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FOREWORD

By M.C. (Marvin) Weber


I offer this brief introduction to the following pages of family memories that were written by my dad, Reuben C. Weber. In the mid-1970’s, Dad began recording, in longhand, memories of his life’s experiences, before and after his marriage to my mother Edna. I doubt that he ever envisioned creating a book of his memories. He simply wrote about events from his earlier years as he had lived and remembered them. 


While his writings of earlier years focus more on his personal experiences within the family of Adam and Emma Weber, Dad includes various references to his brothers, sisters, and other relatives. Consequently, I believe that his recorded memories are meaningful to all Weber-Nusz families. Perhaps even more significant, Dad’s memoir provides an overview of the challenges that confronted the family of Adam and Emma Weber as they all worked toward survival.   


Now several comments:

(a)
I intentionally tried not to critically “over-edit” Dad’s writings when I organized and
assembled his original notes in a chronological format. Mainly, I focused on correcting 
misspelled words, shifting or adding missing punctuation marks, and simplifying his 
more difficult sentence-structures. I wanted to preserve Dad’s candor and original 
thoughts as he shared his life’s history.


(b)
I added selected bits of information only to clarify or to expound on a point that Dad made. I also updated some family-related information. I have enclosed my additions in bold brackets {like this}.

(c)
I purposely separated Dad’s family-living experiences in Southard (Parts 3 and 4) and his work-related experiences at the United States Gypsum Company in Southard (Part 5). I made this distinction in order to simplify the reading of his memoir. This division, however, tends to create two endings to his story.

(d)
While working with Dad’s writings, I became even more aware, and appreciative, of two strong character traits that he possessed. Dad valued details while writing his memories. Likewise, he was not adverse to hard, physical labor. 

(e)
I share this regarding Dad’s capable memory: He always had an excellent memory, from his younger years to the time he died at age 84. I am confident as to the general accuracy of his recalled memories that he has shared with us. 
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Part  One

Living  On  Our  Bliss  Farm

My dad, Adam Weber, and my mother, Emma Nusz, were married on September 6, 1905 in Watonga, Oklahoma Territory. {Oklahoma hadn’t yet become a state.} My mother was born near Marion, Kansas on February 14, 1889. She was the eighth child, of George Peter and Katherine (Wolf) Nusz. My dad was born near Russell, Kansas on June 23, 1882. He was the eighth child of David and Mary Catherine Weber.


Dad and Mamma established their first home on a farm 6 and one-half miles south and 1 mile west of Okeene. The house, with two-stories, is still there (in 1977) and it is located several hundred yards south from the northeast corner of the farm. I was born there on August 18, 1908 as the second of seven children in the family. My sister Leah, two years older than me, was also born at that place. Her birth date is August 14, 1906. My other sisters and brothers were born at other locations. They are: Harry, born December 14, 1910; Harvey, born January 5, 1913; Bernice, born August 12, 1916; Helen, born February 9, 1919; Clarence born January 23, 1921 
 


Early in 1910, rumors got out that land was selling real cheap around Bliss. So Grandpa David Weber and Fred Hoffman, who was Andrew Hoffman’s dad and Ed Hoffman’s grandpa, 
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Part  One

Living  Near  Bliss

My dad, Adam Weber, and my mother, Emma Nusz, were married on September 6, 1905 in Watonga, Oklahoma Territory. {Oklahoma hadn’t yet become a state.} My mother was born near Marion, Kansas on February 14, 1889. She was the eighth child, of George Peter and Katherine (Wolf) Nusz. My dad was born near Russell, Kansas on June 23, 1882. He was the eighth child of David and Mary Catherine Weber.


Dad and Mamma established their first home on a farm 6 and one-half miles south and 1 mile west of Okeene. The house, with two-stories, is still there (in 1977) and it is located several hundred yards south from the northeast corner of the farm. I was born there on August 18, 1908 as the second of seven children in the family. My sister Leah, two years older than me, was also born at that place. Her birth date is August 24, 1906. My other sisters and brothers were born at other locations. They are: Harry, born December 14, 1910; Harvey, born January 5, 1912; Bernice, born August 12, 1916; Helen, born February 9, 1919; Clarence born January 23, 1921.


Early in 1910, rumors got out that land was selling real cheap around Bliss. So Grandpa David Weber and Fred Hoffman, who was Andrew Hoffman’s dad and Ed Hoffman’s grandpa, 
went there. They each bought one quarter-section of land. {160 acres each}The Hoffman place had a house on it. George Hoffman, a son of Fred Hoffman, moved there to farm his dad’s place. {The town-name of Bliss was changed to Marland in 1922. E.W. Marland was a Ponca City oil man, who later served as the tenth governor of Oklahoma from 1935-39. Marland is located about 12 miles southwest of Ponca City.}

Most of the area around Bliss was ranch land and it was rather thinly populated. Much of the land was part of the 101 Ranch. There was another large ranch with land around Bliss. It was owned by a family named Van Sellers. I never knew where their ranch headquarters was located. With those two ranches so close together, there were vast acres of grassland around Bliss. 


Grandpa David Weber’s place was all grassland and it did not have a house on it so he and Grandma Weber remained living in Enid. That was why Dad and Mamma moved to Bliss, so they could look after Grandpa David Weber’s land and run cattle on the grass.


The 101 Ranch had a lot of renters scattered over their ranchlands. Dad rented two quarters from the ranch’s owners. One quarter had a house on it so we lived there. I was about 1½ years old when we moved to Bliss. {That would have been around February 1910.} Three of my mother’s brothers also moved to Bliss. They were Uncles Pete Nusz, Andrew Nusz, and Alex Nusz. At the time, houses around Bliss were scarce so Uncle Pete and his family moved in with our family for a while.


Dad raised a lot of feed on a share-crop basis. The 101 Ranch owners, rather than have their share delivered to them, brought a herd of cattle to our place during the winter. Dad then fed the cattle until their share was eaten and then the ranch hands drove the cattle to the next place, and so on. I don’t remember just how it was determined when the cattle had eaten the ranch-owner’s share of the crop.

Dad and Mamma’s rented farm house was located south of town (Bliss). Brother Harry was born there December 14, 1910. One of the things that I remember about that house was that one time our dog carried a skunk’s head onto the porch. The head was positioned on the porch floor with the nose pointing straight up. It appeared as if a skunk was coming up through the cracks in the porch’s floor. I was outside and when I saw the skunk head, it scared me badly. I yelled real loud. 


The Miller brothers owned the now famed 101 Ranch. There were three brothers---Joe, George, and Zack. I have been told the ranch consisted of 101,000 acres and that was where the ranch got its name. It seemed like the brothers had thousands of cattle, which were a sight to see. The brother Zack was in charge of the ranching operation. He had a special saddle that I really admired. 


Later, possibly in either 1911 or 1912, we moved to another farm, also owned by the Miller brothers. There was a two-room house on that place and it was located one-half mile south, 1 and one-half miles west, and one-half mile south of Bliss on the west side of the road. Brother Harvey was born at that place on January 5, 1912.

There was not a water-well on that place so Dad had to haul water with our wagon. For our livestock, he hauled the water in several wooden barrels. Dad also used several five and ten-gallon cream cans for hauling water that was used in our house. Dad hauled the water from a farm home one-half mile south and about three-fourths mile east of our place. A family named Wilson lived there. 


The Miller brothers sent a well-driller over to drill a well on our place. They paid the driller for a forty-foot well. After drilling forty feet, it was a dry hole. Dad wanted a well so bad that he paid the driller to drill deeper and after drilling the well 80 feet deep, it was still a dry hole. Dad then placed a cover over the hole and occasionally checked to find out if it had any water. The hole never did fill with water.


There was no pasture grass on that place, but the farm across the road was all grassland and was also owned by the Miller brothers. So Dad rented part of it for pasture. He had to fence the part that he rented. There was a nice pond on that place. That pond was still there in September 1969, when Edna and I drove through the area.


One year when we lived on that farm, the green bugs ate all the wheat and oats. Dad then planted kaffir corn and produced 1600 bushels. In those years, the heads had to be cut off by hand. They were then thrown into a wagon and hauled from the field. The heads were stacked and later threshed. 


During the summer of 1913, we moved to another farm, again owned by the Miller brothers. It was located one-half mile south and one-half mile west from Bliss on the north side of the road. Sister Bernice was born there on August 12, 1916. 


The farm had a three-room house with a well about four feet from the back door. The water had to be drawn out with a bucket. Dad cemented an area from the house’s back door out beyond the well, similar to a patio floor of today. There also was a well located near the barn. While living at that place, I became interested in fishing, hunting, and trapping fur animals. I went with Dad on many rabbit-hunting trips. He also trapped during the winter months and I often went with him to check his traps. Dad hitched a team of horses to our wagon and we rode in it through the large pastures and along creeks where he had set traps.


Our rented farm had a nice pond with fish. That was where I first began fishing. We didn’t have rods and reels, nor cane poles. Our fishing poles were willow limbs cut from the willow trees around the pond. We blackened the lines with pitch so the twine would last longer.


One day while fishing at the pond, I hooked a fish so large that I could not pull it out of the water. Brother Harry was fishing near me and he dropped his pole and came to help me pull the large fish out of the water. That started my lifelong interest in fishing. Since that day I have spent many hours at water’s edge hoping to catch another large one. When thinking back on that moment, I now realize that first large fish was not really so large. It was just that I was not big enough to pull the fish out of the pond. 


I also learned to swim in that pond. During the summer months, we kids made daily trips to the pond to wade the shoreline, and then later we learned to swim there.


While we lived on that farm, I began my first year of school. I was only five years old. Sister Leah did not start school until she was seven years old. She would not go by herself so I had to go with her. The way I remember it, I did not do any studying at first. I just went with her. My learning and studying began gradually. Neither of us could speak English as we had seldom been around English-speaking people. I still wonder how the teacher got along with us.


I knew my teacher only as Miss Lettie. I still have a valentine that I got from her. The school house was a two-room building that was constructed of wood. It had a north room and a south room with a hall between them. The entrance was on the west side. I still have a picture of the school children and the teacher taken in front of the building. Miss Lettie taught in the north room and a man whose name I can’t remember taught in the south room.


During cold weather, it got so cold in our room that we had to gather around the stove in trying to keep warm. There wasn’t much studying done when it was that cold.


One summer, area men added two rooms on the east side of the school building. Another north room and another south room. The workers did not complete the north room. The partition between the new rooms consisted of wide doors that opened by raising them straight up into the attic.


At that time, I could not understand why they had three doors, but now I think that room was to be a recreational room, possibly a basketball court. With the doors open, spectators could sit in the south room and watch the game.


Workers also installed a heating unit in the school. They first dug a basement under the building and they left the dirt walls just as they were, unfinished. A furnace was then installed. It was double walled and had a large pipe leading to each room to deliver heat. Coal was used for fuel. 


During really cold weather, the heating unit was ineffective. It still got very cold in the classrooms. {There wouldn’t have been an electric blower to distribute the hot air.} Too cold to study or to conduct classes. During such cold weather we went to the basement and gathered around the furnace to keep warm. We took books along, but there was little or no studying done. There was no electricity and no outside windows in the basement. Kerosene lanterns were lit. There were no desks and no chairs to sit on. Most of the time we just idled the day away until it was time to go home.


There was an old barn on the school ground. It was built of rusty sheet-metal with the south end open. Inside the barn, there were eight single stalls. My teacher and the children from several families rode to school in buggies. Two brothers, Guy and James Gilmer, came to school in a horse-drawn cart. Other kids rode horses and some put their horses in the old barn during the day. Most children walked to school. Leah and I were the only students that lived west of town so we had no one to walk with.


Uncle Pete and Uncle Andrew moved back to Okeene. George Hoffman and his family also moved off his parents’ farm. They rented a place joining our farm on the west. It was also owned by the Miller brothers. The Hoffman’s had two school-age children. So from then on, Leah and I had someone to walk with when going to school. 


Uncle Alex also quit farming and moved to town. He kept one horse and one set of harness, thinking that he might some day farm again. He did, several years later, northwest of Enid. 


The only time that I can remember seeing Grandpa David Weber’s farm was when I went there with Dad after a load of hay. While we were there, I could see a small town several miles away. I asked Dad what town it was and he said it was Otoe. But now I don’t remember which direction we were from town. {Otoe, named for the local Otoe Indians, was located about 6 miles south of Bliss. The Otoe post office was discontinued in 1917.}  

Red Rock Creek ran several miles south of our farm where we lived southwest of Bliss. Fishing was good on that creek. I remember the creek as being a nice stream of water, wide enough so that we got our feet wet whenever we crossed it. I later heard that the water became polluted from all the oil wells in the area. 


The Miller brother’s 101 Ranch headquarters was located 3 miles north from where we lived at that time. We made many trips in our wagon to the headquarters’ store. The Miller brothers employed many people to help operate their ranch. At the site where the headquarters was located, there were many small houses where ranch employees lived. The ranch also employed many men on horses to look after the cattle and the fences. At the time, we called them cowboys. I guess that is what they were.


Some of those cowboys pulled dirty tricks on the farming people who rented land and lived in the area. One time one of our horses was missing. Dad found it at the far corner of our pasture, tied to a fence post. One other time several of the ranch’s cowboys took down our fence, then entered our pasture and chased our cattle. Dad had a hired hand at that time. The fellow got on his horse and rode out there to see what the cowboys were going to do. Those men had a cow roped, and when they saw Dad’s hired man coming, they tried to get the rope off. But our hired man got too close, so the cowboys got on their horses and rode off. They left their rope on the cow and Dad kept it.


I remember the ranch’s general store served ice-cold lemonade. I sure enjoyed it because we seldom had lemonade at home. And when we had lemonade, we drank it without ice. I don’t recall what the store charged for the cold lemonade. It was kept in a tank under the counter. The tank had a large lid for easy access. The lemonade was dipped out of the tank with a long dipper and then poured into glass tumblers for serving. The store had a lemon-juicing machine that was mounted on one end of a frame seemingly about two feet long and two feet wide. The machine was operated by a hand-crank. The man who did the cranking was seated on a stool. He cut a number of lemons in half and then placed half a lemon at a time in the juicer. He placed a glass container below the juicer to catch the lemon juice. When the container was full he poured the juice into the tank under the counter, along with a certain amount of water. Then he placed a large chunk of ice in the tank. I don’t know how much sugar was added.


The Miller brothers lived in a large house located on the headquarters’ site. They named their house the Little White House. Behind the house, there was a large orchard. We went there during the summer for fresh fruit. The Miller brothers also owned a circus, which they kept at the headquarters during the winter months. They kept their circus animals in small pens, similar to those in a zoo. We visited there several times to see the animals.


Pecans grew wild on the ranch lands around Bliss. Each fall, we gathered pecans and stored enough to eat all winter. Every winter Mamma made a trip to Okeene to visit relatives. She always took a trunk-full of pecans and sold them in Okeene to help pay her expenses of the trip. I remember going with her on only one trip. Usually, I stayed home with Dad. As I remember, he made only one trip to Okeene while we lived near Bliss. I went with him on that trip.


Bliss was located on the Santa Fe Railroad about 15 miles southwest of Ponca City. Dad and I got on the southbound train in Bliss and rode to Perry. There we stayed overnight in a hotel. The next day we rode the Frisco train to Enid where we changed trains, but still the Frisco, and went on to Okeene. I don’t remember how long we stayed there. We made the return trip in reverse order. We arrived back in Bliss in the evening just after dark. It was raining and we had to walk home in the rain.


During the times when Mamma was visiting in Okeene and I stayed at home with Dad, I walked the one mile to school, alone. Sometimes Dad, rather than fix my lunch, would give me two fresh eggs in a paper sack to take with me into Bliss. I sold the two eggs at the store before going on to school. Then at noon, I returned to the store to buy something to eat for lunch. I remember getting 10 cents for the two eggs, so they must have been sixty cents a dozen unless the store man just gave me ten cents so that I could buy lunch.


There was a wooded area south from where we lived. I don’t know what kind of large trees they were. But I remember going there with Dad to pick wild plums that grew near those tall trees. 


One day a lone buffalo came through our pasture. It seemed to be traveling through the area. It walked fast and part of the time it trotted. The buffalo went south and paid little attention to the surroundings. When the buffalo came to a fence, it either jumped over or wiggled through some wires that were loose. At the time, I thought it was a wild buffalo, but I later learned there were no more wild buffalo in 1913. So the buffalo must have been owned by the 101 Ranch and it had gotten loose.


I don’t remember the very first car that I saw. The first cars that I do remember were all open cars and they did not have any doors. We had a neighbor that was a well-off farmer. He had one of the first cars around Bliss. I remember the first time that I rode in his car. The farmer picked us kids up on our way home from school one afternoon and dropped us off at our house. 


Later, when a newer model car with doors came out, the farmer bought one right away. The headlights on those cars burned kerosene and they had to be lit with matches. Ford Motor Company later came out with a car that had an extra set of lights, one on each side just below the windshield, where spot lights are located on some of our present-day cars.


Cars traveled mighty slow in those days, but one time I saw a car turn over. We were returning in our wagon from the 101 Ranch’s store when the car approached in front of us. The car began swerving, ran off the road, and turned over. We watched it fall. The car had no top and no doors. So everyone fell out, a man and his two sons. One of the boys was driving for the first time. No one was badly hurt.


For a while, our mailman delivered mail to our box while riding a motorcycle. I admired it and hoped that I could own one someday. But I never did.


