Family History 

By Margaret Winter


Introduction: written by her mother!

Louisa Margaret Winter:  Born May 26th 1894 in Sibley Iowa on Saturday night about eleven o’clock.  Dr. H. Neil, her grandma Wright, and nurse Barnes were there to attend to all of her needs.  Our first little daughter – great was our joy, especially your father’s, because you were a little girl baby.  You were a very sweet little baby, only weighed 9 lbs. – a small baby compared with the three big brothers who proceeded.  You were a dear quiet lovely infant.  Malcolm could not say all of your name, so he called you Easy.  He had been out at Uncle Joe’s with his Aunt Jennie for a week.  James and Ray were at home and Hattie was there also.  When you were six weeks old, I had gone out for a few minutes.  When I returned, you were not where I had left you.  Malcolm had lifted you and carried you across the room, and laid you on the bed.  I explained to him how dreadful it would have been had he happened to drop you.  He said he would never do that any more.  Your first visit was at your uncle Joseph’s where your grandmother Wright and your Aunt Jennie and Uncle S.P. Wright all lived.  Your first tea party was at Rev West’s.  You were invited with your mother.  You were much admired and kissed and passed from one dear lady to the other.  You were baptized in Little Rock church by the Rev. Brintriell – name Louisa Margaret, but I gave you in addition all the names I had selected for my other daughters – you being our only one.  Must have them all as follows:  Elizabeth Mary Nancey Kate Emily Caryl Louisa Margaret.   Your eyes were beautiful big brown eyes.  Your hair was light and flaxen.  You always smiled at me and gave yourself a cute little shake whenever I looked at you from the time you were very young.  When you were six months old, we moved from Sibley into a farm we had purchased out near Little Rock.  When you were three and four years old, you imagined that Santa Claus must have a little boy and you called him Johnie Claus.  You called the garden the “gardie,” and were never happier than when among the flowers and growing things.  Miss Lela Green taught our school and boarded with us.  You were very fond of her, and she hung two cute little dolls, one on each end of a ribbon on the Christmas tree for you from Johnie Claus.  Then you were surprised and happy.  And your brothers were convinced that there was a Johnie Claus.  Miss Green allowed you to come to school every Friday afternoon.  That was when you were three years old.  You had your own little slate and pencil, and primer, so you started to school quite a baby did you not.  You could ride a horse when seven years old.  Yes and bring her in from the pasture which joined the house yard.  The way you managed it, when her head was down as she cropped the grass, you would jump up on her neck, and as she lifted her head you slid down onto her back.  However your real study did not begin in school before you were past 5 years.  At 7 you were well up in the second reader.  Your playmates were Fannie and Gracie First.  You have had measles, whooping cough, and chicken pox.  The songs you liked me to sing when you were quite small were Sleep Baby Sleep and A Dear Little Girl Under a Tree.  

Sleep baby sleep.  Our cottage vale is deep.  The little lamb is on the green with fleece so soft and white and clean.  Sleep baby sleep.  

Sleep baby sleep.  Your father is watching his sheep.  He is the Lamb of God on high.  Who for us all came down to die.  Sleep baby sleep.  


A dear little girl sat under a tree.  Sewing as long as her eyes could see.  She smoothed out her work.  And folded it right.  And said dear world, good night, good night.

A number of crows flew over her head calling Caw, Caw, on their way to bed.  She said as she watched their curious flight.  Little black things good night, good night.

The horses neighed and the oxen lowed.  And the sheep bleat, bleat came over the road.  All seeming to say with quiet delight.  Dear little girl, good night, good night. 

Hush my dear. Lie still and slumber.  Holy angles guard thy head.  Heavenly blessings without number gently falling on thy head.

[image: image1.png]TEACHER’S

REPORT TO PARENTS

REFORT OF

ﬂﬁ@fa@%@/

oF THE

ﬁ/ Class —.Grade’ M[)l\mun

District _MW

For the yrar 190,424

TEACHERS.

a2
— 22

Second Term ém@&é/
Third Term{ /MJ‘@@.AA_‘

No. 1191
W, M. WELCH & COMPANY, Chicaga. Hls.



Your home was in the dear little farm cabin near Little Rock until you were past 8 years old when we came to southern Iowa.   When you were about six years old, you came running in one morning to tell me that “Oh mamma, I saw a beautiful shine come down and sit on the turkey’s wing.  A beautiful shine.  I could not tell if it were blue or green.”  [image: image2.png]


Well, I said, “You are a little poet.”   And a straight forth-with wrote it down to remember for your first poem.  Another not so good rhyme is this.  I was busy near where you sat.  You had Ray’s Bible and were pretending you were reading aloud.  After a while I caught what you were saying. It was so dear, I got a pencil and paper and wrote down your exact wording:  April 1900.

In the springtime of the year 1908, we sold our farm to a German neighbor (we had no other kind) for the sum of $50 per acre.  In about 16 years after, the land was selling around there at $225 to $300 per acre.  You found new playmates here, and grew and advanced in school, but you sere sorely afflicted with tonsillitis.  After years we had them removed.  Your teeth gave you trouble always and you were always going to see the dentist.  You were very apt with your music.  You have played the organ and led the singing in S.S. and church since you were quite a child.  You had a class in S.S. when you were about 18 for some time.  Your first beau was Jerome Brentwell.  He asked me to let you go home with him when you were 7 years old.  I told him “Not now Jerome.  Ask me [image: image3.png]


that years hence & I will consider it.”  You were great chums.  All thru church service you and he would sit so still, but you were going thru what to you two were very interesting pantomimes.  His father was the minister of the Congregational church in Little Rock.  After they left, we soon left Little Rock, and as the years went by we lost track of eachother.  I will not enumerate here any other of you romances.  When your brother, Malcolm, was in medical college in Iowa City, we decided that you were made for a nurse, [image: image4.jpg]


so you applied to the nurse’s training school for admittance and were accepted.  When it came time to go, you were having a sad time with an ulcerated wisdom tooth due to the work of a poor dentist.  On going to Iowa City, that had to be attended to the first thing.  Then it developed that he had put crowns on diseased roots and that set up arthritis (joint trouble) and the poison invaded your whole system.  Broken arches followed, and of course you came home expecting to return soon, but the joints and feet kept troubling and we thot it best to abandon nurses training. Then you took up the part of mother’s helper and together we kept the home fires burning and led the S.S. and the WHM society.  You are an expert with the crochet needle, candy making, cooking, sing and play sweetly, can sew, in fact make lovely dresses.

You have five aunts – sisters of your mother, one only of whom you have ever known.  Their names are Elizabeth, Mary, Nancy, Katherine, and Jane Louisa Wright in your mother’s name.  Your uncles are S.P. Wright, M.D. and G.W, Gilbert, James, and Robert.   James Wright was a R.R. engineer.  M.D. Wright a business man.  The others are farmers.  

Your father has one sister and three brothers.  Your father is a farmer.  Your uncles David and Gilbert Winter engaged in different pursuits – not farming.  Your mother and father were born in Delaware County, N.Y. State being both of English, Scotch, Irish decent.  You have three brothers – Jim, a veterinary Dr.,   William a farmer,  Malcolm an M.D.   Your people are long lived.   They are very temperate people.  Your great, great, great grandfather McClelland and your mother’s mother (her name was McClelland) walked three miles to attend church in the “old country” on the day he was one hundred (100 years old).  Great grandfather McClelland was up in his 102s when he died, and Great great grandfather Kerr was 91 when he died.  He was your mother’s Great grandfather on her mother’s side.  On your mother’s side as far back as she knows, her ancestors were named Kerr & McClelland & Wright.  

Part 1

For as long as I can remember of all the stories I loved best were the stories my mother used to tell of  "When I was a little girl‑‑" and so now as I have no children of my own to relay such status to, my dear nephew Malcolm D. has asked me to record as much of this story as I can recall.  This is by no means an authentic history of our ancestors and is not intended as such but only to please the whim of Malcolm who is very dear to my heart.

My Grandfather's name was James Wright. He was born in Dunborton​shire  Ben

Lomond, Scotland.  His father died when he was quite young.  He had three brothers and one sister.  The sister died while still in Scotland. My grandfather received a good education and worked in what was termed a commercial house.  His father was a shepherd.  After his death, their mother decided to come to the "Land of the Free and the Home of the Brave", where she was told opportunity was a wide open door for all who were willing to work.  And so Great-grandmother with her three sons came to America. They settled on what was and still is called Scotch Mountain near Delhi New York. The mountains in this section are covered with huge hard maple and other hard wood trees. My Grandfather with his three brothers and help of neighbors cleared land for agricultural purposes and built a snug cabin and other buildings of logs.  Their mother kept an immaculate home for them until they all were married.  When she died she was buried in the "Kirk-yard" at the foot of the mountain in Delhi, the county seat of Deleware Co. New York.  My Grandfather is buried beside her there.  My Grandfather's clan name was McCantyre, but when Scotland came under English rule they were required to take the name Wright.

