hold and that old steam engine
give a jerk and away it went. Well, about two days later here come a couple of railroad
detectives knockin' on the door. 'Course us kids weren't home. When we got home the
folks got us in the living room and wanted to know if we knew anything about some
railroad tracks gettin' soaped. We kind of bowed our head a little bit and said, 'Yeah, but
it was fun to watch!' Holy Mackerel, did we ever get our rear ends spanked and they
said, well, they're not gonna do anything about it this time but it better not happen again.
(laughter) It was just chuggin' along and the smoke started coming out of that stack and
the wheels going round and round and round and the smoke just pouring out of that
stack and there it sat. Pretty soon, it started grabbin' hold and away it went.
Mike Mintle
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One of our concerns was none of our cattle were registered purebreds. To really make
it big at that time pure bred herds were very important. Two of the major magazines in
our house were Hoards Dairyman and Farm Bureau Spokesman. I learned how to look
through the ads. Finally with my dad's help, we purchased a calf that was pure bred
from a farm in Excelsior, Minnesota. That calf was shipped in a crate on the M & St L
railroad. That train stopped here in Grinnell where the track is near where Pepper Tree
restaurant's kitchen is. I can remember the night that we borrowed my uncle's pickup
truck to meet that train. The animal came in on what we called at that time the
'Toonerville'. It had one passenger car and one baggage car with a diesel engine
leading the way.. Four men were able to lift this calf in the crate to the pickup. It was so
exciting. This was to be the start of a purebred dairy herd that would be mine, all mine.
Interestingly enough, the calf was not of high quality, as I learned later in the show ring.
When the time came for that animal to be bred and produce purebred progeny, she was
unsuccessful. We later discovered that she was born in a pregnancy with a male twin,
which often resulted in sterility. Such an animal is often called a freemartin. So my calf
now was just another animal good only for the packing house. So much for my dream
of a purebred dairy herd.
Stanley Greenwald
I remember my biggest disappointment was ... basically all our cows were Herefords. Or
Reds. But the neighbor had a purebred Angus herd. And his bull got wandering one day.
Consequently one of our cows had a black white face calf. It was a beauty and of
course being the only one I had we always played with the silly thing and made a pet
out of it. And I took that as my 4H project. At that time you had Hereford or Angus or
Shorthorn but you didn't have any of these crosses like you have today. When I
showed, I showed in Hereford class and I stood 4th and they all started to complain,
holler and scream, what have you, so they made me it pull out. Finally they had no class
4th so they let me put it back in the Hereford class but I stood last. And that just broke
my heart. (laughter)
Robert Dimit
... one of my first memories. It's before I started school. The folks had been Christmas
shoppin' that day. It was before I was milkin', but dad was milkin' several cows and
when he got done milkin' that night he took ... he usually took the separated milk back out
to the hogs. That night it was late so he set it behind the kitchen stove, just in buckets.
And there was a fire started in a closet off their bedroom, under the stairway.The first
thing I knew he was up tellin' me to follow him and he had a sister in each arm. He'd got
to each room and he came to my room and told me to follow him.The steps was already
so hot I blistered my feet goin' down those steps and I remember seein' them cave in
before we left. My brother was in bed with them, he was 6 weeks old, and another one
in a crib in the corner of their room, and I watched mother walk across the room. My
impression was the flames were to the ceiling. Now it probably wasn't that much, I was
lookin' through 4 year old eyes, but she had Jim all wrapped in a blanket and how she
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kept her hair from catchin' on fire I don't know, in her night gown. The fire department
couldn't get out so he had that milk there so he got the fire smothered enough to hold it
til the neighbors got there to put the fire out. So it wasn't a lot of damage to the house.
