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MEMORIES OF THE COUNTRY SCHOOL

If you learned your reading and arithmetic

And your writing and spelling too,

In a pleasant little country school

Then this poem is for you!

The lonely little country school

Its doors swing out no more,

No row of coats hangs in the hall

No chalk dust on the floor!

It waits there on the hill so high,

Cer in the valley low,

With nothing but its memories left

Of days so long ago.
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Scrubbed children trudging down the road

With lunch pails swinging free,

Groups eating picnic style at noon

Beneath each shady tree.

The folks at home and in the field

Could hear the school bell ring,

As it called the lively children in

To study and to sing!

Pie socials, anti—over or baseball games

No wish for a trip to the moon,

And spelling bees to see who’s best

On Friday afternoon!

Party fun on Hallowe’en

And a Christmas program too,

Proud parents each time came to see,

What their cute kids could do!

Last day of school meant basket feast,

New clothes in bright array,

Report cards, baseball games, awards,

All marked the closing day.
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So good—bye little desk in the country school

The children will never return,

But you were a part of their childhood days,

Holding books for them to learn.

Your work is all done, Country School,

They say you are needed no more,

But all your friends feel saddened

As they closed and locked the door!

Progress says, “No country schools”

To town now is the rule,

Where much is gained and much is lost

With the closing of the country school.

Author — Unknown
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Lois (Mrs. Melvin) Anderson

What does a pheasant have to do with teaching school?

Here is my story:

The depression years of the 1930’s were quite difficult

for everyone. My education began in a country school east

of Burt, Iowa (Kossuth County). I have memories of walk—

ing long distances to school, not quite jumping the creek,

catching my clothes while climbing fences, eating lunches

from a syrup pail, then graduating from 8th grade and go

ing into town for high school. I graduated from high

school with a teaching certificate so I could teach in one

of those country schools. Money was very scarce and it

would not have been possible for me to attend summer

school.

My older sister, already teaching a country 5chool, was

driving me to an interview and possibly I would be signing

my first contract. Suddenly, to our surprise, a pheasant

flew out of the ditch, came through the windshield and

landed in my lap — amid glass and blood. Thankfully, we

were neither one hurt badly, but such a mess — we had to

turn around and go home. We cancelled our appointment

that night.

The next day a letter came from an aunt in Webster

County, south of Ft. Dodge, saying a country school near c
them needed a teacher, and if I was interested I could

board with them. So after hearing this, it was decided I

should go there.

It turned out that I met and married a bachelor farmer
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and have been a resident of Webster County every since —

raised 4 children and very much enjoy grandchildren and

now even great—grandchildren are adding to our happiness.

I have often wondered (even though traumatic at the

time) how my life might have been had not that pheasant

entered it!!
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Ida Burnson
(taught at Maple Grove from 1929 to 1940)

(taught at Washington No.. 1 from 1927 to 1929)

It is difficult to sort out interesting and worthwhile

events one has encountered in years of teaching in rural

schools. There are so many typical of any rural school

but I will attempt to summarize the ones I particularly

remember and treasure.

Prof. Wehren of Grinnell College brought out students

from his classes to observe and study our way of doing

things. They were interested in our hand washing proce

dure preceding our lunch time. One pupil poured water

from an old coffee pot over a pail, another administered

soap and the third the towels. They noticed our well

stocked library plus the stack of books from Stewart Li

brary which I took out every few weeks. They were inter

ested in our weekly schedules as well as our daily rou

tines.

Since our school was classified as a Standard School by

meeting certain requirements, this entitled us to State

Aid, which in turn was used to purchase various items for

the school including beginner’s table and chairs, book

case, metal storage cabinets, teacher’s desk and chair.

One interesting event was our trip to Des Moines to a

music convention. Fannie Buchanan, who was on the pro— (
gram, invited our school to represent music in rural

schools. This was an exciting trip to a big city plus

riding on an elevator at Hotel Ft. Des Moines, where the

meeting was held.
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A project for girls only was dressing a doll provided

by the Grinnell Chapter of the American Red Cross through

its director, Mrs. Morgan. The doll, named Martina, was

dressed in typical Swedish attire.

The annual Christmas program was one of the highlights

of the year. The children, in various years, made gifts

such as hemming tea towels, making door stops, making

birds to place in flower beds, to name a few. The evening

was concluded by enjoying popcorn balls, made and

contributed by me from a bushel basket filled to the brim.

Our spring yard clean up ended with a Weiner roast.

Each child brought a dime and in return with some help

from me received a sack containing two buns, two weiners,

a banana and a candy bar. Remember — this was fifty plus

years ago.

Our end of the year always included a picnic with boon—

tilful foods sometimes augmented by home made potato chips

made by my mother and a five gallon can of ice cream from

the creamery as my treat. After the picnic we sometimes

went on a local tour including the old college museum, the

Grinnell Herald office and the creamery.

In conclusion — attending school at Maple Grove was

more than turn, rise and pass. It was a time of friend

ship, learning, sharing, developing and molding the next

generation of our great land.
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MEMORABLE DAYS IN THE COUNTRY SCHOOL

Matilda Bauman

When I started to school at six years old, I went to a

country school known as Kane No. 8 located in Kane

township in Benton County. This was about eight or nine

miles north and east of Belle Plaine. It is now an empty C
spot along Highway 30. At this spot there is a paved road

turning south to Belle Plaine while Highway 30 goes on to

Tama.

We took first grade at our first year of school, only

they called us Kindergartens the first part of the year,

so the next year we were in second grade instead of taking

a whole year of Kindergarten like now.

I remember we went on hikes at Noon and picked wild

flowers. We took our lunch pails down by a bridge and

creek to eat our lunch. This old dirt road west of our

school was hardly traveled and later turned out to be

Highway 30 which goes to Tama.

At that time the old Lincoln Highway, as it was called,

went through Belle Plaine. Being the school house was

aside the Lincoln Highway, many “bums” were on the road.

I remember many times of a “bum” coming to my folk’s house

asking for “something to eat” in those days. My folks had

four children and we lived one and one—half miles from the (
country school.

One cold winter morning a “bum” came walking into our

school house —— “no knock”, just came in. We were all

busy studying but did look up every once in a while. He
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stood by the “pot belly stove” a whole period. He did not

say a word and went on “his way” after getting warmed up.

Also, I remember one morning my teacher opening the cob

shed and finding a bunch of puppies. They had apparently

been “dumped” by someone who did not want them. The pups

were cute and just the right size to be on their own so

each family got a puppy to take home.

In warmer days the pupils would like to go to a pasture

aside of our school house to “drown out” ground squirrels.

We were really getting the population of the farmer’s

pests down as ground squirrels destroy crops. In winter

we took our sleds to school to sleigh at recesses.

I did not get to school by bus. When the weather was

good, we walked along with our neighbors. This was one

and one—half miles at night and one and one—half miles at

morning so we got our exercise. When the snow was deep my

father took us in a bob sled. We had much snow in the

20’s and 30’s. Many farmers had to scoop and “open up”

their own roads in those days so the mail man could get

through. I don’t remember having much, if any, machines

or snow plows in those days to remove the snow.

I went to this country school (Kane No. 8) until I was

in the eighth grade when my folks moved into Iowa County,

where I finished eighth grade in another country school.

At this school we had to travel two miles to get there.

This school house is still standing two miles north and

one mile east of Koszta near the Iowa River west of

Marengo —— only now a farmer is using it for a hog house.
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After graduating from the Belle Plaine High School and

taking Normal Training during my years of high school, I

began teaching in the country schools. I first taught in

a country school east and south (about five miles) from

Belle Plaine. This school house is still standing and was

in good shape the last time I saw it. I also taught at a (
country school two miles west of Keystone, Iowa and in

Poweshiek County, Madison Township. I really enjoyed

teaching and working with the pupils.

The pupils and I enjoyed having Christmas Programs and

inviting friends and parents to the entertainments we

would put on for them.

One popular thing in those days was called a “box

social”. A box social was the ladies or girls making a

pretty box and putting a nice lunch in it. An auctioneer

would auction off the boxes to some gentleman who was to

eat the lunch with the lady who made the box. The money

raised would go towards the school to buy whatever they

wanted to get for the school.

Sometimes the country schools would have a free lunch

after a program (either free or on a sale) which everyone

seemed to enjoy to add to their social life.

After I married, all my children but one got a “taste”

of country school. This was the time country schools came (
to an end and school -buses travel all our roads today.
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FOND MEMORIES OF COUNTRY SCHOOL

Marjorie Christinson

I started school at the age of 4 at a country school in

Pleasant Township, Poweshiek County, north of Ewart where

I went until about 2nd grade. Being the oldest in my

C family and having to “go into the world alone” was a
little hard for me I guess when my mother tells me how I

didn’t want to go to school.

In about 2nd grade my family moved to a farm near

Brooklyn where we lived across the road from the school.

Living across the road, we often “boarded” the teachers

for this country school (Madison #5 or White~ Cloud as it

was often called). We became acquainted with our teachers

and often saw the personal side of them which many

students didn’t get to enjoy. I have fond memories of

several of my teachers and remember how I always wanted to

be “just like them” as a child.

Apparently just before I left the country school near

Ewart, I was exposed to the measles and came.down with the

measles at the school near Brooklyn —— what a way to

impress my new friends —— by giving many of them the

measles. I guess they didn’t hold it against us though

because we still had a lot of happy memories. My favorite

( ones are in the spring when we would go in the woods for
an afternoon looking for wildflowers. We came back~ with

violets, Dutchman’s britches, bleeding hearts and a few

others we didn’t know the names of. We also had good

times in the winter. We would go to the fields on our
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lunch hours and sleigh after we finished eating. Then we

would all pile back into the school, put our mittens on

the register to dry and hang up our wet clothes hoping it

would be dry by the time we went home.

In nice weather we usually played baseball at recess

and Noon hour. We would play right up to the minute we

had to go in and it was everyone’s job to remember exactly (
where they were. We played “work up” where you played

each position until there was an “out” —— then you could

move on. Occasionally, we did get to have a baseball game

against a neighboring school.

The Christmas Programs were always looked forward to.

We had our “parts” and stood behind the curtains until our

part came. I remember one time the “curtain fell” and

there we stood. I remember the excitement of getting

ready for the Christmas Program, getting on our pretty

dresses and putting on perfume, the whole family getting

ready to go.

When I was in about 5th grade my family moved to a

different farm which was about half a mile south of where

we had lived. We usually walked to school and I remember

stopping along the way to see what was happening with the

creeks and playing aside of them. We began taking our

lunch in the winter time —— we had a Karo syrup bucket

with handles which we put soup in. When we got to school C
we would put our bucket on the hot air register and by

Noon our soup was nice and hot. I remember looking for—

ward to having our “hot lunch.”

Our times in country school weren’t all social times
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though. We had the opportunity to learn about many things

too. One advantage we had was that if we didn’t learn

about something in our class, we had an opportunity to

review when we listened to the younger classes doing their

reviewing. We had lots of memorizing to do as I remember

it. We knew the counties, the states and their locations,

C the Presidents —— things that I don’t think kids have the

time or opportunity to learn in the younger grades today.

Often I feel I wouldn’t be able to spell if it had not

been for the “lists” our teachers would give us to memor

ize spellings of, meanings of, etc. We had good basic

rules in our spelling, math, etc. which helped us build

onto our education in the later years.

Before I knew it, it was 8th grade and we (all 8th

graders in Poweshiek County) had to go through “gradua

tion.” It was similar to high school graduation (no gowns

but just about as exciting). We had a program of the

graduates’ names, schools, etc. which I still have a copy

of. From there we went into our High School years. As I

look at my list of graduates from 8th grade I recognize

many of the best students in my grade had come from

country schools. I think this is due to the basics being

taught in our lower grades and a “good foundation.”

The country schools came to an end shortly after my
( younger brother and sisters had gone through their

schooling but I can still remember “White Cloud” and pic

ture it standing proudly on the hill. I often heard

stories that White Cloud was named after an Indian who had
camped on the hill in that exact spot and I can think of
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no more suitable name for that country school that holds

so many fond memories as White Cloud does for many people.

C

White Cloud — Madison #5 1942

C
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Memories of school days in the little country school

Sister Therese DeMeulenaere

Warren Township in Poweshiek County, Iowa had ten rural

schools spaced throughout the township and the children

came from a radius of a mile or two to go to school in

their assigned district. These memories are in particular

of Warren No. 5 which was located just west of Carnforth.

It was also known as the Hazel Green School which may have

been the name of one of its early teachers.

The school year opened the last week of August and then

later on in the fall there would be “corn husking”

vacation so that the older boys could help their fathers

in the fields. It was hard work and all done by hand.

Teachers were often young women of the area who had

attended “Normal” classes in their local high school and

then perhaps had taken some summer school courses at Cedar

Falls. As time went on, more and more of the teachers

attended college and after two years could receive a

Standard Elementary Certificate which also entitled them

to teach in a town school at that time.

There was one teacher in the little one—room school.

A big heating stove which burned coal stood in the front

of the room. On cold mornings the pupils liked to sit

close to it until the room was warm. A big iron pot on

top of the stove was kept filled with water to provide

moisture in the dry air. One of the favorite tricks of

the boys used to be to toss broken bits of crayon onto the

top of the stove when “teacher wasn’t looking.” You can

well imagine the odor of burning wax that immediately
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filled the room.

Kerosene lamps with reflectors hung on the walls but

these were only used if there was evening activity in the

school. In those days Farm Bureau meetings were held

regularly in the school at night and in November classes

were suspended for a day as the school was used for

elections and the lights burned late into the night as the

ballots were counted.

A shallow well had been dug in the school yard but the

water wasn’t considered safe for drinking so each morning

two of the older boys would walk down to the Carnforth

store to get the day’s supply of water which was kept in

the crockery water cooler on a shelf in the hall. Shelves

in the hall were lined with students’ drinking cups and

lunch pails.

The enrollment varied from thirty or more in the 20’s

to ten or twelve in the late 30’s. The one teacher had

all the grades from beginners (we didn’t call it

kindergarten in those days) through eighth grade with two

or three or four children in each grade. At one time

Warren No. 5 had fifteen students from three families —

five Manatts, five Crams and five DeMeulenaeres.

It was the custom at that time to have three programs

each year for the parents and friends. In October there

was a Halloween program consisting of songs, recitations, C
drills, and plays and every child in the school partici—

pated in several numbers. The program was followed by a

pie and box social. The young men always managed to find

out ahead of time which was the teacher’s box and so when
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the bidding began her beau often had to pay a pretty price

for it. Proceeds from the social were used to buy school

supplies — colored chalk, construction paper, etc. The

day after it was not unusual to come to school in the

morning and find that the two outhouses had been tipped

over by pranksters during the night.

( Another program was held at Christmas time, there was
always a tree with gifts for the children and Santa Claus

came with treats for everyone. Classes were then over

until after New Year’s.

The school year usually finished about the middle of

May with a picnic and a closing program which everyone in

the vicinity was invited to attend. In the afternoon the

men and boys played ball while the women visited and the

girls played their own games. Before going home,

teacher’s treat, a five—gallon can of ice cream was enjoy

ed by all.

The County Superintendent from Montezuma visited every

school at least once during the year. Th& attendance

books and grade books were examined and the Superintendent

observed a few classes before leaving.

A big event at the end of the year was the eighth

grade graduation which was held in Montezuma (the County

Seat) for all the eighth graders of the county. A pro~ram

C of songs and folk dances was presented by children àf the
other grades. Several schools in an area would combine to

prepare their number for the big day. The graduates re

ceived a diploma which entitled them to enroll in high

school in the fall.
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C. Ithel Gillespie

I feel as if I may have an award coming.

I started to school about September 1916 at the Sonora

school, Chester township #1, Poweshiek, County.

Tn 1918 or 1919 we attended Chester #6 and next in 1919

or 1920 went to what we called the Iverson school, I be—

lieve it was Grant #9.

Next we attended Westfield school for two years, March

1920 to March 1922, which seems would be Grant #7.

We moved then to the Jasper County—Poweshiek line

south of highway #6 and went to the Al White School,

perhaps Grant #4, for 3 or 4 months as our proper school

in Jasper county was closed.

In the fall of 1922 the Jasper school opened (Henry

Ahrens) and we went there until March 1924.

At this time and for four years we attended school at

the Searsboro Consolidated school.

In 10 years I attended 6 schools in Poweshiek County.

Do you know if anyone can exceed this?

I was born in spring 1911 on the A.G. Williams farm and

fruit farm or orchards composing 320 acres in Chester

(troupe), the only son of Harry I. and Ruby (Pugh)

Gillespie. I had three older sisters.

The spring of 1919 we moved to a farm 4 miles south and (
east of Grinnell known as the Tychsen Quarter where we

lived one year and attended the Iverson school. In Ches

ter (Trupe) we attended school # one until there was room

enough for us in our proper school #6, which was the fall

of 1918 (1919).
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Spring of 1920 we moved to the Westfield neighborhood,

to (attend) the school and church, on the Franklin Pearce

farm and attended school and church there for two years.

We had a baby girl addition to the family in 1919.

In March 1922 we moved to the H Adkins farm on the

Jasper County — Poweshiek County line south of Highway #6.

From this place we attended school at the Al White school

near Crinnell because the Jasper County school did not

have enough pupils at the time but that fall and until

March 1 of 1924 at which time we moved to Searsboro

community and enrolled in the Consolidated school. They

built a new building while we were there.

March 1926 we moved to 5 miles north of Grinnell on

highway 146 and at this place we attended the Newburg

Consolidated schools where I graduated in spring of 1930.

Six Country schools, five of them in Poweshiek County,

one in Jasper County and one Consolidated in each of two

counties. Always a farm boy.

In Poweshiek County.

We attend the Henry Ahrens school in Jasper County.
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Lyle J. Goodwin

In writing my rural school experiences I will first in

clude some background information about myself.