My Grandmother was born August 14, 1830 at Aramah Ireland. She had two
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brothers.  When she was eleven years old she came to America with her parents and   brothers aboard an old time sailing vessel. As I recall the trip across took three weeks.  My Great Grandmother's brother had come to America and wrote glowing letters to his sister still in Ireland of the land "flowing with milk and honey."   My Great-grandmother's name was Nancy Kerr.  My Great-grandfather's name was Samuel McClelland.  He in his youth clerked in a dry good store in Aramagh.  One day young Nancy Kerr stepped into the store to buy material of which to make herself a cloak. Young Samuel was smitten at first glance and was so "befuddled" to use his own words, that he scarcely knew what he was about until the haughty young lady cautioned him not to measure the cloth so close as he was in danger of cutting off the end of his thumb.  Well do I recall the story of the handsome young man who came to my Great​-grandmother by night begging her to take his infant son to America.  For a sum of money and the kindness of her heart Grandmother consented.  The baby was mysteriously brought aboard the ship just at sailing time. They called the child Henry and would have brought him up as their own child not knowing or giving thought to his history, but he unfortunately sickened and died and was buried at sea.

My Grandmother's parents settled on a farm up West Brook in Deleware County New York. My Great-grandfather with the help of his two sons cleared a farm and built a cabin for the family where Grandmother grew to womanhood.  Grandmother's brother, Joseph was very devoted to his little sister Margaret, and though it was often thought unwise for her to go on the hot voyages for berries, Joe would take her along.  When she became weary he would take the handle of her berry pail in his teeth and her on his back and home they would go.

In the year 1850 my Grandfather who was much older than Grandmother came over the hill a-courting. Margaret McClelland was a very beautiful young girl at this time twenty years old. Grandfather Wright had‑been left a widower with seven children, the oldest only five years younger than Margaret McClelland.  He was much taken by her beauty and her ability to care for a home and wooed her mightily.  Margaret's parents saw in him a good man with ability to care for their daughter and knew her future would be well taken care of.   So our little grandmother took up the reins and supervised that huge household.   They were married Sept. 22, 1850 and August 17, 1851 my mother Margaret Ann was born.  The big half sisters were very tender and loving to the baby sister and though she was an extra burden, they loved her dearly.  During the next eight years one sister and three brothers were added to the family. Life on the farm was very happy and satisfactory to "Little Maggie" as she was affectionately called by the older brothers and sisters.

One of the stories that used to intrigue me was of old Bundy the dog, who was required to walk around and around on a revolving stairway which was used as power to turn the huge churn.  Bundy like most humans wearied of his task and would sense the fact that it was churning day and quietly disappear.  All the hands would turn out to find him.  All the milking of the large herds of dairy cattle was done by hand.  The milk was strained into huge tin pans and left to sit in the milk house to cool.  Then the cream was skimmed by hand and all the pans had to be emptied and washed.  The cream was then churned into butter, washed, and salted just right.  After hours of back breaking labor of "working" to remove all the excess water, the butter was packed into large barrels each containing 4 firkins.  At the end of six months Grandfather Wright would take it all to New York City and sell it.  He was very very proud when he returned from his first trip after he and Grandmother were married, that his butter had brought the highest market price. The buyer would insert a long bladed knife into each firkin and when he withdrew it would test the odor. If good ‑ fine.

One of the things my mother loved to do was play by the hour with the younger brothers and sister. One day great was the excitement while playing near the old water wheel near the pond when the little sister Jennie fell in.  Faithful old Bundy was near at hand and dashed in to hold the little girl by her skirts while mother went screaming to the house.  The oldest sister Libby was soon there to the rescue.  Another great sport was to commandeer each a discarded milk pan and go whirling down the snow covered hill near the farm.  When four years old my mother was bundled off to school with her dear sister Libby as teacher.  The little wooden school house still stands exactly as it did so many years ago; a little mountain brook runs immediately back of the school building and a little bridge crosses it to the out-houses in the rear.

When my mother was eight years old her father was stricken with a very severe pain. He went to bed and four days later died.  My mother loved her father very dearly and recalled many happy days she spent with him and the older brothers in the "sugar bush.”  Early in the spring all able-bodied men were drafted to collect flowing pails of sap from the abundant supply of sugar maples that grew on every hand.  The sap was poured into huge pans under which roaring fires were kept burning day and night.  Each household was well supplied with delicious sugar and syrup, and the surplus was sold. 

 Other times she was on hand at sheep shearing time and watched with childish fascination while the men caught the bleating terrified sheep and took them down into the clear sparkling mountain brook where they scrubbed them free from the winter’s accumulation of dirt before shearing them of their wool.  Great bales of wool were then taken to the wool house where the women folks of the house carded it; then it was spun into huge hanks of yarn.  Then the yarn was dyed and then woven into cloth of which all their clothing was made by hand as sewing machines had not yet been invented.  My Grandmother with the help of her three grown step daughters made all the candles the household used, made all the soap, did the washing by hand, and spun and wove the material of which their clothes were made. Grandfather also raised a field of flax from which linen thread was made and woven into cloth of which they made overalls for the men of the household. All the stockings were knit from the yarn that was made from the wool clipped from the sheep kept on the farm.

My mother being barely eight years old when her father died was naturally quite excited by all the relatives coming and going and did not realize the tragedy that had come into her life.  Early the following morning my Grandmother called her and told her she was sick and to go to Uncle Joseph's and get Aunt Hannah quickly.  Little Maggie set out dutifully on the long hot walk, but her childish mind was soon diverted by the beauty of the morning and all else was forgotten.  All of a sudden she realized she had never been on that road before.  She was badly frightened and sat down in the middle of the road and began to cry "Ma‑ Ma" at the top of her lungs. Her good sense came to her rescue and she remembered Ma was sick, and she was on her way to get Aunt Hannah.  She reasoned that she would go back the way she had come and maybe she would see home.  Eventually she came to the turn off to Uncle Joseph's that she had overlooked. She was soon at Aunt Hannah's and in due time her baby brother Joseph was born.

Not long after that Grandmother Wright sold the big farm as the older sisters were all married and the older brothers were not dependable.  She moved her little flock up to her brother Joseph's home where they lived several months.  She then bought a home in the village of Walton and moved there where the family lived until they grew up.  The home is still there only slightly changed on South Street.  When my mother was a little girl there was a huge covered bridge that crossed the Deleware River which intersects the village.  In order to get into the town it was necessary to walk thru this bridge.  Daylight held no terror for her, but the evening shadows were peopled with a million demons.  A huge old hotel with livery stable stood just opposite the bridge on the village side, so my mother would find Black Ned the stable boy at the livery stable and ask him to take her thru the bridge with his lantern.  The bridge is replaced with a modern stall structure, and the livery stable and hotel are long since gone.  South Street stretches down toward the Fairground and close by is a peaceful city of the dead where Samuel and Nancy, Joseph and Hannah lye side by side.

My Great Grandfather Sam McClelland came to make his home with his daughter Margaret after his wife Nancy died.  Grandmother Wright was a devote Christian and placed her children in the Sunday school and church of the First Congregational Church which was established in Walton Oct. 12, 1793.   Doubtless our Great Grandfather Samuel McClelland was a charter member though I do not have a record to that effect. The old church still stands much as it was in those long ago days.  The minister who married my Grandmother was Rev Pattengil, and he baptized all the children and was succeeded by Rev Mims in whose memory the portico of the church was dedicated.

The same old school house stands from which my mother was graduated and which my father attended one period following my mother's graduation although they did not know eachother at that time.

Well do I remember how my mother disliked arithmetic.  It was the custom for puples to solve problems on the board before the class. Mother particularly detested this task and was this day quite exasperated.  Her teacher, Miss Gay, became quite angry.  Miss Gay was very pretty, but when she started to get angry a red spot would come in each cheek.  As her mood progressed the spot grew.  My mother came up with the age old excuse, "I can't solve the problem."   Miss Gay said it was a shame and disgrace for a smart girl to be so lazy and indolent that she refused to use her perfectly good mind.  Little Maggie had an Irish temper, which caught a spark from Miss Gay’s flaming cheeks, and so she marches up to the board and solves the problem with a flourish.  So says Miss Gay, "I knew you could if you wanted to."  And then little Mag was angry because she had. 


Mother graduated and started to teach school when she was sixteen.  It was the custom for "teacher" to board a week at a time among the various patrons.  Little Maggie was very shy and this was quite a cross.  One night being much too shy to go out in the dark before going to bed she was met with a dilemma.  She couldn't possibly face the family to go back downstairs and out.   There by the bed sat her high button shoes.  And so she used one of them for a receptacle and poured it out the window. In the morning her shoe was dry and no one the wiser.  Needless to say she used to get terribly home sick and thought nothing of walking five or six miles to get home over the weekend.

The brothers grew up, and as Walton did not seem to offer much for young men, they cast their eyes westward.  The second brother, Malcolm, answered the call to go west.  He went to California where he eventually established his home.  This inspired the other two, Samuel and Joseph, so they struck out and ended up by homesteading land in Lyon County Iowa. They badly needed a housekeeper, and so they wrote their sister Maggie and asked her if she would be interested in coming to Iowa.  She could continue her school teaching and keep house for them.  She came to Sibley about 1884 and taught school for a number of years.  Grandmother Wright had taken a homeless baby to raise and when the child was about three years old. Grandmother's health began to fail.  And so my mother went back to Walton and brought the three-year-old back to Iowa with her.

[image: image7.jpg]


The little village of Walton is situated in the foothills of the beautiful Catskill Mountains.  The village itself is nestled down in the valley completely surrounded by mountains.  When mother landed on the prairies of Northern Iowa she was stricken almost speechless.  The brothers had a tiny three room cabin on their claim, and in addition to their own land they went several miles away to break prairie sod.  Mother and the three-year-old would stay for weeks at a time in the little cabin miles from any other.  At about [image: image8.jpg]


this time in the story there was a Judge Black who lived at Delhi who used to see my Grandmother Wright in Walton.  He told her he had a sister by the name of Mrs. Rebecca Winter who lived in Sibley, and he wanted Grandmother to write and have her daughter go and see her. Mother didn't take the trouble to go, but the Judge insisted and so she finally went.  Mrs. Winter and her sons, Bert and little Daver were home and very pleasant.  Mrs. Winter told her that her sons William and Bert loved to hunt prairie chickens and so mother suggested they come out some time, as they were abundant in their part of the country.