They'd just bought a new sofa and it got the end of it. I can't remember too much except
that they took all us kids up to the neighbors'. Didn't have any clothes, all I had was
what I was wearin' to bed, and they had two girls. 'Course all the people helpin' with the
fire was there for dinner and I was to wear one of Crystal's dresses to come to eat and I
wasn't gonna do it. And her dad says, and he was an old man, Alvin Anderson, a real
slow speakin' drawlin' guy, big guy, he says,'Don't worry,' he says, 'I won't let anybody
laugh.' (laughs) So anyway I wore a dress to eat that day. I'm not sure I tasted the food.
The roads were drifted in so the fire truck couldn't get out there. The neighbors come in
with horses to help put the fire out. It was in the middle of the night. I still don't know
how they got there so fast, but there was a lot of neighbors helpin'. When something
happened everybody pitched in.
Don Milburn
What was your early farm equipment?

Two row planter, sulky plow, we had a walking plow, too, cultivators, wagons, hay
loader, pick up loose hay, we had a disc, and a harrow, just normal. .. well, back then it
was normal. I can't remember when we did get a tractor. It was used. I think the first one
we had was a 1020 International, then we got a C. C. Case later on. That was a row
crop, boy, that was something, had turning brakes and all that. Still had to crank it,
though. I can just barely remember, we had a D John Deere. I don't think it was dad's
but somebody let me 'think' that I helped them start it. It was my uncle, might have been
his tractor.
Raymond Brown
It was through the FHA program. He bought a Regular Farmall, and he bought a
cultivator, a plow, disc ... He planted corn with horses for several years. I can't tell you
what year he bought a tractor planter. Then he picked corn by hand for several years, a
few years, let's put it that way. And then he bought a corn picker to put on this Regular
Farmall.
Gary Davis
Dad did not like to pick corn by hand. I think he'd work all day and couldn't pick 80
bushel. Anyway, he bought a corn picker about 1930, a one row with a Model T motor
on it. I think he pulled it with three horses, and then you had to have a wagon beside it
with another team.The only corn I ever picked by hand ... lotta guys my age they talk
about picking corn by hand, but the only thing we did was to go out there, open up the
rows. He bought the machine, put the motor on it. I was only 8 years old at that time. I
remember him having it and I remember staying home from school, driving the team
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beside the picker. And of course, he always had his boys out there when he was pickin'
those down rows.
Gene Merck

The first tractor we ever had was a Fordson they started with and in 1938 they bought a
'37 Allis Chalmers. Now I've got antiques out here, it's not that tractor but it's in that
vintage, just a tractor to play with. Two bottom plows was the biggest I ever heard of
anybody using at that time. When I look today at what we're using, well, we used to sit
out in the open, you had no power steering, just a motor and wheels, that's all you had.
When I first started farming, moved back to Grinnell and bought this place I had an A
John Deere with a hand clutch and all this. That was in ... '68. My uncle had a pickup.
The first tractor he ever bought was a 1953, a little Super H International and I've got it
out here all parade ready. I don't have anything to do with it. It's too small. We ended up
using it, right at the very end, putting it on an auger to fill the bins with but the augers
got so big that the poor little tractor didn't have enough power to pull 'em. So it sits out
there and I get on it, let the grandkids bring their kids up sometimes and I take 'em a
ride on it. But at the same token that little tractor in 1953, I found the bill here one day,
we were goin' through some of my uncle's things, I think he gave $1500 for it.
Robert Dimit
I never farmed with horses. My father did but by that time he had a tractor. It was about
a 35, 40 horse tractor which was not very big compared to the 300 horsepower tractors
they have today. It did not have a cab on it, did not have air conditioning, it did not have
all the push buttons they got today but it got the work done. Not as fast but back then
you didn't have to work as fast, I guess. Allis Chalmers was the tractor that I grew up on.
Dad bought his first tractor in 1937, and then my two brothers bought another one about
a year after that. Price of 'em was probably less than $700, closer to $500 or $600,
probably.
Don Weaver
But it took a lot of work to get $500.