I remember the first soda pop that I ever drank. Our folks did not let us know there was such a thing until that day. We had gone into Bliss in our wagon and our folks bought groceries. Then we all got in the wagon to go home. Dad and Mamma hesitated for a little while. They were talking about something in low voices. It was then that they decided to get some pop for us. Dad went to the drug store and got each of us kids, Leah, Harry, Harvey, Bernice, and me, a bottle of pop. He also got a bottle for Mamma and one for him. I believe that first bottle of pop was the best that I ever tasted. It was grape flavored. We sat in our wagon in the hot summer sun while we drank our pop.


The town of Bliss was located one-half mile south and one-half mile east from the railroad depot. The school was located in the eastern part of town. A man operated a hack between the depot and town. That horse-drawn carriage looked much like a stage coach except the hack was a lot smaller. The hack’s driver also carried mail to and from the train depot.


While we were living near Bliss, the decision was made to relocate the town. The new location would be closer to the depot. A farmer in the area owned a threshing machine that was operated with a steam engine. (The steam engine had wheels, similar to a tractor.) The man then got a house-moving rig and began moving buildings from Bliss to the new site, pulling the rig with his steam engine. All the buildings in the town were built of wood and they were not situated against each other. That made it easier to move them, one at a time. As I remember it, there were two grocery stores; one was operated by a H.L. Derry. There was one hardware store operated by a Mr. Clark and one drug store operated by a Mr. Morrison. There was also a lumber yard, a hotel, a blacksmith shop, an ice house, a bank, the post office, and the school building.


There was an abandoned blacksmith building that served as a home for the Ben Hendricks’ family. Mr. Hendricks was nearly always out of work. He tried to make a living with a wagon and a team of horses that he owned. But through the winter months, he found little or no work. There wasn’t any state-aid at that time so the family had to make it as best as they could. They tried to live where there was little or no rent to pay. Sometimes when they were at our place and left, Mamma sent food home with them. Mostly it was our farm produce such as milk, cream, eggs, home-grown vegetables, and sometimes a chunk of meat.


That blacksmith-building in which the Hendricks’ lived was not tightly enclosed. There was no ceiling and there was a dirt floor. The building had a large door on rollers at the front which didn’t fit tight. During the winter months, the building became very cold. Mr. Hendricks then hauled straw and spread it over the dirt floor in trying to keep the family warm. They had four children. Three were school-age and one was pre-school age. The family couldn’t afford shoes for him. So when they went somewhere during the winter, the parents carried the boy to and from their wagon.


We neighbored with them a lot. Many times when they came to our place, Dad would play the violin. Mr. and Mrs. Hendricks, Mamma, and Dad would sing. They sang only church songs.


Church services were held upstairs over the drug store in Bliss. There was an outdoor wooden stairway at the back of the building. We all attended church regularly. Mamma was baptized in a creek 1 and one-half miles west of Bliss when she became a member of that church. Dad didn’t join at that time. When the weather permitted, our family walked to church on Sunday mornings, but for the evening services we went in our wagon. 


One time, Dad got me a watch and a watch fob. I still have the fob. I was proud of the watch and I wore it on my trousers when I went to church. Some school programs were also held above that drug store.


After the wheat harvest in 1917, Dad decided to move back to Okeene. By that time all the business buildings in Bliss had been moved to the new location. But the houses and the school hadn’t yet been moved.


In preparing for our move back to Okeene, Dad had an auction sale. He sold about 25 head of cattle, several horses, hogs, some household furnishings, and farm equipment. Dad then shipped a number of household items and some livestock to Okeene in a boxcar. He spent several days loading the boxcar. He shipped several cows, one hog, a grain binder, a plow, one wagon, several sets of harness, some chickens, some guineas, and some household furnishings. After Dad had the boxcar loaded, he took Mamma, Leah, Harvey, and Bernice to the depot in the wagon. They made the trip to Okeene on the train. 


Harry and I then made the trip to Okeene with Dad in a covered wagon. We took with us seven horses: two were hitched to the wagon, three were tied to the rear of the wagon, and two colts followed. Two dogs also chased along. I had some pigeons that I did not want to leave behind and Dad was lucky enough to catch a pair of young ones. I put them in a closed box and took them along in the wagon. We also took oats in the wagon for the horses and we had hay in the wagon for us to sleep on. Also some bedding and food for us. Dad bought a large ham that we ate during our trip to Okeene. We made it to Billings the first day. {about 15 miles} A bad rain storm came up just as we got to town. There was a livery barn in Billings so Dad put the horses in the barn. We slept in the covered wagon. It rained nearly all night, but the canvas cover on the wagon shed the water. We didn’t get wet. The next morning we continued on our trip to Okeene.


From the time we left Billings until we got to the Cimarron River north of Okeene, I am not clear just which roads we took. There were no marked roads. We traveled south and west.


Dad’s brother Henry farmed northwest of Enid, but Dad didn’t know where Uncle Henry lived. Luckily, we met him along the way. Uncle Henry was in a buggy on his way to town. After meeting us, he turned around and we all went to his home. We stayed two nights at Uncle Henry’s, and then we continued on our trip.


Between Billings and Okeene, the only town we went through was North Enid. I don’t have the slightest idea which roads we took as we did not go through Enid, Lahoma, Meno, or Ringwood. I also don’t remember exactly how many days it took us in getting to Okeene.


After crossing the Cimarron River north of Okeene, it was Dad’s hope of making it to Okeene before bedding down for the night. As it was early in the evening, we stopped several miles south of the river, unhitched the horses, and fed them. We too ate. Then we harnessed the horses again and continued on our way.


Darkness soon overtook us, but we went on. When we approached Deep Creek north of Okeene, we found out there was no bridge across it. Dad took the kerosene lantern and walked down to the creek’s edge to get a better look at the water. When he came back to the wagon, he said that he did not want to drive into the creek water in the dark. So Dad turned the wagon around and he drove north a short distance away from the creek. There we bedded down for the night. The next morning, Dad drove the wagon through the creek water with no problems and we went on to Okeene. 


Grandpa George Peter Nusz operated a combined feed and grocery store on the west side of Main Street where the Knights of Columbus Hall is now located. There were hitching posts along the street and Dad tied the horses to one of the posts. We went into the store and greeted Grandpa Nusz. He gave us soda pop and candy. After a brief visit, we drove out to the farm (owned by Grandpa Nusz) that would be our future home.


The farm was located three miles south and one-half mile east of Okeene. Mamma, Leah, Harvey, and Bernice were already there. The house had a telephone and Dad had called Mamma while we were in Grandpa Nusz’s store. Mamma had been concerned about our whereabouts on account of our late arrival. Nobody had known that we had met Uncle Henry along the road and had stayed two nights with him. As it was, everything turned out alright. 


The boxcar from Bliss, with our belongings and livestock, had already arrived in Okeene before we got there. Several of our relatives had unloaded the boxcar and they had everything moved to the farm. 


Mamma’s brother, John Nusz, had farmed the place up to the time we returned from Bliss. It must have been a good year for gardening because when he moved off, Uncle John left the remains of his garden for us. I remember there were watermelons and cantaloupes, which were sure hard to grow in that area.


In later years, I heard Dad say that it was August 20th when he began plowing the fields for the next year’s wheat crop after we settled-into Grandpa Nusz’s farm home. So it must have been about August 18 or 19 in 1917 when we arrived at the farm from Bliss. Sister Helen was later born there on February 9, 1919. And Brother Clarence, the youngest of our family, was born on that farm on July 23, 1921.

Part  Two

Living  On  Our  Okeene  Farm

We had not lived on the Okeene farm very long until Dad bought the farm from Grandpa Nusz for $6,500. Grandpa Nusz did not ask for a down payment. He only asked for a payment each summer after the wheat was harvested, just whatever Dad could pay. The first summer after Dad bought the farm, he paid Grandpa Nusz $1000. The next summer he paid another $1000. Those two payments left a balance of $4500 to be paid. Before the next summer, Grandpa Nusz passed away (April 15, 1920).


Grandma Nusz was not the same sort of easy-going person as was Grandpa Nusz. Dealing with her in paying off the farm debt was more difficult. After Dad harvested the next wheat crop, Grandma Nusz wanted the entire balance paid off. Dad was forced to borrow the $4,500 to pay her off. He borrowed the money from the Gumm Brothers in Oklahoma City, paying a $250 fee to get the loan for five years at 5 ½ percent interest. Then after the first five-years expired, if the loan was not paid off another $250 fee would be charged along with the 5 ½ percent interest that would extend the loan for another five years. 


Farming in those early years was all done with horses. Farm equipment was entirely different from equipment used today. We used disc plows for dry-land plowing. A two-disc plow was pulled with four horses and a three-disc plow was pulled with six horses. Moldboard plows were used for wet-land plowing. They had a shear at the bottom for cutting the ground loose and a curved plate above for turning the ground over as the plow was pulled by the horses. We called them one-bottom plows. It took three horses to pull one. We usually plowed with two of them at the same time. Moldboards are still in use today, but they are not like those small ones that we used.


I remember one time when I helped Dad plow some ground that was to be used for oats. It was in the winter during the Christmas holidays. We were using those moldboard plows. It was real cold. I was quite small so Dad put some straw in a sack and tied it on the seat for me to sit on, but my feet hung down and got cold. I got so cold that I could hardly stand it. Dad then went to the house and got a blanket. He had me to sit on the seat and he wrapped the blanket around me, the seat, and all. I also wore gloves and a sheep-lined coat with the collar turned up. I then began plowing.


It worked pretty well until I got the harness reins mixed up and I turned the corner too short, which caused the plow to turn over. I dropped the reins, so I could not stop the horses. They dragged the overturned plow and me, wrapped in the blanket. I could not get loose. Dad wasn’t far away. He came running and stopped the horses. I wasn’t hurt. We up-righted the plow and I kept plowing. 


Work on the farm in those days was plentiful and it was all hard work. When I was too young to work in the field, Dad had me to put hay in the manger and oats in the trough for each horse. That way when he unhitched at noon and evening the horses could begin eating as soon as they got to the barn. 


We kept our hay in outdoor stacks as the barn had no loft. We had a large hay knife that we used as a saw for cutting hay from the stack. By using this knife we could cut through part of a stack, leaving the rest of the stack undisturbed until needed. We usually cut through the stack at a point about four feet from the end of the stack. When we got to the bottom, we than began cutting at the top again about four feet from the end, and so on until the stack was all used. We never cut any more hay loose than we needed at one feeding. That way the hay stayed fresher for the livestock.


We, as did most farmers, planted about 20 acres of oats, a few acres of barley, and a few acres of kafir corn or Sudan grass each year. Every farm also had natural pasture land. Those pastures varied in size. The rest of the land on each farm was planted to wheat, except during years of wheat failure. Then most anything was planted to replace the wheat.


During those years of wheat failure, we usually planted corn, kafir corn, maize, or federita, which was another type of sorghum grass. Corn never grew very well on our area farms because the soil wasn’t suited for growing it. We usually turned our livestock in and let them eat what they wanted of the corn. When we raised kafir corn, maize, or federita, we always fed those grains to the livestock and our chickens, except for that big crop of kafir corn that we raised on our Bliss farm.


In 1925 and 1926, we planted ten acres of cotton. It made a light crop, but it was better than nothing. I believe farming methods in those days kept supply and demand in balance. There were many acres on each farm on which crops were raised, but never sold. Farmers fed those crops to their livestock and poultry.


Besides farming the home place, Dad usually rented more land in our surrounding area. For several years, we farmed two quarters that were 9 miles from home. {Two quarters contained 320 acres.} The farm was located 2 miles south and 7 miles east of Okeene. On that place, there was an abandoned school building that we boys used to live in while farming there. Brothers Harry, Harvey, and I took six horses, oats, a load of hay, and food for us when working that rented farm. Harry and I did the farming. Harvey did the cooking. We took some live fryer chickens along and we turned them loose at the place. We then caught one or two each day and Harvey fried them for our dinner and supper.


Prior to farming that rented land, we had farmed land closer to our home place. For a number of years after returning from Bliss, we farmed land that joined our place on the west. That land extended from the western edge of our farm to No. 8 Highway, 3 miles south of Okeene. I remember one summer when we plowed that entire quarter-section with a two-disc plow and four horses. We didn’t use the same four horses all summer as we rested some horses while we worked others.


For several years, we also farmed 80 acres one-fourth mile north from the eastern edge of our home place. That land was located along the south edge of the present-day Ebenfeld Cemetery. 


Now when I drive by our home place (in 1980), I think of all our plowing that we did with horses during the 1920’s and I wonder how we ever got it done. 

In those years, most wheat was cut with binders and then shocked. After the shocks dried, the wheat bundles were then loaded by hand onto a bundle wagon, which was similar to a hay-rack, and then hauled to the threshing machine. The bundles were fed into the threshing machine, one bundle at a time. {A binder was a two-wheeled implement that had a large reel of wooden paddles. As the binder was pulled across a field of wheat with horses, the reel of wooden paddles rotated, pulling the growing stems of wheat into a cutting blade on the binder. The binder’s mechanism then automatically pressed the cut stalks into small bundles and tied each with twine. Those tied bundles were then pushed from the binder, forming small piles on the ground. A man walked behind the binder and gathered several wheat bundles. He then stood them upright, close together, in circular piles that were called wheat shocks. Usually 20 to 30 bundles were used in making each shock. Those wheat shocks were similar to our more familiar corn shocks. After the shocked wheat had dried, which took several days, the bundles were ready to be threshed. The threshing process (done by a threshing machine) separated individual grains of wheat from the stems (the straw) similar to the operation of modern-day combines.}

One man could shock as much wheat as one binder could cut and bundle as the binder was pulled across the field. A middle-sized threshing machine was capable of threshing about 1000 bushels of wheat in one day. A machine of that size required six bundle-wagons with one man on each wagon. Each wagon driver would unload his wagon at the threshing machine, but two men were kept in the field to help reload the wagons. 


It was dangerous to drive up to the thresher to unload the bundles. It was easier to unload by driving as close as possible, but the belt pulleys were exposed and were easily hit with the corner of the wagon. It was more dangerous to unload on the main-belt side of the thresher because a careless worker could easily stick a pitch fork into the moving belt. When that happened, the fork would fly away, 50 feet or more, but I never heard of anyone being injured that way.


Some farmers, after their wheat shocks had dried, began stacking the bundles in the threshing area, while they were waiting for a threshing rig. That stacking was done to save money as the threshing crew then didn’t have to gather the bundles from the field. All the stacking was done by hand. We also did this several times on our farm. 


For the harvest of 1923, we stacked our bundles. Dad did the stacking. Brother Harry and I threw the bundles up to him. But when the stack got high, we were unable to throw them to the top. I was two years older than Harry and it was up to me to get the bundles to the top. To make it easier for me, Dad built a tiny platform on the high side of our bundle wagon for me to stand on. The platform was only about 2 feet square and 4 feet high in size. I stood on the platform and luckily I never did fall off. Such hard work was done just to save a few pennies per bushel when the wheat was threshed. {Reuben was 14 years old during that harvest.}

In the summer of 1924, after we had all our family’s wheat cut and shocked, I hitched a team of horses to our bundle wagon and followed a local threshing rig. I remember my extra threshing work started that summer on June 27 and ended on August 3. I believe that I remember those dates because during that period of time I did some of the hardest work of my entire life, considering my age. {Reuben was 15 years old at that time} 

A threshing day lasted from daylight until dark, six days per week, as we shut down on Sundays. I took along a quilt and a pillow, which I kept in a burlap sack. I kept the sack with me on the bundle wagon so that I would have my bedding to sleep on at night. Sometimes I left my quilt and pillow at the farmer’s house when we knew that we would be there the coming night. 
Usually when we were nearly through with one field at sunset, the rig owner asked us to stay and finish it even though darkness would set-in. When that happened, a car was driven up to the threshing machine and parked with its headlights on so that we could see to continue threshing. 


One time in a case like that, I was the last one to get my wagon unloaded. Being in a strange place and slowed by darkness, I had trouble finding the farmer’s home. I had to go through a gate to get to the house. So when I came to a fence, I got off the wagon and walked along the fence until I found the gate. I finally made it to the house. 


Sometimes threshing crews had to find a place to sleep in the dark. Most of the time, the workers slept on the ground in the farmers’ backyards. When a bundle wagon was empty at quitting time, it was usually pulled to the backyard and the men would sleep in it. If a straw pile was nearby, some men would sleep there. Another common sleeping method was to spread straw on the ground and bedding was then placed on the straw.


When rain storms came up at night, all those men sleeping outdoors began looking for a dry place. Men went to a barn, equipment shed, granary, or any out-building to sleep the rest of the night. I remember climbing into a hayloft in a barn in which I had never been before. And it was total darkness. Men often slept in a building even though they didn’t know what was in the building. When longer periods of wet weather moved in, those men who lived nearby went to their homes. Men who came from farther away stayed at the farm where they were threshing the wheat. Their meals were furnished as long as they were employees of the owner of the threshing rig. 


Some owners of threshing rigs had what was called a cook-shack. It was a small one-room building set on the wheels and running gears of a wagon. When moving the shack, two horses were hitched to it and they pulled the shack as a wagon would be pulled. The cook shack was used as an eating place for threshing crews. Usually two women were hired to do the cooking and they slept in the shack at night. The cook-shack was equipped with cooking and dining ware. In my days with threshing crews, a kerosene stove was used for cooking. Two tables were attached to the inside walls, one on each side, running the length of the shack. Long benches were used to sit on while eating. The entrance door was at the rear with the kitchen area at the front of the wagon. There were window-openings almost the full length of each side. Those openings were screened, but there was no glass. There were small wooden, hinged flaps above the openings that could be flipped over the openings in case of rain. 


Some threshing-rig owners did not have those cook shacks. They made deals with the farmer whereby the farmer’s wife did the cooking and feeding of meals to the crew. In such cases a farmer then got his wheat threshed a little cheaper than when a cook shack was used.