I am Lyle J. Goodwin and was born to Jerome R. and Myra

M. (Fuller) Goodwin on May 9, 1909 on a farm located

northwest of Brooklyn, Iowa in Poweshiek County.

When I was six months old my Mother took my older sis—

ter and I to visit her aunt and uncle near Barnes City,

some thirty miles south of us, for a few days. They had a

son, a year older than me, who was real sick while we were

there. A few days after we had gotten home, I became sick

also and lost the movement of my legs from the hips down.

Two years later our doctor did not know what had happened

to me, so mother took me to a Dr. Busby from Brooklyn. As

soon as he saw me he said that I had had infantile paraly

sis, commonly referred to as polio.

As I got older I crawled on my hands, dragging my feet

and legs behind me. In 1911 we moved six miles south of

Brooklyn.

When I was 11 years old, two men built a new hog house

on our farm and when they were shingling, you know where I

was? Crawling as I had been doing had made my hands real

strong, so I could go up a ladder like a monkey. They

were putting on wood shingles and one of them had an extra

shingling hatchet, so I helped them shingle. The roof was

not steep, so it was easy for me to move around on. The

hatchet had a gauge on it so I could lay the shingles in

a straight line without any trouble.

— 20 —



By the time I was twelve years old I was riding some of

Dad’s tamer horses. By getting up in the manger I could

easily get on the horse’s back. I decided that it was time

for me to go to school. I rode beside my sister Eva to

Scott #1, known as the Patten School, which was a mile and

a half from our place.

C The country school nurse came one day and I told her

about my affliction. She suggested that she would talk to

my parents about taking me to the new Children’s Hospital

in Iowa City. It was built in 1915 by a Doctor Steindler,

who was my doctor there. They made braces for my legs so

I could walk on crutches and they have been permanent

fixtures of mine ever since.

In March of 1922 we moved to a farm three miles west of

Malcom. Eva, Maxine, and I started going to Malcom #8

(known as the McKee School), where Eva later graduated.

We had two miles to go, so when Eva was in the eighth,

Maxine and I either rode a horse or hitched her to a two

wheel cart. In the winter time she would be real cold and

would run all the way home with us.

In the spring of 1927 we moved over north of f4alcom on

Highway 63. We were only one half mile south of the

McClure School in Malcom Township #6. Our teacher was

Enid Brown, who took an interest in helping me, especially

( in spelling, as she wanted me to go to the county Spelling
Bee. I misspelled the word bureau as they had pronounced

it borough.

One day, when I was in the eighth grade, a man came

knocking at the door. The teacher talked to him for quite

— 21 —



a while. Upon returning to the room she told us that he

was a magazine salesman. She would have purchased some of

them except for his appearance. He stood there smoking a

cigarette, his hair was long and dirty and uncombed, he

needed a shave, and his hands and shirt were dirty. His

shoes needed polished and his suit was wrinkled. This

lesson stayed with me all my life.

Several years before I started to school, the Indians

from Tama came to stay in a draw which was near our place.

They would bring four or five wagons and stay for several

days. They gathered cat tails, a wide leafed weed which

they used to cover their wigwams with. The teacher saw

the Indians there the first day, so she sent two of the

larger boys to meet Eva so she wouldn’t be scared of them.

Instead of meeting her, they hid and jumped out to scare

her as she got about to the Indians.

About that time a female dog came to our place. She

always came back after being taken away. Dad finally took

her to the Indians and we never saw her again.

This is another afterthought.

Way back before I was married, I had a car so would

take several of my friends for night fishing on the river.

Lots of times I would end up a half mile down the river on

my crutches.

I had made a cart out of an old corn planter, with a

board rest close to the ground, so I could drive a team

and pull hay up into the barns. My Dad exchanged hay

making with three neighbots, so a hayrack was always un

loading. One year my cousin was at our house, when we
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had filled the large barn of Henry Wickmans just east of

Malcom Cemetery. It had a big cupola on top in center of

the roof, so my cousin and I took flashlights and both

ended up in that cupola. We caught over fifty pidgeons

and dressed them as my father liked them cooked and also

turtles.

“The old Country School out house,

When the snow is on the backhouse

And the frost in on seat

And you’re called by nature’s duty

till you move with hurried feet;

you haven’t time to shovel,

So you walked through the snow

And you did not need a thermometer

to tell it’s four below.

You make a quick deposit

Then grab a page or two

from last year’s mil house catalogue

or even corn cobs will do.

Then to the school house and fireside

you beat a quick retreat

When the snow is on the back house

And the frost is on the seat”

I am wondering now how I ever crawled out to the out

house dragging my legs and feet in the rain and mud on

rainy days. Also, after I had leg braces and walking on

crutches I’m sure it was an effort to go in when raining
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and muddy and sometimes real deep snow.

Also, when school started when I was in 6th a young boy

started to school and he did not understand me walking on

crutches, so he thought it was fun to kick one crutch out

from under me and see me fall down. Of course at that

time I could get up real easy, so after a few times of c
that and one day when I saw him coming just as he was

ready to kick that crutch, caught him in the seat of his

pants, with some power behind it. He never kicked again

and decided to stay away from me.

When I was in the 7th grade a girl in school knew

better, but she made all manner to imitate my walk and

make fun of me. Of course I kept still, but had I told

the teacher, she would have found it was not as smart as

she thought.

If I remember correctly, the next year in 1929, the

road Highway #6 from Grinnell to Brooklyn was paved. In

the fall of 1928 I started to Malcom High School and

walked a good many times on the gravel road, a mile or

more to the school house. Some times I would catch a ride

with a schoolmate.

In 1929 I started to driving my parents’ 1926 Model T

Ford. When my parents saw that I could drive, they

decided to get me a new Model A Ford four door with a gear

shift. I drove it a few times then told my dad that I

could not drive and handle it to my satisfaction and feel

safe. Dad then got me a 1923 Model T Ford coupe to drive

to school.
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As I was getting older and wanted to work in some way,

I became dissatisfied with school, so I quit when the

first semester was over. I was then in the tenth grade,

making me only five years grade school and one and a half

years of high school, or a total of six and one half years

( of schooling.
I started out selling Enders Tools, driving a 1926

Model T Roadster which dad had bought for me. I sold many

different things, finally selling cars in 1936. In 1940 I

was selling Studebakers in Brooklyn.

In 1942 I married Arlene Goodlow, a country school

teacher, and moved to Malcom. We had two daughters, then

two sons—in—law and four grandchildren. After thirty—nine

years, Arlene passed away, so I moved to Grinnell.

Now in 1987, I am married to a Registered Nurse —

Bernice (sea) Inman. After thirty—five years of nursing,

she has retired and we have spent the last three winters

in Arkansas and Arizona.

I have had a very good career in Insurance, Real

Estate, Accounting, and Income Tax work for over

thirty—five years.

When I sent in my last article about me crawling to the

outhouse, I have found is in error. Since that time we

( went to Harry Patten’s open house for his 80th birthday,
an old school mate at that time. He told me they were at

our place quite often at that time and he said, “Lyle you

had wheels at home and wheels at school too.” What he had

been talking about, was I had taken the four 8” wheels
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from an old baby buggy and the 2 14” 1511 axles and I had

stapled 2 6” boards to the axles I would lay my legs on

these boards below my knees and this kept my feet from

dragging on the ground. This answered my question about

how I ever went to the outhouse when it was raining or

muddy.

Also when I was in the hospital Harry’s older sister

Virgie never missed a week writing me a letter or sending

me a box of cookies, candy, or popcorn. She never married

and is a missionary in Kansas.

Malcom #6
Formerly at intersection of
#63 and old #6 — 1989

Malcom #6
Located at 4—H
Grounds — 1989

C

Fair
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Country School Teacher

In memory of Arlene H. (Goodlow) Goodwin who was a

country one room School Teacher for a number of years, in

four schools. Two in Scott Township and two in Bear

Creek.

She was born to Earl and Ethel Dunton Nov. 2, 1917 in

Brooklyn, Iowa. When she was six months old, her father

passed away and she was taken by her father’s sister and

her husband Alice and Elza Goodlow. She had an older

sister and brother for her mother to care for and as

Goodlow had no children, they adopted her.

She attended Guernsey Schools, then after graduating,

she attended college in Cedar Falls, IA. When in school,

she had to stay home a lot during corn picking to help her

father~ pick corn by hand. School bus went past their

house so she rode the bus the three miles to and from.

Her first school to teach was Scott #6 over two miles

from home on mud road. One of her students lived her way

and he rode a horse to school, so in mud or snow she would

hold on to it to help her up the hills.

The next school was three miles north of Montezuma on a

gravel schoolbus road and she boarded a mile south of the

school and short distance west. When my sister Verna Mae

was a sophmore in Montezuma High School, her folks moved

to a farm about 172 mile east of this graveled road. One

cold day Verna Mae had gotten to the corner early to meet

the schoolbus, when she saw Arlene walking to the west

with a heavy coat on. Not knowing each other, Verna
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started walking north thinking the bus would pick her up.

Arlene knowing who it was would speed up and Verna had her

eye on her so she would speed up to. We all had many good

laughs about that afterwards.

One Saturday, the next fall they saw each other in town

so Verna asked Arlene if she was going to a friend’s

chariVari. The next week and Arlene said she did not C
have any way to go. Verna said I’ll tell Lyle and he will

pick you up, of course I stopped and she was ready to go.

I was selling cars and keeping books for the Studebaker

dealer in Brooklyn, so for some reason I got the habit of

leaving Brooklyn about four o’clock and going on the road

past her school so I could pick her up, ending up in being

a good habit. We were married Mar. 11th 1942, and moved

into a nice three bedroom home I had purchased in Malcom.

But had no bath or garage, so we made a large pantry into

a full bath with an electric water heater. Our front

porch went clear across the front of the house so we built

a single garage on the northeast corner of the house, so

we could go to the garage without getting in the weather.

The garage door was a short distance from the sidewalk so

only had to put rock on a little way.

She finished teaching school that spring north of

Montezuma, then started at Bear Creek No. 4 west of

Brooklyn on highway No. 6. From there she went to Bear C
Creek No. 3 two miles north on a gravel road resigning

from there after the first semester of fall 1944. March

30th 1945, our oldest daughter Linda was born, ending her

teaching career. June 26th 1947 our other daughter Louise
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was born, then in 1950 we traded houses so we had a new

three bedroom house so we could all sleep on the first

floor. We never wanted the girls to sleep upstairs as

with me on crutches we could not get them in case of fire.

We had a wonderful happy thirty—nine years, when she

passed away.

Her husband Lyle J. Goodwin
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Maple Syruping at Rural School

Betty Marie SiLle Grandstaff

I began my schooling at the Pleasant Hill school, an

independent district in Fairview Township, Jasper County,

Iowa, almost exactly two miles northwest of the Monroe In

dependent School. My teacher was tloma Clement, who drove

down each day from Mingo. She was a superb teacher. I

graduated from Monroe High in 1943, at the age of 16 —

took “normal” training under Florence Pye, a truly great

educator. I didn’t get a normal training certificate

‘cause of lack of Home Economics. I had been enrolled in

College Prep. when my Father was alive. I persisted in

obtaining a teacher’s certificate, because all I ever

wanted to do was to teach, to help little children learn.

So I took a 12 weeks normal training course at Cedar Falls

and got my certificate in August of 1944. My first school

was the Hahn School, Malaka No. 7, the school house on the

lone road, near the North Skunk River. I still love that

river. I can not begin to estimate how much the quality

of learning was enhanced by the availability of Newton

Public Library books to our school.

We must have been reading “Little House in the Big

Woods” by Laura Ingalls Wilder late that winter. I read

aloud at the end of each noon recess, and Laura was the

very favorite author. The chapter about “sugaring off” at C
Grandma’s caught everyone’s imagination. What a pity that

the pioneers had not planted sugar maples in our school

yard! But wait, look here in the encyclopedia, in the

story of maples. It lists the hated box elders as a
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maple, perhaps the most delicate flavor of all maple sap.

Well, we had many box elders, and several of them were

sufficient diameter for tapping. We read everything we

could find about maple syrup making, and asked grandpar

ents. Our blackboards and bulletin board grew crowded

with maple syrup and sugar making information and plan—

( ning. Each student contributed what he or she could. We
didn’t find anyone in our neighborhood who had participat

ed in maple syrup, or sugar, making.

I worried about the amounts of heavy work that fell to

the older boys; making splines, drilling into the trees

(tapping), hanging the pails to catch the sap, of which

much would be needed. I needn’t have worried, it was good

to have a schoolactivity that used their strong muscles,

and freed them briefly from their desks. Cleaning the sap

buckets and storage containers and preparing the bulletin

board fell largely to the big girls and smaller children.

The spring coming breezes flitted about, and we had

more sap on the ground and tree trunks than in our storage

containers, it seemed. Our school had no kitchen

facilities, so on the Friday appointed for boiling down,

we built a fire on the ground, in an area away from our

buildings, a carefully cleared place, enclosed by a fire

ring of rocks. Our only kettle, containing precious box

( elder sap , hung from a tripod erected by those same
wonderful male students. Even the smallest child helped

to gather firewood and kindling, and all participated in

keeping the fire going, “but not too hot.” We had a

really festive day, under the bright spring sky, with the
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greening grass underfoot. We gathered our borrowed tools

for returning to fathers and grandfathers. At day’s end

we had only a small amount of maple syrup, but there was a

generous taste for each child — the blown in ashes did not

hurt the flavor at all, we agreed. We put the last ounce

of syrup into a clean, small jar, it was sent home with

her brother and sister to the one student who had been C
sick that day, one of the big girls who had been such a

help with research, blackboard and bulletin board, and

assisting the smaller children with their chores. We had

really engaged the project, enhanced our math and language

skills, and assimilated the new students who came with

farm moving day.

For me, throughout life, the greatest fulfillment is

seeing the delight of a child who understands one of

life’s mysteries, now.

Oh, that is how it is!!

C.,
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FROM A HAND—WRITTEN ACCOUNT

BY LAYINIA WILLIAMS GRATTAN

My father, Albert Gordon Williams, was born in Cornish,

New Hampshire, Nov. 18, 1846, and went to Grinnell in the

Spring of 1856, at 16 years of age. His father put a $20

,.~ gold piece in the heel of each boot he wore. He stayed
overnight in Chicago, and father had sort of picked up a

Pal on the train, or the man had attached himself to

father. When they got a room for the night, the man

undressed himself and went to bed. Father was suspicious

of the man, and did not want to take his boots off and so

lay on the bed fully dressed and got to sleep. They rode

the train to Iowa City as far as the railroad was complet

ed. They were supposed to ride the stage for 75 miles,

but as the roads were deep mud, and there were small

horses and a full coach, the men walked most of the way,

taking several days to make the trip.

His sister Annginnette had married Newton Sherman, and

they lived 3½ miles northeast of Grinnell. He walked out

there, and his feet were so sore and tired he did not get

his boots back on for several days, but had his feet tied

up in old rags. He worked summers for them for three

years, then worked for Dr. Holyoke for one more year, and

by this time had earned enough to buy a quarter section of

C land. The year at Dr. Holyoke’s, he broke two steers, so

had an ox team in the Spring of 1860 to go to Chester and

break sod. That was slow work, as the grass had deep

roots. He worked for some neighbors some of the time.
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At the time they thought a road would go by them north

and south, and that was the reason they faced the house to

the south. Father tried to buy of Mr. Sheff a few acres

just northwest of the home across the road, to plant quick

growing trees as a break against the wind, the northwest

winds blew days at a time.

There were only three other houses in Chester at that C
time: Jason Sherman on what is now Lidtkas, Henry Sherman

on what is now Schnells, and Wilson Sherman, one mile

west. They had been on their places one or two years, and

had small houses.

The winter of 1860—61 father with Sylvester H who

settled a half mile east of Father’s, put up a log hut

just big enough to have a bed, stove and table, and cut

down black walnut trees and got lumber for a house. They

had two horses at this time, but one day one horse fell

down into the river and got very wet, and it was cold they

thought it best to bring the horse into (rest of phrase

obscured) the bed and the stove and table for the horse to

stand until he dried off, which did not take very long.

The Summer of ‘61 by degrees the house was built.

Father had to hire the plastering done only. Meantime he

put up a shed for his horses, corn, and a pig or two, and

chickens. He got poles from trees growing in the grove,

and made sheds that were open on the south side but kept

the stock from the north winds or snow, and then dirt on

top, and then more poles on top of that. This kind of

shed had to be repaired each year and made bigger for some

years, before father could build a barn. I remember a
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turkey made a nest up on the shed, one year, and when she

got ready to set, the turkey gobbler wanted to set on the

eggs. He would pick at the hen turkey until she left the

nest. Then he would sit down on the eggs, but he did not

quite know how, and the result was he broke the eggs, a

loss. We had quite a time over it. That turkey gobbler

would chase me, but if I had a stick and ran after him, he

beat it in. a hurry.

I was early taught not to be afraid of anything. I was

never afraid of the dark, and am not today. So many folks

are. When father finally got the house up, his mother and

10—years—younger sister came to live with him. His mother

could make men’s clothing, and so got work in Grinnell.

Most men’s clothes were home—made then. The younger

sister kept house for father.

Meantime my mother had come down from Fort Dodge to go

to 5d’~oo1. She wanted to teach in the country, and taught

in our district the Fall of 1865, and the Winter of ‘65

and ‘66 boarded with father and Francis. She did a lot

of the house work to live in a decently clean home.

Francis went to school under her. Then father and mother

were married in March, 1866.

My mother was very high strung, nervous, high—tempered,

sensitive, and seemed under tension and tears all the

C time, always worrying about disaster coming to them.