Doris Weaver
I bought a 4 row cultivator and a new tractor in 1955 and it had a wide front end on it
and it was about the same horsepower that we had always had before. It was an Allis
Chalmers. But I was pretty proud of this 4 row cultivator because I could really get a lot
done. The cultivator mounted on the front of the tractor... here's the engine of the tractor
and mounted on each side, it was called a front row cultivator. Then they come out with
a rear-mounted cultivator. I had one in later years but I still liked the front row because
you could see the rows better. I had a five and a half foot combine pulled behind the
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tractor. It would take two rows of soybeans or oats. Then I did have a self-propelled
combine in later years that combined corn and oats and it was a 4 row combine with a 4
row corn head on it, 15 foot grain table, which back then we thought was pretty big. It
was a used one when I bought it. Got an education in repairing it, keepin' it runnin, but
that was another challenge. I miss runnin' that more, I think, than anything. There again,
it was a challenge of keepin' it up. That was my hobby. (laughs)
Don Weaver
I remember one year mother was in the hospital, most of the year, and the neighbors
came in to do the plowing, we had 15 tractors plowin' and that must have been '47, in
that vicinity. We had an old C.C.Case, a powerful tractor. Didn't have a road gear but its
field gears was fast . We was pulling two sixteens, two 16 inch plow blades that turned
the soil, 16 inches wide. Most of 'em pulled 14 inch, most of 'em was smaller tractors.
Our tractor wasn't in the field, and (a neighbor) liked to drive that old Case because it
was powerful. And so his tractor conveniently sprung a gas leak so he had to go get the
Case to drive so about every third round, everybody had to pull out and let him by. But
every time he went by he'd throw the dirt so far the next tractor couldn't fill the furrow so
we had one empty furrow.
Don Milburn
I remember he bought a new Farmall tractor and that was the nicest tractor around and
he had a mounted picker. By then we had an old Case pull-type picker, which the tractor
would take two rows and the picker would take two rows and the wagon two more rows
so you knocked down four rows to get two to get the field opened up. We didn't have a
huskin' bed on it so there was husks and cornstalks in it which didn't bother us because
we were grindin' it for feed, just extra fodder for the cattle. But we had one field one
year, we'd hauled manure on all winter because we couldn't get into any other fields. So
dad was goin' for a big crop and it was eight acres in it. And Everett kept telling dad, I
don't want you pickin' that with that old 'snapper'. I'll bring my mounted picker down, I
want to know what that corn's gonna yield. That made 165 bushel an acre. And that was
unheard of. It was in the Des Moines paper, Newton, Grinnell, everybody had a story
about that. But the ears was so big they wouldn't go up the elevator and the corn picker.
Took forever, they'd go little ways and stop. Took forever to pick that field of corn but he
was always proud of that.
Don Milburn
I was living with my sister and the first tractor we got then was ... I was in high
school ... the late 40s somewhere in there. We got a B John Deere, little thing, we
thought it was a monster. (laughs)
Allan Moyer
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He started out with horses, five years with horses, somethin' like that, then he bought a
tractor, got started with the tractor. Had steel wheels, the first tractor he had. That was
an M, M Farmall. I think it had steel for a couple years, that was during the war and then
we got rubber tires for it later on. I can remember them unloading it out in the driveway. I
don't know why, but I do. Oh, '41, or '42, unloading those steel wheels.
Henry Harris

We were farmin' with 3 bottom tractors, 3 bottom plows, and that was a big deal when
he traded tractors and got a 4 bottom plow. If you had a wagon that would hold a
hundred bushel of shell corn by weight, you had a big barge box! Today a combine
hopper holds that much.
Ron Riley
That's why farmers farm so long now, they sit there in them nice cabs, you know...