Straw from all the threshed wheat at one location was placed on one pile. Farmers saved the straw to feed to their livestock throughout the winter. When wet weather set in, all livestock were removed from the winter wheat and put in a grass pasture where they had to be fed while off the wheat. Most farmers put hay in their feeders every morning and evening. Livestock could then have access to the hay anytime they wanted it.


Many farmers placed a straw pile along side their pasture and then they placed a fence around the hay stack with a gate that opened into the pasture so livestock could access the hay from the pasture. Cattle and horses would sometimes eat into a straw pile, making sort of tunnel that might extend into the stack as far as 12 or more feet.


Some farmers built large feeders out of lumber and then hauled straw to them. Straw was also used in building shelters for livestock. Long posts were set in the ground, forming the size or shape of an enclosure with a gate or entry on one side. Woven wire was then nailed onto the posts, making it into a small pen. Another similar pen was then built around the first pen. The second pen was about a foot from the first pen. The space between the two pens was then crammed full of straw. Woven wire was stretched across the top of the enclosed pen and straw was piled on top, making a warm shelter for most any farm animals during the winters. Those shelter-pens lasted no longer than it took the straw to rot.


Nearly all grain was stored for a while on the farms where it was threshed. The grain was scooped into wood storage bins by hand. The grain wagons had to be unloaded as fast as they were filled at the threshing machine. Several farmers usually helped each other in scooping the grain. By helping each other, they did not have to hire extra help.


During my early years of farm work, there were no trucks for hauling threshed grain. When trucks became available, most farmers in our area did not have their grain trucked anyway because it cost extra money. Each farmer hauled his own grain to the elevator in his grain wagon after threshing was finished.


In the summer of 1926 after our farm’s threshing was over, I hauled 50 loads of wheat to the elevator with our wagon and team of horses. Most of the time, I hauled two loads per day, but sometimes I hauled three loads. By hauling only two loads, it was a rather short work-day and three loads took too long as I would finish after dark. 


As long as I was going to school, I did not get to keep the money that I earned from working with the threshing crew on our farm. The amount that I earned was subtracted from the amount that Dad owed for getting the wheat threshed. 


We usually milked five to seven cows every morning and every night. We had a hand-operated cream separator that we used to separate the cream from the milk. After milking and separating, the calves had to be fed. We also kept a lot of chickens plus some ducks, geese, and turkeys. We always had several hogs. And Dad usually kept from six to eight horses and twelve to fifteen head of cattle. All had to be fed.


During the school year, our milking, feeding, and other chores had to be completed early enough so that we kids could get to school on time. We attended the rural school of Arapahoe, District No. 19, which was located 4 and one-half miles south of Okeene on the west side of No. 8 Highway. From our place, the school was one-half mile west and then 1 and one-half miles south. Arapahoe School was a one-room building. All eight grades were taught in that one room. 


The school’s name was spelled with an extra “e”. I don’t know why because the Arapaho Indian tribe doesn’t include the final “e” in their spelling. The building is still located at that site and it is used for community activities by the area farm families (in 1977). {The Arapahoe School building was later moved into Okeene and is now located near the Okeene city-office complex. The school building is part of a historical display.}

In those years, each rural school district consisted of an area 2 miles wide and 3 miles long or 6 square miles. School started at 9:00 a.m., but our teacher rang the bell for about five minutes at 8:30 a.m., as would the teachers at other rural schools. It was a reminder to the students as to how fast they had to walk in order to get to school by 9:00. On our way to school we could hear the bells of several other schools in our neighborhood. The farm population in our area was quite large so Arapahoe School had forty or more students at the time we attended. 


It was quite difficult for children to attend school every day. Parents didn’t press for perfect attendance. There were no school buses, and in bad weather many parents kept their children home. Sometimes in such weather, the older students attended school and the younger ones stayed home. Students were given one-fourth day off for each month of perfect attendance and it was cumulative. One time Josh Grimes and I decided to attend school regularly for two months so that we would each have one-half day off from school. We accomplished that, but since it was in December and January, we spent our one-half day hunting rabbits. We took our guns to school that morning, attended until noon, and then we went hunting that afternoon.


I don’t remember Dad ever taking us to school while we attended Arapahoe School. I do remember him coming after us a few times in the grain wagon. I can remember several times walking to school on frozen ground. Then during the day the ground thawed and it was a muddy mess going home after school. In the fall when school started, many children, including me, went to school bare-footed. Then after school on our way home, the ground was sometimes so hot it was nearly impossible to walk on it. We walked fast until we found shady spots, which were usually among tall weeds in the ditch. 


When I became old enough to handle horses, we kids sometimes rode to school in our buggy. We didn’t go in the buggy every day because we had to take oats and hay for the horse. That meant more feed was eaten than if the horse was left home where he could graze in the pasture. It was also a lot of trouble because it took time to drive the horse into the barn every morning for hitching him to the buggy.


Leah didn’t like school and she didn’t attend regularly. So she didn’t pass to the next grade every year and I caught up with her. When we were in the seventh grade, our teacher, believing that Leah probably wouldn’t attend school another term, asked her to take the eighth-grade examination so that she could be listed as an eighth-grade graduate. At that time, all pupils in the seventh and eighth grades had to take what was called a county examination. The form of examination given at Arapahoe was for only the rural schools. County examinations were also given to schools located in towns, but they were a different form of exam. 


Each examination at Arapahoe consisted of 10 to 20 questions covering each subject taken with a time limit for completing the exam. The County Superintendent selected a teacher in each school to conduct those exams.


Rural schools had only seven-month terms whereas town schools had nine-month terms. Rural schools usually ended their terms during the last week in March or the first week in April and the county exams were given about the middle of May.


Leah decided to take the eighth-grade exam and she talked me into taking it with her. A neighbor Harvey Weber (not our brother Harvey) was a classmate and he also decided to take the exam. The three of us then went to Okeene on the specified day to take the exam.


Pupils who failed to pass every subject on the exam were given a second chance. Another examination date was set and pupils that failed any subject-areas took the second exam on only those subjects they had failed. Leah passed the exam the first time. Harvey and I failed in some subjects so we had to take the exam when it was given again. We both passed it the second time.


When I was still attending Arapahoe School, Dad went to work in the mine for the United States Gypsum Company (USG) at Southard in 1923. While working for USG, Dad stayed in their bunkhouse and he ate at their hotel’s cafe. Or the Southard Hotel as it was called. We would take him to Southard on Sunday evening and then we went after him the next Saturday evening. Dad only worked there during the winter months. He stayed home during the summer months to take care of our wheat harvest and the planting of the next year’s crop. When he was not home, all the farm work had to be done by my brothers and me.


We raised a lot of chickens on our farm, sometimes 1000 during the spring and summer months. We had three incubators. Two of them had a capacity of 240 eggs each and the other incubator could hold 160 eggs. Several years we set them all at the same time. We also raised about 100 ducks throughout the summer, along with geese and turkeys. We kept a few hogs, mostly to butcher for our meat supply. But when too many pigs were born, we sold the surplus.


Butchering was always a big day as sometimes we butchered two hogs at a time. We always butchered on a colder day to protect the meat. Since we didn’t have electricity, we had to use other means to preserve the butchered meat. Curing and storing meat was done several different ways. 


One method was to put large chunks of raw meat in a barrel containing salt water. I didn’t like that way of preserving it because the meat got too salty. It had to be boiled in regular well- water for a few minutes to get rid of some of the salt before Mamma could use the meat. But it was still too salty for my taste.


Another type of preserving was using smoke to cure the meat. I think those farmers who cured with smoke burned hickory wood for the smoke. Hickory trees didn’t grow around the Okeene area so we never did try that method


So called sugar-curing was also a good and easy way of preserving meat. The sugar-cure was a mixture of various ingredients that could be purchased in town. It was sold in ten-pound packages. Each piece of raw meat was rubbed on all sides with the curing mixture and then the meat was placed in a crock or box and usually stored in a cellar.


The fried-down preserving method was the most tasteful of all, but it took a lot of time and work. The meat was sliced and fried the same day it was butchered. The fried meat was then stacked in a crock. Hot, liquid lard that had been rendered from the extra animal fat was poured over the fried meat in the crock. After the hot liquid lard in the crock cooled into solid lard, the meat was then protected from the air. The crock of meat was also usually stored in the cellar. As needed, slices of the fried meat would be dug from the solid lard so long as the meat remaining in the crock was kept covered with the solid lard. This kind of preserved meat would last until the next summer, if any was left. {The method used in rendering fat was done by cutting the animal’s extra fat into chunks and then placing those chunks of fat in a large kettle with a little added water. Then the kettle of fat chunks was heated until all the solid fat became liquid. There would be some solid residue left after all the fat had melted. The residue was known as cracklings.}

When our family butchered hogs, my parents usually ground some of the meat and made sausage. The prepared sausage was stuffed into some of the pig’s cleaned entrails, which were then hung in an out-building during the colder winter months or until we ate it.


About 1920, Dad bought a double-washing machine, which was simply two washer tubs built side by side on one frame and operated with a single engine. The agitator of each washer was built into its lid. When a lid was opened, that agitator quit turning. Thereby, one washer tub could be used while the other was inactive. The double-washing machine was powered by a one-cylinder gasoline engine. The one-cylinder engine was placed several feet from the washer and was connected to it by a flat, leather belt. 


Water for washing was drawn from our well and then heated outdoors in a large black cast-iron kettle. The water was heated by burning wood. After the water was hot, it was then carried in buckets to the washing machine. Each washer-tub could be drained by pulling a wooden plug that was located in the bottom of the tub. 


Our farming activities never paid enough to meet our family’s needs even with Dad working part-time at Southard. With seven kids in the family, it took a lot to keep everything going. Mamma began taking in washings to help ease the family’s financial load. 


She laundered for the Hutsel Hotel, a barber shop, and several families, all in Okeene. The hotel business was great. Their box of dirty laundry was so big that in order to haul it, we laid the top on our car down. We also removed the rear seat cushion. Sometimes the box was so full that additional dirty bed sheets, towels, and pillow slips were tied in a separate bundle.


At that time, we drove our family’s car, a 1919 Dort, much of the time with the top down as it was a lot of trouble to lower the top just to load and unload the laundry box. During wet and cold winter weather, we had wet laundry hanging all around our place to dry. We even hung some in the granary. {The Dort automobile was an automobile built by the Dort Motor Car Company of Flint Michigan between 1915 and 1924.}

I began high school in the fall of 1924 without having had eighth grade because I had passed the eighth grade graduation exam at the time sister Leah took it. Leah also decided to begin high school that fall, but she only attended until Election Day in November. At first she and I walked to high school in Okeene. The distance to school was about 3 and one-half miles. After Leah quit school, I then walked alone or I sometimes walked with a neighbor girl Emma Dobrinski. She lived 3 and one-half miles straight south of Okeene on No. 8 Highway. 


During my first term of high school, I usually stayed in town with Aunt Rachel when there was bad weather. At that time, she was married to Elmer Dusebabek. She had to take in washings for a living as Elmer never did work.


When the second term of high school started, I rode a horse to town. I rented a stall in a barn located near the alley about 100 feet north from the current First Baptist Church in Okeene. I took oats for the horse every day and then when I got home each evening I turned him in with the other horses so he could graze in the pasture. It then became a problem to catch the horse every morning. Sometimes when our horses were on wheat pasture and had plenty to eat they became independent and were hard to drive into the barn. I later gave up riding the horse as I thought it was just as easy to walk the 3 and one-half miles to town.


When I was in high school, football was practiced, and games were played, during the day at 3:00 p.m. Basketball was practiced, and games were played, at night. I played football, but not basketball because I could go to school and play football by making only one trip into town each day. But to play basketball meant that I would have had to make a second trip into town every evening. I considered myself lucky to make that one trip.


Okeene High School did not have school buses or activity buses when I was in high school. Basketball and football players were transported to games in private cars. One time when we played football at Seiling, my folks permitted me to take their car, a Model-T Ford, to the game. I also took several players with me. Seiling’s football field was in a pasture and it was the only field that I ever played on that was covered with grass. All other football fields at that time were on bare ground. 


During the last week of each school term, one day was always set aside for a picnic. Usually in town schools, each high school class went on a separate picnic. In rural schools, all grades went together for their picnic.


In my freshman year, the entire Okeene High School went to the city park in Cleo Springs for our picnic. My sophomore class had our picnic at the White’s farm located 11 miles southeast of Okeene. We had our junior-class picnic at Stauffer’s Park about 15 miles north of Okeene. For my senior-class picnic, we went to Marshall Lake, which was east of Cantonment. Marshall Lake was covered by the water of Canton Lake when the dam was built. {Cantonment, located 3 miles northwest of Canton, was a temporary military post in 1879. Later it was the site of a sub-agency for the Cheyenne-Arapaho Indian tribes and an Indian boarding school. Only one of the original buildings remains on the site, which is now along the western edge of Canton Lake.}

When I was a kid, I tried several different ways to make a little spending money. For a while, brother Harry and I sold live pigeons to C.C. Peters in Okeene. After buying them from us, he then shipped the live pigeons somewhere out-of-state. Since we routinely kept pigeons at our farm, that was an easy way of making money. We usually had a flock of around 50 pigeons. They were not penned. They were free to fly anywhere they wanted to go. For their nesting, we nailed wood boxes to the sides of several out-buildings. We watched the pigeon nests and tried to sell off only the younger ones. Once in a while something happened to some of the older ones. Owls got some and cats also got into their nests. Whenever our flock numbers dwindled, we allowed some of the younger pigeons to fly out and join the older ones. Mr. Peters paid 10 cents for each live pigeon that we took to him. Nearly every Saturday approaching hunting season, Harry and I went around to all the roosting boxes and took the younger pigeons to sell. We used the money to buy shells. Then the pigeon business ended suddenly. Mr. Peters quit buying local pigeons when he could not sell them anymore to his out-of-state buyer.


I and my brothers also made money by selling junk iron. The Okeene city dump, as we boys called it, was located 1 mile south of town on the east side of No. 8 Highway. Whenever we went into Okeene in our grain wagon, we always stopped on our way home and picked up all the iron that we could find. We took the iron home and stored it in the back yard. Then when we had a wagon load we took the iron to town and sold it. At that time we were paid $3 per ton for the junk iron.


We also kept our rural neighborhood cleared of dried bones. By getting permission from neighboring farmers, we removed any dry bones from their property. We carried arm-loads of bones to the edges of the farmers’ pastures. Later we went by in our wagon and gathered the bones. Those farmers didn’t charge us anything for the bones. We took the bones home and stored them until we had a wagon load. We then sold the bones in Okeene for $5.00 per ton.


At that time, there was a feed store in Okeene operated by Pete Johnson. Originally he had operated a livery stable from the building. But after his livery business dwindled to nothing, he changed his main operation into being a feed and seed store. He also sold baled hay and coal at his store. Before natural gas was piped into Okeene in 1928, the coal business in town was very good. Many farmers also bought coal from him. 


Pete Johnson branched into buying various items from the public, including fur pelts, cow and horse hides, dry bones, and junk iron. His store was where we sold our dry bones and junk iron. We sold many of our furs to him. We also sold some of our furs to professional fur buyers, who visited the farms in our area. 


Another part-time, small job that I had while attending high school was that of carrying coal upstairs to Doctor Murdoch’s office. His office was on the second floor of the building that was located on the lot where the IGA store’s parking lot is now located (in 1988). {Dr. Murdoch was an early-year, medical doctor in Okeene.}

My mother’s sister Sarah worked in Dr. Murdoch’s office. Whenever they needed coal, Aunt Sarah called my mother and she in turn told me. I then carried the coal the next evening. That was not a steady job. Between the doctor and Aunt Sarah, they carried most of the coal. I think it was according to how they felt whether they wanted me to carry the coal for them. Dr. Murdock paid me 10 cents per evening for carrying his coal upstairs.


Another part-time job that I had in high school was picking cotton every fall. At that time, considerable cotton was raised around Okeene. Stanley Cobb farmed cotton just east of Okeene. His field was located across the railroad tracks on the north side of Highway 51. Houses have now been built where his cotton grew. 


That cotton field, being so close to town, was a good place for high school students to pick cotton. The cotton rows were about one-half mile long. In those days, the entire ripe boll was not pulled off the cotton plant. Instead, the white cotton was picked from the bolls, which were left attached to the stalk. 


There were usually three good pickings of cotton in each field per season. I liked the last picking the best because by then the leaves had been frozen off the plants and the going was good. I was paid 1 cent for each pound of cotton that I picked. {When cotton was still harvested by hand, there were two methods used in removing the cotton from the stalks. Pulling cotton referred to the method in which the entire boll of cotton fibers was pulled from the plant. Picking cotton referred to the method in which only the cotton fibers were picked from the bolls. In this method the bolls were left on the stalks. Picking cotton was much more tedious than pulling cotton.}

Another part-time job that I had was plucking turkeys at local produce houses before the Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays. {This process was also known as picking turkeys.} The produce houses in Okeene began buying live turkeys from area farmers about two weeks before Thanksgiving and Christmas. They then hired people to pluck those turkeys. I plucked turkeys as my time permitted. I was paid 10 cents for each plucked turkey.


Most turkey plucking began around noon every day and ran until midnight or until the place ran out of turkeys. Anyone, men, women, and children, could pluck turkeys if they wanted to work. Sometime when a produce house ran out of turkeys, the workers would move to another produce house and continue plucking. 


Each produce house had a special plucking room that could hold 12 to 18 workers. Each person was furnished a rack on which to hang his plucked turkeys. Each rack held six to ten plucked turkeys by hanging some of them by only one foot. Those racks looked like over-sized coat hangers with the bottom cross wire being bent in such a manner that turkeys could be hung on it by their feet.