Mother was born in London, England, January 8, 1841. She

was 51 days younger than father. When Mother lived in

England an. Aunt in New Jersey said, “Send one of the

children” so Mother was chosen to be the one. In those
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days passengers had to be provided with food for the trip

over on the sailing ship, and it consisted mostly of dry

bread. This ship was becalmed three weeks, and the

food ran low, and there was terror among the passengers.

I think that experience accounted for much of my mother’s

high tension. It was very hard for her to live the

economical life of the pioneers. That first Summer she

had the mistaken idea she was not getting food enough to

nourish the baby coming——ME. She and father were so

different, they never did understand each other, and never

came to common ground. It took a sort of work—hardened

kind of woman to live through those pioneer days and get

any joy out of it.

Now it has taken all this preliminary to get to my

early memories.

In my mind I can see shadowy pictures of this and that

I cannot put into words. So the clearest first memory is

going into the bedroom to see my new little brother born

May 30th, 1870. I stood by the bed and looked at him and

mother in bed. Then I climbed onto a chair and wanted to

hold him, and he was placed in my arms, and I thought of

him as so little and at the same time so big, for he did

weigh 12 pounds.

It was wild prairie north of the house, and father’s

milk cows ran them, so one had to go after them at night.

A Robert Rutherford worked for father that Summer, and he

walked for them if they were anywhere near, but if they

were some distance away he would ride a horse. Either way
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I went with him. If he walked he would carry me in his

arms, or if he rode the horse, the same, I remember. That

prairie was covered with flowers from Spring until Fall.

The air was filled with flocks of birds. What a noble

noise their chattering made! When father would plough a

r flat of land, the birds would settle down on the fresh—
turned earth to try to find worms and grubs, and I,

following behind father, would try to catch a bird. Of

course I never did. But there was such swarms of them, I

felt I almost did catch one. I always wanted to be out

doors wandering around. I knew where the bird nests were,

and I climbed many a young orchard tree to look into the

nest and see the young birds of various ages, and degrees

of length of feathers, from the time birds were naked

until they were full feathered and ready to fly. Also the

frogs and toads, turtles and snakes. When father said

they would not hurt me or harm me in any way, I would

catch them and play with them. I tied a string to their

feet and played with them. This my mother thought

horrible, and that it was strange that those creatures

were of any interest to me.

There was little work done on the roads. Folks drove

anywhere between the side fences. The small culverts

usually had a mud puddle on each side. We drove through

C the mud puddles, and bumped up over the culverts, and thus

the mud puddles on either side developed deep ruts, and if

a snake got in one of those ruts, he had to go some

distance sometimes to get out, and as I went to school (a

half mile east of the house) I could pick up a snake by
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the tail and snap him, breaking his neck. These were the

garter snakes. There were rattle snakes in the early days

of the development of the country, but none were left in

my childhood. However, there were a few blue racers, a

dark—colored snake that moved faster than the rattle

snake, and would wiggle along with head and three or four

inches of neck raised upright. They were really hard to

catch up with. As I went to school, I watched for all the

reptiles, and that day was counted lost that I did not

encounter one of some kind.

There was no barbed wire in those days, and men planted

cotton wood, willow or maple along the roadside. They

would click branches close together, and they usually grew

and made a hedge—tight fence, so as we rode along, it was

between the rows of trees. When the barbed wire fence

came the trees were mostly taken out, or the wire was

nailed to the trees. I used to walk along that kind of

fence when the road was muddy, on my way to school. In

the Winter we would walk on the snow—drifts. They would

be hard—packed by the wind, with spots of soft snow that

would let us down, almost burying us deep in snow. The

uncertainty of where and when we would step into the soft

spots made the going adventurous.

The outstanding memory of the country school is the

big, hot stove in the center of the room, and the cold

seats near the window and in the back of the room far from

the stove. They did not know that if they had put a

sheeting around the door it would have distributed the

heat better to all parts of the room. But the little red
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school houses, two miles apart throughout the countryside,

was a wonderful idea, and served to make our citizens a

literate people. In the Winter terms of 3½ months, when

we had a man teacher, nearly all the big boys under 21

years of age went to school. At the end of the school

year we had an “extricution.” We sang all the patriotic

songs from Civil War days, spoke pieces, had dialogues and

some c~ades. Parents came with lanterns to hang on the

walls, and a big time was had. My father used to take a

lot of apples as a treat for every one. We girls used to

have big pockets to trade with Will Hafkey for doughnuts

he had in his pockets. My mother did not make donuts

often, but did make fritters that we ate with hot maple

syrup.

Once in a while I would find a nest of young rabbits,

and once I saw quite a big garter snake shedding his skin

as he wriggled in the rubbish. I was able to get it

out carefully and take it to the house. My mother tried

so hard to get me interested in being a nice little lady

in the house, to learn to cook and sew and do housework.

All that was so distasteful to me. I did everything I

could to avoid it. They got the Singer sewing machines

when I was quite small, and I could put in the round

shuttle that Mother could not seem to do. I learned to

run the machine, and stayed in the house 5ust to run the

machine. In those days mother made my father and brothers

shirts, pant, and underwear. The underwear was of heavy

fleece—lined •cotton flannel and took to long to do when

washed. Mother hung them on lines over the stair and
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hall, and let them dry at their leisure. She bought a

bolt of grey flannel from the Amana Colony’s plant, made

the men’s shirts, my bloomers, petticoats and dresses. It

seems now that we were loaded down with clothes, but

remember the house was cold. Only the living room and

kitchen were heated part of the day, and to go from one

room to another was often like going out—doors. We slept

in such cold rooms!

Mother knit stockings for all of us. We could buy

Summer stockings—they were all black. I did not have ~a

boughten ready—made dress until I was grown. I don’t

remember if mother ever really had a ready—made dress.

I did not go to school until the Spring after I was 7

in January. Mother taught me at home. When she taught

country school she had such children sent to school, and

had them take a nap afternoons. In the school the day was

opened by Bible reading and a Sunday School song or hymn,

and we were asked to memorize some verses. The teachers

went rather strong on that. I am not clear in my mind

about the lights we had. I remember mother making candles

out of beef tallow. There was a frame for 12 candles.

She had to thread the cotton cord in each, and heat the

tallow, and pour it real hot into the frame, and when they

had cooled they were easily taken out. I carried a candle

to bed after I was grown up. We did not have kerosene at

first but something called naphtha, that took three

matches to make it hot enough to light. We had to make a

little light go a long way. It was not light enough to
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read by, or sew by, but women would knit with half a

light. As long as we could see each other, and where a

table or chair was, it was enough. Folks sat in the dark

many times. You don’t need a light to see to talk.

We did not go to town oftener than once in two or three

weeks, and had no way to keep food or meat. So beef as

well as pork was put down in brine; or any other fresh

meat. We had dry, salted codfish — it came in big slabs.

It had to be soaked overnight, and then make into codfish

gravy.

Folks wore their Sunday clothes for years. My mother

had a bunch of big pansies she would put on a black Winter

bonnet then on a Summer light straw bonnet, for several

years. When she finally discarded them father felt so

disappointed! Children’s coats and dresses were handed

from one to another. I wore an alpaca dress — a big plaid

with much color in it — blue, red and black. It was very

heavy cloth and came to me from a girl who had outgrown

it. I wore it until it was too small, then gave it to

Edna Sherman and she wore it. Our head coverings were

knit hoods or scarfs, and we little folks took them off in

church. I had a fur cap I wore for several years, with

pads that came down over my ears. Before I went into

church I took the cap off, tucked the tabs into the flap

C of my cap and put the cap back on again. And today I

cannot get used to the idea of having so many clothes,

dresses and hats. I still think one good outfit for

Sunday (take it off the minute you get home!) is enough.

Why have any more?
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Mother was always careful about her clothes, and tried

to make me think about clothes. But to me that was all

bosh. I remember one Sunday morning she said “Get dressed

for church.” And I put on a clean, everyday dress and was

quite determined to wear it to church over her objections.

She never said, “What will folks think, or what will they

say?” It was always, “This is the right thing to do.”

And I never did get the idea of how folks do think of what

you have on, or how you look, or what they will say. The

idea was, “Are you clean, and will you be careful to keep

clean and not tear your clothes?”

Folks tried to raise gardens, as there were no canned

vegtables, and in the fall vegtables were stored in the

cellars. Most raised some kind of beans, and thrashed

them out in the fall. Most raised some cane, and put it

through Mr. Shiff’s cane crusher and bôiled it down into

thick molasses. That seasoned the baked beans and corn

bread; also was on most tables in the kitchen:. There was

very little fruit of any kind. I suppose plums were about

the first. So when father had fruit in his nursery, he

had plenty of customers who wanted to pick on shares.

There was little cash in any of our pockets, but men

exchanged work, or would work for a day or two for some

thing.

They had lumber wagons, and it was a day’s trip from C
our house to town and back nine miles in one day. It wore

mother out. When folks could afford it, they got spring

wagons. We had a big three—seated one, and filled it

when we went to church. With hired man, hired girl, the
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school teacher (that mother always boarded) our going to

church on those days was as sure as eating on Sunday.

Everyone went but two or three families. The folks were

young married folks, and there were babies aplenty. That

church used to be filled, and when we had Sunday School we

all formed around into classes, but we sat next to another

( class. We had suppers and socials in the church. The

annual church meeting and dinner was always well attended.

Folks did. not have phones or daily papers, and Sunday was

a day of much visiting, before and after service. The

women talked together, and the men talked also, and the

young folks. Many a date was made on Sunday. Mother’s

method for us children was to keep such watchful care over

us, and clasp a lid down on us. If she did not know where

we were it would frighten her into conniptions. One day I

was upstairs in the P.M. and went to sleep on the floor.

She began to hunt for me outdoors. Then father began .to

look in the house and found me, and woke me, and took me

downstairs. Mother made a big to—do over me. So in a day

or two I was playing in the corn crib, and she called me.

I kept still, and soon she saw me looking through the

boards, and came in and got me, and then broke off a

branch of a tree, and whaled me a fare—you—well. I never

tried that again! Just one other time did she whip me.

( That time with her slipper. I was just about nine, and

had been to the next door neighbors, and was giving her a

report on how we girls had played. As I think of it now,

we were not doing anything very bad, but she thought so,

and as I was telling it she jerked me across her lap, took
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off her slipper, again beat the band. I screamed! When

she was through I went outdoors and thought: “I will never

tell her about anything again!” She really effectually

shut my mouth. I wandered around outdoors, crying and

mad. I then went in to supper, then right to bed, still

weeping. The next morning she was going to comb my hair

to get ready to go to school. I would not go near her,

but tried to comb my own hair. It was to be in two braids

down my back, but the way it worked out, each braid stuck

straight out by my ears. When I went to school the girls

laughed at me, and I asked them to braid it again. And

that was the way my hair was cared for, from then on. And

I never felt cordial toward my mother again. And I did

not tell about anything now at home. I felt I was whaled

for telling — so don’t ever punch a child for telling you

what he has done.

When I was quite young, father made me a sled. It was

really too big for me to handle, but I had some good times

on it, even when I was grown up. It would, hold three

children. Father had a straw stack on the south—east

quarter, and he would put the rack on runners. The hay

rack extended out and I could tie the sled rope on to the

corner of the hay rack and ride on the snow. There had

been a thaw then a freeze, and there was a crust on the

snow, so the sled stayed on top without breaking through. C
So I’ rode my sled when he went for straw. We boarded the

school teacher, and I would take the teacher to school,

also go after her. When the horse trotted, he would throw

snow in our faces.
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We had no bed matresses in those days, but straw ticks

filled with straw. There were bed slats, then the straw

ticks, not too bad before the straw got broken up. They

were high when first filled, but settled finally — no

springs in those beds! I can see mother making the beds,

putting her hand into the tick, and moving the straw

C around to make the most comfortable kind of bed.

I went to Cedar Falls to school in 1888 and 1889, and

we had straw ticks. They got pretty hard after a while,

and usually, come a nice day in mid—winter, father would

take the ticks down to the straw stack and refill them. I

can see the hay rack with five big straw ticks so full it

looked like a big load. Most folks kept ducks so as to

have pillows and feather—beds on top of the straw, which

made them warmer and nice. In the summer the feather beds

were put under the straw ticks, as they were too warm.

None were sorry for themselves because of these primitive

ways. It was the way the best of folk had to do —

everybody was doing it.

One time mother bought calico to make me a dress. It

was a medium blue with polka white dots so big! When the

dress had been washed a time or two the dots became holes.

And she did not know what to do. I didn’t care — it

didn’t bother me. She was always afraid I would feel hurt

C or sensitive, but I wasn’t a lot, before she thought it so

bad. We used to go to town in the later afternoon, so as

not to take time during the day, and trade in the evening.

Mother bought herself goods for a Sunday dress. It was a

light grey in the night light of the store. The next day
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it proved to be green, light green. She was heart—sick

and kept it quite a while before deciding what to do with

it. She was not skilled at dyeing cloth, as some were.

So finally she gave it to Ruth H. Wells’ grandmother, and

pretty soon Ella (Ruth’s Mother) came out with a very nice

black dress.

I have a peculiar ear. My left one — the lower lobe

part of the ear sticks out straight. And folks would ask

what happened to your ear? I would answer, “Nothing. It

has always been that way.” Mother would squirm and try to

change the talk to something else. She thought she had

marked me with a birth mark or defect. We know now there

is no way a mother can mark a baby. I have always looked

my babies over to see if their ears were the right kind —

and they are.

I had got to be quite a big girl, 11 or 12, and in my

walking over the farm east of the hay barn I found and

killed a real big snake. After supper I was telling about

it, and spread my arm to show how lon~ it was. Mother

pooed me, rather said it just looked that way, so I said I

would get it. The night was quite dark, save a little

moonlight, but I found it and picked it up by the tip of

the tail and dragged it home. When I walked into the

dining room, mother let out one of her screams, and father

exclaimed. My story had not been exaggerated at all.

Father planted apple seeds in his nursery in the spring

— a pail full he sent off for. In the fall he dug them

up. They would be little trees six inches high. He would

put 100 in one pack, and pack them in a box of mulch dirt

- 46 —



in the cellar, for the winter. He would go through the

orchard and cut off scions from the apple trees. A scion

is a branch 1½ to 2 feet long. This was cut in short

sticks and grafted onto the little apple trees. He had a

grafting box on legs that were in front of him as he sat

on a chair, and this he did all winter, and had one man

who stayed with us through the winter to do chores. He

would graft sometimes, too. One man, Will H., was very

high strung. I would run and play around him. I did not

know I was bothering him, but once he hit me across the

face with a scion. I screamed, and so did mother. I had

a deep red mark across my face for several days, and it

was sore indeed. Neither father or mother made any re

marks. I surely stayed away from that man and his work!

I always wanted my brother to play with me, to run and

jump and scuffle with him. He never could, and not until

I had little boys of my own did I realize that my brother

had what I now believe was a weak heart. He never could

run more than a few steps, and I always outwalked him when

we went to school. He would try for a minute or two, and

then quit. Nowadays we would take such a child to the

doctor, if he was so inactive. He was a large child, and

looked well.

Everyone was interested in politics in those days. And

Chester was solid Republican for years. Noted men would

speak in Grinnell, and there would be torchlight parades.

A torch would be made of rags wired to the end of a long

pole or stick, soaked with kerosene, then lit, and a dozen

men would join the parade, singing, and parading until the
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blaze went out. Father would go into town to hear the

speaker, and see the celebration, but it was too far and

too hard a trip for mother.

The slough south of the home was wide so a lot of land

was not producing any crop. Father had a mole ditch put

through to the bridge on the road running north and south

on the east side of the farm. Two men came and set up the (
rig. The oxen would go round and round pulling the rope

that pulled the mole through the ground underneath the

surface. It was perhaps a foot in diameter and 6 feet

long. It was very slow work. What I remember about it is

that one of the oxen was very tame, and one of the men

would put me on top of him, and I would ride down to their

work after dinner, and go and meet them coming home for

supper. After supper the oxen would lie down. I would

sit down on the tame ox. He was too tired to care. The

next year there were the same heavy rains, and that mole

ditch washed out, and it made an aspen ditch that was all

to the good.

I was not a very big girl when on a damp day father and

the men went down in the field and dug out the big stones

that we used as stepping stones to get into the spring

wagon when going to church. They proved to be much bigger

than father thought they could be. When they were brought

to the house they no longer bothered with the field work. C
Superstition still lingered with folks. My grandfather

would say: “You know it is said, if planted in the dark or

light of the moon, so and so will happen.” I don’t believe

it. I was talking with Mrs. last night about it.
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She said she did not have any superstition, she was sure.

I recalled what they used to think, and finally spoke of

how they would witch for water. She at once exclaimed:

“Now that, I know, has something in it! The water in the

ground draws the branch down!” But in my disbelief and

blindness I had my say, anyway. If water had pulling

power, we could not put bridges across rivers.

We did not have screens for some years, and then it was

mosquito netting. It was a lot of work to fight flies.

The food was put on the table in tureens, and bread was

covered with a napkin. No food without a cover, except

the home—keeper would stand with a branch of a tree, and

move it back and forth over the table. They used to put

asparagus branches across the walls and over doors for the

flies to roost in. People used to put on new paper and

whitewash the ceiling in the fall, after the frost had

killed the flies. No one had a carpet for some years.

They made mats or rugs from men’s old suits or braided or

crocheted cotton rugs. It was a big event when mother

finally got her first rag carpet. She had saved rags from

worn—out dresses for a long time. And finally took them

to a woman who had a loom and wove them into strips. Then

the sewing of the strips together and getting it put down

down on the floor and tacked down.

One time mother had a neighbor girl help her. It was

winter, I think, because there was deep snow. She had a

very bad cold, one day. She was so sick in the morning

mother had her stay in bed. Father went over to Mrs.