(laughter) and you just drop the head down on a combine and it just shaves the beans
off. How they can shave them with those big wide heads it's almost unrealistic, you
know. There's unevenness in the ground but it flexes. You used to sit in them old
combines, you didn't have that header control and the dust would roll so bad, you'd be
watchin' the ground and pretty quick you'd be bulldozin' it. That thing had gotten too low
and you just couldn't see it, you'd be pushin' a whole bunch of dirt ahead of you. It's so
much easier now, you know, to operate those machines. And you know those first selfpropelled combines didn't have a cab, you sat in that dust, those early ones. A lot of the
combining I done was with those pull type combines, that you pulled behind the tractor. I
remember we had, when I was in high school we rented the neighbor's farm, we had a
hundred acres of beans and about that of corn and we combined those beans, one row
at a time with an old AC 60 combine. (laughter) If the beans were standin' real good,
you could take two rows but if they was kind of curled over, you know, you made a lot
better time if you just took one row. That's the way we would do it then.
Ron Van Gennep
Ever since I got the first big (draft) horses, then I wasn't satisfied just to have a team of
horses to drive around on a wagon, so I started buyin' horse machines and that barn is
full of horse machinery. There's a threshing machine and a binder and there's three
plows, riding plows and then there's a couple walking plows and there's a grain drill and
the endgate seeder, and a corn planter, a John Deere two row 999 corn planter, and I
have used it all right here.
James Mcilrath
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And finally, why do you like farming?
I knew nothing else ... Yes, I enjoyed it! I always enjoyed livestock, always enjoyed
raising things.watching stuff grow. I guess there's a challenge to it if you think about it. I
never even thought about it. To get out there, get something to grow...
Gene Merck
I think watching Mother Nature do what she does, and when you plant a crop I always
took pride in watchin' it grow, and I guess it was always a challenge raising a crop and
the same way raising livestock. When you're raised like that it just grows on you maybe,
but I really enjoyed the farm life, I guess maybe 'cause you could do as you please and
if you didn't get it right it was your own fault.
Don Weaver
I taught 38 years. I had this little farm when I was teaching and I had bought another
farm just over west here, half a mile, during that time, thinking when I retired I'd have
something to do. I've often told people jokingly, I said, 'Farming and teaching are really
an awful lot alike.' In today's standards if you're going to farm you gotta be well
educated, specially in math and science. Teaching, you better be well educated in all
the areas but especially in your area of expertise. But as a farmer, you work the ground
prepare it all, plant a seed, hope that it grows. You nurture that along. As a teacher what
do you do? You do the same thing, basically with a young person. You plant a seed, you
try to develop it, try to lead them in the right direction, so they have a lot in common.
Robert Dimit

###
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There are more stories, many more. Stories about rescuing a lady from a fierce 4H cow,
about doughnuts made with potato water and lard, about corn yields of 50 to 60 bushels
per acre, about Reed's ice cream store with the pool hall above it in Grinnell. There are
recollections about fence corner posts of cement, about country school train trips, about
feeding cows from a bushel basket on the shoulder carried out to the bunker. Memories
of Matthews Drug Store, of the popcorn stand at 4th and Main, of marijuana as a barrier
crop. Memories of Bruce Henriksen at 8 years old helping his 15 year old brother run
the farm after their father passed away. There are pictures of Gary Davis playing
basketball against Wilt Chamberlain when Iowa State beat Kansas, the first time
Chamberlain had ever been defeated. And when college basketball was over, Gary
returned to the farm, his intention from the start. Elsie Johnston bought a trombone from
the Vance man, the store in Mason City where Meredith Willson hung out. She was the
NYA girl at her school, the National Youth Administration. There are stories of diapers
getting wrapped around the wringer and using a wooden elevator made by the
Sandwich Company. Clair Strand and Wilbur Molison were familiar and important to
many. There are memories of Iowa farm boys going from corn fields into the Navy and
350 parachute jumps for one of them. And there is the classic story of a farmer at a
neighborhood gathering who ran out of sticks for a wienie roast and offered the tines of
his manure fork.
The idea of neighboring, though, runs through all the memories, when there were more
farmhouses along the roads, when people spoke of the 'neighborhood,' and people
turned out to help because that's what neighbors did. There are fewer farmhouses now,
fewer farms, but the memories are still there. All you have to do is ask.

###
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