The manager of the produce house inspected all plucked turkeys. They had to pass his inspection before the individual got credit for plucking each turkey. Sometimes a worker had to go back and pull out more pin feathers before he received credit for that turkey. 


Live turkeys were kept in a small room at the rear of the plucking room. The manager kept driving live turkeys from that room into a small enclosure inside the plucking room. As needed, a worker would then select a live turkey that he or she wanted to kill and pluck. Experienced workers could tell just by appearance whether a turkey had pin feathers so they could nearly always select one without pin feathers. {Pin feathers were the younger, developing feathers. When plucking the older, larger feathers, the pin feathers usually remained, intact, on the turkey’s body. After all the older, longer feathers had been removed, the worker then had to work at removing the smaller pin feathers, sometimes one at a time. This was more time-consuming, which slowed the plucking process.}

Plucked turkeys were hauled to Enid every night after the produce houses closed. There were no electric coolers in Okeene at that time so the plucked turkeys had to be taken where cooling was available. The plucked turkeys were hauled in trucks with grain beds just like those trucks that farmers used in hauling grain to elevators.


Those produce houses, or cream stations as we sometimes called them, also bought cream, eggs, poultry, and animal hides. That was a going business for all towns at the time. In towns the size of Okeene, there were usually four to six cream stations. Some grocery stores also bought cream and eggs. Farmers sold cream and eggs to those stores and then took credit for that amount on their groceries.


Area farmers sometimes paid high school boys and younger men $1 to $2 per day for part-time work. At different times, I also did some of that work when I wasn’t needed on our farm. 


The most interesting and also the most profitable way that I found to make extra money was by hunting and trapping furbearing animals during the winter months. I did it not only for the money, but also for the sport. 


During my years of trapping, the typical price-ranges that I was paid for each fur pelt were:

      
Skunks--------$2.00 to $2.50

Opossums----$0.80 to $1.00



Musk Rats----$1.25 to $1.75 
Coyotes-------$2.00 to $3.00



Civets---------$0.70 to $0.90


I began trapping when I was 9 years old, but I didn’t get many furs until I was older. Trapping seasons at the time I began in 1917 were open from November 1 through March 1. Then in 1927, the dates of fur season were changed to open on December 1 and then run through January 31. 


It was legal to take fur-bearing animals in any manner whatsoever and there were no limits on the number of animals taken. Furbearers could be hunted with dogs, trapped, dug out of dens, poked out of hollow trees and culverts, etc. 


A hunting license was required of all persons over 16 years of age who pursued and took furbearers without using traps. Both a hunting license and a trapping license were required of all persons over 16 years of age if the person took furbearers with traps. Each license cost $1.25. Licenses weren’t required of persons who hunted or trapped on their own land. A professional trapping license was available and it cost $50, but I never knew anyone who bought one.


During my early years of trapping, Dad was strictly against us boys having guns. But when I was 14 years old, Dad permitted me to carry a gun. Early in the fall of 1922, I did not have any money so I went to Hockaday Hardware in Okeene to buy a gun on time. I didn’t know if they would sell it to me because of my age. After entering the store, I didn’t have any trouble buying the gun. I bought a .22-caliber, Winchester repeating rifle for $21.50. I paid for the gun by selling furs. Later my brothers and I bought more guns.


One day a boy on a bicycle, with a trail hound following, stopped at our place and wanted to sell the dog. We had several hounds and really didn’t need another dog. After looking at our guns, he offered to trade his dog for a 12-gauge, single-shot shotgun, which was worth about $1.50. We made the trade and he went on his way. He was from eastern Oklahoma, but was visiting relatives southeast of Okeene. Our folks were not at home that day. We didn’t know what they would say about the new dog and we were afraid to tell them. So we kept the dog tied behind the barn. It was several days later before Mamma noticed me going behind the barn with food and water. Then I had to tell her about the dog. The dog was a black and white trail hound about four years old and he had been trained in Arkansas. That dog was a real hunter for us.


In the Okeene area, our fur-bearing animals were mostly skunks, ’possums, civets, muskrats, coyotes, and a few badgers. There weren’t many raccoons in our area at that time. The season on mink was closed most of the time because they were so scarce. There were no closed seasons on coyotes, bobcats, and rabbits so they could be hunted any time. 


When I was about 16 years old, brother Harry and I bought several more trail hounds and we did a lot of hunting at night. We strung out a line of traps along Arapahoe Creek, which ran 1 mile south of our place. We also set traps along Spring Creek, which was 2 miles north of our farm. And we set traps on land between those creeks. 


In the evenings, we waited until dark then we took the dogs and checked our traps. The dogs hunted along the way and if they didn’t find any animals, we still had a chance at having some in our traps. After checking our traps, we would again run the dogs, hoping they would find animals. Occasionally we moved our traps to new locations.


On some nights, we hitched a horse to our buggy and drove 4 or 5 miles from home with the dogs following. We then stopped and tied the horse to a fence post and began a hunt. We usually walked in a circle. Or if not in a circle, we never returned by back-tracking over the same area we had already covered. 


Sometimes we took the folks’ Model-T for driving several miles away to hunt. We always took a .22-caliber rifle and a burlap sack for carrying any animals that we might get during the trip. 


At the height of my hunting and trapping career, Mamma’s bother Dave Nusz lived 1 mile north and one-half mile east of Southard. Many times we drove to his place and hunted from there. Mamma usually went along for an evening’s visit while Harry and I hunted.


For a time, sister Leah and Leland lived 5 miles south and three-fourths mile east of Okeene. We sometimes drove to their place, parked the T-Model, and then hunted. Other times when our folks went there for a visit, we boys took our dogs and rode along. Then we would walk home, hunting all the way, usually about 7 miles.


Mamma’s sister Aunt Lydia lived 1 mile west and 4 miles north of Okeene. We drove to her place, parked the car, and then hunted in that area. Once in a while, we went there on Friday evenings and then stayed all-night. We set our traps those evenings and then picked them up the next morning.


Thanksgiving and Christmas were always big days for the relatives to get together for dinner. Sometimes Mamma prepared dinner at our place and other times we went to a relative’s home for dinner. When I became old enough to carry a gun and set traps, the holidays were not complete for me without a hunt or checking my traps during the afternoon. So when we went to a relative’s home for dinner, I always took a gun along and hunted awhile during the day.


At one time, Dad farmed a place 7 miles east, 2 miles south, and one-half mile east of Okeene. It wasn’t far from the Cimarron River. We usually drove there in the car when we hunted on that farm. After several years of such extensive hunting activity, I realized that I might have been on every quarter-section of land between Spring Creek and Arapahoe Creek from Southard to the Cimarron River. I was also well acquainted with Salt Creek from where it formed in the canyons south of Southard to where it emptied into the Cimarron River.


Throughout all our trapping seasons, we always had traps set on our home place without ever moving them. Sometimes on Saturdays during fur season, we hitched a horse to our buggy and drove 12 to 15 miles just looking in the culverts for fur-bearers. Skunks and ’possums usually stayed in culverts during the day. 


When fur seasons originally opened on November 1, furs usually were not prime at that early date. (Prime furs were furs that had developed their heaviest growth against the winter-cold.) Prime furs were worth more to buyers. When furs weren’t prime, boys in our area caught the fur-bearers and kept them alive until mid-winter. I and my brothers also did that. We kept those furbearers in our empty chicken houses. When we had those animals penned up, we had to feed them. My brothers and I usually fed them wild-rabbit-meat because rabbits were so plentiful.


Wheat fields were the best places to hunt skunks. They made their dens in the straw piles and they ate grubs that lived in the soil of those fields. Skunks dug small holes about one inch in diameter so they could get their snout to where the grubs lived. Skunk-hunters usually looked for those small holes to determine whether skunks were active in the area. 


During our night hunts, we experienced all sorts of excitement. Sometimes other boys in the neighborhood went with us. One time a nearby neighbor friend, Harvey Weber, went along. We walked to his place 2 miles away and then we took his dad’s horse and buggy. He and brother Harry got in the seat. Brother Harvey and I sat in the back of the buggy with our feet hanging down. After traveling a while, the horse seemed rather lazy. Harvey gave the whip to brother Harry and said, “Make him run.”


Harry used the whip and the horse ran too fast. He turned into a driveway, turned the buggy upside down, and dragged it through a barbed wire fence. Scattering us as it went along. Luckily, nobody was hurt. 


On another night-time trip, my brother-in-law Leland Lamle, brother Harry, and I hunted north of Homestead. It was a real dark night. We had one young dog that had not hunted much. That dog suddenly barked treed about a hundred yards away. Always when a dog barked treed, we ran to where he was because it usually meant the dog had cornered a furbearer. That time when we got to the dog, instead of seeing a fur-bearing animal, we saw a big white bull. When the bull bellowed, we scattered, going in different directions. It was quite some time later and about a half-mile away when the three of us got back to together. The bull didn’t chase after us.


We usually tried to stay as far as possible from farm homes so as not to disturb anyone. But once on a dark, windy night, brother Harry and I was hunting about 15 miles southeast of Okeene when a dog barked treed. The other dogs went there and they all barked. When we got there, they had a skunk treed under some farm machinery. The skunk kept moving from under one piece of equipment to another and we had quite a time getting to it. When we finally got the skunk and looked around, we found ourselves in the backyard of a farm home. We hurried away from there and the farmer apparently never heard us.


Several other times, we must have been too noisy even though we were quite some distance from any house. A farmer would step out of his house and fire his gun into the air, evidently thinking there were thieves on his place.


One night while we hunted north of Southard on Uncle Dave Nusz’s place, brother Harry, Leland Lamle, and two of Uncle Dave’s boys (Manuel and Walter) became confused in their directions. We left their house walking north. We had a kerosene lantern along as it was another dark night. After going several miles, we began making a general arc to the right. After walking in that curve for several miles, everyone, except me, seemed to have his directions confused. We came to an east-west, north-south intersection. It was the road on which Uncle Dave lived, several miles to the west. The others wanted to walk east in getting back to Uncle Dave’s house. I argued and refused to go east. I finally persuaded them to follow me west. It was against their judgment, but they followed. In the end I was right. We arrived back at Uncle Dave’s.


My brother Harry never hunted furs for the entire season with me. He usually hunted ’til we sold our first batch of furs. Then with a little money in his pocket, he would not hunt any more. From then on, I hunted alone for the rest of the season. Carrying a rifle and several fur-animals in a burlap sack for several miles was quite a chore for one person, but I enjoyed it.


Hunting rabbits was another sport that I greatly enjoyed in my younger years. Before I was old enough to carry a gun, I killed many rabbits with rocks. I was always able to get more rabbits when there was snow on the ground. Rabbits would sit along fence rows where there were weeds. They made good targets to throw at. I also killed a few of them while they were running. 

One time when we lived at Bliss, I was out in the road and the dogs were several hundred feet away when they jumped a jack-rabbit. The rabbit came down the road toward me with the dogs after it. The road, as were most country roads at that time, was not very well-traveled. There was just one set of worn tracks with tall weeds on either side and in the middle. The rabbit came down one of the tracks and I got in the same track, thinking that I might catch it as it came by. The rabbit ran into me, knocking me for a roll. When I got up, the rabbit and the dogs were out of sight. But now back to my hunting memories.


Rabbits were plentiful and I shot many of them for the dogs to eat since there wasn’t any dog food available in the stores at that time. Besides, I couldn’t have afforded to buy any if the stores would have had dog food. I shot rabbits, skinned them, hung them up, and later fed them to our dogs. Our family also ate a lot of rabbit-meat during the winter months.


I remember the first rabbit that I ever shot with a gun. Dad had borrowed a 12-gauge shotgun from John Hoffman and it was that gun that I used on my first hunt. That was before I had my Winchester rifle. The first time I shot at a rabbit, I hit it.


We bought and shot so many shells that by the time I was 21 years old, my rifle was worn out. The bore in the barrel was worn so badly that bullets missed the target by several feet. Sometimes a bullet would not fly more than a couple hundred feet. We could see the dust when it hit the ground. From there on I gradually retired the worn-out rifle. 


I also did a lot of duck hunting. By that time Brother Harry and I had each bought pump shotguns and a case of shells. Our Okeene farm did not have a pond or running water, but after rains there were several water holes on our place that we watched and occasionally shot ducks there. In those years, it was legal to use live decoys. I kept a dozen mallards to use for decoys. I had those ducks so tame that I put collars around their necks and with strings attached, I could lead them. Then when hunting, I staked my ducks in shallow water and then I built a blind nearby. 


Leah and Leland moved to another farm 9 miles north and l and one-half miles east of Okeene. That place was next to the Cimarron River and it was an ideal place to hunt ducks along the river. I went there many times, sometimes staying overnight, just to hunt ducks. Some of their neighbors also had live decoys and on several occasions we put all our decoys together, maybe 30 or more, and we really hunted ducks. There was a long island in the river east from where Leah and Leland lived. We went to that island many times to hunt. It consisted of maybe 10 acres.


When the big depression came on, there wasn’t much money to be spent on hunting. The country also turned dry and the wild duck populations declined. As the result, live decoys became illegal. The future at that time looked bleak. So I traded my shotgun for a Model-T Ford. From then on, my hunting days became fewer. Later though, I bought two shotguns, one was single-barrel and the other was double-barreled.


I now have fond memories of those many years of hunting and trapping. Especially since both seasons began in the fall, which is my favorite season of the year. Today, many people prefer the springtime. After being indoors most of the winter, people usually get “spring fever”. Not so with me. I get my fever in the fall when the wind blows out of the north on a cloudy, November morning, with crows flying overhead, and an occasional flock of ducks, geese or cranes heading south. That was the time of year that I looked forward to for so many years and those are the kind of days that still give me the feeling of wanting to take a gun, traps, or a dog and head for the hills, fields, or streams.


After we moved back to the farm southeast of Okeene in 1917, I didn’t get to fish for some time. The nearest fishing water was Arapahoe Creek, which was a little over 1 mile to the south and Spring Creek, which was about 2 miles to the north of our house. As I was only 9 years old and brother Harry was 7, our folks would not permit us to fish in either creek. The next summer (1918) after doing a lot of begging, we were permitted to fish in those creeks, provided we were back home by dark. There was also a pond north of our place. Harry and I didn’t know where it was, but we were told not to ever fish there. Dr. Murdoch’s son had drowned in the pond and it was feared by people in the neighborhood. 

We fished in Spring Creek many times without running onto the pond. One day while we fished in the creek, the fish weren’t biting so we left our lines in the water and wandered around the area. We discovered the forbidden pond. We didn’t fish it that day, but upon returning home, we told the folks about our locating it. Again we were told not to fish there. But after more begging, we were allowed to fish in the pond. It was located 1 mile east and 1 mile south of Okeene on the west side of the road. We caught a lot of fish there over the next several years.


Harry and I also heard about a Bitter Creek where people were catching good-sized fish. The creek was somewhere close to Ferguson. One day brother Harry, our neighbor Harvey Weber, and I set out to look for Bitter Creek. We took our folks’ buggy and drove to the small town of Ferguson and asked about the creek. {Ferguson was located 8 miles south and 3 and one-half miles west of Okeene} Bitter Creek flowed north just to the west of town. The creek was the same stream of water that still flows from the springs in Roman Nose State Park. But at that time, the park hadn’t yet been developed. Our fishing that day was pretty good. 


We made several trips to Bitter Creek that summer. One time while driving our buggy on the county road west and south of Ferguson, we noticed a small pond on the west side of the road. We stopped to fish there and caught a lot of good sized catfish. They seemed to be the only kind of fish in the pond. After telling friends about the pond, it wasn’t long before a lot people went there and fished it out. 


Another nice pond that we fished also had only catfish. That pond was located southwest of Hitchcock. We learned of the pond in a somewhat unusual way. When my younger brothers and sisters attended Arapahoe School, all the students went on an end-of-school picnic. The children gathered at the school and then several parents took them in cars and left for the picnic. The teacher and the parents were undecided just where to go, but they headed south. After driving through the railroad underpass south of Hitchcock near the Atlas Cement Company’s quarry, the group pulled off the road to finally decide where to go. While the parents were deciding, the students got out and walked over to several nearby hills. From the top of one hill, looking north, the children could see a pond about a mile away. When my brothers and sisters returned home that evening, they told about seeing the pond. The following Saturday, we took our parents’ car, our fishing poles, and set out to fish the pond. We caught several real nice catfish. 


We sometimes used trotlines when fishing in ponds, but we also fished with bottles. We corked empty bottles and then we tied short pieces of string with hooks around the bottles’ necks. After baiting the hooks, we tossed the bottles in the water and let the wind blow them across the pond. When a fish got hooked, the fish would usually take the bottle to the middle of the pond and remain there. And that meant that someone had to swim after it. To us, that was great excitement. We really were lucky since no one drowned doing it.


There were many other occasions when we went into dangerous waters as we swam in creeks and the Cimarron River when they were running bank full. We also swam in Marshall Lake, which was a very deep lake. That lake was so deep that I could not touch the bottom with a 20 foot-long fishing pole. I tried that once when I was in a boat in the middle of the lake. Marshall Lake was located east of Cantonment and it was covered by the waters of Canton Lake when the dam was built. There was a home-made wooden boat at the lake. Most of the time, the boat was pulled upon the shore where it dried out, causing it to leak. It was exciting when we used the boat and it slowly began filling with water and we then had to hurry to the shore. 