Skiffs and told her she seemed very sick, but he thought

— 49 —



children made a fuss over a cold. The next morning mother

went up to see her, and when she came down she was agi

tated and whispered to father. He went upstairs to her

room. Then he came down and went over to Mrs. Skiff’s.

The girl had died during the night. Mr. Skiff came with

a team and a sleigh. Then mother kept me in the bedroom

downstairs so I could not see them bring her downstairs, (
and I wanted to see what was going on.

It was in 1877 when the east part of the house was put

on. I think the bay window was put on about 1874.

Father had sheep in the early days, and as usual there

were some lambs to raise by hand. They would have the run

of the place, and would come to the east door, and if my

mother did not chase them away, they would scamper through

the house and out the west door, and I would chase them

further away.

The Chester people were very devoted to their church,

and made real sacrifices to build the church, and keep it

going without any help from back east. We had one minis

ter fourteen years — Mr. White. I remember very well some

of his talks, manners, and strictness. He was walking one

day and heard boys talking the other side of a hedge. So

he investigated and found they were playing cards. He was

horrified and made a to—do over it. We always sat in the

one seat right at the front. Father would almost memorize C
the sermon as it was given. I did not like to sit so near

the front, and when we were going home I explained about

it. Said I did not believe a word he said, and that it

was just talk, talk, talk, and I didn’t like it. That was
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quite a bombshell for my parents — and they gave me the

silent treatment. No one had anything to say at dinner or

in the afternoon. Their disapproval fairly shrieked.

They had no idea their little girl was such a disbelieving

sinner.

One time a skunk was in the cellar under the old part

of the home. We didn’t know how to get at it. It wanted

to stay. Father said if he shot it we would have a stink

around. But mother was sure we would have a stink anyway.

So father shot it, and what a stink we did have! Father

got it out, then shoveled a lot of dirt down into the

cellar. We moved the cook stove out into the yard, and

mother cooked, and we ate out there. But we had to go

into the home to go to bed, and the odor was terrible, and

lasted so long!

The men wore beards —father shaved his upper lip and a

little on his lower lip. Some of the young men began to

have a full beard as soon as their faces would grow one.

Father’s idea to grow and have all possible food pro

duced on the farms included bees and pigeons. He made a

place for the pigeons inside a granary on a shelf, where

they could make nests, and where we could get a juicy

squab when needed. He used to put 75 swarms of bees in

the cellar over winter. We always had honey on the table.

C We had good food in those days, if we didn’t have
salads. There were always sharp cucumber pickles. We

dried fruit, if we had any fruit. There was no canning in

the early days.

I remember the to—do over a young man’s drowning. He
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lived in Chester a year or two, and was always talking

about his folks back home. When he drowned, and they went

through his things, and there was no name or address of

anyone to write to or mail to. Made a lot of talk.

My grandfather had about six box rabbit traps out

round, and he would go the rounds and get the rabbits out,

kill them, skin them, and feed them to our many cats in (
the barn. One time he had a bad cold, and we thought he

had better not go out into the snow. I don’t know how old

I was — but about grown up. So I put on some pants and

started out and what a time I had in the deep drifts. I

had to go through the sheep yard. He told me to carry a

big stick and the buck would not bother me, but I did not.

I got across the yard and was climbing over a big tall

gate, and was on top of it, when he ran and bumped it,

sending me into a six foot deep soft drift. How I flound

ered around and struggled out of that situation!

Men used to whittle evenings. We children were so im

pressed. We boarded a man school teacher, one Winter, and

he whittled every evening. I was always curious to know

what he was making. But at the Christmas tree there was

for me a little doll in a wooden cradle he had whittled.

Neither father nor mother had very much schooling, but

both had the inquiring mind that educates itself. I was a

little girl not yet able to read when father bought a big C
dictionary. I was allowed to look at pictures in it only

when he was nearby, every day. Every day after dinner he

would open it at random, look over a word, study it and

similar words nearby, and so master the use of the word

and its meaning.
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I can remember being out in some heavy rain. Mother

and I had started home from town in the little one—seated

buggy and it began to just pour down. It wet our laps.

We drove into a place and up to the door. The man came

out and helped us into the house. The lady said I had

better take off my dress, as the skirt of it was sopping

( wet. So they did, and I was embarrassed. We sat down to
supper. I felt as though a trick had been played on me.

Father had a way of saying, “This or that will be the

best way to do.” Once I had been into mischief, and he

took hold of my arm and said, “Will I have to speak cross

to you?” That was enough. Mother never let me get rough

house. If I began to, she would say, “Go into the pantry

and sin as loud as you want to until you can be quiet when

you come out.” Both father and mother were quite refined

and maintained that kind of a home. There was never any

criticism of each other, and anyone could have come into

the home at any time and there would not have been

anything going on they would have been ashamed of, or

wanted to cover up. They never seemed to make an effort

to live up to such a standard, but it was just their way

of life. They thought it a terrible lack of self respect

for folks to speak sharp words to each other.

4!
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COUNTRY OR RURAL ONE ROOM SCHOOL

by
Karen Peterson Groves

Sheridan Township was unique in the fact that each

school was independent and money raised by taxation was

also in the same four square mile area. Each school had

three directors and a secretary—treasurer. All other

townships in Poweshiek County were set up with sub—dis—

tricts and one board of directors for the entire township.

I attended Sheridan #3, known as Enterprise School,

from primary through eighth grade. Enterprise was organ

ized in 1876 and was the last school built in the town

ship. Some of the students went on to high school at Tama

and some went into the Grinnell Independent School Dis

trict as tuition students. This school closed its doors

forever in May 1956 due to becoming a part of the Grinnell

Rural School District. The building was moved to the

Robert Wade farm to be used for hogs and hay. The land

reverted back to the surrounding farmland owned by Henry

P.J. Frahm and Robert Wade.

I lived one and one—half miles from school which was

all dirt roads. Transportation was walking or riding a

bicycle or on cold days Dad would take my sisters and me

to school. Bad roads might mean driving quite a distance

to avoid a hilly road.

Naturally we had many different teachers but usually

they were very good. Box socials and pie socials were one

form of entertainment. The Christmas programs were so

much fun to plan and practice and the actual night was
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awaited with much anticipation and dread. Santa Claus

would arrive with a bag of fruit, candy, and nuts for

each. Sometimes Santa reminded me of my Dad! Gifts were

exchanged by all —— even the family who did not give gifts

in their own home due to religious beliefs. The entire

neighborhood would attend all school functions.

A neighboring school might hike over to visit. I

remember Sheridan #4 coming once. Another year Chester

#1 and we visited each others schools for parties. This

was a way to meet others and some of these students were

later to become my best friends.

Recesses were full of fun and games whether it was

baseball, annie annie over, sledding, red rover, pom pom

pullaway, pick up sticks, telephone, hide ‘n seek, guard

the sheep, etc. All ages played together with older

students adapting and helping the younger ones.

Classes were usually small. I had a classmate for the

first two or three years and was alone the rest of my

country school days when Don Mayo moved to house a mile

away.

We received our education by studying a subject at our

level but were constantly reinforced by listening to other

ages in class discussions. We were learning more than one

grade level.

We saw history in the making when the entire school

went to the one household in the district who had a TV

set. We saw President Dwight David Eisenhower’s inaugura

tion. What a day that was!

— 55 —



My family has been involved in schools in various ways.

My mother Aline Lidtka Petersen, was secretary—treasurer

and my father, Eldon “Sammy” Petersen, was a director of

Sheridan #3 for years unknown. Dad worked on a reorgani

zation Committee two years. The Grinnell Rural School

district was formed in the area around the Grinnell Inde

pendent School District with directors Clair Baker, Gaylor

Dempster, Bob Moore, Eldon Peterson, and Carl Tokle and

Edwin Lincoln as secretary—treasurer, serving 1956—1958

until further reorganization took place. The Grinnell—

Newburg Community School District was formed and Eldon was

on this board of directors 1958—1969 serving as chairman

five years.

To continue family involvement, I was employed as sec

retary to the Grinnell High School Principal April 1, 1957

(graduating with my class May 29, 1957) to March 1, 1962.

My husband Bob Groves, was employed in the transportation

department of the Grinnell—Newburg Schools as mechanic and

bus driver from February 1, 1964 — June 30, 1975. He be

gan employment July 11, 1975 with the Department of Public

Instruction as a school bus inspector for the State of

Iowa.

Our three sons, Mike, Chris and Nick, have attended all

the school buildings in the district —— new high school,

new junior high, old high school and junior high, Cooper

elementary, Davis elementary, Bailey Park elementary,

Fairview elementary, and Newburg elementary. Yes, that

has meant many PTA or PTO meetings but I was involved in
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all and served as an officer in each. I have even

given tours to other parents at the junior and senior high

schools trying to promote involvement in education.

Chester
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CHESTER TOWNSHIP SCHOOLS

by
Karen Petersen Groves

Mine Lidtka Petersen went to Davis School in GrinneD.

for primary and then attended Chester #5 until her third

year of high school. Eldon “Sammy” Petersen attended (J
Chester #6. He could only speak German when he began, but

soon learned English to communicate with the other kids.

He went through the eighth grade.

Chester Township had one school, #5, which was also a

high school. The school was divided by a central hallway

where the water bucket was located. The elementary room

was on one side and the high school on the other side,

each with its own cloakroom, teacher, and its own furnace

in the basement.

The high school was a 2—year program to serve those

living in Chester Twp.. although some students also came

from Sheridan. All freshmen studied English and algebra;

all sophomores studied English and geometry. Other sub

jects were taught in alternate years with everyone study

ing them. Aline remembers agriculture, biology, book

keeping, and ancient history. Aline went on to Grinnell

High School to complete her junior and senior year.

Aline remembers a winter pasttime which she enjoyed. (
The movable desks were all moved to one side in the high

school room with all ages playing volleyball.

Aline was a young teacher very nervous about her first

day of teaching when she arrived at school at Chester #5
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in the fall of 1935. She found the school director and a

high school teacher there arguing. The teacher had an

oral contract to teach but no classes were held as the

high school had closed with completion of the spring term

in 1935.

Aline’s first year teaching was 1935—36. She was

eighteen years old and remembers five eighth graders who

were fourteen years old. The second year at this school

she had five students at the beginning but a family moved

at Thanksgiving leaving three students to complete the

year. The elementary school closed the spring of 1937.

Mine taught in 1937—38 and 1938—39 in Chester Schools.
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HELEN GUGELER

1916—17 was my last year in country school. It was

located in Cerro Garde county just two miles south of the

Watts county line near Hanlontown, Iowa.

I was in a class with two sisters named Opal and Laura.

The reading class recitation consisted of each one -
reading a page orally. It took Opal and Laura a long time

to read their page. Every day it seemed and eternity to

me to wait while they read.

I had read the whole reader from beginning to end.

I learned a lot in county school listening to what went

on in other classes.

I took examinations of the county seat and passed into

high school from seventh grade. I was also a country

school teacher in Poweshiek County for a year.

- C
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EVA GOODWIN HALL

I attended rural school, thru all 8 grades at Prairie—

side School, Scott township #1, Poweshiek County, Iowa.

• Finishing there in 1923. At that time I was Eva Goodwin.

• My son Robert F. Hall of Knoxville, Iowa attended the

( school house that is being moved, for a short period of a
few months, in about 1933. Virgil Sanders (Mrs. Tony San

ders) was the teacher at that time.

I would send more if I could, but I am not able to work

anymore, and I am a resident of St Francis Manor.
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JULIA KVASNY HEIMANN

Keep up the good work of publicizing your progress with

the rural school house and all that is being done. I have

read every article that has appeared in the Grinnell

Herald Register about this project, but somehow I seem to

have too many other things going on in my life to get in— (
volved in even one more project. I am interested since I

spent Primary through 8th grades at Union School

(Poweshiek #1) township, that is, in Jasper County. My

first teacher was Noma Henderson. Others I remember in

clude Irene Maher, Elizabeth Gannon, Mary Lyon, and

Marjorie Brock.

In 1928 when I arrived as a primary student — I only

spoke the Czech my parents spoke at home. I learned

English and the letters and a good dose of phonics that

first year. I must have learned some numbers as well,

though numbers and I were never on the best terms from the

beginning. I recall my father helping me with some per

centage problems in sixth or seventh grade. When the

lesson was finished he asked “Do you understand how we did

these?” I remember slowly shaking my head in the affirma

tive and the sick feeling in the pit of my stomach when he

crumpled up the paper and tore it into shreds and said,

“Now show me how to do them.” Oh yes, I also remember how C
I learned to read. After we knew something about sounds

and letters the teacher put up a chart below the chalk

tray which said, “Boys and girls come to play — Jump and

run with me today.”
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There were other charts and more phonics exercises like

the an, ike, ay, un, ump, oy an other such families which

we had to add consonants to to make new words. It was fun

and exciting. It was a lot more fun than the kinds of

things that I had to do when I got home from school.

Those included donning overalls and pitching hay to the

cows, carrying “slop” to the hogs and yes, even throwing

the manure out of the cowbarn every morning. I cried and

begged to learn almost before I had the strength “to milk

a cow” and after that it was required in the a.m. and p.m.

Another chore was tQ. wash the cream separator before hav

ing breakfast. Then quickly wash the “barn smell” off and

walk the one mile to the school in every kind of weather.

The story I wanted to relate was this:

“It was the winter of 1935 and Union School had a larger

population of hefty boys than girls. It was cold and

there was an abundance of snow outside. The big boys

wanted to go outside at noon recess to play, but the girls

wanted to stay inside. Miss Gannon finally said that the

boys could go out and she would stay inside with the

girls. The boys had a ball! They rolled huge snowballs.

The girls watched when the boys were on the side where the

windows where located. The teacher’s car was away from

( the window side and~oys knew it — so they had this ambit
ious project of rolling a huge snowball right in the

middle of the driveway behind the teacher’s car. They

came in giggling but nothing was suspected until the

teacher went outside after school to find her path
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blocked. The boys were asked to roll the snow away but it

had frozen and turned out to be a major effort on their

part to chip it away before they could go home. Other

things happened that year. Some I can remember that would

have caused a lawsuit in today’s world.”

I walked four years to Colfax High School, studied to (
be a teacher, taught in Malaka Township from 1941—43. I

moved back home and taught at Greencastle School for one

year. I became frustrated because I had some slow learn

ers in my classes and I had not learned how to help them.

I did not plan to continue teaching; however, after

leaving the state, getting married, starting a family we

came back to Iowa and I talked myself into teaching a

rural school (Plummer Grove) Poweshiek #7 for 2 years and

in 1952 I was hired to teach in Union School (Poweshiek

#1) where I had started my own education. I was also

attending classes at Drake U. and did off and on until

1970 — rec’d Sp. Ed. Degree.

C
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GRANDMUM’S FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL

Laura Kleise Hucke

(prologue)

Andy ran into the kitchen and asked, “Grandmum, where’s

that big book?”

“What book do you mean, Andy?”

“You know, that book I always like to look at when I

come to visit you.”

“You’re going to have to give me more clues than that,

Andy. I still don’t know what book you’re talking about.”

“You know, Grandmum. . -That book with all the old pic

tures of you when you were a little girl.”

“Oh,” said Grandmum Laura. “You mean the photograph

album.”

“Yes,” said Andy. “I mean the photograph album.”

“It’s there in the trunk in the hallway. I’ll get it

for you just as soon as I get these baked potatoes in the

microwave.”

Andy took the photograph album into the family room and

sat on the sofa. He looked at pictures of Grandmum Laura

and her mommy and daddy and her sister Margie and her

brothers Alan and Paul.

“Where did you live when you were a little girl,

( Grandmum?” asked Andy.
“Do you remember when we went to Great—grandma Frances’

house last Christmas? That is where I lived.”

“Oh, you mean when we go visit Great—Grandma’s house,

that’s the house where you lived? And you went to the
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church on the corner? But where did you go school? Did

you ride a school bus?”

‘Not when I was five, Andy. When I went to kindergar

ten there was a schoolhouse across from the church, and I

could walk there. Bring me the album and I will show you

a picture of me on my first day of school.”

Andy looked at the picture of a little blond girl

squinting into the sun, holding flowers in one hand and a

little metal case in the other. She was standing besi-de

another little girl.

“Which one is you, Grandmum?” Andy asked.

“I’m the one holding the flowers, and the other little

girl is my cousin Bonnie. She lived over the Big Hill and

she started school the same day I did.”

Andy thought about the picture, and what Grandmum

looked like when she was a little girl, and wondered what

the field across from the church would look like with a

schoolhouse in it. Grandmum Laura looked at Andy, and

asked, “Would you like to hear about my first day of

school, Andy?”

“Yes, I would, because I don’t know what the school

looked like, or who your teacher was, or how long it took

to walk there, or who else was in your school, or why you

were carrying that little suitcase, or

“Hold on a minute, Andy!” said Grandmum Laura. “I’ll (
tell you all about my first day of school.”

My First Day of School

by Crandmum Laura
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As soon as I woke up, I knew it was a special day. I

looked at the foot of the bed where my new plaid dress

lay, and knew that on the floor beside the bed were my

brand—new white shoes.

“Laurie! Good morning, Glory! It’s time to get up and

get ready for your first day of school!”

C “Okay! I’m getting up. I’ll be down as soon as I’m

dressed!”

Mommy had fixed toast and an egg for my breakfast, but

I was too excited to eat very much. “What are the flowers

for, Mommy?” I asked.

“I picked them this morning,” said Mommy, “and thought

you might like to take them to Miss Spading. And here is

your dinner pail. I gave you a peanut butter sandwich and

an orange, and there’s milk in the thermos bottle.”

“That’s just what I wanted, because that’s what my

brother always takes in his dinner pail! Where is Alan?

Will he walk to school with me?”

“Alan has already left, but Bonnie will be stopping at

our house on her way to school. It’s her first day too,

you know, and she wants to walk with you.”