One fine fall morning Mother heard a knock at the door and there stood a very handsome young man with a brace of prairie chickens in his hand.  He told her his name was William Winter, and he had brought his mother and brothers to return her call.  And thus my Dad walked right into little Maggie's heart.  He came often after that and on April 29, 1886 they were married. Dad stopped along the prairie trail on his way to be married and gathered a big bouquet of windflowers for his bride.

They went to Sibley where they established a home and where their four children were born.  Young Hattie Stevens, the orphan girl shared their home and attended school in Sibley.  Though my mother and Dad were born and lived within thirty miles of one another they did not meet nor hear of one another until they met at the prairie farm house,

Aunt Jennie and Grandma Wright had come to Iowa by this time and kept house for Uncle Sam and Uncle Joe until they married.

It has just been my great privilege due to the extreme kindness of my brother Malcolm and his wife Martha to visit the scenes thus far recorded and it is a privilege given to few to experience such a thrill.  Members of the Joseph McClelland family still live in and near Walton,

Written June 23, 1950

Part 2
Chapter 1

"Long, ago I knew a place where roses grew in witching grace

Sweet and wild, they clustered near a fence

          And just as long as I remembered lovely things I knew​

          I shall recall how roses grew and grasp their beauty from the past 

          To hold as long as life shall last.”

The four little Winters opened their eyes to the wonders of the world on the prairies of NW Iowa.  We were all born in Sibley between the years of 1888 and 1894.

I was six months old when Dad and Mother decided to move to the little cabin near Little Rock.  One of my earliest recollections was being in the one big room of the cabin with “Ma” as we all called her and looking out across a billowing field of wheat.  The wind blew a great deal across the prairies those days and there were not trees to break it nor many fences. I recall asking Ma if that was the ocean I was looking at.  

Our Mother was a remarkable person. She was never too busy to answer a child’s incessant questions, nor to take time to call our attention to the beauty and magnificence of God’s handiwork.  

Our Mother was born in the breath takingly beautiful Catskill Mountains and lived all her early life surrounded by their scenic beauty. When a young woman, she came to Iowa to keep house for her brothers Sam and Joe on the boundless prairie. The sunsets of northwestern Iowa were a marvel she never ceased to admire.  I have often heard her tell of the prairie fires, which were a constant menace.  The prairie grass grew in abundance several feet high and fire would travel thru it very rapidly.  One of the thrilling stories I used to love to hear was when such a fire was racing across the prairie straight toward the home cabin.  Dad hitched Fan and Nell to the walking plow and hastily plowed a furrow around the buildings in hopes of making a firebreak.  Mother in desperation loaded the wash boiler into the baby cab and filled it with water knowing full well it would be only a drop in the ocean of fire.  However her deep seated faith in the care of The Heavenly Father helped her to hold her senses and her fervent prayer for the saving of the little cabin which meant home to her little brood, was answered.  Just at the moment when all seemed lost and they were casting about for a safe place to flee, the wind whipped around in the opposite direction and soon the fire was out and all was safe.  My parents had a prayer meeting and gave thanks for the great blessing on the spot.  

Mother grew very home sick for the old home in Walton where she still had many friends and relatives.  With her unbounded love for her husband and children, sometimes the hardships of the prairie would weigh her down and she would liken herself to an old cow staked out on the prairie.  Of course this amused the youngsters.  My Dad was a person of very few words and if he took any of that to heart no one knew it.  

However Mother loved her home and her family and in later years recalled the eight years we lived in the cabin as one of the happiest periods of her life.  Often at night when the children were safely tucked in their beds, Mother would steal away to a quiet spot where she could see the great expanse of sky studded with stars and endless prairie bathed in moonlight, and commune with her Maker.  

During these years her heart was often troubled for her much loved “little brother” Joe Wright.   My grandmother (Margaret McClelland Wright) was keeping house for Sam Wright and Joe who at this time were not married.  Joe had a drink habit which caused those who loved him many heartaches.  I have heard my Mother tell of one particular time when she was unusually perturbed about him and she had gone out alone to be with God.  It was a very still, very cold night and the stars were unusually brilliant.  She was looking at the stars and pouring out her heart to the Father when suddenly a great light burst on her sight, and unaccountable peace swept over her soul.  She was not of a superstitious nature and could not believe that she really had this fantastic experience.  The next night her heart was still very heavy and she experienced the very same thing and so was convinced that God had spoken to her in a very special way.   

We lived many lumber wagon miles from a doctor or dentist in those days, and it was often necessary to grin and bear it, if we suffered pain.  Mother was subject to jumping toothache and would often go for days at a time with a swollen face and a bad toothache.  One day the pain had reached it’s peak and Mother was seen taking off across the country like a little prairie hen and presently four little busy bodies were in hot pursuit.  We found her down behind one of Dad’s new made haycocks with tears running down her cheeks and shaking with laughter.  We couldn’t bear to see Mother cry, and so she had taken refuge or so she thought for a good cry.  

The long winter months were a busy happy time for the little Winters.  We loved to build elaborate snow houses and huge important snowmen, which would stand guard for, many days in the cold climate.  Well do I recall one morning when Mother called us all to the window to see the diamonds and precious jewels in our dooryard.  The sun had come up and the colors of the snow crystals were marvelous.   Dad often used to call us to see the sundogs, which were often visible – also, the glorious Northern Lights.  The huge jackrabbits used to get quite tame during the long cold winters and their coats would turn snow white.  The prairie chickens were mostly extinct by the time I came along, though Dad used to hunt them as a young man.  I don’t remember that Mother and us children went to town during the long cold winters.  We had no mode of travel but the lumber wagons and slow footed Fan and Nell.  Poor old Fan was not cut out for a road horse and Dad used to call her dumb, as she would often stumble and sometimes fall flat in the middle of the road much to the kid’s delight and Dad’s disgust.  Anyway it was a break in the monotony of the endless ride.  I recall when we would be snow bound for days and of course no rural mail, so Dad would take off up the rail road track on foot and walk the six miles to Little Rock for the mail and any other article we badly needed.  Of course daily papers were unknown.  We took a weekly called the Interocean.  The folks thought the children must have reading material too, and in addition to a library card, they took the Youth’s Companion.  It was read and reread until the next issue arrived.  

In those days each Christmas brought a box from Uncle Mac, who lived in the magical far away California.  It usually contained books for the boys and a doll for me.  The doll had real hair, go to sleep eyes, and a silk dress.  I always named it Lilly for Aunt Lilly and treasured it beyond silver and gold.  Among the books was one of Louise Alcott's, Under the Lilacs, which we read and reread.  In fact finally the last few chapters were literally worn off and lost and many years later Jim wanting to read the book to his school wrote the last chapters from memory.  

The Sears Roebuck catalogue was standard equipment in every household and many happy hours were spent looking at the wonderful things they had for sale.  Great indeed were the days when Mother and Dad sent off an order and anxious were the days of waiting until the big box came.  Mother made all of our clothing from hand-me-downs, but of course shoes and a few articles that had to be purchased were ordered and usually the box contained some quite unnecessary but highly desirable article for each child such as the very wonderful and educational spy glass, the shot gun, the one and only bicycle etc.  

Our Mother taught us very early about God.  He was as near and dear to us as our own very near and very dear earthly Father.  We were taught to tell God every thing and poured out all our childish joys and sorrows to Him.  Mother’s heart was deeply touched one night when she heard little Mac-ie pouring out his deeply troubled heart to the listening ear that it was going to be so “lonkey” lonely in heaven without Uncle Joe Wright being there.  We all worshipped Uncle Joe and of course were all aware of his weakness.  
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Mother and dad had us all baptized in infancy and it was their sincere desire to bring us up in the church, but the difficulties were insurmountable, as we lived far from church.  So they did the next best thing and each Sunday gathered us together around the dining room table and we would have the Sunday school lesson found in the Advocate, the church paper.  Then we would read a verse from the Bible.  I couldn’t read so mother would read my verse and I would repeat it after her.  Then we would gather around the old melodeon and sing the good old hymns.   Some of our favorites we Love at Home and Precious Jewels.  Dad liked Buelah Land and Wash Me Whiter Than Snow.  Then we would take a long walk out over the farm to inspect the crops and have nature study.  The meadowlarks sing a very lovely song in Northern Iowa and the roses did indeed grow with witching grace.  The lady slippers grew in only one place that we knew of.  The tiger lilies, the pakoon, and the lovely wind flowers and gorgeous prairie phlox were all enjoyed.  How we waited each spring for the first blue bells in blue bell hollow. 