Along about that time, I was told that fish would bite better when it was raining. And during that particular spring we had a lot of rain. My brothers Harry, Harvey, and I went fishing often and when a rain came up we sometimes stayed too long before going home. Then we got soaking wet. We began thinking that if the fish would bite better in the rain, than why not stay and keep fishing in the rain since we always got wet anyway. 


That was what we did the next time we fished in Arapahoe Creek on the Chronister place a mile south of our farm house. A rain storm came up and we fished in the rain. But it was more than just a rain storm. There was a real bad wind storm along with the hard rain. It must have been a small tornado as it ripped up some of the largest cottonwood trees by their roots. During all that, we stayed under some small trees behind a bank several feet high. It seemed that the clouds dipped to the ground and it became quite dark. When the wind finally stopped blowing, it started raining and it rained so hard that we could barely see each other. Lightning struck nearby and hurt our dog’s neck. At home, the rest of the family had gone to the cellar and they were quite worried about us. When the rain slowed a little, we started for home, leaving all our fishing equipment on the creek bank. Our folks were sure happy to see us when we got home. At the time, I was almost 14 years old, Harry was 11, and Harvey was 9. {This would have been in early summer of 1921.}

When I was a boy, children did not get many toys that were bought in stores. The first toy that I remember getting was when I was about 5 years old. Dad had gone to town (Bliss) and got each of us a toy. He got a real nice fire wagon for me. It was made of metal and was painted yellow with black trim. It had black horses and removable ladders that were about 12 to 14 inches long. Dad unwrapped the toy and handed it to me. Harry, who was about three years old, yelled out, “I want that”. And that started an argument. Dad then told me to let Harry have it, promising to get me another toy. But the next time Dad went to town, the toys were almost sold out and he came home with a top for me. I accepted the top, but I was real disappointed about giving up the fire wagon.


Boys usually made something to play with when they didn’t have store-bought toys. My brothers and I once made what we called our little threshing machine. It was merely a wooden box with a wooden shaft that we made from the handle of an old farm tool. We fastened a wooden pulley to one end of the shaft. Then we drove nails without heads into the other end of the shaft so that it could drag straw into the box when the shaft was rotated. There was no fan to blow the straw out at the other end of the box so we cut an opening in the box where the straw could be raked out. For rotating the shaft, we used a foot-operated grinding stone. We lined the two up and then connected them with a small belt made from a piece of a discarded threshing machine belt. One boy operated the grinding stone, which turned the shaft in our toy thresher. One boy fed straw into the rotating shaft, and another raked straw out at the rear of the box. We spent many hours playing this way. It was a simple toy, but at least it didn’t cost anything to make.


At one time there was an oil-drilling rig operating 1 mile south of our farm house. It was a cable rig, a method that isn’t being used anymore. A heavy device called a bit was attached to the end of a cable. The cable was strung over a pulley at the top of the derrick and the other end was fastened to the rig’s operating mechanism, which was powered by steam. This mechanism raised and dropped the attached bit. The first time the bit was dropped, it struck the ground and made a small hole. Thereafter, each time the bit was raised and dropped, the hole became a little deeper. Workers poured water in the hole to soften the soil. They removed the thickened sludge by lowering a long pipe that had a bail and valve on the end into the hole.


Two lean-tos were attached to the side of the derrick and the crew used them for shelter. They had a stove in one of them and benches to sit on. My brothers and I made numerous visits there and we were invited inside. We became well-acquainted with the crew. That rig remained there several years. Once the wood derrick burned to the ground. Then several months later, another derrick was rebuilt on the site. Another time the crew lost a bit in the hole so they moved the derrick about 40 feet from that hole and drilled another hole. The rig had a steam-powered generator that provided electric lights. 


The oil company leased land in the area without paying for the leases. The company was able to do that by telling farmers they wouldn’t drill unless they could get leases without paying for them. The land owners wanted an oil well so badly that they then gave free drilling leases to the oil company. That rig south of our place never struck oil. Several other rigs of that same type drilled in our area, but all holes were dry.


After all those visits to the drilling rig and seeing how simple it was made, I decided to build a small rig (hand operated) at home to play with. With the help of my brothers, we built a ten-foot tall derrick with a lean-to on the south side and another on the west side. We made a drilling bit by flattening a metal shaft on one end to make it wedge-shaped. Then we slipped several pipes of different diameters over the shaft to add weight and to increase the size of the shaft. We then drilled a hole through the shaft and inserted a bolt to hold the pipes in place. We used 9-gauge wire instead of cable to lift our bit. We fastened a long lever to the derrick above where the ground-hole would be drilled. We threaded one end of the wire through a hole in our bit and the other end was fastened to the wooden lever. By moving the long lever up and down, we could lift and then drop our bit, making a small hole in the ground. Each time we dropped the bit, the hole became a little deeper.


In our play operation, one of us operated the lever in raising and dropping our bit. Another carried water from our farm well and poured it into the hole as the bit was raised and dropped. When the water in our hole became real thick and dirty, we bailed it out with our bailer. We played with that rig in our spare time for several years. During that time, we drilled a hole 20-some feet deep and we struck a little water. 


We never cased our well-hole and we never used it for anything except to play with. It was a pastime until I was old enough to work at a regular job and then I didn’t have time for our drilling anymore. When we finally abandoned our well, I placed a cover over the hole. I dug down a foot or more below the surface of the ground and placed a piece of metal over our well-hole. I replaced the dirt over the cover so if the land was ever plowed, the plow wouldn’t damage our well hole. At that time, our play well was in our folks’ pasture, but now the location is in a wheat field (in 1982). 


During our play-drilling, we told some of the younger neighbor boys that we were drilling an oil well and they believed us. One of those boys was Leon Hoffman, who now lives in Garber. He paid me a visit at Southard in December 1980. During our talking, he reminded me of that time when we told him and the other boys we were drilling for oil. 


Since childhood, I have been a lover of trees. This may all have started at Bliss where we lived before moving back to Okeene. Dad planted a few fruit trees and a native elm. When that elm tree was about 3 feet tall, Dad told us that after it grew up, he would put a swing on a branch for us. Leah, Harry, and I watched it, cared for it, and carried water to it in dry weather. The tree was still there when we moved back to Okeene in 1917.

Our farm soil southeast of Okeene wasn’t adapted to growing trees. Brother Harry and I transplanted small native elm and cottonwood trees to our farm every summer. We usually got the little trees from around the ponds where we fished. But the trees usually died from lack of water. Then one summer, Dad made a sled for us to use for hauling water to the trees. We set a wooden barrel on the sled and hitched a horse to it. We filled the barrel with water from our stock tank and then pulled the sled to our newly planted trees and watered them. Neither Harry nor I could individually harness the horse, but the two of us together managed to get the harness on her. We had an old gentle gray mare that we used to pull the sled. We didn’t use reins to guide her. We just put a halter on her and led her to where we wanted to water. Our watering kept the trees green, but when wheat harvest began, we got so busy that the trees died.


During one winter, a tree salesman came along and Dad bought $30 worth of fruit trees and shade trees. But within a few years, nearly all the trees had died. Two evergreens did survive for many years. Those trees were still growing there when the house was later torn down, but the trees were then removed when the entire farm was put into cultivation. 


On May 18, 1928, I graduated from Okeene High School. At that time the city of Okeene had begun hard-surfacing the first of the town’s streets, which were three blocks of Main Street. That summer natural gas was also piped into Okeene. The town’s sewer system was also installed that summer. 

When wheat harvest was over that year in 1928, I decided to leave home to look for work. Seemingly there were too many of us in the family and not all of us were needed to run the farm. Our neighbor Harvey Weber asked me to go with him to work in the harvest fields in the states north of Oklahoma. He and I had graduated together. Harvey finished working in his folks’ wheat harvest before I finished working in our harvest so he went on to Kansas to find work. 


After we finished our farm’s harvest work, brother Harry and Mamma took me to Durham, Kansas where Harvey was working. Before we went to Durham, we drove to Tampa, Kansas to see Mamma’s Uncle Fred Nusz. Then after taking me to Durham, Mamma and Harry returned to Tampa and stayed overnight before going home the next day. {Tampa is about 10 miles north of Durham, which is 60 miles north of Wichita.}


I got a job that first evening and went to work on a threshing rig the next morning. I stayed with that crew until their threshing was over in that area. Neighbor Harvey worked with another crew and he again ran out of work before I did. We wanted to buy a car so we could go farther north to work. One Sunday we borrowed a car from the man that I worked for (John Lipps) and drove to the neighboring towns of Marion, Canton, and Hillsboro to look for a car, but we couldn’t locate a suitable car. Since Harvey was out of work, he suggested that he go to Wichita on the train the next day to look for a car. Harvey had relatives at nearby Herington. They were the Engle family of Dave, Bill, George, and John. We drove there that same day and Harvey stayed with John. Then he went to Wichita the next day. Herington, about 30 miles northeast of Durham, was on the Rock Island Railroad, which ran directly to Wichita. So that was a good place for Harvey to get on the train. I drove the borrowed car back to Durham that night. 


Harvey bought a 1922 Ford Roadster in Wichita and he drove it to Durham. After that we met two other men who wanted to go with us to the northern states. In order to take them, we needed a car with two seats so we began looking for one. We also sold the roadster for the same price that Harvey paid for it, $40. We then located a 1923 Model-T Ford Pickup, with a real good wooden bed, priced at $30 and we bought it. We then traded that good wooden bed for an older almost worthless bed and got $5 difference in the trade. We removed and exchanged the beds for no extra pay. We did that to earn some extra money because we were still thinking of a car with two seats so that we could take the other men with us. They were willing to share the expenses. Those men were also willing to ride in the back of the pickup if they had to. 


Durham, Kansas, and the surrounding area, had been settled by German immigrants from Russia. Nearly everyone there still spoke German. In town, service station attendants, clerks in stores, café waitresses, and soda fountain workers waited on customers, while speaking their native German language. 


The farm family where we traded those pickup beds also spoke German, but they didn’t know that Harvey and I also understood and spoke it. When we first approached the man about trading pickup beds, he didn’t want to trade. But he finally agreed to trade. He was working on a plow so we drove the pickups close to the plow and began making the exchange.


When it came time for their dinner, his wife called the man, in German, to come and eat. He answered in German and told her that he would be there in awhile. She called the second time and later a third time. That last time she sounded mad and she wanted to know why he hadn’t come to eat. He told her that he didn’t want to leave while these men were there. She wanted to know what the men were doing. When he told his wife, she yelled back, “Those men can go home. You come eat your dinner.”


Harry and I looked at each other and almost laughed. After we finally got the pickup beds exchanged, the farmer went to dinner. We went on our way.


The next morning we left Durham, but not very early. We took the two extra men, whose names were Ole Walker and Jim Oagles, with us. When we arrived at Salina, Kansas, there was a large automobile junkyard at the edge of town. We stopped and bought a car body that had two seats and a top for $15. We were lucky to find the body because nearly all cars at that time were open cars called touring cars. There were few sedans around. We worked most of the afternoon removing our pickup-body and then installing the car-body on the running parts of the pickup. We were again on our way before darkness.


We got on U.S. Highway 81 and went north. We drove all the way through Nebraska without seeing any wheat. It was all corn in that part of the state. Upon entering South Dakota, we were again in wheat-growing country. We all got jobs in the fields around Britton, South Dakota. {Britton is in the northeast corner of the state, about 10 miles south of the North Dakota border.} After running out of work at Britton, we then drove into North Dakota. When we got close to Brocket, North Dakota, we saw some real wheat country. That area had been settled by Czechs, Poles, Swedes, and Norwegians. Most of those people spoke very broken English. {Brocket is in the northeast corner of the state, about 60 miles south the Canadian border.}

We drove past a farm where four binders were operating, but no one was shocking the bundled wheat. We liked that place and wished that we could be in there shocking their wheat. We drove on into Brocket and parked. An old Swede drove up and parked beside us. He asked whether we were looking for work. When we told him that we were, he hired us. It turned out that he was the owner of the farm where the four binders were operating. He seemed to be well-off and he had a large family. They lived in a large house. It and all the out-buildings, including the barn, had a carbide lighting system. We later learned the he owned a number of quarter-sections.


It rained often when we were there so we had much idle time. We spent many evenings in the barn’s loft, reading magazines. When we got through with the Swede’s work, we left and took two more men with us. Then there were six of us. Each man had a suitcase except for one man, who had two of them. Each of us also had a burlap sack filled with our bedding. Six men, seven suitcases, and six bags of bedding presented quite a load for that Model-T Ford. Those cars had running boards and the only way that we could haul that much was by putting a 1x12 inch board from the front fender to the rear fender on each side of the car. We then used that extra space for our luggage. 


Our plan was to go west to Shelby, Montana, and then turn north into Canada. We left Brocket, North Dakota, going west. We made it to a point west of Devil’s Lake, North Dakota by that night. The next night, we were in Williston, North Dakota. The next night we made it to Malta, Montana and the next night we were in Shelby, Montana. Upon reaching Shelby, we decided that it might not have been a good idea to go into Canada so we changed our plans. One of the men with us, Ole Walker, had a brother in Murtaugh, Idaho. We decided to go there. {Murtaugh is near the southern border of Idaho.}    


We headed south for Murtaugh and we got as far as Wolf Creek, Montana where we installed new brake linings that next day. The next night we were in Boulder, Montana. And the next night we made Dillon, Montana. The roads were all dirt and traveling was slow going.


Thinking back now, I see that part of our trip was quite an undertaking, considering the bad condition of the roads, our heavily loaded car, and the mountainous state of Montana. And to make matters worse, we took several short-cuts from the main road just to save a few miles. With those short-cuts, we missed Great Falls and Butte on our way to Dillon We entered Idaho the next day and we camped along the Snake River west of Pocatello. The next day we arrived at Murtaugh, Idaho, where Ole Walker’s brother lived. 


We looked for any kind of work that was available. Our first job was harvesting onions. After the onions were dug from the ground, we walked along a row, picking them up and putting them in bags. The rows were about one-fourth to a half-mile long. That was irrigated country so the onions did well. During our stay there, we lived in a drive-in potato cellar that wasn’t used at the time. One Sunday afternoon, we also unloaded a carload of coal for a store owner. We didn’t like working in those onion fields so we didn’t stay long.


We left Murtaugh, driving east on Highway 30. Near Pocatello we broke a rear axle and had to have our car pulled to the next town. We traded our entire broken differential housing for a good one and paid $16 difference, which was a lot of money at that time. We did all the work ourselves in making the exchange. We stayed there that night and then got on the way the next morning.


We entered Wyoming and drove across the state on Highway 30 to Pine Bluffs where we ran out of money. The six of us had a total of five cents in pennies. All along the trip I had been sending money to the bank in Okeene, but I didn’t tell the other men. Even after running out of money, I still didn’t tell them. I thought to myself that if the other men could survive in being broke than I could too.


We stopped on the outskirts of Pine Bluffs that evening. Before we got to the town, we came upon a highway construction project. They had detoured the highway, running it through a field of potatoes. When working on the roadbed, the grader uncovered many potatoes. There were potatoes scattered along for some distance. Being without money, we picked up a lot of those potatoes to eat. We stopped on the railroad right-of-way and cooked our potatoes. We slept that night under the railroad in a large culvert. With almost an empty gas tank, we drove into Pine Bluffs the next morning and luckily all six of us got jobs harvesting potatoes.


We picked up the potatoes and put them in bags after a digger dug them out of the ground. (Similar to when we harvested onions.) Those potatoes were raised on dry land and they did not produce well per acre. The rows were long and each man had to gather about 4 rows each day to make the prevailing wage rate of $4 per day. We didn’t stay long as it was very hard work. It was much harder than picking cotton.


After several days of gathering potatoes, we quit and moved on down the road. Going east on Highway 30, we entered Nebraska and drove to Kimball where we turned north to Bridgeport. That area was irrigated, but there were no crops ready for harvesting. So we went back to Highway 30 and continued east. Three of our gang remained at Kimball, believing that they might find other work in that area.


When we got to Cozad, Nebraska they were baling alfalfa. We all got jobs at the same place baling hay for $4.00 a day. That first day we baled 40 tons. The owner then approached us and offered us 20 cents a ton if we would work by the ton instead of by the day. That looked like better money to us so we took him up on his offer. But after that first day, it took us three more days to bale another 40 tons. We had many break-downs and we were hampered by strong winds with some rain. That weather soon became disgusting and we moved on.


Continuing east again on Highway 30, we crossed Nebraska to Omaha, and entered Iowa at Council Bluffs. We then left Highway 30 and went southeast to Hastings, Iowa. We were thinking that we could shuck some corn. However, their corn wasn’t quite ready when we arrived, but we stayed anyway. 


We became acquainted with an elderly bachelor who asked us to stay at his place until we got jobs. We did that and paid him after we went to work. We all got jobs shucking corn on the same farm. The owner’s name was Ray Plumb. Harvesting corn at that time was so much different from raising and harvesting wheat that we soon became tired of the corn. Harvey Weber (remember this was our Okeene neighbor and not brother Harvey) and I took our money and left. The other man, Ole Walker, remained with the corn shucking job.


We left Hastings, Iowa and headed south, not knowing just where we might end up. It was a wet period with much rain. The roads in that area got very slick and it was almost impossible to drive on them. Our tires wouldn’t dig into the ground so that we could get traction. The ground simply got slick on top.


Harvey and I made it to St. Joseph, Missouri that night. That was late in the fall and with colder weather approaching, we got a room in a hotel. That evening we decided to go home.


The next morning we crossed the Missouri River south of St. Joseph and entered Kansas at Atchison. Since we knew Harvey’s relatives, the John Engel’s, who lived in Herington, we headed in that direction. Harvey and I made it to their place at dusk and stayed with them that night. When we got there, they were ready to go to a skating rink at nearby Woodbine, Kansas. We went with them and skated.