I looked down the road and could see Bonnie coming down

the Big Hill. I ran down to meet her. We were both ex

cited and just a little scared, and glad to be together on

C a day like this.
The schoolhouse wasn’t very far from my house. Last

year when I was too little to go to school I could hear

the kids outside at recess when I was playing in my sand

pile. One day I even sneaked away to the school because I
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wanted to join all the fun. My big brother Alan had to

bring me back home where I belonged.

But finally, today, I belonged at school.

Bonnie and I walked up the road to the large white

building with the big porch in front. The big kids were

playing outside, but we went in the schoolhouse to put

our dinner pails in the coat room. I handed the flowers

to Miss Spading, but I couldn’t think of anything to say

to her. I felt quiet and shy, and the feeling stayed all

day. I wanted to do everything just right. The room

seemed so full of Big Kids, and they all seemed to know

what they were doing. There were only four kids in the

primary class (that’s what we called kindergarten), but

there were eight others in the older grades. We all sat

at desks in one big room, and the teacher would call up

each class when it was our turn for spelling, or for

arithmetic, or for reading.

When Miss Spading called Bonnie and me for our turn in

the front of the room, she gave us pictures of birds to

color. Mine was a robin, and when she handed it to me she

said, “Be sure to color it all the same direction. Make

it very neat.” But I got tired of coloring it up and

down, and up and down, and up and down, so I decided to

see what it would look like if I colored it just a little

back and forth. But ... oh no! Here came Miss Spading

and the back and forth part didn’t look nice at all. So I

colored up and down real hard over the back and forth

part, and looked up at her and tried to smile when she

stopped by my desk.
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“That looks very nice, Laura Jane,” said Miss Spading.

Hmmm, maybe school wasn’t going to be so bad after all.

At recess all the Big Kids played softball and the

little kids played on the swings and the teeter—totter.

Since the day was warm and sunny we got to take our dinner

pails outside and eab our sandwiches at the picnic tables

by the playground. I could see my house from the school

yard, and I got a little sad wondering what my mommy and

daddy and little sister Margie might be having for dinner,

but just then I heard Miss Spading ringing the school bell

and it was time to go back inside. From then on Bonnie

and I were too busy coloring and learning our numbers and

looking at our new reading books to have time to be lone

some.

Almost before I knew it, Miss Spading was telling us to

put our work away and straighten our desks. It was al

ready four o’clock, and Miss Spading said, “School is

dismissed.” Bonnie and I grabbed our dinner pails from

the coat room and hurried out of the door.

When we got to my house, I said, “Bye Bonnie! See you

tomorrow!” and ran in the front door.

“Well, how was your first day of school?” asked my

mommy as she handed me a cookie for an after school snack.

“It was just fine,” I answered. “But tomorrow can I have

jell~ in my peanut butter sandwich?” That’s what all the

Big Kids have.”

“Oh, I think that would be all right,” said my mommy,

and I ran outside to the sandpile to tell Margie all about

my first day of school.
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(epilogue)

“Well,” said Crandmum Laura, “what did you think of my

first day of school, Andy?”

“How soon does NY school start?” asked Andy.

Deep River #7 (Salem School) 1940

C

C
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D. Sally Johnson

I attended Buffalo School District #9, Kossuth County,

Titonka, Iowa for my elementary education. . .approximate—

ly 50 miles west and north of Mason City. It was the same

school my mother attended from 1905—1913. I attended from

1932—1940. I was lucky to attend the same school those

eight years, as most of the others moved on every two or

three years (but at the time I thought the other pupils

were “lucky” to get to move about).

Those country school days bring back many memories —

walking a mile in all sorts of weather, carrying lunch in

a metal pail, listening to the older classes recite at the

front of the room, finally being the “older class”, the

excitement of taking 8th grade exams and going on to the

high school in town. It would be a special event when we

practiced and gave Christmas programs.. .there would be

kerosine lamps lighted and setting up on the walls in

special receptacles. And of course, the last day of school

picnics were always special.

We did not have much for scenery, as not even a tree

or bush on the school yard — the school yard consisted of

about an acre of ground. The changing seasons of fall,

winter and spring gave us different things to watch, and

oh yes, yearly the crops around the school yard would

usually be rotated from corn to oats and hay to soybeans.

.exciting, eh?

We got lots of exercise, as besides walking to school

and home again, at noons and recesses we played hard —
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mostly runnig games such as hide and seek; run—sheep—run;

ball and bat; anti—over the coal shed; and in the winter

there was fox and geese and making snow angels. As pre

viously stated, everything was very flat, so sledding

mostly amounted to running and flopping down on the sled

to see how far you would slide. The wood/coal stove did

double duty in not only heating the school room but we

would have lots of mittens and leggings, etc. to get dry

before the next recess time. Oh yes, one other thing we

would spend lots of time doing in warm months was to

“drown out” gophers (striped ground squirrels) at noon and

recesses — some would hurriedly pump water into a variety

of cans and small buckets from the well, some carrying the

water to a small hole in the ground where someone would

report they saw a gopher scurry into (and they had watched

and watched to be sure it stayed in there while

studying??). The older boys usually had the privilege of

posing with bats or large sticks in hand to attack the

poor little critter if we got enough water down to make it

scamper up and out. Then all of us would run and yell

after it as it led us on a merry chase about the yard

until it would run safely down another hole (always seemed

to be plenty). We would then start on another water de

tail — at which time the bell usually would ring and call

us back into the building.

It has been a pleasure to recall and write down

memories of my years as a student in country school during

the years 1932—1940. . in north—central Iowa.
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Elizabeth Knoblock

I think perhaps I went to country school for part of my

kindergarten year in Jasper Co. but I remember almost

nothing about it. We moved from the acreage south of

Newton into Newton and I never went to country school

( again. But when my sister Ava was eighteen years old (she
died a couple of years ago) she got a job teaching at

Hayes No. 2, in Union Township. It was two miles east of

where we lived then, and we were in the edge of the

Searsboro school district.

You could teach then with a High School Normal

Certificate. She got $40 a month in salary. For that she

walked the two miles to school, carried in the coal and

water, then started the stove and swept the floor. I

don’t remember how many students she had, but it must have

been at least 10. She cooked something warm to go with

the lunches they brought from home. She was hired for

only three months at a time, but managed to stay for the

year. I can’t remember whether she taught for just the

one year or for more than one.

Ava was the only one of the Fish family who couldn’t

carry a tune, so when it came time for programs at the

school, she enlisted the help of her sisters. Later on

( the country school teachers had phonographs with records
for teaching music, but not when Ava was teaching.

The school programs were in the evenings and usually

included skits and songs by the students and a box social

when the boxes or pies brought by the women and girls were
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auctioned off to the men and they became our partners for

the evening.

I remember how anxious Ava was as the eighth graders

were prepared for the spring exams that would decide

whether they could graduate and perhaps go on to High

School. I think they all made it. “Bud” and Juanita

Johnson did, at least. They used to walk to our house to

catch the bus into Searsboro. “Bud” was Alvin Johnson.

Ava went on to Penn College in Oskaloosa, where she met

and married Emmet Frazer, who preached at the Searsboro

Friends Church for a time, and they went out east first to

New York and then to Virginia.

C
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Anna McDowell

A Rural School Experience

This was my first year teaching, fall of 1935, at Rural

School Junction #5, in Jasper County, with pay of $50 per

month salary.

C I rode a horse five miles to and from home each day.
During the day, my horse was kept in a barn one—fourth

mile beyond the school building — so I would have to walk

back to my school.

I had a coal furnace, had to carry our drinking water

from across the road at another farm house.

This cold January morning, as I unlocked the door and

entered, I could smell the aroma of coffee, coming up the

basement steps — as you noted at the beginning, Junction,

meant — where trains would go into Lynville — load or un

load and then come back out and go on to Sully and on up

the M & St. L. Railroad tracks — to Newton, etc. — quite

often “tramps” would stay in this little building at the

east edge of our playgrounds, where the trains switched

tracks.

Well, I had to go down to the basement and into the

furnace room — and fix or fire the furnace to get our

building warmed up before the children arrived at school.

( So — very carefully and frightened I ventured down the
stairway, across the basement and opened the door to the

furnace room. The overnight visitor had slept and had

breakfast in a warm room, then he crawled out through the

coal~~~~q! Was I ever happy and relieved! My pupils
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could hardly wait to go home and tell their parents what

had happened that morning when their teacher arrived at

school.

Needless to say, the coalcbwtt was fixed by my good

director very soon — so that this wouldn’t happen again.

The fall of 1938, I started teaching at Sugar Creek #1 c
Rural School in the southwest corner of Poweshiek County.

This school was about two miles from my home so I

always walked and thoroughly enjoyed that — no matter what

kind of weather.

I also had to carry in coal and cobs to start the old

coal heater — sometimes if I were lucky I could “bank” it

to hold overnight — but never over the weekend — so this

always meant early arrival on Monday mornings — also had

to carry our drinking water from neighbor’s well.

My one experience at this school, I’ll never forget

was: I was having an upper grade class •recitation and my

little second grade girl began to scream — she had

swallowed one of those little round headed hat pins. I

quickly sent an older child across the road to have that

lady call this little girl’s parents — and they came and

took her right on to their Doctor — followed the Doctor’s

orders — kept the little girl home from school — and I

stopped in on my way home to see how she was — and luckily (
it passed through this little girl — without any complica—

tions and she was back to school the second day. You can

imagine what a frightening experience this would be. This

lady lives at Fremont, Iowa, today, and is in good health.
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I taught Rural Schools for twenty—one years before Re

organization — and then into the town schools. That was

the best experience anyone could have — one had to be able

to handle all kinds of situations every day.

I loved every child I had in my classroom from the

first year until my forty—ninth — when I retired the

( spring of 1984. They were all wonderful students and I

have kept track of most of them since I always taught in

the Lynnville—Sully—Searsboro School area.

It always makes me feel very proud to see or hear of

them being successful in their many different occupations.
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Kathryn McKeag Main

I am Kathryn McKeag Main. I went to school my first 8

years at Malcom No. 6. ‘1926 to 1934’ along with my sister

Fern McKeag Steffen, my two brothers Earl McKeag and

Kenneth t4cKeag.

My teacher all 8 years was Virgil Sanders formerly

Virgil McCaw.

The school was on the south side of the road on a hill

when I went to school. It moved when number 6 went

through.

We took turns going to Mcclure for water and my brother

Earl took care of the furnace carried cobs and coal for 25

a week. The furnace was in the southwest corner of the

school house. The schoolhouse faced east. The teachers

desk was at the west end and desks all faced west. There

was a huge black board all across the west end behind the

teacher. On the east end was two small rooms. One for

coats and dinner buckets. The other held a large crock

cooler that held the water.

We lived a mile west of school and walked to school.

I have this picture taken 1926. First row Lois

Baltisburger, Harold Hisk, Iarold Lidkka, unknown, Kathryn

McKeag. 2nd An Eisele, Earl McKeag, Fern McKeag, Ruth
Don

Mcclure, Bernice Eisele, and Wayne McClure. 3rd row Seye -

Lidkka, Jack Hall, unknown, Kenneth McKeag, an Eisele.

My niece was the last one to graduate in the eighth

grade from that school.
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Memories of a Country School

1. Going to school in a sleigh or horse & buggy and mud

roads — getting stuck going downhill in ttie mud.

2. Outside toilets — friend getting locked in toilet.

3. School programs.

( 4. Taking naps on rugs — sucking finger and swallowing
ring — then afraid to tell anyone.

5. Helping the teacher with the younger students.

6. Going to a nearby farm for drinking water.

7. Putting up the flag daily.

8. Reciting the Pledge of Allegiance daily.

9. Building huts in the ditches with leaves and branches.

10. Sledding down the hills.

11. Final picnic — family picnic — last day of school.

12. Cleaning the clinkers out of the furnace.

13. Game in the basement. Hopscotch, etc.

14. Teacher living in the tenant house on our farm.

Nancy Meefer Ruprecht 8 yrs.

Madison #3 Marilyn Meyer 4 yrs.

John Meyer 2 yrs.
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Mrs. Pauline Miller

Melvin and Doris Hohl have been sending me articles

from newspapers and pictures of the moving of Malcom #6

School to the fairgrounds for a Museum.

I’m very much interested as I was the last one to teach

there. I taught from Sept. 1953 to the fine day May 1960. C
The Eighth Grade Rural Commencement was held there in

May 1959 when Jerry Johnson graduated and in 1960 the last

Rural Graduation when Rose Mary McKeag graduated.

Mr. (Caughey) Mauchey, President of Poweshiek School

Board was present each year to grant their diplomas.

We held a Potluck supper each evening, followed by a

program given by the pupils of the school. There were no

registers there when I went to teach so I have no

previous records of the teachers. I have the seven School

Register I had during my teaching that I will gladly give

to you if you’d care to have them. Carol Lea McCain Brown

had some pictures taken of the school in different stages

she also sent to me.

My husband and I moved to Grinnell March 1953 and lived

there until his passing in March 1970, when I returned to

Osceola. He was employed by Iowa Department of Agricul

ture as Heavy Scale Inspector.

My mother, Opal Shaw Wells, was arural school teacher C
near Malcom for 10 years prior to marriage. She was

dedicated to her pupils and sincerely interested in their
1W ,4~academic achievements (I have been told by people who knew

her then). This donation is my present to her in honor of
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her 69th birthday. I’m sure she is very interested in

seeing preservation of this school become a reality.

Restoration of Malcom #6
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Mrs.. Walter Puls

I started to teach in Feb. of ‘35 in Chester #5 which

had 2 rooms — one for the 2 year high school. I had never

been in a rural school before and week when I went with

Esther McFate to her school. I went for 3 days and she

made out a schedule for me to follow. C
Mrs. Harry Jackson — at whose home I had lived during

my second year of college at Grinnell — told me what to

say. A good thing I’m sure.

Each room had a furnace — I had no idea how to work it

— but the other teacher, Wilma Harrington, started the

fire and told me how to tend the furnace.

Since I didn’t have a wrist watch I carried my alarm

clock with me for a few weeks! At that school I used to

play with the children at noon and recesses. One

afternoon when we were playing hide—and—seek, a little one

and I hid in the pony barn across the road from the

school. The high school children rode horses and left

them in there during bad weather. Who should come to

visit but the county Superintendent, Emma Denham! Anyway

she was nice and things went well although I wondered what

she thought when I came out of the pony shed!

C
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A. A. Reams

The first school house was built the year the township

was organized and but three years after the first settle

ment. This school house was on the east side of the town

ship and the second one in the township soon followed in

( the northwest part. The first settlers brought with them
here a love of education and they were not backward in

founding schools for their children, and this interest in

education has continued even to the present time.

The first school house was also intended for church

purposes and with the opening of the school, the church

was also organized and in the little log church—school

house at Blue Point about 1852 were laid the foundations

of education and religion in this township which has pro

gressed constantly since that time.

The school house known as No. 1 in Washington township

was erected late in the year 1852 or in the early spring

1853, the April election of 1853 being held in the house.

The early settlers of that community came here with the

intention of making for themselves permanent homes and

their community would not be homelike until a school was

established. There were but few men in the community and

when it was decided to erect a public building for church

( and school purposes it is said that two men volunteered to
furnish the logs for the sides of the building, two to

furnish the end logs, and another two to provide the roof.

The first building was 18 x 24 feet and was fitted up in a

fitting manner. This first house occupied the site of
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the present Blue Point M.E. church and was used for

school, church and political purposes.

We are unable to give the date of the first school but

it is said that Miss Lucy Bixby taught the first term of

shcool in the house. Miss Bixby doubtless gained some

practical experiences in her work here which enabled her (
to continue her work in the county, which she did. The

second teacher was Mary Crawford and she was followed by

John W. Cheshire.

The second school house in the township was the

Westfield school house. It was built soon after the

township was organized and was located on the township

line where it stood for many years.

Beth Jenkins came to this county in 1854 (Poweshiek)

and at once became a resident of Washington township. He

was but a young man then and after coming here he attended

the country schools of those days for three winters. The

winter of 1859—60 he taught his first term of school in

the log school house then at the Westfield and Blue Point

school house. He continued teaching for several winters

and worked on the farm in the summer. He was united in

marriage with Sara J. Favor and their family numbers seven

children.

C
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Carl Rohr

A few notes from the 1920’s at Malcom Township #4 Country

School —

Everyone walked to school except during heavy rains,

when Dad would hitch a team of horses to the old surrey

( and take us. We all carried our lunches and also, since
there was no well at school, each family brought their own

water usually in a one gallon syrup bucket. We must have

had the original hot lunches. In the winter since our

lunch buckets were left in the coat hall. All the sand

wiches were frozen by noon so we stuck them on a willow

stick — opened the door of the pot bellied stove and

thawed & toasted them.

All eight grades were in that one room and we learned

from the upper classes, too — the teachers not only taught

all eight grades but kept the building clean and built the

fire in the heating stove. All games were outdoors,

usually some form of ballgames — including ante—over the

schoolhoouse. We always had a Christmas program and a

last day of school picnic attended by all in the district,

whether parents of students or just neighbors.

The admittance to high school was not automatic — in

eighth grade we were required to pass the County Exams.

( In 1928 two of our class were in the top three in the
county. Genevieve Vogt Counthard and Carl Rohr. Quite a

tribute to our school and our teacher Elvera otchek Burch.

She was very highly regarded by the county superintendent,

the parents and all the students.
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COUNTY SCHOOL NEWS — 1934

Pleasant 15
Dorothy Saunders Teacher

School closed May 11th. Parents, children and friends

spent the day at the park in Montezuma. At noon a delic—

ious picnic dinner was served by the mothers.

A scraf made by Virginia Gregson will be sent to the

state fair exhibit.

Those neither absent nor tardy the past six weeks are:

Clark Wymore, Mary Gregson, Dale Noal, Charles Kiner and

Helen Peterson.