  We had company very rarely.  Sometimes Mr. Reece would come with his spanking team of road horses hitched to a carriage with the fringe on top, bringing his family or the Armours.  Sometimes the Brintenels, our pastor and his family would come.   They had a little red headed boy named Jerome whom I did not particularly admire, but heard a great deal about. He had no sisters nor brothers so of course thought that I was pretty nice and took me by the hand and led me into the house and asked mother if he couldn’t take me home with him.  I well recall how they all laughed and mother told him to come back in a few years and she would see about it. I also recall the pet frog we kept in the rain barrel at the back of the house.  We thot he was wonderful and so when the preacher came one day, my big brother Jim caught the frog and put it in my hands saying “take him and lay him on Mrs. B's lap.  I am sure she would love to see him.”  It wouldn’t take much imagination to know how much she appreciated the frog.  She fairly hit the ceiling with an ear splitting shriek.  I was struck dumb, but Jim was fairly rolling in the yard with delight.  

Another highlight was the night the cow fell in the well.  We had a well between the house and the barn and near was a long wooden trough that it was our job to keep filled with water for the horses and cattle to drink.  This was a hot summer night and the cattle were thirsty and pushing and crowding to get a drink when they pushed this cow up on the wooden well curb with such force that the platform broke through and the cow went in tail first.  I don’t recall all the details, but eventually she was pulled to safety.  
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One of the tragedies of this period occurred thus wise.  Jim was always the smart aleck of the family and conceived the idea this day that it would be very brave and smart to remain at home while the rest of us went to town.  While we were gone there came a very sudden and frightening thunderstorm.  We stayed in town till it was over.  Mother was greatly worried about Jim, as he was all alone and might have been frightened.  Great was our relief when we saw him coming to meet us astride of old Nell.  However as he rode up we saw his face was as white as a sheet.  He had a sad tale to tell.  Five of our cows had been standing by the fence and had been killed by lightening.  He said he got a little scared and as soon as the storm let up, he had set out to meet us.  When he came along the pasture he noticed the cows lying in a row, so he got off his horse and touched them and they didn’t move.  

Dad used to cut all his grain with a horse drawn binder and during the harvest, many men would drop off the freight trains that passed near our house and come looking for work.  Dad always operated the binder, and the hoboes (as we called them) would shock the grain.  Then the bundles would all be loaded on the bundle wagon and hauled to the stack yard, and there Dad would build huge grain stacks.  There often were eighteen or twenty huge round pointed stacks of bundles in the yard.  They were allowed to gothrough the “sweat” and then the threshing crew would come.  The Bramley boys who lived neighbors owned the machine and would employ a crew of hoboes and would pull in and perhaps stay a week while they threshed the grain.  My mother cooked three meals a day for them usually nine or ten men during the threshing.  Of course us kids thought it a huge lark, and used to pester the poor Bramley boys to death wanting to ride on the huge coal burning engine, toot the whistle, ride with the water boy who hauled water in a big tank for use around the machine.  Then Dad would haul the grain by wagon to the elevator at Little Rock.  He would be gone most of the day as that was a long hard trip.  We used to camp out by the machine shed and watch for him to come around Ed’s corner, then we would cut out across the prairie and ride the rest of the way home.  I remember my first acquaintance with the fleecy white clouds that sail over head in the summer time was made as I lay flat on my back in the empty grain wagon.  Doubtless I was talking a blue streak to myself, as was my custom, when I suddenly became aware of those beautiful clouds.  It made a lasting impression on my childish mind as I thot “that’s where God live.”  This experience was very vividly recalled on May 19th, 1950 when aboard the American Stratoliner flying from Chicago to New York City, I looked down on the beautiful billowing white clouds we were flying above.  One could almost think they were in God’s element and your heart was indeed aware of “marvelous things, voices that murmur, and either that ring, in far stellar spaces where cherubim’s sing.  I am aware of the glory that runs from the core of my soul to the core of the sun.  Here in the midst of this every day air, I Am Aware.”

Chapter 2

My brother Bill or Ray as he was then called was my idol.  In my eyes he could do no wrong.  He never said a cross or unkind word to me, and I was his shadow.  My brother Jim loved to tease and being older by six year thought he was qualified to boss.  One day while Dad and the hired man were stacking the grain, I looked up and saw Ma come out of the house dressed in her “going away” clothes.  I hadn’t heard her say anything about going anywhere, but in case she was, why wasn’t I told I could go.  So gullible me rushed pel mell across the yard and took her hand.  “Ma, where are you going and can I go?”  Only to find Jim laughing down at me. I was quite taken back and very embarrassed.  

My brother Mac as a book worm.  His nose was forever in a book. It was his job to round up the milk cows.  “Yes Ma, just as soon as I finish this page.”  One night it got quite late and the page was over long, so the absent minded nearsighted Mac gets up and gets the lamp and sets it nearby on the table, and continues to read undisturbed by the fact that he had forgotten to light it.  

The spring inevitably followed the long winter and the snow would start going off and Babe (meaning me) and Mac would each arm themselves with a hoe or a sharp stick and make a river across the barnyard.  His of course was much superior, and he called it Daniel Boone.  My little river was only a tributary to Daniel Boone, and I called it Riverside.  All went well for a time until the water was less abundant.  Then the mastermind conceived the idea that if Riverside and Daniel Boone were combined, we would have a much better river.  I lost interest and after a heated and doubtless tearful argument, I gave over and my little Riverside was no more, and no doubt Daniel Boone met a like fate as the snow receded.  At any rate the river project was abandoned in favor of a marvelous circus we rigged up in the empty grainery.  We had a trapeze and a bucking saddle strung over a bar suspended by ropes from the ceiling.  I was a veritable tomboy, so the brothers called me John.  

Of course squabbles arose and Ma was invariably called upon to settle the arguments.  If she saw any justice in the case she would pass judgment and harmony would ensue, but when it was just yammering, she would start to sing “My Soul be on they guard, ten thousand foes arise” on and on verse following verse louder and louder until we would all stop our yammering to listen and before you knew it we would all join in and sing lustily.  

One by one we went across the field to the little schoolhouse.  Jim and Mac loved school and welcomed each new day that they might go to school.  Ray and I hated it and devised ways and means to escape.  Living so near the railroad, we were visited by many tramps and they often took lodging in the schoolhouse.   Mother usually boarded the schoolteacher, as we always needed money, and the teacher in this case was deathly afraid of tramps.  So she hired Jim to go over to the school house every morning and look and see if there was a tramp.  All went well for weeks and Jimmy was in his mind coining easy money when one morning we looked to see young Jim fairly flying home.  He said he opened the schoolhouse door and pushed against something soft.  He knew it was a tramp.  One came to the door one morning after spending the night in the schoolhouse to ask for something to eat.  Mother saw him coming and hooked the screen door.  The tramp laughed heartily and said don’t be scared Mrs.  This isn’t my day to eat people.  

The rally big events were the times when we all loaded into the wagon to visit Grandma Margaret McClelland Wright.  We usually went down for Thanksgiving and Uncle Sam and Uncle Joe and sometimes Aunt Jennie Wright and grandma would give us a very warm welcome.  Ten chances to one when we were well past Wheatleys and a mile or two on our way here would come old Fido the dog.  Dad would tie him up just before we left, but he would chew the rope in two, and then Dad couldn’t send him back.  He would stick with the team and be ready to follow us home, but would pick a fight with every dog along the road.  

 We had very few toys as children, but made the most of what we had and were very inventive in making our own.  Mr. Reece owned the store in Little Rock and at one time had to our eyes a very wonderful horse in the store, which we called Black Beauty.  It did not enter our head that we could buy it and take it home nor even so much as touch it with our hands, but how Mac and I did worship that horse.  It didn’t sell and eventually was stored upstairs in the store and we were allowed to go up there and admire it.   

Little Mac was sent out to stay with Grandma while I was being ushered into this world.  He was 3½ at this time and saw Uncle Joe’s grind stone and decided it would work much better if smeared with axle grease.  Another time he found Aunt Jenny’s prize cookie jar out in the sun and smashed it to bits with a hammer.  Aunt Jennie said a destructive child means a constructive man.  Another time he smashed all the newly gathered eggs against the side of the barn and when asked why, said he was telling his two’s and four’s.  However Grandma and Uncle Sam and Joe thought we were perfect.  

We only rarely saw our Grandma Winter or our Uncle Dave or Bert, and I do not recall ever having seen my Aunt Belle until we staid at her house when we moved to southern Iowa.  

Jim graduated from the country school, and so Dad got him a riding horse that they called Monty Cristo, and he went to stay with Grandma Wright and attended school in Little Rock coming home each Friday night.  

The little cabin soon got too small for us and our mother used to say the cocoon burst and let us out, and we moved to Truro in 1903.  Mother left the little cabin with nostalgia and pinned a note to the door “Tread lightly, tread lightly who crosses this threshold, for I love it still.”

The move to Clark County constitutes a new epoch in our family history.  
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Chapter 3
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“You don’t loose nothing good you ever had as long as you can do your rememberen.”  In June 1903 our Dad took the train one bright morning in search of a new home for his growing family.  The three boys were old enough by now to be able to do many things, and he thought a stock farm would be just the place.  I recall the corn wasn’t cultivated and the small grain not ready to harvest, so he could leave Mother and us kids for a week or so.  It was a novel experience to have Dad gone, for he was never away for more than a few hours at a time.  I remember following Ray back and forth as he cultivated the corn. Ray as about 13 at this time and I about 7.  Many air castles did we build of our home that was to be in southern Iowa.  Old Fan and Nell were  as sober minded and dependable as any team could be, and Dad had perfect confidence in them, but one day a stick got caught in the wheel making a popping sound and the “colts” took off across the field with young Ray holding on for dear life.  They wound up in front of their own stable door looking back over their shoulder, as much as to say “Wasn’t that fun.”  Mother’s face was chalk white, but I thought it was a lark and young Ray was cock of the walk for many a day.  Of course a seven-year-olds memory don’t point up details unless there is an outstanding incident that one’s memory retains.  I don’t recall just the home coming, but doubtless it was a red-letter day, as Dad was a very important person around our house.  I do recall the glowing tales he told of the new home in Clarke County.  He said it particularly appealed to him, as it reminded him of York State with it’s rolling wooded hills.  He told us of the eight-room house with an upstairs.  That seemed to our childish eyes a mansion compared to our tiny three-roomed cabin.  He told us of the delicious fruit we could grow, even peaches.  He said lilacs were in bloom and they reminded him of a bush that grew in his mother’s back yard in Bovina.  He brought us each a gift; mine was a little black and white shell that he told me he bought in Winterset.  He showed me how to listen for the voice of the sea and taught me a little verse that the shell sang of it’s home on the shore.  I still have the shell and keep it as one of my most precious possessions.  The following months dragged on leaden feet for the four Winter youngsters as we were so anxious to see our new home.  