We made it to Okeene the next evening after dark. While we were gone that summer, the city of Okeene had paved more of their Main Street, at the north end. That new strip of pavement had a median in the center of the street with a curb around the median. Since we didn’t know the median was there, we got a little too close to it and struck the curb, breaking several spokes on a rear wheel. Harvey was driving. Even with the broken spokes, we were able to limp home by driving real slow.


With winter approaching, there wasn’t much work to be had. So, I trapped through December and January. I also worked on our farm and at odd jobs in our area. One job that brother Harry and I got in on was building a barn southeast of Hitchcock. We built it from lumber that was salvaged out of a big barn that had been torn up in a storm.


After that, I also worked for a farmer, J. J. Rauh, who lived 8 or 9 miles southwest of Okeene. I worked there until Dad’s wheat was ready to harvest. I then quit and worked at home in our harvest. After we had our wheat cut and shocked, I hauled bundles for the Lamle brothers. 


After Grandpa Nusz died in 1920, Dad seemingly could never get ahead in paying off the farm debt. On January 1, 1930, the second five-year farm loan came due. At that time there were no available loans on which payments could be made. The entire amount of the original loan became due. The Great Depression was also underway. Prices were tumbling and work was scarce. Dad needed the loan renewed and $500 for the interest, which he did not have and he was unable to borrow that amount. 


After trying unsuccessfully for several months to borrow the money due on the loan, Dad finally sold the farm and he received $500 for his equity in it. Fred Mehew bought the place. The entire $500 received from the sale was used to pay toward settling his and Mamma’s debts. 


Dad had an auction sale in May 1931. He sold all of his farm equipment and livestock. My saddle horse sold along with the other horses since they were all mortgaged and had to be sold. However, I kept my saddle and riding bridle. I had great hopes of owning another horse later on, but my hopes were never realized.


That summer, Dad got to keep the on-coming wheat crop, which was not very good that year. When harvested, the wheat sold for only 25 cents per bushel. His farm property, which he sold, also brought very little money. There still wasn’t enough money to pay off the debts. Dad’s debts had been created during earlier, more prosperous times and then he had to sell out during the Great Depression. He received about 10% of what he could have received two years or so earlier. The money made from his last wheat crop was all used to pay for combining and hauling the wheat to the elevator. After the sale, Dad and Mamma then moved into Okeene. Dad worked at various odd jobs the remainder of his life, mostly painting and carpentering.


I had begun working for the United States Gypsum Company (USG) at Southard on July 31, 1929. So I was gone from home at the time my folks lost the farm and moved to Okeene. I kept my saddle and bridle for some time, but with the depression still gripping the country; I finally sold both to Rolla Bedwell for five dollars.


My USG job was the steadiest and the longest that I ever had. Now I want to relate some of my experiences while working there before I married Edna.


Brother Harry had begun working at Southard a few days before I did because I was still hauling bundles for a threshing rig near Okeene. I didn’t finish that job until the day before I started at Southard. The gypsum company put me to work at the Keenes Mill, which was in the main plant area. Dad was still working part-time at USG so he and Harry drove back and forth from the farm to Southard. I had to stay at Southard on account of being on a different shift than they.


Harry and Dad worked together in the quarry hand-loading rock. (Dad had earlier transferred from the mine.) Their rate of pay was 19 cents per ton. At the Keenes Mill, I received 35 cents per hour. I worked on the kiln-filling crew for 10 hours per day. Quarry work was also 10 hours per day. Men in the main plant worked 12 hours per day because the plant operated day and night. There were only two shifts of workers. 


There were no hour and wage laws at that time. Therefore, no pay was given for overtime; no pay-differential was given for shift work; and no paid holidays were given. Employees were not even told whether they would work the next day. 


I asked management to be transferred to the quarry because of better pay. Three weeks later, they sent me to the quarry where I worked on the night shift with brother Harry and Dad. The three of us then drove back and forth from our farm home for a while. We worked in the No. 1 Quarry, which was the very first quarry pit south of where the plant is now located. We went to work at 6 o’clock in the evening. Later in the fall, we were transferred to the Keenes Quarry, which was located east of the main plant. The pay there was 38 cents per ton for loading Keenes rock compared to 19 cents per ton for loading rock in the No. 1 Quarry. Part of that Keenes quarry pit is still visible (in 1981) while driving east of Southard on the county road. After passing the electrical sub-station and starting down the hill, the pit is on the south side of the road. 


After working six and seven days every week for several months, business began slowing. Over the next months many men were laid off. Years later that period of time became known as the beginning of the Great Depression of the 1930’s. As I remember it, the stock market tumbled first and then everything else followed. 


Business at the Southard plant, as it did everywhere else, became so slow that the plant operated with only about one-half to one-forth, or even fewer, of the men that were employed when business was good. No one worked full time. Everyone worked at most only two or three days per week. No workers at that time really knew what full-time work was. Business increased and decreased in spurts. At times, USG hired a few men and later they were laid off. Dad and Harry were laid off in 1930 or 1931 and they never did go back to USG. I too was laid off several times, but I always got back on later.


For a brief period during that time, I roomed in the USG bunkhouse and I ate at the Southard Hotel. During the earlier good times there was a charge of 75 cents per month for staying in the company’s bunkhouse. But after the depression really set in, USG discontinued taking care of the place and the company didn’t charge anyone for staying there. The number of men staying in the bunkhouse dwindled until I was the only one staying there. The bunkhouse had a lobby with a pot-bellied stove, which burned coal. Individual rooms weren’t heated. During cold weather men going to and from work would sometimes stop in to warm up for a few minutes. Occasionally during periods of bad weather, some men stayed until the weather cleared up.


During my stay there, the light bulbs were stolen several times from the lobby of the bunkhouse and USG was slow in replacing them. So I began keeping the bulbs to my room, leaving the lobby dark at night. As hard as times were, there were men who still gambled. They played poker in the lobby of the bunkhouse late at night. They knew that I had the light bulbs and they came to my room, many times after I was already in bed, to borrow the bulbs. When they left to go home, they brought the bulbs back to me.


Later USG closed the bunkhouse so I got a room upstairs in the Southard Hotel. I put a wood heater in that room as there was no gas yet piped to it. Most rooms did not have a chimney, but my room did. I was lucky. The Southard Hotel really wasn’t a hotel at all. USG owned and managed the building. Men who stayed there were employees, not tourists. We rented our rooms by the month for 75 cents. And as times got worse, I again became the only renter in the hotel.


The hotel was operated by Hazel Dyke. Her husband, Leon, also worked at USG. During the more prosperous times, Mrs. Dyke served meals family-style. Food was placed on tables and men gathered around to eat. During those times, two long tables in the dining room were not enough for all the men to eat at the same time.


The hotel was an eating place for mostly USG employees as an outsider seldom ever ate there. Railroad train crews sometimes came to eat as did an occasional truck driver. Mrs. Dyke also prepared and packed lunches for USG employees whether they worked day shift or night shift. Each worker had his own lunch kit with his name on it. Lunches were packed according to the request of the individual, at least partially.


I really liked Mrs. Dyke’s cooking. Her food was a lot like Mamma’s cooking so I enjoyed eating there. But during the worst of the depression times, the hotel’s business dwindled until I was the only person who ate there. Many times during the summer months, along with my meal, she gave me a half cantaloupe. She also kept and served watermelon when it was in season. Leon Dyke’s brother lived in Eagle City where he raised watermelons. Hazel and Leon bought their melons from him. The Dyke’s had operated the hotel for several years, before I went to work in 1929. They discontinued their hotel management in the late 1930’s.


Employees who stayed in the hotel and the bunkhouse had their rent and meal costs deducted from their USG paychecks. That was similar for families who lived in USG rental houses in Southard. Their rent and utility charges were withheld from their checks. During the worst part of the depression, all employees had mighty little left after those withholdings. At one time, Sherm Redden, a married man that I knew, had one cent left after his house rent and utilities were withheld. 


As for myself during those days when I stayed at the bunkhouse and later the hotel, I didn’t eat three full meals on days when I didn’t work. On those days, I went to the Southard store and bought one apple, ate it, and made it do for a meal. Luckily during some weeks there was more work than during other weeks. After a bad work week passed, and if the next week was better, most workers could still break even. But when several bad weeks came in succession, it was terrible.


One time when I worked in the Keenes quarry, I worked ten hours and made only 50 cents. That was the worst day of earnings that I ever had. When I came in that evening, I was disgusted. While I was eating in the hotel, I talked to Mrs. Dyke about lowering her price of the meals. She agreed with me and she lowered the price of each meal from 35 cents to 25 cents.


At the plant, there was only one clock room for punching our time cards and it was on the south end of the personnel office. All employees punched in there and then went to their work sites. Since there were no wage-and-hour laws, the clock-times stamped on our cards had no meaning when it came to paying the employees. Some men punched in at 6:00 or 6:15 a.m. then traveled one mile to the quarry or to the mine. Other men walked that mile, but their pay began at 7:00 a.m. Piece-rate workers got paid by the ton, so it didn’t make any difference as to when they punched in or out. Their clock cards merely showed that the employee who had punched them was on the job.

Management would not bother to tell employees whether or not, they would work the next day. Supervisors waited until work time each morning to tell each employee if he was going to work that day. Sometimes, a supervisor didn’t go to the work site as early as the workers. In cases like that, some workers were already working when the supervisor arrived and then told the men there was no work for that day.


During one period when a night-shift was operating, we went to work at 6:00 p.m. Then sometimes when we arrived at the quarry, supervisors would tell us there would be no work that night and to come to work the next morning. Upon arriving the next morning, some of the men were then told to go see the quarry superintendent for work assignments elsewhere. When they couldn’t find him, they then returned the next day only to find out that they had been laid off.


The gypsum company also began closing the entire plant for several days at a time so no one worked while the plant was down. I remember in 1934, the plant was-shut down several days before Christmas and then it didn’t start-up again until the second day of January.

Part  Three

Living  In  The  Southard  Village

On July 20, 1935, I married Edna Grauberger after nearly three years of courting. Edna was born south of Longdale and she attended schools in Canton and later in Okeene. Edna is the daughter of the late Carl Grauberger. She lived in the Okeene area when we were dating.

We were married by the judge in the Alfalfa County Courthouse in Cherokee, Oklahoma. There were no wedding showers in those days, but my sister Leah gave us a bedspread, which is all that I remember receiving as a wedding gift.


We immediately made our home in Southard where we rented a three-room house from the United States Gypsum Company. Since that was in the middle of the Great Depression, there were many empty houses so we had our choice of which one we wanted to live in. The monthly house rent on the smaller houses ranged from $4 to $7. The rent for the house we chose was $7 per month. Rent was higher on larger houses. {I believe the size of my parents’ house was about 500 square feet, based my memory of how our furniture was arranged. The house contained one small bedroom (with a “tiny” closet), the kitchen, and a living room.}

The house that we chose was located straight south of the large water tank that sets at the west side of the village. The house was not modern {no indoor bathroom} as were most USG-owned houses at that time. Despite the hard times, I had saved a little money and we purchased new furniture for all three rooms from Sears Roebuck. {Louise and I have my parents’ original buffet in our living room. The buffet is in great shape.}

When we first moved into our Southard house, there was a small back yard that was bordered by dense blackjack trees, which served no useful purpose. Since I had been a gardener about all my life, I wanted a garden-spot at our Southard house. I got permission from USG to grub out enough blackjacks to our north for making a garden area. With the arrival of cooler weather that fall (in 1935), I began taking out those trees and burning them in my spare time.


At spring planting time in 1936, I still did not have all the trees removed that I wanted to get out, but I did have enough removed for planting a garden. At that time, the few residents, who raised gardens, had their garden spots plowed by a local resident who had a team of horses and a plow. It cost us 50 cents to get our garden plowed that first spring.


Marvin was born, April 2, 1936, in our Southard house. Dr. Frank Buchanan, a Canton doctor, came to our house for his delivery. That year we had a very hot summer so Edna hung wet sheets over his baby bed in trying to keep him cool. We didn’t have an air conditioner.

By that time, I had all of my savings spent and we were living and spending all of my income between paydays. All our neighbors were in the same financial condition. But we were better off than most residents because we grew a lot of vegetables for our food. We raised a bumper crop of tomatoes that summer (1936). Edna canned a lot of tomatoes. She also made, and canned, catsup, tomato juice, and tomato preserves. We gave away many fresh tomatoes. It was not ever our intention to raise and sell garden produce. We always gave away any surplus that we had. We also raised other vegetables, which Edna canned for our winter-time eating. That summer in July, we picked a lot of wild plums and Edna canned them. She also made and canned a lot of wild plum jelly and butter. 


Being an ardent fisherman at the time, I fished a lot and brought fish home for Edna to pressure-cook and can. Carp are not known as a good-eating fish because of their many small bones. But pressure-cooking softened those bones so that we could eat the carp without having to be so careful of the bones. During the winter months, Edna used our canned carp in making fried patties, which were very tasty.


Because of our canning, we had to buy a lot of jars that first year. It was quite an added expense in the first year of our married life. But those jars were then reusable for many years in Edna’s canning.


Shortly after we got married, my brother Clarence, who was 14 years of age at the time, offered to give us a tame rabbit. I told him if he would go home with us and build a hutch then I would take the rabbit. That he did. I had saved the lumber from the wooden crates in which our new furniture had been shipped to Southard and Clarence used that lumber in building the rabbit hutch. We kept that rabbit for several years until it eventually died. Then I used the rabbit hutch as a small chicken coop for about 25 years before it went to pieces.


When we first moved into our Southard house in 1935, it didn’t have indoor water. I immediately laid a water line to the kitchen as the gypsum company permitted it when the renter so desired. The main water line ran across the backyard of our house. Since there hadn’t been a water pipe to our house, there also wasn’t a drain for our waste-water. So we had to store our waste water in a bucket and then carry it outdoors. 


About two years after moving into the house (1937), we purchased a new electric washing machine and a white cabinet-style sink for our kitchen. After installing the sink, I built a “make-shift” septic tank north of the house and I piped our sink’s waste water to it. {I recall this sink as being about 4 feet long and maybe 20 inches wide. The entire top was made of white porcelain. The wash bowl, with one faucet, was on the left side and a sloping “drain-board” was on the right side. The porcelain top set on a metal, base-cabinet that had two front doors on the left and drawers on the right side. The sink was our only sink in the house so it was used for many family functions: dish washing (Mom used a dish pan that she placed in the sink’s bowl); cleaning fresh vegetable & fruits; our family’s daily face and hand washings; our family’s hair washings; and Dad’s shaving. My parents were still using that sink when I left for college in 1954.} 

We kept our washing machine in a corner of the kitchen, next to the back door. During the colder months, Edna washed our laundry with the washing machine pulled to the middle of the kitchen. But during the warmer months, I rolled the washer out onto our small back porch where she did our laundry. Our house didn’t have a water heater so we heated wash water on our kitchen stove. We had a large metal boiler that we used for heating the water. And then when the water was hot, we dipped the water into the washer. We learned quickly that my septic tank wasn’t large enough to handle the washer’s drain water. So we then had to catch the washer’s waste water in a bucket and carry it outdoors. Sometimes we connected our garden hose to the washer and drained the water into our backyard. Once in a while, the hose connection leaked and then we had a mess on the kitchen floor. We used that washing machine until 1960 when we bought a new washer and dryer. 


In 1952 or 1953, the gypsum company put in a sewer system for all modern houses. They ran the main sewer line through our backyard, but the company didn’t connect the pipe to houses that did not have bathrooms. So our house was not connected at that time. Then two or three years later, USG’s plumbers connected our kitchen sink to the sewer line, thus ending our waste-water problems. 


Southard, located mainly on a hillside, had no ground water beneath the village or the gypsum plant. Wells, drilled west of Southard, supplied water for the village and the gypsum operation. At least four wells, and possibly more, were originally drilled along the county road, 1 to 2 miles west of the village. The first water-storage tank that I remember at Southard was made of wood and it was built on “the hill”, not far from where the large metal tank is now located (1983). This 100,000 gallon-tank had been installed some time before my first years of working for USG. {That metal tank set on the ground along the south side of now Highway 51-A, at the west edge of Southard. A new, larger tank was built on that site in 2005-2006.}

Those original water wells, not all in service at the same time, served Southard’s water needs until about 1926. At that time a couple of larger wells were drilled 3 miles west of Southard. The gypsum company buried their water pipe in the center of the dirt-surfaced, county road west of the village. 


That county road between Southard and Canton later became state Highway-51 and was then hard-surfaced. (Those changes were made in 1947 and 1948.) Before the surfacing job began, the Oklahoma State Highway Department ordered the gypsum company to remove its water line from beneath the roadway. The gypsum company then obtained property easements and laid their water line along the north side of Highway 51. 


The first water line that was laid through the residential area of Southard was only a ¾-inch pipe, which wasn’t nearly large enough. At the same time, the company installed outdoor hydrants, one hydrant per two houses. There was never much water pressure because of the water tank not being elevated above ground level. So none of the houses on the west side of Southard had much water pressure. 

In 1933, the gypsum company offered to install a larger water line of 1¼-inch pipe provided that each resident dug the ditch across the backyard where he lived. Each home-renter agreed and dug his share of the ditch and the larger water line was installed. 


More water could then be obtained by the residents, but that soon created water shortages during the summer months. The wells couldn’t pump enough water. So in the summer of 1936, USG began rationing residential water. All houses were then assigned numbers. Our house was given the number 202. Even-numbered houses were allowed to water several specified hours one day and odd-numbered houses were allowed to water the same number of hours the next day. 