The following pupils have an average of over 95 for the

school year: Helen Peterson, Bobby Johnson and Dale Noal.

Alma McMeekin, Virgil McClure and Eldon Gerard took

examinations in Montezuma last week.

The teacher wishes to take this means to thank Ewart

fortheir cooperation the past two school years, and wish

them success in their future school years..

Union 12
Ada Traxier Teacher

May 4 brought to a close another year of school work.

In the afternoon the pupils and teacher enjoyed themselves

picking flowers.

( As the eighth grade pupils had to be in Montezuma on
Thursday and Friday, taking their examinations, the

patrons and friends came with well filled baskets on

Wednesday and enjoyed a bountiful picnic dinner in the

woods. The afternoon was spent visiting, playing ball and
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picking flowers.

The attendance this year has been exceptionally good,

but only four were fortunate enough to have a perfect

record for the year. They were: Warren James, Louise

James, Erma James and Lucille James.

Glema Sanders received the most one hundreds in spell—

ing for the year. James Fish, Ila Martin and Leatte

James received the highest averages for the entire year.

We helped Lewis Martin, Joseph Hartman and Leatte James

celebrate their birthdays during the latter part of the

term. Each brought a nice treat of candy for the entire

school which was greatly enjoyed by all.

There are five taking the eighth grade examinations

this year: Warren James, Lucille and Louise James, Paul

Steele and Glema Sanders. We wish them success.

Jackson #12
Mabel Olcott Teacher

Our school closed May 11 for the summer vacation.

Thursday evening we had a picnic supper and a program.

The picnic supper was well attended and the tables were

bountifully loaded with good things to eat.

After supper the following program was presented:

Welcome, Ila Van Arkel, dialogue, IN THE DOCTOR’S WAITING

ROOM, school; songs: Ila Van Arkel, Carrol Beck, LaVern C
Benson; play, SEEIN’ MAY OFF: Marvin Cook, Nina Grace

Caldwell, Esther Van Arkel, LaVern Benson, Wilbu.r Cald—

well, Leta Benson; songs: Leta Benson and Elsie McKee;

play: Wilbur Caldwell, Nina Caldwell, Leta Benson, Elsie
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McKee, Carrol Beck, Esther Van Arkel; tap dance, Carrol

Beck, songs: Nina McKee, Nina Caldwell; dialogue, READIN’

THE NEWS, Fourth, Fifth and Sixth grades.

Just before the program the children surprised the

teacher by presenting her with a box of chocolate candy as

a farewell gift. She greatly appreciated it.

The highest average for the year’s work was earned by

Nina Grace Caldwell, Ila Van Arkel was second, Wilbur

Caldwell and Esther Van Arkel tied for third place and

LaVern Benson ranked fourth.

Leta Benson, Carrol Beck and LaVern Benson received

awards for one year of perfect attendance.

Our visitors this six weeks have been Mrs. Ray Latcham,

Mrs. Howard Benson and Caroline Van Arkel.

We are glad to have vacation after the year’s work, but

there is also a feeling of regret that we will not be to

gether again next year. However, we will always have

pleasant memories of the four years we have spent to

gether.

Pleasant No. 1
Persis McCarl Teacher

Our school closed May 11 for the summer vacation.

Jack Chedister was neither tardy nor absent for the

year.

Fifty patrons and friends attended our school picnic

Thursday evening at the Montezuma Park. Mrs. Denham was a

guest at the picnic.

Helen Pierce took the seventh grade examinations at
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Malcom Friday afternoon. She brought her birthday treat

to us on Monday.

Pupils having the highest averages for the year were

Norma Dayton, Irene Townsend and Jack Eichhorn.

Pupils receiving spelling awards for the year are Irene

Townsend and Norma Dayton. C
Miss McCarl treated us to ice cream Friday noon.

Our school tested 100 percent in the choir songs.

Our teacher next year will be Miss McCarl.

C
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Leah Mae Shadley Rupp

I remember well my first day at Miller School No. 5.

It was a rainy day and the smell of a new print dress

engulfed me all day. Grace Steele was my first teacher

- and since there was no kindergarten at that time, I

C started into the 1st grade. We lived only a quarter of a
mile from the school (which was nice because sometimes I

would walk home for lunch). I was the youngest of five

children so my big brother Karl took me to school that

first day. Of course this big lump came in my throat when

he left and I fought back the tears but as the day

progressed I felt more secure. I recall the sand table

which seemed big at the time and quite popular. If you

had all your work completed then you could play at the

sand table. Mountains were made roads and names were

etched in that sand. A real learning process wouldn’t you

say.

My best friends were Barbara Hudson, Dorothy Johnson,

Lois Miller and a special boy David Hudson. Since there

was no play ground equipment, we made up our own games.

Usually we paired up as a team of horses and would farm

the whole school yard which seemed enormous. Really had to

use your imagination in those days. In the spring and

fall the older kids had a kitten—ball game going and in

winter sleds were brought from home for sleding and

snowball forts were made.

The Christmas plays, what a wonderful time that was.

Every line was rehearsed over and over until you knew it
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by heart and when the big production was ready to be

presented, the green faded print curtains were put up. The

older boys and girls helped the teacher stretch the

curtains across a taunt wire that extended the entire

length of the school room. Since the program was at night

the kerosene reflector lamps were cleaned, put in the C
holding brakets high on the wall and checked to see if all

would light properly. In a dim lighted school room a

gathering of neighbors greeted one another and waited

anxiously to see the Christmas program. The Christmas

spirit of all neighbors was truly a gift for many would

not see one another for long periods.

Penmanship was a must. Circles, up and down strokes

were practiced until perfect. The teacher would walk up

and down the rows of desks looking to see if you had the

right technique, and if you didn’t she would take your

hand, say “loosen up a bit” and proceed to show you how.

Having good penmanship gave a person a great deal of

pride.

Reciting the ABC’s, spelling words, math flash cards

and reading from your primer book before the teacher and

the entire school which consisted of between 12 and 15

students always seemed a little overwhelming, but as you

continued this day after day, it became a little less (
painful.

I will always treasure the fond memories of attending

country school. I was privileged of having nearly five

years that I can now call a golden opportunity that my
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children and grandchildren never experienced. The outside

toilets, the cold cloak—room where snowy boots and snow

covered pants were removed in winter and muddy boots were

placed in the spring and fall. The washbasin that would

have frozen water in it during those cold harsh winter

( days. The warmth the coal stove provided after romping in
the snow after a full 1 hour noon recess. I could write

many more pages of those days attending country school and

the background it provided me in the years to come. I

have a great deal of respect for the dedicated teachers

who taught us responsibility, shaped and molded our lives.

I can truly say with much dignity that I am glad to have

shared my life during this era of the long ago country

school.
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School: Pleasant Township No. 8

Location: Two and 1/2 miles southeast of Ewart, Iowa

Year: 1920 — Don Souter

Parents: Robert H. Souter and Olivia (Latcham) Souter

My Teachers: Don Souten Barnes 1—9—15

Agnes McSpadden

Frances Huff

Tassy Ferneau

Louise Cox

Students: Edward Barnes — Arlo Barnes — Russell Stew

art — Max Stewart — Rex Stewart — Dorothy

Stewart — Clifford R. Souter — Carl N. Souter

Leonard J. Souter — Donald R. Souter — Robert

C. Souter — Harley Provin — Max Provin — Lyle

Graham — Brya Graham — Sinclair Graham —

George Harbeson — Lila Harbeson — Clifford

Gerard — Paul Gerard — Enul Gerard — Eldon

Gerard — Margerete Pilgrim

School History

The rural school houses were 2 miles apart in each TWP.

The children would walk to the nearest school from the

farm home.

The teachers roomed with a farm family jn the early

years.

My brothers and I walked 1 mile each morning and 1 mile

each evening to and from school.

We carried our lunch in a one gallon syrup pail, with

our name on the pail. Some of the food boiled eggs,
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sandwiches, cake, cookies, pie or fruit.

For drinking water we walked to the Jack Farmer farm

and pumped the water in the pail. Carried it back to the

school house. The teacher would send 2 children at a time

and 2 different ones each trip. We all used the same

C dipper to drink out of, we had two out house for rest
rooms. The tissues were the Sears Roebuck Catalog and

newspapers. We had to raise our hand and get permission

to leave for the outhouse.

The games we played: Bear, Blackman, Drop the Honker,

Chief, fox and goose, Anti—over, mumble peg, build snow

forts and have snow fights, and play ball.

In winter when rural roads were drifted full Dad would

take us in the bob sled, he would lower the fences and

drive through the fields. He would stay on the high ground

and drive over the fences. This way we would miss the big

drifts of snow and the horses would wade through.

We drove through the fields of Dave Agnew and the Earl

Dwells farms.

Paul Gerard and I were the only children in the first

grade. We completed the eighth grade taking our high

school entry exams at Montezuma, Iowa. We both passed the

exams and I went on to high school M.H.S. graduating with

the class of 1933. Paul Gerard chose not to go.

‘flu
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Lola E. Stewart

I am enclosing a very small donation to be used in

getting your or our Rural School Museum ready.

I am so glad a movement like this is happening. Our

rural schools are disappearing or have disappeared from

our land and area. The students “graduating” from them

are holding important offices and we are so proud of them.

I taught the school situated, at that time, but is also

gone now, two miles east of this school in the years

1923—1925 and I have been in this school to visit or

attend meetings many times. (I was Lola Pilgrim at that

time).

Best wishes to all of you in the renovation of this

“old time” rural school.

C
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Katherine Peak Sturtz

I am enclosing $10 as a memorial to my mother, Sarah

Evelyn Miller Peak, who taught in a rural school in Brook

lyn, Iowa for 4 years (1929—1933).

Your project of establishing a country school museum at

C the Poweshiek County Fairgrounds is an appropriate tribute
to those teachers who contributed to the educational well

being, not only of Poweshiek County, but indeed, the State

of Iowa and these United States. It is also a reminder of

our educational roots that will have special meaning for

former students. Certainly, it is a legacy that we need

to be in touch with!

Might I suggest or would it be possible to list all

those persons (mostly women, I am sure) who taught in

rural schools in Poweshiek County?

Thanks for all your efforts.
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Rural School Memories

Avis Tone

Both sides of my family had teachers so it was a

natural that I be so inclined. My Aunt Mae lived with us

when she taught Malcom #4. I found my way 2 miles to her

school when I was 3 years old. When I was 5 years old, I

started to first grade at that same school, Malcom #4.

Mrs. Elvera Burch was my teacher. I was taught not to

accept rides from strangers; one day Harley Burch tried to

give me a ride to school. I refused even when he told me

he was my teacher’s husband. I walked 2 miles to school

and 2 miles home. We learned phonics very well in those

days.

We moved to South Dakota the next year. We lived

80 rods from the rural school we attended; the teacher

always stayed at our house. I slept with the teacher as

she didn’t want to be downstairs alone.

We moved back to Grinnell when I was in the 8th grade.

I attended Grinnell Jr. & Sr. High School and graduated

when I was 17 years old. I had Normal training in High

School, but wasn’t old enough to receive my certificate

until January the next year.

Washington #7 was my first teaching experience. This

was the same school my mother had taught and met my father

at a box social. I taught there 2 years.

crant #5 was my school for 7 years. I drove my Model A

back and forth and hauled the water as well as part of my

students part of the time. I had student teachers from
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Crinnell Normal Training class. One morning on the way to

school, I was hit by a train by the slaughter house. The

car was demolished, but I was too tough.

Lavina Osborn convinced me to ride the school bus to

Saturday classes at Drake. We practiced what we learned

and reported results.

One family gave me a wool blanket each time one of

their children graduated from the 8th grade. We had many

programs, socials, spelling bees, and other activities.

Rural school experiences can never be replaced or

forgotten!
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Ruth Rickard Wells

My mother taught in rural schools for 20 years in the

late 1800’s

I taught in rural schools for 19 years in Richland and

Rock Creek schools.

reorganization.

#5.

Also at Washington #3 just before

I also attended all 8 grades at Chester C
It is good that a rural school is to be preserved.

Poweshiek County

C
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SHERIDAN 12 — 1946—1952

Billie Jeanne Shope Sumner

The schoolhouse was on highway #63—1 mile north of the

Sheridan store on the west side of the road.

We had a basement to play in on bad, cold days. The

C furnace was in the basement, our toilets were outside. We

had a nice flat playground on which many ball games were

played, also some volleyball.

Sometimes we had ballgames with Sheridan #5. A mile

south of the store, it was a great Friday afternoon

experience. We also shared the Methodist church with the

south school to view films we got from the county

superintendents office in Montezuma. That was also a fun

time. When we had film strips we viewed those at our own

school. We shared with the entire county, so our use of

them was very limited. We had either a Halloween program

or a Christmas program each year.

One of our most enterprising projects was making

marionettes from scratch plus their clothing. We put on

two plays for the parents and guests and one at 8th grade

graduation in Brooklyn. So we became rather good

actresses and actors.

Sometimes the roads were closed because of snow. Once

C rotary plows were brought in from Minnesota to open the

roads, some places were just one way traffic.

Hours were spent studying and preparing for 8th grade

examinations, much of it was pure memorization. All

students worked hard even after school to prepare
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themselves for test day. We never had all nine grades.

It varied from year to year. The number of students

varied and also the grades.

On nice days we would eat outside. We played ball,

tag, hide & seek, steal sticks and anti—over etc. In the

winter we played fox and goose, made snowmen, snow angels C
and forts. Bad days we would go to the basement to play

games, sometimes at our desk to play games.

We had library books brought from the Stewart Library

in Grinnell in orange crates for a period of three weeks.

Our school building was solid and well kept. Our

director saw to that. We had a well in the school yard so

did not have to carry our water.

We followed a regular program prescribed by the county

superintendent who visited us during the year.

Students started coming to town schools by bus as rural

schools closed. The school buildings were torn down or

moved for homes or whatever. Some were brought into town,

others were moved to farms.

Some of the students in attendance were Kay Lynch, Kay

Graff, Virginia Baustian, Ray Titcomb, Lee Shope, Linda

Baustian, Allan Lynch, Joyce Emmert, Steven Heishman,

Michael Lynch, Ramon Shope, Terry Shope, Allan Titcomb,

Earlene Dee, Marilyn Dee, Billie Jean Shope, Jim Shope,

Olive Shope, Helen Anthony, Richard Anthony, Jean

Heishman, Max Plum, Judy Plum and Milo Plum.

It was an era of education that came to a close, it

served its purpose well. It was an interesting time to be

a part of schoolin’ and learnin’.
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BEAR CREEK 12

Bear Creek had a basement with a furnace and coal room

and a room to play in when winter came. We had inside

toilets with a septic tank. The outside toilets were

still west of the schoolhouse under the trees.

We had a large dictionary, a set of encyclopedias, a

bookcase with library books, pull down maps, pencil

sharpener, large and small desks with ink well, a large

wood sand box with a wood lid and little red chairs, when

closed it could be used for work, reading or play.

We had a victrola and records for music, play bats and

balls and outside was a merry—go—round.

The walls were painted with varnished wood work, oiled

floors with red sweeping compound and broom. The windows

were on the north and west sides with pull down shades.

The south wall was covered with blackboard along with

chalk and erasers. We had a flag and a brass bell sat on

the teacher’s desk, which the teacher rang when it was

time for classes to start. Our building faced the east

with cement steps going up to the porch and front door.

One early warn spring day when the little kids were

going out for recess there was a big bull snake sunning on

( the steps. They screamed and ran back in the schoolhouse
and scared us all to pieces. The eighth grade boys took

care of the snake.

The back door was on the north and went down to the

basement or upstairs. As you entered the front door you

were in a vestibule with cloakrooms, washroom and toilets.
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We took turns carrying water from a well in the orchard

to drink and wash our hands. I remember the pink Lifebuoy

soap.

We had Children’s Life and current events to read.

In the fall, we would have box elder bugs all over the

south side of the school. c
We played softball, tag, hide and seek, steal sticks,

captain may I, kick the can, anti—over. In the winter we

played fox & goose and coasted down the hill on our sleds.

On bad winter days we would play tag in the basement,

upset the fruit basket, black board games or I spy.

At the end of the school year we would have a picnic

for everyone and have ice cream. We had a Christmas

program and exchanged presents, sang Christmas Carols and

put on Christmas Skits.

Bear Creek #2 existed prior to 1875. Records are

available beginning in 1887. It served many families for

more than one generation. Three generations of

Lineweavers attended school here and many families had two

generations — Keefe, Nelson, Stevens, and Van Renterghem.

The rural schools in Bear Creek township were auctioned

off on the same day sometime in the mid 60’s, selling for

$200 to $250. Most were sold with contents, building and

all with stipulation they must be moved and the original

acre would go back to the tract of land.

Darlene Steven Brown who went to school at Bear Creek

#2 from 1935 to 1942—43 has taken much time and effort to

compile this information and much more in a notebook at

the rural schoolhouse in Heritage Park.

— 104 —



BEAR CREEK 14

Bear Creek #4 was called Sigafoose after a family who

lived across the road south of the school house.

A new schoolhouse was built on the site in 1917. My

( first day of school was in the new school house.
The teacher was Anna Holstrum. Beginning students

were: Elwood Burlingame, Robert Reedy, Robert Holley,

Forrest Doty Jr., Irma Miller joined for the spring term.

Teachers were: Ada Johnson Montgomery, Lula Akery Edlen,

Lola Pilgrim Ahrens, Goldie Marshal, Nina Montgomery, Irma

Miller Talbot, Janet Miller, Arleen Goodwin, Lois Doty

VanErsvelde, Zadie Meldrem. School directors were: Jess

Miller, Emory Holley, Forrest Doty Sr., Earl Burlingame,

Carl Burlingame, Earl Holley.