I think it must have been this summer that Ma had such a wonderful “gardie” (garden) quite some distance south east of the barn.  I was always wanting to go to the gardie and she almost always took me with her unless she was in a great hurry.  Of course I saw too many interesting things along the way to make much speed.  This day she set Jim and Ray to the task of churning the weekly supply of butter.  At that time we owned what was called a barrel churn.  It was set in a frame with a lid firmly clamped on top.  In this lid there was a little glass window, you could peek through to see how the butter was coming.  She always warned the boys under no circumstances to take the lid off, and if the butter came before we got back to let the churn set.  As we were coming back with the useful baby carriage filled with vegetables, we met two crest fallen youngsters.  They said as they were churning away the lid popped off and let all the cream out on the floor.  What a mess!  The kitchen floor was made of soft pine boards several inches wide, which Ma scrubbed, on hands and knees keeping it spotless and almost white.  Many time we helped her pick splinters out of her hand from scrubbing the floor.  She cleaned up the mess with never a cross word to the doubtless careless boys.  

Ma boarded the teacher during these days.  This incident must have taken place earlier as an intelligent seven-year-old would surely know better.  In those days we had no secrets from Pa.  I told him everything interesting and much that doubtless was of little interest to any one save me.  The teacher at this time was Miss Smith.  One day Miss Smith let school out at an unusual hour and came home.  Of course, Miss Busybody must know why, so I suppose I was told she had a stomachache.  However the minute Pa came into the house he must be told;  says I “Oh Pa, Miss Smith let school out early because she got the belly ache.”  I wouldn’t remember this, if Pa hadn’t burst out laughing, and Ma and poor Miss Smith been so embarrassed.  Another teacher was Miss Early and since the cabin was small, I was required to share her sleeping quarters.  I didn’t like any of the teachers, but Miss Early least of all.  She had a most interesting strand of red beads to which was attached a gold cross.  Each night before she went to bed, she would slip the beads on their string.  I was full of questions and wanted to play with them, but was promptly put in my place.  Ma told me Miss early was a Catholic and the beads were her Rosary.  Under no circumstances was I to question or touch the beads if I should see them when she was not around.  It was a seven days mystery to me why she pushed beads on a string when she said her prayers.  

One night when we came home from school there was a strange man in the house.  It wasn’t dear Uncle Bert, nor was it Uncle Dave with the little black curls all over his head.  These uncles we rarely saw.   Of course we knew it wasn’t Uncle Sam or Uncle Joe, but whoever it was, it was some one we should know.  He seemed very much at home, and Pa was no where around.  Ma and the man seemed to share a delicious secret.  I think Jim and Ray knew at once, and doubtless Mac soon caught on, but not until he started to laugh and ask me if I didn’t want to kiss  “My Pa” did I see the point.  Pa had always worn a full beard of brown whiskers and had shaved it all off leaving only a mustache.  He had his picture taken while he still had his beard, and had it made into a pin for Ma.  I still have this pin.

Eventually the great day arrived when Ma started to pack for the long trek to Clark County.  Needless to say, she had plenty of help.  It was no small task to sort out what should be left behind, what could be spared until we were settled again, and above all to find a place for everything.  It was a happy time of anticipation for the younger members of the family.  At long last, the last dish was packed, and the beds taken down.  Mac and I were sent to stay with Grandma Wright.  None of us could bear to part with old Fido, the family dog, and Mac and I had our cats Petie and Dolly.  Dad took a carload of live stock and among them Fan and Nell.  After all the household goods were packed in the railroad car and ready to move, Mother came to stay until Dad should send her word to come.  

Chapter 4


Jim and Ray went on the car with Dad. We went to Sibley after a few days to visit Aunt Belle Turnbull and Grandma Winter.  Mother became very impatient of the delay and could finally stand it no longer, so not waiting for the "come ahead" from Dad, we embarked for Truro ‑ childlike we were off with the old and on with the new, little knowing or caring that we were leaving a place that would always hold tender memories for us. I never saw the old home in Lyon County until thirty-nine years later, when Mac and I accompanied by Malcolm went back to attend burial services for our Aunt Jennie Wright.  At this time we revisited the scenes of our childhood. I don't recall the take off that March morning in 1903 from Sibley, and the train‑ride though a very new and very thrilling experience is quite dim in my memory.  We arrived in Des Moines quite late in the evening, and Mother found no train would leave for Truro until the following day.  She located a hotel near the depot and tucked us in for the night.  I recall the following morning how Mac explored the hotel and found a sort of sitting room with a piano.  How we did beg Ma to play Smith's March, but she was afraid it would draw attention and wouldn't do it.

I don't recall much of the trip from Des Moines to Truro, but I remember when we got to Truro we found a hotel where we had something to eat and learned that Pa and the boys came in about every day to get a load of household goods from the car.  Mac and I set out to watch for them and incidentally see the town.  Was Pa ever surprised when he found us waiting there for him.  We were one happy bunch to be reunited and were soon stowed away on the load and started.  Every thing we saw along the way was a chapter from Alice in Wonderland.  Jim and Ray were full of talk telling us all the wonders yet in store for us.  The new home must have been a bleak outlook for poor little Ma as the roads had been very bad with lots of rain, and the spring break up, so that Pa had only been able to get enough stuff out to barely live with.  However the Swiss Family Robinson’s lived in a tree house, and so we felt equal to any hardship.

We only had one bed, and so Ma made pallets for us on the floor. I remember the first night in the new house very distinctly.  The dinning room had little sailing ships all over the walls and the ceiling paper was covered with coils of rope.  We were reluctant to go to bed as there was so much to see, but finally we were all upstairs wonder of wonders, and settled down for the night.  Of course we couldn't be expected to go to sleep and presently Ma heard a noise.  Dad, brave man that he was, went down stairs but found nothing out of order, and before one realized they had closed an eye, the sun was pouring in the window and our new life in Clarke County was really and truly a reality.

Ma was quite homesick for a time so far from her Mother and sister and brothers. From being "staked out on the prairie" she was now "buried in the ditches.”  It was many weeks before the last of our belongings could be assembled and I thought my precious doll, Lilley, would never get there to share my experiences with me.  Petie and Dolley the cats, were sworn enemies from the day they were let out of their cage until Dolley's pre‑mature death. Petei lived for many years and never forgot that she was Mac's special friend. Long after Mac went away to school, Petie would jump up in every strange man's lap to see if it might be Mac.  When she found out not she would stick her claws in hard.

Chapter 5

The trees were a seven day wonder to us prairie born youngens, and the creek that runs so close was a never ending source of delight, One of the first things Jim and Ray wanted to show Mac was the Kelley spring.  It was too far for a girl to walk, so said Jim, and I was under no circumstance to follow.  However I set out to keep just far enough behind and intended to be there when they finally arrived.  The wonders of the woods were far too much for me, and I was soon absorbed in a world of my own, and to this day I have never seen the Kelley Spring.
The barn with a haymow was another exciting place, and it wasn't long until we were hunting hen's nests and eventually Petie and Dolley each reared a family of kittens there. The old barn had a ladder that went up into the haymow and a little door on the west side, which opened toward the house.  When Aunt Sarah Bailey used to come from Des Moines to visit us we could always coax her up to the hay mow where she would sit on the hay and tell us breathtaking tales such as Blue Beard and his seven wives.  I never tired of hearing about the little maid that fed the kitty cream and got the key to Blue Beard’s closet stuck on her shoe and it wouldn't come off. Hard as we would try we couldn't coax Ma to join us in our story sessions. Of course Ma had her hands full with so many hungry mouths to feed.

One night at chore time, I rushed into the barn in search of excitement and was rewarded with a large order. I could hear someone groaning as though in great pain.  On investigation I found Pa flat on his back at the foot of the ladder.  A board in the hayloft floor had broken and he had plunged down head first hurting his back.  Of course I went tearing to the house for Ma.  With the combined efforts of the family he got to the house and to bed.  That was a sad and anxious household.  He suffered great pain and was unable to be up so Ma sent to Truro for Dr. Clearwater. He came and strapped him up and said nothing was wrong. I doubt he knew much about it but after many days Pa was able to be around, but was never completely recovered.  From that day Jim and Ray took over the hard work of the farm.