At that time, another watering-rule was put into effect. Whenever the gypsum plant ran short of water, Southard’s residents had to quit their outdoor watering. To signify when the plant was short of water, ten blasts were blown on the village whistle, which was located at the main plant. That meant all residential watering had to be discontinued for that day. Many times, the whistle was blown every other day, which meant the same residents weren’t getting to water outdoors for several days. The company also established the rule that no watering could be done without a nozzle on the end of the hose.


That shortage of water, along with the company’s rationing rules, upset Southard’s residents because many of them had lawns and flowers. And several had vegetable gardens. They hated to see everything dry up. On the favorable side, there were no water meters. The water was free to all residents. 

We lived in Southard 35 years, raised large gardens, had a lawn, and grew flowers. The continued water shortage was very disgusting when we were not allowed to water when we needed the water. 


The cost of rent, natural gas, and electricity in the village was far below that of other towns in the area around Southard. That is what kept people living in the village, along with living close to their jobs. Anyone could walk to work if they wanted to do so. During the Great Depression, it was quite common for workers to walk to their jobs to save on the cost of gasoline. There were some families in Southard who didn’t own a car during those hardship years.


After World War II ended, the gypsum company installed a 2-inch, water line through the residential area. That again gave us more water, but the shortage was still there. The wells couldn’t pump water fast enough to meet the needs. Sometime later, the big whistle in the plant area was removed. After that the village’s watering rules were put on paper and delivered to the residents. At that time, there was an elevated water tank installed in the plant area, but water in that tank was to be used only on fires in the plant area.


In the summer of 1928, a natural gas line was laid from the area of Shamrock, Texas to Enid. The closest that pipeline came to Southard was 4 miles to the southeast of the village. The gypsum company immediately bought into the gas line, as did all area towns around Southard. USG immediately began using natural gas in their milling operations. 


Southard residents did not receive access to the natural gas until the fall of 1931. At that time, the company installed gas lines, and gas meters, through the residential area and provided gas to the residents. The cost of natural gas used by each Southard resident was withheld from the employee’s paycheck


I have been told that the Shamrock gas line was later extended from Enid through Kansas, and into Nebraska. That extension created a shortage of natural gas for the larger customers along the main pipeline during the winter months. The shortage sometimes forced the gypsum plant to shut down as it was one of the largest users of the gas. USG remedied that problem in later years by installing two huge propane tanks near the plant. The company also ran a natural gas line directly from a gas well, located on USG-owned land, to the main plant. 


The United States Gypsum Company generated its own electricity in the early years of the Southard-operation. The generating plant was located near the east end of the No. l Mill building. The plant’s engineering shop is now located in that building (1983). There were several generators. Each generator was run by a gasoline engine.


Unlike our modern-day electricity that has a 60-cycle current, USG’s electricity had a 25-cycle current. Light bulbs and radios would work on either current, but electric motors in fans, washers, refrigerators, and other appliances had to be special made in order to work when using the 25-cycle electricity.


. I have been told that 25-cycle electricity is not as dangerous as the 60-cycle electricity when someone comes in contact with it. I believe that might have been why USG generated 25-cycle electricity because the company used their electricity in their underground mines. Those mines’ ceilings were quite low and there were bare wires exposed in the overhead electrical wires that ran through the mine shafts. Rock drillers worked close to those electric wires and cables and could have easily come in contact with them. Luckily, none of the miners were ever injured by electricity during my time with USG. 

Around 1940, USG decided to discontinue their production of electricity. The company then purchased electricity from the area’s electrical power company. That was not an easy change-over because all electric motors and all 25-cycle appliances had to be converted to 60-cycle electricity. 


Southard’s residents also had home appliances with motors that had to be changed over to 60-cycle electricity. As a nice gesture, the company supplied all the motors that residents needed changed and the company installed the motors free-of-charge. We had only a washer and a refrigerator in which motors had to be changed. Not many residents in Southard had electric refrigerators at that time.


World II started before the gypsum company had made the changes, but company officials had everything ordered, or in-hand, so it was just a matter of installing the new motors. Had they waited longer to begin their electrical changeover, they would have had difficulty in getting it done as fans, motors, and other appliances were not available at a later date during World War II.


One time when Marvin was a small boy, we stopped at the Okeene hatchery where they were showing day-old chickens, which the hatchery had colored with Easter-egg dye. They were so pretty that we bought 10 of the chicks. After having them several days, we decided that we might as well have more chickens as it would not be much more trouble to take care of a larger flock. We went back and bought fifty more chicks, they were not dye-colored. 


I built a small shelter with cardboard boxes for the chicks. Luckily no rats or snakes got any of them. As they grew larger, I realized that they needed a building so I proceeded to build a 6 foot x 8 foot building. I used corrugated tin on the roof and the sides. For the floor, I used USG plaster. That building was the beginning of our almost lifelong chicken-raising. We used that small building for many years and we moved it several times to different locations. We still have the building (1983).


After increasing the size of our flock of chicken, I built a larger pen at the north end of our backyard garden. That pen was about 100 feet long and 50 feet wide. The north end of the pen was just south of Southard’s large water tank. 


Shortly after that, we also purchased a larger pen, with a larger chicken house, that was located south of our house, across the street. Another Southard resident had owned the pen. That pen’s size was more than a hundred feet square. Both of our fenced pens still had many blackjack trees within them. With those two pens and buildings, we then had the space and housing to raise a lot of chickens. For a number of years, we kept 150 to 200 laying hens. I kept them culled so as to keep only the good layers. During those years, we sold a lot of eggs. We usually went to Canton twice a week to sell eggs. At the time, Lynn Dickey operated a produce house in Canton and we sold all our eggs to him. 


When we first began our chicken-raising, we could not afford to buy a brooder so I decided to build one. In Canton I bought a used, three-burner, kerosene stove from the Ed Hockaday Hardware Store for $1. I then dismantled the stove and I made a one-burner heater from the stove parts. My sister Leah still had a cover from an old brooder that our parents had used when they raised chickens on the farm. Leah gave the cover to me and I placed it on my burner. I then had a brooder, which I used for several years. {A brooder was a special heater that was used for keeping young chicks warm. The brooder consisted of two main parts, the central heater and an umbrella-shaped metal cover. The central heater was about 15 to 20 inches tall and about 12 inches in diameter. The fuel was usually kerosene. The umbrella-shaped, metal cover set on the topside of the heater. Those covers varied from 3 to 5, or so, feet in diameter. When the brooder was placed on the floor of the chicken house, the metal cover’s outer edge remained several inches above the floor, which allowed small chicks to move about, in and out, from under the umbrella-cover where the temperature was warmer.}

Eventually, I ordered a larger brooder from Sears Roebuck and we then began raising chickens in earnest. We always had good luck. Over the years, we lost very few chicks and grown chickens. One time, I ordered 200 chicks from the Okeene hatchery. On the day they hatched it was a real cold day and it was snowing some. The hatchery owner hated to see me take them home. He said they would get too cold before I could get them into our brooder house. I went ahead and took the chicks. I put a blanket over each box of chicks when I carried them to and from our car. I also bought 200 pounds of chick feed from the hatchery. When I later went back for more feed, the hatchery owner expressed surprise when I told him that I had not lost a single chick up to that day.


During those years, there was a hatchery in practically every town in this part of the state. Fairview, at the time, had three such hatcheries. After World War II ended, the life style of the people must have changed. They raised fewer chickens and the hatcheries began going out of business. In the early 1950’s, there were no more hatcheries in the towns surrounding Southard. For several years after that, we ordered our chicks from a hatchery in Missouri. They were delivered through the post office. We also set our hens and hatched our own chicks. Then our chicken-raising began dwindling for several years until the mid 1960’s when we quit raising chickens.


During those earlier years, we also raised a few white ducks. We hatched our baby ducks by placing duck eggs under our setting hens. But eventually our duck-raising also dwindled. We quit raising them even before we quit raising chickens.


We raised a lot of hogs during our earlier years in Southard. We got into the business in 1938 when I bought one hog, about one-third grown, from our neighbor lady to the west. Mrs. Judson’s husband, Charlie, had died of a heart attack. Mrs. Judson then sold the hog and all the feed that she had for $6.00. That deal also included the hog pen and shed that Charlie was using at the time. The pen was located west of the Southard School, back in the blackjacks. {The hog pen was located about a city block north of our house.} The land was owned by USG and the company had given Charlie permission to build his hog pen there. USG allowed me to continue using the pen. We butchered the hog that I bought from Mrs. Judson the next winter. 


I then bought two pigs from Russell Snow, our neighbor east of us. Later, I bought two more pigs from Ted Trimmer, another USG employee, who lived on the street west of us. That was the beginning of my hog-raising. We kept our selves fully supplied with pork the year-around. Plus I sold our surplus hogs for extra spending money. Sometimes I sold only weaning-size pigs while at other times I sold young hogs, which brought top prices. I also sold older, grown hogs, but those did not bring top prices. The most hogs that I kept at one time were around 20-head. 


During all those years of my raising hogs and chickens in Southard, I never owned a pickup. Now I don’t see how I did it with just our car. I used the car for hauling feed for our hogs and chickens. I also used the car when I bought baby chicks at the hatchery in Okeene. And I used the car to haul the pigs and hogs when I bought and sold them. Our car at that time was a 1935 Ford two-door.


After World War II began in 1941, the government sold surplus wheat for 60 cents per bushel if it was to be used for feeding livestock. The regular cost of wheat at the time ranged from 90 cents to $1.00 per bushel. I bought the 60-cent wheat at an elevator in Canton. The elevator was operated by Scott Reay. I also bought corn from the elevator. For my hog feed, I mixed the wheat and corn together and then I soaked the mixture to soften it a day before feeding it to the hogs. Sometimes I also bought 100 pounds of bran or shorts for mixing into the feed. This combination made good feed for hogs. {Wheat bran consisted of coarse particles of ground wheat that were used in the manufacture of flour. Wheat shorts consisted of particles finer than wheat bran and it was also used in making flour. Elevators usually carried both products that were sold for livestock feed.} 


For hauling my feed from Canton, I removed the rear cushion {the back seat} from our car, which made more room. I always had a lot of empty burlap sacks and I took several of them with me to the elevator. I had the elevator workers put only a bushel of wheat in each sack. That made it a lot easier for me to handle the bags when I unloaded them at home. Marvin was just a small boy at that time and he liked to go with me when I bought feed. On our way home, he always climbed into the back of the car and rode on the sacks of feed. 


I always ground the grain before feeding it to the smaller pigs. I still have the small grinder (1983) that I used to grind the feed. It was made as a hand-operated grinder and it is quite small. The hopper held only a quart of grain, which required me to stay with it too long while grinding feed. So I rigged the grinder with a pulley and operated it with an electric motor.


I mounted the grinder on a wood box and then I set another box along side the grinder to catch the ground grain. I then cut a small hole in the bottom of another box, which I placed above the grinder with the hole directly over the hopper. I filled the top box with grain and plugged in the motor. As the grain trickled from the top box, through the grinder into the bottom box, I could leave the grinding operation. Then when I returned, I had ground grain. {Those wood boxes, which Dad used, were surplus dynamite boxes that USG had discarded. After the dynamite was used, employees were free to take the boxes. We always had a few of those empty boxes in our garage. While a kid, I sawed up many of those boxes for making toy ships, wood guns, wood swords, etc.}

For many years, there was a hog-buyer named Guy Johnson in Longdale. I sold all my hogs to him, except for the few that I occasionally sold to other Southard families. The Longdale operation was quite large as Guy bought many area-grown hogs. When his pens were full, Guy then shipped the hogs out in train-car loads. There was a drive-on scale where hog-sellers would weigh their vehicles before they unloaded their hogs and then again after they unloaded them. Guy gave a nickel to every child who came with his dad when selling hogs. Marvin usually went with me when I sold our hogs and he sure enjoyed getting those nickels. {Longdale is a small town located 4 miles west and 5 miles north of Southard.}

In Canton, there was a grocery store that was owned and operated by Ned Herod. In the back part of his building, he had a cold storage room with frozen-food lockers. The owner rented the lockers to the public at $10 per year for each locker. We kept one of the lockers rented for a number of years and stored our hog meat there. With the help of my family or one of our neighbors, we butchered a hog, or two, and then I hauled the cleaned side-slabs to the grocery store. The meat-market worker then cut the meat into various pieces, wrapped the cuts in paper, and placed the meat in our locker. {Those food lockers were small compartments. Each locker had a door that could be locked. The compartments were stacked on top of each other and they were arranged in rows.}

Later, the store began offering an on-site butchering service. One of their employees, Harry Rutz, came to my hog pen and did the butchering. He then hauled the meat to the grocery store for processing. By my hiring him to butcher, it was easier on my part. 


During the years before the grocery store’s storage lockers became available, we butchered and processed the meat ourselves. We preserved the meat and then kept it at our home. We always used the sugar-cure process, as it was called at that time. The sugar-cure product came in 10-pound containers, which could be purchased at most grocery stores.


Even large pieces of side meat could be cured by that method. Whole hams and shoulders could also be cured the same way. We rubbed the sugar-cure mixture all over each piece of meat. Then we placed those pieces in a large crock or a wood box. Sometimes we used cardboard boxes. After one layer of rubbed meat was placed in the container, we sprinkled more sugar-cure over that layer of meat before we put another layer in the container. We continued the layering until the container was filled.


We usually made some sausage when we butchered. In this method, we first cut raw pork from the bones and then ground the meat with a food grinder. Then after mixing the various spices with the meat, we stuffed the raw sausage into a section of a hog’s cleaned entrails. During the winter months, I looped the stuffed entrails over clothesline-wire that I had attached to the rafters inside our garage. Then as we needed the sausage, I cut pieces off the roll. None of our meat ever spoiled and now it is hard to understand why it didn’t. I believe that nowadays sausage stored that way would not keep very long. 


Another kind of sausage was also made by some people during those years. It was called “white sausage”. In that method, bony pork meat was boiled until it was fully cooked. Then the meat was removed and ground. After the various spices were mixed into the meat, the mixture was also stuffed into a cleaned section of the hog’s entrails and then hung in a building. That sausage was rather greasy and it was not as good. So we didn’t use that method.


Marvin began attending the Southard School in September 1942. The school didn’t have a kindergarten so all children began first grade when they were six years old. USG built the school building in the late 1920’s. {The school building, which contained grades one through twelve, was located about two blocks from our house.}

When World War II began on December 7, 1941, the government rationed many food items, along with tires and gasoline. There had been a similar rationing program during World War I, which I still remember. During World War I, the country had wheatless and meatless food days in order to conserve wheat and meat. On wheatless days, my family ate rye bread. After eating all that rye bread, I developed a dislike for it. And to this day, I do not care for rye bread. On the country’s declared meatless days, we simply did without meat. Although farm people usually had their own butchered meat, they were afraid to eat it. They thought they might get in trouble with the government, even though they had raised the meat. 


Remembering those days of rationing during World War I, Edna and I had the situation well in hand when rationing began during World War II. We had plenty of meat, lard, and eggs, along with my raising a large vegetable garden. We placed a lot of garden produce and meat in our frozen-food locker at the Canton grocery store. Edna also canned a lot of vegetables and she made a lot of wild-plum jelly and jam.


However, that was not the same for most families in Southard. Most did not have hogs and chickens and most didn’t raise large gardens. So they had to rely entirely on their ration-stamps. The only food stamps that Edna and I used were for buying sugar as we couldn’t get sugar elsewhere. Gasoline was also rationed and we had to use those stamps as we couldn’t get gasoline without them.


There were five kinds of gasoline stamps. They were labeled simply as A, B, C, D, and T. The A-stamps were issued to people with jobs that required very little driving. Those people were allowed only 5 gallons of gasoline per week. The B-stamps were issued to farmers and others who had to do considerable driving. The C-stamps were issued for essential industrial or occupational driving. The D-stamps were issued for motorcycles. And T-stamps were for truck owners. 


A letter-sticker was placed on the windshield of each vehicle for designating the kind of gasoline stamps that were issued for that vehicle. There was also a travel-tax sticker that all vehicles had to display on their windshields. That sticker cost $5 per year.


One year during the war, all vehicle license tags were made of paper to conserve metal and they were placed on the windshield. The tax sticker and the paper license tag were displayed on the right side of the windshield and the gasoline-letter sticker was placed on the left side.


Another year, again to conserve metal, license tags were kept for two years, instead of the usual one year. When buying automobile repair parts (if they were available), the old part had to be turned in before the new part would be sold. Even when buying tooth paste, the empty tube had to be turned in.


Tire sales were frozen on the day the war started and no one could buy a new tire until a rationing system for them could be set up. It took several months before the system was working and tires could be bought. The purchasing of tires was dependent on which type of gasoline stamp each car-owner had been assigned. In the beginning, all car-owners were allowed to keep their spare tire if they had one. All other extra tires had to be turned in to the government.

When tires once again could be purchased, holders of the A gasoline-stamps could not buy tires at all. Holders of the B gasoline-stamps could buy a limited number of tires. Holders of the C gasoline-stamps could buy all the tires they needed. During the latter part of the war, holders of the A gasoline-stamps were reissued B gasoline-stamps. Then shortly before the war ended, tire-rationing was discontinued as there were plenty of available tires.


During that part of the war when holders of the A gasoline-stamps couldn’t buy any tires, many of them did odd things in order to drive. One thing that some people did was to pour wet oats inside an otherwise useless tire, which was then mounted on a wheel. The wheel, and tire, were then left to set for several days, giving the wet oats a chance to swell. The wheel was then mounted on the car and the car was driven. It didn’t work very well. 