Janet Miller was state spelling champion. Graduating

8th grade students — 1926: Robert Holley, Irma Miller,

Elwood Burlingame, Gertrude Bolen, Forrest Doty Jr.

Sigafoose School — Bear Creek #4 was in the S.E. corner

of section 18, township 80 north range 14 west, 1 acre in

size. The old cemetery was located ¼ mile north and

across the road from Sigafoose school. I was told that

early settlers traveling west in covered wagons camped on

C school grounds. Some of them got sick and died and were
buried in this spot.

A barn was built on the grounds for horses. The

Seehorn family lived over 2 miles from the school and

their boys rode a horse to school.

Bear Creek #4 school closed and students went to
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Brooklyn Independent. The building was sold to Keith

Brannian and moved to his farm.

This is about as much as I can remember about Bear

Creek #4.

Forrest E. Doty

C

C
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SCHOOL t9

We children walked a mile and a half to school, some

had two miles.

At first recess the teacher would send two of us to the

r nearest farm house for a bucket of water. We all drank
from the same long handled dipper. Later we carried cups

in our dinner pails.

We had Christmas programs and sometimes box socials.

In the spring when school was out we would have a picnic.

Our mother would bring the food, spread a table cloth on

the ground to put it on and we all sat around on the

ground — no folding table or chairs.

We always had plenty to do before and after school,

like gather the eggs, feed the chickens, pick up cobs,

carry in wood, fill the reservoir on the old cook stove,

milk three or four cows, after supper help with the

dishes. I was the seventh of nine children.

I only know of one teacher still living who taught at

No. 9, Floy Bowers who lives in Malcom.

An old pupil of hers,

Anna Stoker Holley
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COUNTRY SCHOOL. - - ..A MEMORY AND A CONTRAST

One room country schools are a thing of the past in

Iowa today, but for me, country school is part of my past.

The memories of those school days are easy to recall since

it was an important part of eight years of my life, yet

they are so different from the school scene of today that C
they seem to be a part of some ancient times.

The first day of school was simply coming to get

acquainted with the teacher, choosing a desk, and getting

a list of books for the grade. Then off to town we went

to buy the books in a drug store that had them for sale —

some used and some new.

The next day was always the usual routine of reading

assignments, writing answers and reciting when the teacher

called the class to the recitation bench. I can remember

hearing every class recite from the first grade through

eighth, and at the same time I would concentrate on

reading directions, deciding how to do the lesson, and

doing it with very little attention from the teacher.

(She was busy listening to recitations.) At the end of

recitation a new assignment was made to be worked on in

the next class time.

Besides the class routine, there were always duties to

be done. I remember the list included: washing C
blackboards, pounding erasers, carrying water, raising and

lowering the flag, checking desks (An “X” with chalk was

put on any desk that wasn’t clean for a warning) and

washing dishes. Dishwashing came in after “hot lunch’ was

initiated when war surpluses provided one hot dish for

— 108 —



students each day. The students took turns in pairs to

wash the dishes afterwards, but guess who got to do the

cooking — the teacher of course 1 I can remember writing

spelling words being pronounced by the teacher while she

stirred the kettle of hot soup.

C Washing dishes was a favorite job at school (even
though it was hated at home) because it was done during

school time in the closet area; it made possible a few

minutes of escape from the classroom. One day, when I was

a second grader, I took the dirty dishwater out to dump

and threw it over the bank, I thought, but instead the

wind brought it back and drenched me thoroughly causing me

to spend the rest of the day in wet misery at my desk.

Recess time was spent in playing games that often

involved the entire school and usually without

supervision. It was a treat when Miss Meyers did come out

and “play” but usually she was busy inside the building.

The few times I remember she was needed were when Marilyn

fell off the slide and knocked the wind out of her, when a

bee was chasing Bernadine, and the time Marvin and Georgie

got into a fight over football. (Miss Meyers simply

refereed and let them continue the fight.)

“Steal Sticks” was one of our favorite outdoor games

C that involved everyone from the first grade through
eighth. It was a game of strategy and skill played

outside using the mind and the muscles, not a computer

indoors. “Work Up” was our way of playing softball. It

provided practice in the skills of every position and

allowed everyone to play — no teams, uniforms, or candy
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sales. We always knew Wilfred was capable of hitting a

homerun, but Shirley often caught his fly balls. When

Glenda, a first grader, was up, we were pleased when she

hit it and made it to first base.

Our country school had a clean, sturdy, cement

basement. It had been added to the original building by

my grandfather and some other men of the community using

horse power for some of the hardest work. It provided a

place to play “Kick Ball” (only we hit with our arms) and

“Skip, Skip, Skip To My Lou” during the winter.

At Halloween time the basement was lined with corn

stalks from the nearby fields, transforming it unto a

haunted house for fun and thrills at our Halloween party.

Besides our textbooks, workbooks, and blackboards, very

few other materials were available for the teacher to use

for instruction. She labored over making copies using an

awkward hectograph that required the purple pattern to be

layed on a jelly—like surface after a smelly chemical was

smoothed on it. Then the copy paper would be smoothed

over with a hand roller. With luck she could make two

copies before needing to reapply the pattern. Needless to

say, few worksheets were produced; mostly color sheets for

primary students to do.

One cupboard of four or five shelves held the entire

elementary school, library. Miss Meyers would bring twenty

or so books from the town library about once a month. She

introduced me to Laura Ingalls Wilder’s Little House in

the Big Woods in fourth grade, and I eagerly continued to

read the entire series as she brought them one by one when

they were available over the next few years.
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My father helped install the electric lights in the

school a few years before I attended, so we had

electricity; but no running water. We had a telephone the

last few years I was there, but it was on what was called

the “short line” and didn’t work well. It very seldom

rang and then the one calling couldn’t hear what the

C teacher said.
Most country school stories include at least one

mention of the outhouses. We were always careful to be

conservative with the paper usage there, since the

daughter of the school’s director always warned not to use

too much because her daddy had to pay for it.

Art was taught to the entire school at the same time.

We did several wood projects; making door stops, bookends,

and lawn ornaments. We did the cutting, sanding and

painting in the basement.

Papier—mache’ must have been invented when I was in the

eighth grade. We were told how to mold the mushy mixture,

and I proceeded to make a small cat laying down with tail

curled and ears pointed. When it dried, I painted it

black with white spots. When we were at the county eighth

grade graduation that year, there on display was my cat

and several others almost identical to it, all painted

black with white spots. Miss Meyers had apparently shared

C with the other teachers of the county my papier—mache’
creation.

A sample of peer teaching that was used in country

school was when we were finished with our math assignment

we were to check our answers with another classmate. If

they were different, we were to work on it together until
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we agreed on an answer. In this way, we could explain our

answers to each other until we felt they were correct.

Miss Meyers is the teacher I remember most because I

had her for six of my eight years in country school. She

got to know her students well and took special interest in

helping her eighth grade students prepare for the eighth C
grade examination. Since I was the only student in eighth

grade (the others had transferred to “town schools”,

escaping the test), she spent hours with me after school

going over vocabulary, English grammar, spelling,

geography, history and math concepts.

So one day in the spring of 1948, I traveled to

Montezuma, the county seat, and spent the entire day

taking the test with 30—40 other eighth graders from the

county. The test results proved I had successfully

completed elementary school and could go to “town school”

in Grinnell for ninth grade.

When the school bell rang that fall, it was a different

sound than the clear ring of the “ding—ding—dong” over the

countryside so familiar to me. Instead the sound was a

buzzing, but with the same sure message of calling

students to the classroom. Even to this day, as a

classroom teacher, I continue to answer the call of the

buzzing ring to the classroom. Just as the bell is C
different, the school environment has changed, but

continues to have the same clear purpose of educating

children for the world of their day.

By Dorothy Crooks

Chester #2
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MEMORIES OP COUNTRY SCHOOL TEACHING

Lucille Van Dyke

After graduating from high school, I attended summer

school at William Penn College, passed the required state

test and received my certificate to teach.

C I knew very little about country schools as I had
attended a consolidated school. When I received my

teaching certificate, I was a little apprehensive as to

how to schedule classes for so many grades. A friend,

Melba Hull, invited me- to visit her school at Oak Grove

for a day, which I did. That helped me a great dealto

know how to start. I now had to wait until I was 18

before I could begin teaching.

In February 1940, I began my teaching career in Jackson

Township, finishing out the year for a girl who married.

I walked from my boarding house to school, sometimes

through snowdrifts up to my knees. My salary was $55 —

the mos-t money I had ever received. It seemed large to

me, but by the time I paid room and board there wasn’t

much left.

In the fall of 1940 I began teaching at Sugar Creek #3,

known as Millgrove School, located on Highway 146 north of

New Sharon. By now I had learned to drive so drove back

( and forth each day from home.
I thoroughly enjoyed my years of teaching, of being

able to help children to learn. It was a real challenge

to remove learning difficulties of pupils — which I

enjoyed doing. One pupil I remember in particular was

having difficulty learning to spell and to read. I asked
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my director for a large phonics chart which he supplied.

At times when I had physical training scheduled I would

use that time to help this pupil. I am happy to say he

progressed nicely and today is a school superintendent.

Our drinking water had to be carried from the farm near

the school and two children each day would carry the C
water.

The room was heated by a coal stove. I had a large pan

filled with water on top of the stove and the children

would bring food in jars that could be heated in the

water.

Later we received government commodities. One month we

received canned milk. Each child brought a few pennies to

school. I bought dried beef and made dried beef gravy. I

remember standing at the two burner oil stove, stirring

gravy and pronouncing spelling works at the same time.

One incident regarding the coal stove was really scary.

I had banked the fire before leaving in the evening. When

I returned the next morning, some of the crayons in a

pupil’s desk near the stove had started to melt. It must

have been hot during the night.

One year around Halloween a pupil brought a pumpkin to

school. We made a jack—o—lantern and placed it on top of

the piano. In a few days it began to spoil and leaked (
down on the music on the piano. The child thought it was

her fault that the pumpkin had ruined the music, but I

assured her it was not her fault.

Occasionally I would return to school on Monday morning

and find words and figures on the blackboard. Evidently,
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the man who delivered the coal couldn’t resist the

temptation to write on the board.

We had a country teachers chorus. The director was the

music teacher at the Brooklyn school. We practiced in the

schoolhouse now located in Heritage Park. We sang at our

C teacher—director banquets and at state teachers meetings
in Des Moines.

These are some of my memories of country school

teaching.
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C

White Cloud School was a country school located

Northwest of Brooklyn, Iowa. It was also known as Madison

#5. The one room school was attended by rural students

through eighth grade. After eighth grade, the students

would attend the school in Brooklyn. White Cloud School

was closed in 1958. At that time it had an enrollment of

ten. The school was used as a township meeting place for

a few years after that.

The school had various sizes of wooden desks attached

in a row. The desks faced the North wall, where 3 or 4 C
large blackboards were attached. The teacher’s desk was

located in front of the blackboards and faced to the

South. A large piano was located next to the East wall.

Next to it stood a four section stack bookcase with glass

front. The school had two small coat rooms, a small
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storage closet, and a small washroom. The school had a

furnace that burned wood, and then later coal. In the

basement was a room for bad weather use. It contained a

sandbox with an assortment of toys.

The West and South sides of the school contained

C several windows. The main door was on the East side of
the school. It opened to a large porch with sides that

could be used for seats. These sides were a favorite

place of the students to sit while eating dinner in nice

weather. I favored the South side, for I could view most

of my parent’s farm and see what my Father was doing in

the fields. A softball diamond was the main attraction

outside. Once in a while other country school students

would come for a softball game between schools. At one

time a small merry—ga—round was also located there to

enjoy. Two small outside bathrooms were located to the

West of the school, girls to the right, boys to the left.

At Christmas time the school would have a Christmas

Program in which all students would participate. Relatives

and friends would be invited to the program. In the

Springtime everyone would enjoy the hike in the nearby

timber and fields. The many different wild flowers were

always eyecatchers, (Bluebells, Violets, Wild Roses, and

( an assortment of others). When a student had a birthday,
the parents would bring a cake or other treats. One time

I remember a student’s Father bringing a cake. He had

just passed one of the South windows in the school, and

someone had hit the softball thru the window and shattered

it.
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KINDERGARTEN -

Left to right are: top row—teacher, Edith Spading, Terry

Hall, Mary Manatt, Allen Hall, and Kay Douglas; Middle

row—Grace Metz and Don Bauman; bottom row—Linda Bauman,

Daryl Behounek, Connie Manatt, and Don Paynter.

My family had always lived close to the school. At one

time we lived right across the road. Later we moved to C
the first house to the South of the school, about ½ mile

away. This walk to school was an enjoyable walk in nice

weather. Wild canaries, Goldfinches, Cardinals, and many

other birds could be seen. The teacher also lived South

of us, and in bad weather we were grateful to catch a ride

with her. — 118 —
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It has now been over thirty years since the closing of

White Cloud. The school is no longer standing. All that

is left is a few pictures of it and the memories of the

teachers and students. Rural schools are now a part of

the History book. I am proud to have experienced it first

C hand. In my memory I can picture the inside of the
school. Very few of these schools still stand today. It

is inspiring to know that one is being preserved at the

Poweshiek County Fairgrounds in Grinnell, Iowa. Thanks to

those involved!

Former “White Cloud” Student (1952—1958)

Don Bauman

— 119 —



C

PHOTOS AND MEMOIRS

Roy Williams

This photo, taken 1907, shows my Great—great

Grandfather, A.E. James, standing on the land he is

donating for the new Hayes #2 school, which has played a

big part in my family history.

The school was built on the property previously owned

by William F. and Melinda Hayes who settled in western

Union Township in Poweshiek County in 1853, hence the name

Hayes #2. Hayes #1 school is shown at the left in the

photo with the open door. See the His and Hers outdoor C
facilities just to the right of the school?

The Hayses raised three children, dance who lived

just to the west over the hill, Mary Hayes Driscol who

lived 1 Mile southeast, and Lucy who grew up to marry the
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boy across the road, A.E. James, who was the fifth child

of Henry, born 1/14/1819, and Margaret Reagen James, born

4/10/1829 -

A.E. and Lucy James raised four children who all went

to Hayes #1, then to the new Hayes #2 school. Their

r children were Lettie James who married Jim Osborn and they
had no children; John Wm. Henry James married Velma Robley

who went to this school, raised three children none of

whom attended this school; B.H. James, my Great

Grandfather married Stella Thayer who went to another

country school four miles to the east of the Hayes school.

They lived southeast of the school and sent five children

to the school. A.E. also had a younger brother, Ervin

James, who settled just out of sight in this picture. I

don’t know if his grandchildren attended here.

B.H. James’ children were: Florence James, my

grandmother who married Lyle 0. Wiley, Louise James

Mcclain — her children did not attend here, Rev. Warren

James had a son attend school here, Erma James Holcomb

moved to Colorado with her family so the children did’t

attend Hayes school, and Arlene James Johnston (deceased)

married Kenneth Johnston and moved to Victor. Their

children did not attend Hayes School.

C Florence and Lyle 0. Wiley had three daughters, A.
Marie Wiley Keller, Marlene Wiley Williams, my mother, and

Lois Ann Wiley Kellogg. Marie and Marlene both attended

school at Hayes #2, but Lois was too young to attend

before the family moved to Montezuma.

I had four generations attend school at Hayes schools:
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A.E. and Lucy James, B.H. James, Florence James Wiley,

and Marlene Wiley Williams.

My grandmother tells of the times when the new

novelty was airplanes and how when one was heard all the

children would run out and wave only to have the pilot

wave back, as they flew that low. C
The schools, of course, had no running water, so

before 9:00 A.M. two children would need to retrieve the

water only to have some of it splash out of the bucket by

the time they arrived. A.E. Games solved the problem by

making a carrier from a board 2 feet long by 3 feet, 4

inches wide to allow carrying the bucket easier, not to

mention drier.

The school was also a meeting place for many

occasions such as neighborhood meetings, box socials,

elections, and church. Some of my family members left

Sunday service at the school to start the Little Mount

Baptist Church at Montezuma in 1854. My great—uncle,

Rev. Warren James, has preached at that church. The

James family attended there until they moved to town to

attend church. I have taken my family, wife Christine

and sons Thomas and Travis, to meetings held there,

making seven generations to attend the Little Mount

Baptist. C
The contents of the school were sold later on and my

grandmother has acquired the pump. The building still

stands on a farm just over the hill, in Photo #1.

This next photo is the 8th grade graduating class of

1934.
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From left to

right: Lucille

James Meyer,

Louise James

McClain, Glema

Sanders, Miller

(unknown first

name), Warren

James, and the last boy is not remembered as he did not

graduate with the class as they probably moved before

graduation in the spring.

The last photo,

taken approximately

1930, shows the

whole school at the

time. From left to

right starting in

the front row:

Warren James,

Lucille James Meyer,

Glema Sanders Wiley,

Louise James McClain. Second row: Delmar Martin, Pauline

Sanders Pargeon, Marion Miller, Calvin Miller, Delmar

C James and Leo James. Third row: Opal Sanders Thompson,

Forrest Miller, Florence James Wiley, Teacher Lucille

Moore, Wilma Martin Meeker, and Walter James.

We wish to thank Cory Hall from the GRINNELL HERALD

REGISTER for processing these photos.
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WASBINCTON 14

Washington #4 school holds many happy memories for my

four brothers — Dale, Myron, Norman and Lyle, and myself,

Vivian (White) Graham. With the exception of Dale and

Myron who started school in Tama County, we all spent our

first eight years of school at Washington #4.

We lived just a mile west through the field from the

school so we always walked or rode a pony. We had four

or five fences to climb but that is the route we usually

chose to follow when walking, rather than taking the long

way around by the road.