It wasn’t long after we arrived until a short very dark little man who talked very fast came to the door.  He told Ma he was school director and wanted to know the names and ages of the children who would be going to school.  We were soon trooping through the pastures to the little white schoolhouse on the hill.  Jim was through common or grammar school, but Pa and Ma thought it best he go too.  Our first teacher there was Tommy Hayworth.  I doubt he knew as much about the subjects as Jim.
Ray changes his name.  Ma wanted him to call himself Murray as she thought Ray was much too childish but he said no, the kids might call him Mary, and he wanted to be called William after Pa so William he gave as his name, and the people who knew him then still speak of him as William though the later generation know him as Bill.

The kids at school were a tough bunch.  Our eyes were immediately opened to all the seamy side of life.  One big bully in particular by the name or Tom Jolly attempted to rule the school and run the teacher out. Great was the excitement when he stabbed the teacher with his knife.  The young Winters wouldn't play his way nor would they back down a notch so that eventually he subsided to his own size.  How I did detest him when he tried to get all the kids to call me Maggie.

     The kids thought it extremely funny to hear us call our parents Pa and Ma.  We didn't want to call them Papa and Mamma as the Dodd kids did, and so we eventually spoke of them as Dad and Mother.

Dad bought a spring wagon to replace the old lumber wagon as a means of transportation.  It was the last word in elegance with leather upholstered seats and a shiny whip in the whip socket on the dash board which was used only for ornament though as Dad was much too kind hearted to whip anything. We soon acquired a new team of horses to replace Fan and Nell as they never became accustomed to these hills.  Maude was a Hamiltonian and carried herself with style.  She was gray in color.  Charlie had a heart as big as his legs were long but he left much to be desired in a road horse.  However they could cover the miles given time and many nice rides we took in our new conveyance.  There were church services held at Washington Center Church and S.S. and so of course we attended faithfully.  Every winter the minister would hold a two or three week’s revival at night and we never missed a session.  In later years Mac would sing in the choir and I would play the organ if pressed, (though did not enjoy it).  No one will ever know how cold our feet would get up in the choir loft far from the inadequate heating unit.  We always had a magnificent Christmas tree and program with a genuine Santa Clause with candy and toys for all.  In June we had children’s day with a program.  One Christmas Mother drilled Mac and I faithfully so we could sing "Joy to the World" like a couple of little angels.  Mac rebelled a little as he felt it might smack of sissy but she assured him Alma and Lovett Polley did it and it would be so nice.  All went well until we arrived at the church when little Macie set his jaw and said, "I won't."  I remember I wore what I thought was a lovely little pink wool dress made over from one of Isabelle’s that Aunt Nan had sent from California.  I never had an article of clothing that was bought especially for me until I was a big girl. I sang alone that night and doubtless strutted a bit.

It was probably the next summer that the circus came to Oceola.  We got wind of its coming days before hand and Dad promised he would take the boys.  I of course wanted very badly to go too, but Jim long ago conceived the idea this was a man's world and a young man like him, (fifteen perhaps) could not nor would not be by a girl.  I though so what smarty pants.  Dad will take me.  I had been barred from going a number of times when neither Mother or Dad were going, but this time I knew in my heart Dad would take me.  And so I entered whole heartedly into the plans, though was constantly reminded by Brother Jim that I was not going. The big day arrived as all big days eventually do and they began to get ready.  I started to get ready too, though my hopes were a little low when all of a sudden the lid blew. If I were going Jim was not as a circus was no place for a girl, and it was a pity in his eyes if Dad and the boys couldn't do anything without being pestered with a girl.  Well of course I suppose I would have been in the way and to keep peace Dad said if I would stay with Mother and not cry he would bring me someth1mg nice, and he and I would go alone to the very next circus that came to town.  I had met my Waterloo.  For many years I do not recall having touched such depths.  Well do I remember standing forlorn and alone watching them drive away, Jim with his tongue sticking our jeering me over his shoulder from his perch in the front seat and Dad and the other two looking straight ahead. Of course I wanted to go to the circus, but greater than all else was the fact that Pa had let me down.  We weren't supposed to cry or show any emotion and so I nursed my aching head in silence.  They brought me a balloon, candy etc. but none of it could compare to the wonders they had seen, and I had not.  I was over twenty years old before I ever saw a circus and realized how little I had missed.  Dad never knew of that heart breaking experience, but would have probably called it growing pains if he had.

It is becoming increasingly difficult now to sort out the most interesting and to you most important memories as they come thick and fast.  A child’s life from eight to sixteen is a world all in itself and those years are not to be compared with any other point along the way, especially when lived in a home such as ours.

Of course Bill has always been my other half, but as the years went by Jim grew to love his sister very dearly and nothing has ever been too good for me if it were in his power to give it to me.  One winter when I was about twelve I suffered a very severe attack of tonsillitis.  My throat was so swollen I could not swallow.   I didn't want anything to eat but Dad made a concoction he said was very superior and he called it "egg nog."  He would assure me he made it all himself and would bring it to me ice cold. It didn't taste good but I would have walked through fire to please Dad, and so I would manfully force it down though some of it would come back through my nose. The folks were much worried about me.  Mrs. Beeman fixed up a mess with potash and water for me to gargle.  No doctor was available closer than Osceola and money was almost unobtainable.  Jim knew a Dr. Douthett’s son in high school in Osceola.  He couldn't see Babe suffer so and went to this Dr. Douthett and told him about me.  He gave him an atomizer with some brown stuff to spray on my throat.  The very first treatment brought relief and when he came home the following weekend and found me much improved but the bottle nearly empty he got on a horse and rode clear to Osceola and back on a bitter winter day to get a new supply. He paid for all this out of his very meager pocket money.  Never a Christmas, birthday, or valentine day passed that he did not get me some thing nice.  He gave me many wonderful story books among them "The Five Little Peppers and How They Grew."  It was Jim who gave me my first box of chocolates.  I still have the box.  He went to work for Wes Little when a very young boy and did he work.  On Saturday we saw a very fat faced boy coming in the gate.  At first glance we did not have any idea who he was. It proved to be Jim.  They were putting up hay and he had come in contact with a nest of bumblebees.  Later he worked for Merton Kelley.  From the time he started to high school, he was self-supporting earning enough through the summer to buy books and clothing for the school year.

Mr. Ray gave the boys some iron pieces, which they used to make into a wonderful sled. In those days the snow was not removed from the roads as it is now and every farmer had a bobsled.   Great was the thrill of the first bob sled ride.  Some of the younger set had cutters.  I recall Uncle Jo had a cutter and sleigh bells, which he attached to the horses harness and as the horse, trotted the bells made sweet music.  Dad used to count on not less than two months of sleighing weather.  We would get the old soap stone good and hot on top of the stove and wrap it well in gunnysacks; then wrap fur robes around us and be "as warm as a bug in a rug."  Bill had a wonderful sled.  It was just right for two kids to sit upright.  He was always so good to his little sister and would take me in front and he would guide the sled by touching the road with his heels.  I recall I wore a warm wool hood Mother had made me with a ribbon bow on top.  Bill said he guided the sled by that bow; at any rate we would start at the top of this big hill and come flying down at breakneck speed clear across the bridge and almost opposite the house.  We also had a bobsled that Jim and Mac would ride belly bust - flat on their stomachs.  I much preferred to ride with Bill.  We used to have coasting parties when all the kids in the neighborhood would come with their sleds either here or to the Dodd hill.  When we were tired of coasting we would go in to a warm fire where our mothers would have a hot lunch prepared; then we would gather around the organ and sing Sunday school hymns.  We were all home and safely tucked in bed by ten o'clock.  Well do I remember the first moving picture I ever saw.  It was supposedly an education film put on at the Washington church.  I don't recall any of the educational part but the comedy was to us hilarious though Mother with reason was disgusted.  It portrayed a man with delirium tremors who was trying to get his cloths off and go to bed.  His umbrella sailed around the ceiling and his shoes wouldn't stay put on the floor.  Finally he got into bed with most of his cloths on and the bed walked.  It is quite remarkable how the moral of the picture completely fades from mind and the comedy remains for forty some years.

I wanted very very badly to be allowed to go with Mother and Dad to Osceola.  They only went about four times a year.  It was a long day’s journey with Maude and Charlie.  When we would finally arrive after a very early start Maude and Charlie were unhitched and put in the livery barn and fed their portion of grain that Dad had taken with him.  Then the business of the day was taken care of.  One or more of the children had to be taken to Flukes shoe store. Sometimes there was a trip to the bank, or the courthouse to pay the taxes. I had not ever been to Osceola and very much wanted to go as my brothers assured me I would most like see a "nigger."  No it was too cold or too hot or I had to go to school.  Of course it did not occur to me to cry to go. However the Littles came to dinner one day and I was telling Bessie my troubles. Says Bessie, "The next time just try crying good and hard and you'll see they will let you go." It worked.  Never did any feast before or since taste so good as the soda crackers and cheese Dad bought at the Dave Goldsmith grocery counter and we in an alcove of the store between the grocery and the dry goods department. Nor was ever water more welcome as the cold drink at the Forney well along the road on our way home.   Needless to say I did not see the mythical "nigger", and it was many trips later before I did.  Along the road was a little girl's playhouse.  I immediately set up house keeping in a marvelously constructed playhouse under the Sheep’s Nose Apple tree. No apple was ever so delicious as the Sheep’s Nose and later in the fall came the Roman Stem.  Time marches an and child hood is fleeting.

Chapter 6

School days, school days


Good old golden rule days


Readin and writin and arithmetic
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     How I hated the whole set up. I tried every way to invent excuses to keep from going to school.  Mac loved it. He would gladly have gone to school seven days a week.  One day near the close of the spring term we were all out on the play ground for noon recess when a tiny little white haired woman came walking up the road from the north.  She came into the schoolyard and asked the teacher if any of the Winter children were there.  Of course Mac and Margaret were very much there. We soon made ourselves known and were told, "This is your Aunt Jennie”.  She had been in New York State for a period of years and of course we, or at any rate I had never seen her to remember her.  She had come to Truro on the train and had walked out, only a small distance of six miles or so.  The teacher excused Mac and I, and we escorted her across the fields home.  Aunt Jennie spent most of that summer with us and took it upon herself to teach me to read.  She told Mother I was deplorably backward in reading. I 
have never ceased to thank Aunt Jennie for waking me up to the joy 
of literature.  As a reward for effort she gave me my first book - 
aside from nursery rhymes that is.  It was called "Aunt Martha's​Corner Cupboard".  I well recall the winter term was about to open. I was a firm believer in prayer and knew that with God all things were possible. I remember, little sinner that I was, I implored Him to make it impossible for Mr. Dodd to find a teacher. 
He almost did fail to find one but at the last minute he hired Mrs. Cora Squire.  We were told she was an exceptional teacher and very stern. With faith unshaken I began on another tack. "Please 
Lord couldn't I have tonsillitis or something that would make it​ 
impossible for me to go to school."  Low and behold we woke up one 
morning a few days before school was to open to find the ground completely covered with a thick glare of ice.  It was out of the 
question for a little girl to walk a mile to school and back each day.  The sleet stayed on nine weeks making it a great hardship for all concerned.  For a long, long time after that I carried a 
very guilty conscience and in future times when I asked God for individual blessings, I cautioned Him to use His own judgement 
in the matter and not take me too much into consideration.
Dear little mother undertook to teach me at home at about this time.  I was exasperatingly indifferent.  Finally in desperation 
she set her jaw and got very quiet and then I decided I better 
mind my Ps and Qs, and so I leaned over the book where she pointed, and to her horror she discovered I could not read the portion she 
indicated. It had not occurred to any one, least of all me that 
I could not see.  I was taken post haste to a traveling optician and fitted with glasses.  They helped of course, but it was not until years later that I was given a good correction for a bad case of astigmatism.  Doubtless that had much to do with my utter 
indifference to school though the school of those days was a far cry from the present educational system.  I think it highly 
possible Bill and Mac also had a vision handicap as Mac was always 
known to be what we called near sighted and not many years ago when I finally induced Bill to see my optician and he marveled he had gotten along all these years without glasses.  Be that as it may, Bill and I were definitely not interested in school, while Jim 
and Mac definitely were.  I remember the teachers were most always very young girls often no older than their oldest pupils, and sometimes more interested in the big boys than the subjects they were hired to teach. About all they needed to know was how to 
acquire the answers to the problems in Whites elementary arithmetic,
and most of them had a book called a key with all the answers solved for them.  Some smart guy must have gotten hold of the 
key and carefully copied all the answers in the back of the book. 
As I remember the book I had was so altered. It was customary for pupils leaving school to sell their books as second hand to those coming on. Well do I remember the old school house, poorly 
ventilated, poorly lighted, and very inadequately heated.  Two 
rows of seats with a desk in front of each went up each side with the stove in the middle and a long recitation bench in front facing "teacher's" desk.  Those who sat near the stove roasted on one side and froze on the other, while those who sat back simply froze.  Two usually sat at the same desk, ‑ sometimes too high, sometimes too low. The drinking water was carried from a near by farm and we drank from a dipper dipped into the pail. Sometimes in warm weather “teacher" would let some of us pass the water during school time When it was time for your class to recite the teacher would say, "The fourth reader class will now turn, rise, and pass up the isle”.  We would struggle one at a time to the long recitation bench - perhaps eight or ten of us, ranging in age from ten to twenty, and recite while the others, older or younger, remained in their seats. It was customary for older boys to go to the winter term as long as they wanted to, even though they were grown men, sometimes older than the teacher.  The teachers soon discovered they had an exceptional student in Mac. He would be so completely absorbed in his book that he would fail to hear his class called.  It wasn't long until the folks decided he was wasting time to go to country school and though we were as poor as the proverbial church mouse they managed some how to rent a room in Osceola at Miss Osmonds and furnish it for light housekeeping, and that fall Jim entered Osceola high school, and Mac on advise of the principle of the school entered the eighth grade under L.C. Smith.  Mr. Smith was one of these rare souls, a born teacher and immediately saw in this young lad the material of a student, and so gave him special attention and put him through a thorough ground work for his future education.  It was lonesome at home with only Bill and I left.  I was so sickly with sore throat and other things that I did not attend school too regularly but managed to acquire enough to get by.  Though if it were now, how different my life might have been.  However I have no regrets as I have had a very happy life, and I have no doubt the Lord planned it to a certain degree for it has been my great pleasure and privilege to make a very happy comfortable home for my parents as long as they lived and Bill and I have certainly been very devoted to eachother and very happy.

Mother taught me a great deal at home among other things some music and the art of home making.  At an early age I was taught to sew so that I can make my own cloths.

It was at about this time that a great joy came into my life in the person of Curley.  Dad and Bill went after a load of hay on a cold stormy winter day, and in the hay stack they found a very cold foot sore dirty hungry little dog. They brought him home and we gave him first of all a warm bath and treated his sore feet, then a bowl of warm    milk.  We were sure some one would come in a few days looking for him or that as soon as he got rested and his feet got well he would go on his way.  However the days passed and we grew to love him and he us. He stayed on and grew fat and playful.  We called him all the dog names we knew, but he seemed to answer to "Curley" so Curley he became.  Mother knew a few dog tricks and so asked him to speak, which he did and shake hands and roll over.  He lived to be a very old dog though we did not think him young when he came to us.

We attended Sunday school at Washington Center though it was quite some distance.  One day Eva DeLong came to S.S. and said she had a growing family which should be in S.S., and she was sure all the children in the Jones school district would attend if a school could be organized at Jones school house.  She requested that Mother come and help organize a church school.  Her expression was "Come over into Macadonia and help us." So Mother took hold. For many years she walked through the fields every Sunday morning

summer and winter to superintend or teach or play the organ. We 
had a flourishing Sunday school.  We raised funds to buy a tiny little organ and one of the men built a little cabinet where it could be put out of harms way during the week. We had wonderful 
hymn sings and used to put on children’s day programs that brought 
people from far and near. Each year we had a picnic in the near by woods.  Well do I remember one of the picnics when the table 
cloth was spread on the grass and all the good things spread out.  The little Hagan kids stuck their fingers into everything much to the annoyance of all the mammas who couldn't say a word as 
Hagan was there.  This day Curley had sneaked along though he was not supposed to. Of course all the kids wanted to pet him, and he in 
desperation dashed across the picnic table to get to me. Such a 
howl as those old mammas did make!  I was quite hurt and disgusted.  
Some times an evangelist would come and hold revival meetings in the schoolhouse. Well do I recall one night after the services 
two neighbor men got into an argument outside.  It wasn't long until it got past the word stage and they were going to resort to fists.  About this time Mother arrived on the scene.  She was a 
little person but had no fear in her heart.  So up she steps be​tween the two big angry men and lays a hand on the arm of each. 
Says she, “How can you fight after hearing such a sermon?"  The fight went out of them as though someone had turned off a light.


Well do I remember the first automobile I ever saw. It was owned by Charlie McCleur.  We knew he had a huge red "auto" but 
had never seen it.  I don't know where the boys were this night, but Dad and I were not far from the road milking when we heard 
it coming. Dad said we better get up and stand away from the 
cows, as they might be frightened. It came snorting down the hill 
with bright headlights.  It whirled past at the terrific speed of probably fifteen or twenty miles per hour.  The cows didn't even look up, but did I have a tale to tell my bright-eyed brothers.  Some time after that the grand fourth of July celebration came to Truro.  Dad by this time had acquired a top buggy and a 
span of ponies for the boys to drive. One pony was a little bay with a white star in her forehead that they called Babe. The other 
was Brownie. The buggy was painted black with yellow wheels and was the last word in elegance.  The boys all rode Babe but they 
drove Babe and Brownie hitched to the buggy.  Well of course boys were quite young men about town by this time, and I did not 
even expect to be taken along, but I did want very badly to go to Truro to celebrate. Doubtless Dad remembered the circus.  At any 
rate he rather reluctantly agreed to hitch Turk and Jenney the mule 
to the spring wagon, and he and Mother would take me to Truro.  We 
put the team in Alice Chapman’s barn on the edge of town and walked the rest of the way.  I don't remember a great deal about 
the celebration - only the band where Doss Kale and George Colley 
and other young bloods strutted around in their red band suits.  I do remember one of the pestercation Hagan kids fell off the merry go‑round and broke his arm.  Some one in the crowd owned an auto​mobile so he was taken to a doctor where the bone was "set." This man brought him home.  Of course Dad and I had to go home early to do the evening milking so started home. A mile or so out 
here comes the automobile on its return to town from Hagans. Turk and Jenney were young and foolish, and so they must crowd and push until a wheel went over the ditch bank, and the spring wagon upset.  Dad and I were not hurt but the wheel pinned Mother's ankle and she was badly bruised.  She felt sure no bones were broken fortunately, but she suffered great pain. Some one suggested wringing cloths out of hot vinegar and salt and putting them on the bruised place, and so I did that all night. She was not able to walk for several days but the hot applications relieved the pain.  