There was quite a hill on the school ground so many a

recess and noon hour were spent coasting. Sometimes

sisters and brothers had to share a sled but nearly

everyone had a sled. During the warmer months, we

usually played running games — steal sticks, tag,

annie—annie—over, etc.

Since there was no well on the school ground, water

had to be brought by the teacher or often times two

pupils got to walk to a neighboring farm to fetch a

bucket of water. The teacher would usually let us go

during schooltime so she did not have much trouble

getting volunteers. The bucket had no lid so the water

did not always look too clean by the time it got back to

school. Sometimes there was not too much water left in

the bucket by the time it arrived either.

During my eight years of going to Washington #4, I had

four teachers — Lester Longaker, Glenwood Stanley, Reva
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(Klyn) White and Dorothy (Davis) Sparks. I was very fond

of all my teachers and I feel today that I was really

blessed with good teachers. All are still living except

my first teacher, Lester Longaker.

My teacher that I had for 5th, 6th and 7th grade,

( later became my sister—in—law when my oldest brother,
Dale, married Reva Klyn. Their attraction to each other

began when Reva was my teacher.

In 1943, I graduated from Grinnell High School. After

taking the normal training course, I was issued a war

emergency certificate and that fall at the age of

seventeen, I began my teaching career at Washington #1.

For my first year of teaching, I think I received $85 a

month plus a bonus if I taught all year. I was rich!! I

taught for seven years with the last four being at

Washington *4.

After my marriage to Norman Graham, we lived on a farm

in Washington Township so our two oldest boys, Raymond

and Kenneth, started to the same school where I had

started my schooling in 1931. The boys attended until

the school closed.

- After serving sixty years as a rural school,

Washington #4 was forced to close in 1959 due to the

( schools being consolidated. The school is gone from
sight, but many memories linger.

Vivan (White) Graham

R.R.*l

Grinnell, Iowa
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A MEMOIR OF ELSIE LUCILLE GRAHAM DIELEMAN

She was born June 29th, 1903 on a farm in Poweshiek

County, Iowa. Her father was Eli Graham, her mother,

Willomina Hoover Graham. Her family included an older

sister, Ethel, and a younger brother, Earl. Both lived in

the Grinnell area. C
Her earlier years were spent on the farm. She attended

schools in Washington Township. She attended Grinnell

High School, graduating in 1923 with a Normal Training

Certificate. She taught the home school of Washington No.

9 for two years, 1923—1926. At this time she developed a

keen desire to become a teacher, so her plans took her to

Iowa State Teachers College where she majored in primary

education, and graduated in 1926.

She taught two years in the Sully system, teaching

grades first, second and third; two years in Belle Plaine,

grades first and second; two years in Boone at the Lincoln

School, teaching grades second and third.

She then decided to attend the State University of Iowa

where she graduated in 1933. Following this, she taught

one year in Eagle Grove and eight years in Waterloo.

In 1943 she married E.J. (George) Dieleman and they

moved to Newton. She taught in the Newton system for one

year. In 1946 they decided to open an auto parts store C
and machine shop in Creston. She continued teaching in

the Creston schools until retiring in 1968. She had

taught a total of forty years in primary grades.
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After retiring, she continued assisting with their

auto parts business by keeping books and maintaining her

home.

She was active in the A.A.U.W., the P.T.A. and Alpha

Delta Kappa, and other activities in the Creston

C community where she enjoyed making her home.
This is a quotation from a •personal history she had

written, “My most dedicated effort and interest has been

with small children. My teaching philosophy has been to

love, to live, and understand the children I teach and

they will return with a desire to learn and to achieve

their best”.

— 127 —



VALENTINE’S DAY IN THE COUNTRY SCHOOL

During the bleak winters in the first half of the

twentieth century Valentines Day marked a festive day

when lovers told their love by giving valentines, cards,

candy or flowers. We are not sure who St. Valentine was

but at least we know that he embodied the spirit of love.

I started my education at a country school, North

Lincoln (now moved to the State Fairground for

preservation), located about six miles southeast of

Indianola, during the school year of 1911—1912 and

continued going to that school eight years.

Most of the pupils were small, and since the school

year was divided into terms, often with a different

teacher each term, some years we did not have school

during January and February but kept school open until

the middle of June.

The few times I was in school on February 14 were

really red letter days. Times were hard, transportation

consisted of a horse and buggy and the stores nearby did

not at that time sell numerous items like commercial

valentines suitable for children. We had plenty of

pencils and lined paper but nothing beautiful. Then

wonderful of wonderfuls! The County Superintendents

Walter McGee, provided our school with some beautiful red

and white paper embossed with leaves and suggested that

the teacher spend a Friday afternoon helping the pupils

make home made valentines.

The paper was limited but we each came up with four to

six valentines (quite beautiful in our eyes) each saying
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“To My Valentine” or “I Love You”. We did not have an

exchange as we did not have enough.

Later when red and white construction paper was

included in our school supplies we were given enough

paper to cut out red heart valentines so that we could

( decorate a box for the valentine and have a valentine
exchange with our schoolmates. Some of the mothers made

cookies in the shape of hearts or decorated cupcakes and

we really had a party.

The teacher really made a contribution to this day.

She tried to instill in us a love for color, tidiness, a

desire to be kind, not selfish and I’m sure she dipped

into her meager salary more than once so that each pupil

should have a memento of a delightful day.

My fourth grade teacher is still living in Indianola,

Mrs. Bessie Sill, 92 years old. Another teacher was

Olive Ogan Criswell. Another, Lenore Wagner Bishop — all

of them were wonderful, kind, intelligent people.

“Store bought” valentines were in vogue when my

younger brothers and sisters went to McClelland school

and since I was working, I tried to see that each of them

had a “commercial” valentine for each of their

schoolmates.

( The Valentine box was a very important item •for a
successful Valentine Day observance. It was usually

covered with white shirred crepe paper, then decorated

with red hearts cut from construction paper. A slot was

cut in the top where the valentines could be slipped into

the box to await the day of opening. All of the boxes
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that I remember were beautiful, but I suppose some were

more so than others. The decoration of the box was

usually undertaken by the older students.

The teacher made a school party out of it and I am

sure they enjoyed even making a few. Some time during

the last years of the country school, parents were C
invited in, a short program was given, refreshments were

served along with the dispensation of the valentines.

During the twenties, comic valentines were all the

rage. During my first year of teaching I received one

that I laugh about even yet. It was printed on cheap

newsprint and was the picture of the ugliest old maid

school teacher I have ever seen. The picture was of an

old lady (I was 22) so I didn’t mind because it said “To

My Valentine”.

Those days are long gone, but the stores are still

overflowing wi-th valentines, candy, etc. However the

satisfaction that came from those Friday afternoon

efforts to show our love will never be forgotten.
By Bertine Van Syoc Davis

C
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BENEFITS NOT FORGOTTEN

Louisa Sargent, April 26, 1932

A great deal has been spoken and written in praise of

teachers as benefactors. Very much less has been said of

the benefits of which teachers are themselves the

C recipients. Even the beneficiaries are reticent on this
subject. And yet one of the things that every teacher

knows is that the rewards are very great even though they

are the intangible ones derived from touching other minds

and other personalities. In the “give and take” between

pupils and teachers lies the gold of immeasurable

profits. Whether he will or no, every pupil contributes

to the enrichment of a teacher’s experience, widening his

horizon so that he sees the world in his own schoolroom.

The value of the rewards is cumulative; their

significance increases with time. My own first months of

teaching have more meaning for me now than when I lived

them through. It was a fortuitous circumstance that

plunged me unexpectedly into teaching in a country

school. My predecessor had fallen into a controversy

with one of her pupils during which, to their mutual

humiliation, they found themselves brandishing poker and

fire—shovel. The result was the immediate resignation of

( the teacher and a vacancy in midwinter which the patrons
of the school lost no time in trying to fill. They were

willing to accept anyone available, but naturally

preferred a teacher with experience. So it was with only

mild favor that Ehey viewed my half—hearted application;
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but since nothing better offered, an unenthusiastic

arrangement was made between us.

Thus on a bitter Monday late in January many years

ago, I began my career. I had made the acquaintance of

my boarding—place the previous afternoon, establishing

myself in an icy room which the good German housewife

assured me as she set down the lamp and turned back the

covers from a corn—husk mattress, was the coolest room in

the house in the summer time.

In the morning when the wintry sun was barely up, the

four children of the family volunteered to show me the

way to the schoolhouse. We had just arrived and made the

chilling discovery that there were no matches for

starting a fire when the school director appeared. Four

of his children trooped behind him. He chatted in broken

English, shaving at a stick of wood and laying a careful

fire in the black hole of the stove that stood in the

middle of the room, looking me over as he did so,

evidently not much encouraged by my youth and

inexperience. Meanwhile I glanced at his oldest boy, the

cause of the previous trouble, expecting to behold a

ruffian. Instead, Henry was only a lank towheaded lad,

shy and somewhat sullen, wearing the shamed and sheepish

expression of a criminal whose crime had been

unpremeditated. Presently four more children puffed in,

rosy and cold. These and the children at whose home I

boarded were cousins, and though professedly they were

enduring only a truce because their parents had

quarreled years before, they were nevertheless
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inseparable and banded together against all the rest

whenever differences arose. By and by a big boy came

clumping in by himself, explained to me as a farm hand

who thought to sample school during a slack season. And

last of all, just before nine o’clock, four mote children

C straggled in together, all noisily in need of
handkerchiefs. Their approach over the snow covered

fields to the south had been watched, and a thin thread

of smoke in a grove of bare trees pointed out as thefr

house.

This was my school. On the stroke of the hour Ee

settled down, the children quarreling a little in their

choice of places and finally sliding in, two to each

double seat, the smaller ones at the front. There were

nine girls and eight boys, all German, ranging in age

from seven to seventeen, and as I stood before them I

shrank from every wide eyed appraising stare in that sea

of faces.

Somehow the dreary day wore out. At four o’clock the

children streamed away. They separated at the corner,

scuffed backward through the snow as they shouted

farewell messages at each other, and left me to

contemplate my future. I surveyed my kingdom and thought

( that I had never seen a more dismal one. The wide boards
in the floor were shrunken apart and the cracks filled

with fine dust of years. The liver—colored wallpaper was

clouded with cobwebs and blotched with scalloped rings

where rain had seeped through. A row of dirty windows on

either side admitted the pale light of the winter

— 133 —



afternoon. In the back was a bench for dinner pails and

washbasin, above it a tin combcase and a mottled mirror

tipping away from the wall. Two rolls of charts for

reading and for physiology, sagged in one corner; a faded

globe stood on the teacher’s desk. The worn erasers made

an enveloping cloud of chalk dust when I rubbed the rough

painted blackboard that extended across the front of the

room too high for any but the biggest pupils. Surely, I

thought, this was no temple of learning, no shrine for

worshippers of knowledge. After I swept the floor and

hung my blue calico sweeping apron in the corner, I

closed the door firmly behind me, my thumbs resolutely

down on teaching as a profession.

But is was not long before these children, dull and

unresponsive as they seemed at first, occupied a warm

corner in my heart, where they have been ever since.

They were all rustic and unsophisticated, but they had

character and individuality and some of them were

practical and capable. The problem of Henry was much

less appalling than I had anticipated. His explosion of

temper had made him an outcast, and the other children

eyed him so suspiciously that he shrank from

participating in their activities. By preference he

spent most of his time scowling over difficult problems

in arithmetic, surrounded by a drift of coarse ruled

paper scrawled with penciled figures. Once we had a

basket social and an evening program for the public, in

which Henry’s brief part was that of an Arab chieftain in

costume. He muttered rebellious unwillingness to take
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part, but when the time came he shuffled out from behind

the improvised curtain, awkwardly hitching around his

shoulders his costume of white sheet. Hurriedly he

mumbled his lines and then slunk back,~ scrambling

precipitately out of his unaccustomed raiment. That

r performance, distasteful as it was, restored Henry to his
rank among the other children and proved him the most

reliable of all my pupils.

Quite different from him but next in age was Emil who

plodded with his three sisters across the rough field

that lay to the south. He was a tousled boy of thirteen,

incredibly slow of wit. A tattered suspender over the

shoulder of a shapeless blouse supported overalls that

were caked with mud where they were turned back from his

clumsy shoes. He read in a class alone, ostensibly

because his ragged second reader was unlike any of the

rest, but in reality because his accomplishments were far

behind those of anyone else in the school. - Morning and

afternoon he slouched across the floor to stand beside my

desk and read. Again and again and again we worried down

the same dirty page, a word at a time, Emil gulping each

one after me and then poking vaguely at the next. His

uncertain progress was punctuated with precarious

snuff les.

Like Emil, his ~sisters were careless and unkempt.

Clara and Elsie were good—natured girls of twelve and

ten, but Annie who was only eight, was solemn and

pathetic. She walked with a crooked limp which she was

at first so unwilling to display to a strange teacher
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that she sat immovable when asked to come forward and

read. For weeks I went to sit beside her while she

recited, until at last she would slide voluntarily into

the aisle and limp to my desk with a bashful, sidelong

smile, doing her best with a simple lesson. Sometimes

her grubby little paw would reach for mine, and I would

think what endearing young charms she might have if she C
were only clean.

One evening, sociable inclined, I called upon this

family at home. The weather was bleak, so I was ushered

into the crowded kitchen, shut off for warmth from the

rest of the house. A smoky kerosene lamp shed a feeble-

light from a table where the remains of haphazard meals

cluttered the dirty oilcloth. On the unswept floor our

feet crunched blackened cobs and ashes. Cobs spilled

around the stove lids and streamed over the edge of the

wood box. Coats and mittens and overshoes were flung

upon the chairs and the floor; an unwashed baby sprawled

upon its mother’s lap. Over everything hung the acrid

odor of scorched food and the encroaching barnyard. From

the gloom of a shadowy corner spoke the raucous voice of

a graphophone, its varnished morning glory horn squawking

aggressively. Here in this room dwelt four of my pupilá;

this was home. A few years later I heard that their

family circle had been broken, leaving more babies for

these three untaught girls to mother. What were reading

and writing in preparation for such a task!

The awakening of spring brought a new atmosphere into

the school. The whole-countryside stirred into activity.
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The early—rising sun was hours high when school began.

At noon we hurried through our monotonous lunch of bread

and butter and hard eggs dipped into a powder of salt and

pepper and eaten out of hand, to get out of doors. Once

a little girl rushed in as I was gathering up the crumbs,

C urging me out to see what “them boys” had done. On the
fence bordering the back of the school yard, in.a grisly

festoon, hung the limp remains of garter snakes

slaughtered in the fields nearby — twenty—six by actual

count. Sometimes during the noon hour we braided chains

of long—stemmed clover blossoms; sometimes we sucked at

the bitter stems of dandelions until they were coaxed

into curl. Sometimes after a shower the children

splashed barefoot in the shallow puddles, screeching

unaccepted invitations to the teacher.

One drowsy afternoon is marked in my memory because of

a language lesson brought to an amusing climax by Katie.

Neat and plain and inelegant was Katie, both in

appearance and in address, with no nonsense about her.

Her slick yellow hair stretched away on either side of a

shiny brow until it seemed to pull her pale blue eyes

wide open. It descended into two tight braids with a

reinforcing strip of rag that served as a hair ribbon

where the braids were looped across the back of her neck.

She dressed in a starched pinafore of blue check, its

stiff sash screwed into an oblique bow behind. For a

lesson in composition on a spring afternoon I suggested

the suitable and enlivening subject of grasshoppers,
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hinting at the desirability of describing in carefully

punctuated sentences, their color and accomplishments.

Katie was sulky at first but finally turned to the

blackboard and wrote busily, stepping aside when finished,

to show me what she had written. Responsive to

suggestions, she had announced that grasshoppers are

green, that they can hop, that they.... Here, deriving her

information from a belief current among her schoolmates,

she had described in words more vigorous than refined, the

treatment by grasshoppers of “tobaccer juice”.

One other little girl establishes the memory of a

spring afternoon. She was a chubby child with several

proud claims to distinction; she was the youngest of

fifteen children, she was Aunt Carrie to boys and girls

older than herself, and her birthday was on the Fourth of

July. She would relate with relish how a celebrating

family had been thrown into confusion by her arrival. But

she was their spoiled darling, a tyrant who expected even

the elements to do her will. She protested vigorously

against a storm that descended upon us one day. Even the

slightest ruffle in the weather had been viewed with alarm

in that neighborhood ever since a tornado had swept it

years before, and an unused storm cave back of our

schoolhouse testified to the fear of possible cyclones.

And so when a black sky closed over us that afternoon the

children gre4z pale with apprehension. There was the sharp

premonitory snap and crackly of lightning and then

pounding rain that streamed down the windows in a curtain
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of wet and became at length cold hail driven by a lashing

wind. The children shivered with terror and not my most

diverting stories could distract them; I was not even

heard above the fury of the storm. At last Carrie broke

into a loud resentful wail. The whole school was

— instantly demoralized. As one man, they made for the

(~ cave, plunging out into the torrent, while I gathered the

howling Carrie into my arms and followed. By this time

the worst of it was over but we huddled in the darkness,

trying to find enough soggy boards to keep ourselves off

the flooded floor. When school was out that afternoon the

storm had all cleared away. The grass glittered with

rain; the sun was pouring yellow radiance through the

clean air; the emerald world was new. The ruts of the

muddy road were rivulets of black water through which the

children leaped like colts. And Carrie, subdued and

complacent, trotted beside her rescuer, justifying herself

volubly for having been so “scairt”.

This was my first school. From it I learned

innumerable lessons to which have been added countless more

by the hundred—fold multiplication of my roll of pupils.

What then seemed like insurmountable difficulties or dull

routine are now revealed to me as the best of

developmental disciplines. This is partly because the

C uses of adversity are sweeter in retrospect than in the

present, and partly because one learns by and by to see

significance in the insignificant, and to find pleasure in

small things.
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