     It probably was the next "fourth" that I had my first ride in an automobile which broke down before we got back to town and had to be pulled in. The years glided swiftly by, and by this time Mac was in high school and washing dishes in Babb’s restaurants for his board and a place to sleep.  I think possibly he still had his room at Mrs. Flukes as I recall she phoned out one night to see if Mac had come home.  No he wasn't here.  Mrs. Fluke said it was long past time for him to be in his room and he hadn't come in and she was worried about him.  Mother. was a little upset of course but assured Mrs. Fluke that wherever he was, he was not into mischief.  It wasn't long until the phone rang again and it was Mac.  He said he was on his way home from the restaurant when he heard some one playing the newly installed pipe organ in one of the churches and had stopped to listen.  Jim was through high school by this time and was trying his hand at farming.  Mother used to say she had perfect confidence in her children and she knew where ever they were, they were not doing anything wrong.


     Jim took a notion to go to Wyoming. That change in climate might help his asthma. I remember I was feeling very lonely and hated to see him go very badly as he thought at that time he would locate out there and never be home any more. Well do I remember of coming in search of him and finding him lying here on the living room floor and young man that he was he was crying.  He was to leave early the next day.  I pretended to be looking at a book or something and left the room. He did not know I had noticed. He met a Mr. Crist on the train and told him of his plan to go west to farm.  Mr. Christ strongly advised him to seek higher education, and so he decided as he didn't like Wyoming to come home, and that fall he went to Chicago and entered veterinary college, later transferring to Kansas City.  It wasn't long after that that Mac was through Osceola school and went to Indianola and later to Iowa City.  I was very very fond of my brothers and invariably cried when they left to go back to school.  Mac couldn't bare to go leaving me bawling and no amount of talking did any good.  I would promise faithfully I wouldn't shed a tear and was sure myself that this time I wouldn't but the minute he started to change his cloths and pack his bag that terrible urge would come upon me, and I would think how lonesome it would be when he was gone.  At first a few tears would trickle down and the first thing I knew I was off to a good start.  One time he bethought himself of a ridiculously silly song that went something like this,  "Hunk ta lung to lu la ladey ‑ Hi a chickey why don't ya lay?"  There were several verses all about the chicken that wouldn't lay which he would sing at the top of his voice. I would get so tickled I couldn't even squeeze out a tear and before I knew it he was laughingly kissing me good bye and he would be gone. He was a great guy to work in the church and joined an evangelistic glee club that would go to neighboring towns and put on religious programs.  These usually took place during Christmas vacations, which meant of course that he could not come home.  One vacation he had written he couldn't make it home.  Of course I was quite disappointed.  One morning I got up earlier than usual.  Bill had gotten the fires started and I was going to start breakfast, and surprise Mother.  The first thing I saw near the stove was a strange pair of shoes.  Says I to Bill, "Who's shoes are those?"  He said they were his.  Says I, "Brother you aren't fooling me, their Mac's."  "Oh no" Bill said, "You know he isn't coming home”.  All the while he was talking I was making my way to what we then called the north bedroom downstairs.  When I opened the door a crack and peeped in, sure enough there was Mac laughing in glee and urging me to keep still as he wanted to surprise Mother and Dad.  Of course he might as well have requested the sun to stand still as I ran pell mell to spread the glad tidings.  For some reason the program had been canceled at the last minute and he had taken a train to Peru and caught a ride part way and walked the rest of the way through the mud and dark.  In order to get home the boys thought nothing of walking to or from Osceola.

Haley's Comet caused plenty of excitement. People were sitting outside the house all of the night gazing in the direction in which they expected to see it fall.  Some were even so excited about it they were sure this would be the end of this world.  One night the current teacher and the Dodd kids came over to sit with us atop a haystack west of the house.  The teacher’s name was Edna Robins.  She was very jolly and we had a lot of fun but did not note any unusual phenomenon in the sky.  All unbeknownst to any of us at this time a romance was in the making as years after Edna and Jim fell in love and were married.  Time passes and in the year 1925 the telephone rang one December day to announce the arrival of the first grandchild, Jane Ann.  We were all quite thrilled though Aunt Margaret had rather set her heart on a nephew.  Though in an incredibly short time little curly headed Jane had made a place for herself in our hearts none other could ever hold.

We went to Norwalk to spend‑the day when Jane was about a year old. We arrived in the midst of her morning bath. She was so adorable and knew us on sight and was so pleased to see us.  They came to visit here just about once a month in those days and little Janie grew very fond of “My gamma" and "Paw Paw".   Paw Paw, Grandpa, had his own chair that he always sat in.  If any one else was so bold as to sit down in Paw Paw's chair young Janie would say "Out Paw Paw's chair."

When a very small girl she used to cry at going home time and put both arms around my Gamma's neck.  So in order to keep peace her parents promised her she could come each Fourth of July and stay a week.  When she was about eighteen months old her Grandpa Robins had a long illness from which he died, and she spent several days with us at that time. As she grew older she and Gamma spent many summer afternoons in the magic land of make believe taking long trips in an old discarded car body.  One time she captured a toad and she and Grandpa built an intricate fence to hold it. Great was her ire to find the toad had escaped.  It was during these days that Janie had the wonderful pirate cave across the road in the woods and her imagination made up for all it lacked.  Grandma parading down the dry creek bed in the dusk calling "pieces of eight, blast my buttons" was all that was required to give it Just the right atmosphere.

Along in March 1927 the phone rang again and Grandma waited in breathless suspense to receive the anxiously awaited telegram that our little namesake, Margaret for Grandma and Louise for me, had arrived safely.  The circumstances surrounding her birth made us raise our voices to God in thanksgiving that she had arrived safely. I was still a little disappointed but after all we don't all have a namesake, and the first time they visited home with adorable chubby little Margaret Louise dispelled any vestige of disappointment.  She was a darling baby.  She remained our namesake for several years; then‑ like Bill she changed her name and no one knows her now as other than Peggy.

June 1928 brought me my hearts desire when young Malcolm Duncan Jr. came along.  There have been moments such as the time he spilled the milk when I may have wished we was a girl, but on the whole he is, and always has been, the apple of my eye.  Otherwise I doubt any other living soul could have induced me to write this story.

Jane spent from one to two weeks with us every summer until she grew up, and we saw her about once a month besides. Margaret Louise and Malcolm spent a few days with us once a year.  We loved them all very dearly, and it was an unending satisfaction to Grandpa and Grandma to see them develop and grow into such fine well-behaved children.

Chapter 7

The late thirties and early forties took their toll. Grandpa and Grandma were going into the sunset.  

"I walked a mile with pleasure and she chattered all the   way.

But she left me none the wiser for all she had to say. 

I walked a mile with sorrow and not a word said she. 

But 0h the things I learned from sorrow the mile she                         

       walked with me." 

It is extremely difficult to see a bright mind cloud and the sprightly foot falter, and know that your Mother is softly stealing away.  Her favorite was Alfred Tennyson's poem

Sunset and evening star


And one clear call for me

And may there be no moaning at the bar


When I set out to sea.

She left us peacefully and quietly, as she had lived, on May 26, 1941. We could not weep for her, for we knew she had gone to her reward and into the care and keeping of the blessed Pilot in whose care she had always relied so steadfastly.

It was a very cloudy threatening day the day we took her precious Little body‑to the cemetery.  The services at Truro were beautiful.  Esther Veltman sang "Jesus Savior Pilot Me."  The Methodist minister sang "When I Come to the End of the Long, Long Road."  Vernon White gave a beautiful and very comforting talk.  As I turned to take one last long look at her casket completely covered with the flowers she loved, a burst of sun came through the clouds, and all was turned into dazzling light and a great peace settled down on my aching heart and I distinctly heard God's Voice‑‑ "Blessed are they that mourn for they shall be comforted."  The peace that Passed understanding was mine, and I left the little cemetery with Joy in my heart.

Poor Grandpa was like a lost soul after Grandma was gone, They had rarely ever been separated in the fifty five‑years of their married life, and Grandma had been the building spirit of all our lives more or less. We took up a new life with the vacant place in the home and though we missed her earthly presence, she was very near and we often felt her spirit hovering near.

It was this summer I suffered such a severe case of infection and at one time Dr. Boden feared the outcome.  Bill had been to see the Walls, who had just moved to our neighborhood, and they gave him his choice of three tiny little black and white pups.  We went over one day, and I was particularly drawn to one in particular.  And so in due time dear little Andy came to live with us.  Andy and I loved each other from the word go, and he did much to help me through the extremely trying days of that summer. Late in the summer Mac and family came again and they took me home with them.  We had a wonderful week touring the Black Hills and a blessed few days in Miles City.  When I came home I was able to take up life once more.

Daddy failed rapidly following Mother's passing. Late in 44 and early 145 were hard days for all of us. His mind became unstable at times and his physical suffering was acute.  During the last months of his life he read the Bible through once if not twice.  He had always been an incessant reader, a great deal of fiction in the Post, but gave that up almost entirely in favor of the Bible.  On March 25, 1945 he lay down on his bed after lunch and his spirit took its flight.  We had the same service as near as possible for him as we had had for mother and layed him beside her in the peaceful little cemetery so near our home.

That left Bill and I alone in the old home that has held so much happiness and no real heart breaking sorrow.

This brings the family story up to the present and I now will end bequeath it to you Malcolm "by sod and by twig" as I used to tell you when you were a kid.

May your memories be as dear to you as mine have been to me and may God's richest blessing rest upon you always.

Aunt Margaret

July 24, 1950
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