There was also a patented wood tire that was placed on the market. Those tires were made of wood blocks that measured 4 inches wide x 4 inches thick or 5 inches wide x 5 inches thick. The blocks were cut into five-inch lengths, laid end to end, and fastened together with hinges This assembly was then wrapped around the wheel with a pin inserted into two half hinges to hold the wood tire in place. Now don’t confuse these wood tires with the tires of today as they were only a little better than no tires at all. It was only by driving very slow that a motorist was able to reach his destination. Not many people bought those wood tires.


As for Edna and me, we were in need of four tires shortly before the war started. I did not want to go into debt by buying four tires at the same time. So I decided to buy one or two tires at a time and pay cash for them. I ordered two tires from Sears Roebuck on one payday and then I ordered one more tire the following payday, thinking that I would order the fourth tire two weeks later. However, before that next payday rolled around, World War II started and sales of tires were immediately frozen. I was then caught one tire short. At that time, the sales of used tires were not frozen and those tires could be readily purchased. I bought one good used tire and it, along with the three new tires, lasted us until new tires could again be purchased near the end of the war. 


Edna and I was issued an A-stamp for buying gasoline, which allowed us to buy five gallons of gasoline per week. And we weren’t permitted to buy any tires with that stamp. All car-owners, who didn’t have far to drive to work, were issued those A-stamps. Not much driving could be done on five gallons of gasoline per week. It might make the younger people of today wonder how people got by during World War II. 


Gasoline stamps were issued in booklets of 25 to 30 stamps, more or less. For us, each booklet had to last as many weeks as there were stamps in the booklet. When receiving stamps in this manner, people could drive all they wanted to, but after the issued stamps were used, they could not buy any more gasoline until the next stamp booklet became available.


Then to conserve gasoline, people began sharing rides in going to work and going to town. At that time with USG, I was operating the dragline that was used for removing the overburden from gypsum rock. {Overburden was the name given to the dirt that covered the layers of gypsum within the quarry operations.} A dragline crew consisted of two men, the operator and a helper. He and I took turns driving to work. Sometimes, he and I switched our driving to every other day. And sometimes, we switched our driving to every other week. 


At the time, the dragline was being operated on a two-shift per day basis. When the dragline broke down, the four crewmen turned mechanics and did the repairing. They then worked the day shift together until the repair job was completed. By taking turns in driving from our homes, one man drove only one day every four days. We conserved a lot of gasoline that way. Gasoline rationing ended prior to the war’s ending in August 1945. Tires and gasoline again became available without the required stamps.


J.C. (James Calvin) was born on November 26, 1946, in the Fairview hospital. I was still operating the dragline at the time and I took a week of vacation. When Edna got out of the hospital, my sister Leah came to our house and took care of Edna and J.C. for about a week.


I will share some things about the Southard store. From the time when I first began working for USG in 1929, Southard always had a village store. I was told that in about 1925 or 1926, a small group of USG employees formed a small corporation and they purchased the store-operation from its previous private owner. As stockholders, they then hired a store manager to run the store. They also named the store Southard Mercantile. The store building belonged to the gypsum company as did the land on which the store was located. That was true of all the major buildings and almost all the houses in the Southard village. 


Nearly every USG worker cashed his pay check at the store. In my beginning years at Southard, there were many times when the store did not have enough cash-on-hand to cash our checks. So the store issued their checks that were labeled, “Payable to the Bearer”. The store-checks were in denominations of $1, $5, $10, and $20. Those store-checks were only redeemable at Southard Mercantile. During those times when I cashed my USG checks and the store gave me their checks, it always seemed to me that I didn’t have any money. {USG paid their worker every two weeks.}

In addition to groceries, the store sold many other items, including tires; gasoline; hand tools; livestock and poultry feed; a few car parts; and clothing, including work gloves. The store also had an outstanding meat market. And for many years, there was a soda fountain in the store. 


During the years when USG had underground mines, the store sold special mining caps and carbide lamps. Those mining caps were designed for attaching a carbide lamp. With the attached carbide lamp, a mine-worker could easily carry his light with him as he went about his work in the mine. {Each carbide lamp was about four or five inches high. The lamp consisted of two small round tanks that were mounted one on top of the other. There was a circular light reflector attached to the side of the top tank. Small bits of a chemical named carbide (the fuel) were placed in the bottom tank and water was placed in the top tank. When fully filled, the lamp weighed about 7 to 8 ounces. The top tank had a small hole in its bottom so that water could drip into the lower tank of carbide. As the water dripped onto the carbide, a chemical reaction produced acetylene gas. This flammable gas then passed through a small metal tube to the center of the light reflector, where it was lit, producing a flame, and light, for the miner. The lamp was easily attached to the mine-cap by hooking the lamp onto a special metal bracket that was sewn into the front of the cap.} 

In 1938, it became compulsory for quarry workers to wear steel-toed shoes. The store then began carrying and selling those special shoes. In later years, other USG departments were also required to wear steel-toed shoes. The gypsum company then began carrying and selling those steel-toed shoes at cost to the employees. 


When employees couldn’t make ends meet, they could borrow small amounts of money from the Southard store, usually for a two-week period. But employees could also borrow larger sums of money and then pay it back in payments. An interest fee of 5% was charged on the amount borrowed while the money was being paid back.


In 1940 or 1941, the store’s stockholders sold the store to Fred Hampton, a business man from El Reno. From then on the store was always individually owned. The store building had an up-stairs living quarters where the store’s manager, who was usually the owner, lived. The stairway up to the living quarters was located outdoors along the south side of the building.


Over the years while we lived in Southard, the store’s ownership changed several times with Opal Barnes probably operating the store the longest. In 1968, he sold the store’s contents and quit the business. USG then demolished the building. After that, there was never another store in the village.


The village’s post office was located in the building about 30 feet north of where the store building was located. Only half of that building was used for the post office and, for many years, the other half contained a barber shop. The building was originally owned by Leon Dyke, who eventually sold it to USG in 1950. {Leon Dyke’s wife managed the Southard Hotel for many years. She is mentioned in Part 2 of Dad’s memoir. In the mid-1990’s, the post-office operation was moved to a new, pre-fabricated building that is located about 200 feet north of the original post office building. Shortly after the move, USG demolished the old post-office building. On that site, USG built a combined café and large meeting-conference center.} 


Before I began working for USG (prior to 1929), there was another general store in Southard. It was located in the same block, to the west, and slightly north of the last store building. After that store closed, the building was used for storage by USG.


At one time, there was another general store on the far western side of the Southard village That store building was located on privately-owned land on the south side of the highway, a short distance east from where Highway 51A now intersects with Highway 51 west of Southard. It was owned and operated by the Silks’ family, who lived in the rear of the building with their store located in the front part. The family discontinued their store-operation in the early 1930’s, but some of the Silks’ family members continued living in the building. Later the building was converted into three apartments. The building was eventually torn down in the mid-1970’s. {Louise and her parents lived in one of the apartments for several years, around 1948, while she was still in elementary school.}

In the early-1930’s, Southard had a small, privately owned ice-house business. Ice was delivered to the village’s residents when requested. The business changed ownership several times that I remember. The ice house was a just a small, insulated portable-building and it was usually located in the current owner’s front yard. When refrigerators became available, the ice business dwindled. The Southard ice house finally closed in the early 1940’s. 


The gypsum company erected the Community Building, which had kitchen facilities, in the mid-1920’s. Over the years, the building served as the meeting site for various organizations and activities. Included were: Sunday-school services; a women’s social club; family parties and reunions; Cub Scouts and Boy Scouts; and Southard High School’s dances and banquets. All major USG-workers’ meetings were also held in the Community Building. 


Most of Southard’s houses weren’t modernized, meaning most houses didn’t have indoor bathrooms and bathing facilities. The Community Building contained public-shower facilities for both men and women. The women’s shower-room was located on the ground floor while the men’s shower room was in the basement.


The Community Building is still there (1983). After the Southard houses were sold and moved, the Community Building was mainly used by USG as a storage facility. The gypsum company also conducts product-usage demonstrations in the building for their sales staff and for their prospective customers. 

Southard, being an unincorporated town, has been, and still is, owned by the United States Gypsum Company. My earliest recollection of Southard dates back to around 1920 or earlier. While living on our Okeene farm, my parents sometimes went to Canton and we drove through Southard on our way. At that time there were a number of small two-roomed, flat-roofed houses located west of the store and office. Houses were also located where the Community Building is now located. There were several larger houses farther west.


Long about 1926, USG built a number of rent houses. They were mostly three-room houses and they were not modernized. Nor did they have water piped into them. With the building of those houses, the residential area of Southard remained about the same until the late 1950’s. 


In the early 1950’s, the gypsum company decided to modernize all houses. A carpentry crew began working toward modernizing all the houses in the village, one house at a time. Then the company’s remodeling project came to an end in 1957, with many houses still not modernized. 


At that time the Southard village was a beautiful place in which to live. There were no jobless residents as all of them were employees of USG. There were four north-south streets on the west hill in the village. All those streets were lined with large elm trees. It was always shady in the summers.


The gypsum plant, company store, post office, hotel-café, and the company’s main office were located on the lower, east side of the village. That area likewise had many large elm trees.


Those elm trees weren’t native to Southard as they were planted in 1931. Several hundred small trees were planted at that time. Those first trees grew very rapidly. When they became old enough to produce seeds, the seeds were wind-scattered all across the village. Then trees seemed to sprout everywhere. Many residents dug up seedlings and transplanted them to where they wanted trees, often in rows. 


Those trees were Chinese Elms and they were new to this vicinity. At that time, there were no Chinese beetles in the area and nothing seemed to bother the trees. In later years, the beetles arrived and ate the leaves, eventually infecting and killing many trees.


In the 1950’s, there were about 120 houses in and around Southard. Maybe 12, or so, of the houses were privately-owned. Those privately-owned houses were located mostly on the north side of the east-west county road that ran along the north edge of the village {now Hwy. 51-A}. There were also a few privately-owned homes on the west side of the village and along the east side of the north-south road that is now Highway 51A that goes to Watonga. Most of those privately-owned houses were built during the early years of USG’s operation at Southard. 

J.C. began attending first grade in Southard’s school in the fall of 1953. At that time, Marvin began his senior year of high school. While attending high school, Marvin participated in basketball all four years. He played baseball only one year, his freshman year.

Immediately after Marvin graduated, and on returning from his senior trip, he went to work for USG in the Quality-Control Department. During that summer, he worked in the laboratory that was located in the Packing Department. That fall, September 1954, Marvin enrolled in Southwestern State College at Weatherford. During the following four years while attending college, he continued with the USG job during the summer months, school-vacation days, and on many Saturdays and Sundays.


In the summer of 1955, Marvin married Louise Nelson. Her parents are Olis and Elizabeth Nelson. Olis is another long-time employee of USG. Louise still had one more year of high school left when she and Marvin married. That fall (1955), they rented a house in Weatherford. Louise then finished her senior year of high school while Marvin was in his second year of college. Later they both received their teaching degrees from Southwestern State College. At this time, Louise is an elementary teacher in Clinton and Marvin teaches in the Chemistry-Science Department at Southwestern Oklahoma State University. They live in Weatherford and they have two sons, Steve and Lee (in 1973). {Louise received B.S. and M.S. degrees from Southwestern State College. Marvin received a B.S. degree from Southwestern State College, a M.S. degree from the University of New Mexico, and a doctorate from the University of Oklahoma. The name of Southwestern State College was changed to Southwestern Oklahoma State University in 1974.} 

In the late 1950’s, USG sold two Southard houses that were badly in need of repair. Later several more houses were sold. As houses were sold, they had to be moved from USG’s property. That was the beginning-of-the-end for the Southard village. A move got under way to sell and remove all company-owned houses. Residents were not forced to move out, but when word got out that the company was going to sell all company-owned houses, families began moving out, but slowly. 


Houses were sold at public auctions. USG waited until about a half-dozen houses became vacant and then the company held an auction. At the beginning, only smaller, non-modernized, houses were sold. Those first houses sold for less than $200 each. But as time went on, more buyers showed up at the auctions and the houses sold for more money. The last of the smaller houses sold for more than $400 each. That was about 1960. 


We were told that the house in which we lived was to be sold soon and the company told me that we could move into a small 3-room, modernized house. {The house from where they moved was our parents’ original Southard house.} We accepted USG’s offer and we moved into the second house in September 1960. We also moved our garage to that location. We lived there for two years and then we were told that house would be sold. We then moved again. That time we moved into a 4-room, modernized house on August 25, 1962. We moved our chicken house to that location, but we didn’t move our garage there.

J.C. graduated from Canton High School in May 1965. That fall he enrolled in Southwestern State College in Weatherford. {J.C. had transferred to Canton High School in 1961 because Southard’s high school was discontinued in 1957 due to low enrollment numbers.} The next year after J.C. began college, he joined the Oklahoma National Guard (in August 1966), serving with the Tulsa unit. {J.C. then continued in his college work and his National Guard responsibilities.}
The Southard-house sales continued. Families kept moving out and more houses were sold. The largest, modernized houses eventually sold for as much as $2,500. A few houses even sold for more. Toward the end, we were one of only four families left living in Southard. None of the families, including Edna and me, really knew where we wanted to move. That was in late spring of 1969. Then Edna and I then decided to buy one of the remaining USG houses.
Part  Four

Moving  To  Our  Southard  Acreage

After our decision to buy a USG house, I applied for a loan-approval through the Farmers Home Administration. But we still didn’t know which of the Southard houses we wanted or where we would move it. Then the gypsum company offered to sell the houses directly to the employees who were living in them. We didn’t have to go through an auction. USG asked $600 for each house. The company even offered to sell an additional house to each family if we wanted it.


At that time, we were buying eggs from Ed Bartel, who lived 1-mile west and a half-mile north of Southard. {Ed Bartel was a well-known USG retiree.} Each time I went after eggs, we always visited a few minutes. One day Ed asked me where we were going to move and I told him that we didn’t know. He then told me that his sister, Alma Bartel, would sell some acre-sized lots from her farm land along the north side of Highway 51 west of Southard. I immediately became interested and I told Ed that I would talk it over with Edna. {Alma Bartel’s lots were located about 1 and one-fourth miles west of Southard.}

Edna and I decided to buy two acres from Ed’s sister. We would then buy the Southard house in which we were living and move it onto those two acres. I returned to Ed’s place and told him that we had decided to buy two acres and I specified the two acres we wanted. We agreed on a price of $400 per acre, making a total of $800 for the two acres. He also agreed to reserve the location that we wanted. 

Then Edna and I went to Watonga to confer with a loan company for getting a loan. From there we went to Geary to see a surveyor and we set the following Saturday for having our acreage surveyed. That was in July 1969.


Word got out that we were purchasing those two acres from Alma Bartel. One of the remaining Southard residents, Bill Howard, contacted her, saying that he, and the other residents, Gene Hurst, and Chuck Williams wanted to each buy one acre. Bill then asked me to contact the surveyor about surveying those three additional tracts when he surveyed our two acres. Our land and the other tracts were surveyed on July 28, 1969.

Each of those three remaining Southard families purchased two houses, which they planned to combine as one house on their acre. Edna and I just bought one house because I had only three years remaining before retirement and we were concerned about my future income. On retiring, my social security would have amounted to about $240 per month and my USG retirement pension would have been less than $200 per month. Plus our utilities would have been higher if we had the combined two houses. Based on that, we thought it was best not to buy two houses. We thought that it would have been out of reach for us. 


Our loan was approved on October 22, 1969 for $4,560, which was to be repaid over 15 years, beginning January 1, 1970. Then after our individual deeds and abstracts were recorded in the court house at Watonga, the electric company {OG&E} for that area, installed an electric power line along the backside (the north side) of our properties. In the meantime, I fenced the east, west, and north sides of our acreage with barbed wire (four strands). I also had a water-well drilled 60 feet deep for $150. The well was drilled September 6, 1969.

 It was then discovered that the surveyor had made a mistake in his surveying. He had used the center of the blacktop on Highway 51 as his beginning point. But the blacktop was not in the center of the highway right-of-way. The way the surveyor had measured it, each of the families received too much land surface. It amounted to a strip about 27 feet wide and 307 feet long, running along the backside of our acreages. Since each of us had already fenced our land and the electric power line had been installed, Alma Bartel then just gave the extra land to each of us. During the next several months, I worked out the preliminaries for moving our Southard house to our acreage. 

I first built a well-house over the well. I used concrete blocks for the walls and I put a gabled, shingled roof on the small building. I stopped working on it when Edna’s dad, Carl Grauberger, became ill in Okeene. She stayed with him much of the time so I had a lot of driving to do, back and forth to Okeene, in addition to my working at the gypsum plant. Her dad passed away on November 29, 1969. I completed the well house the last of December that year. I then installed a submersible water pump that I purchased from Sears for $110. J.C. helped me in placing the pump in the well hole. Next, I dug (by hand) a ditch from the well house to where our house would be located and I installed the water line. 


In January 1970, I began working on the footings of the foundation where we would set our house when it was moved. I hired a backhoe operator to dig the ditch for the footings, but the ground was so frozen that the backhoe tore out large chunks of dirt, which messed up the walls of the ditch. I was then forced to build wood forms for running the concrete. Having to contend with the winter weather and working only in my spare time, I finally got the forms completed and we poured the concrete on February 16, 1970. I bought the concrete from Monahan’s Ready-Mix in Fairview.


On February 15, 1970. we moved out of the house that we had purchased in preparation to having it moved to our acreage. We moved into another vacant Southard house and we lived there until I had our house moved to the acreage and ready for us to move in. When we moved out of the house that we purchased, we left several of our belongings in the house. Those items were then moved along with the house. We even left our kitchen range in the house as our temporary house had one. I had previously arranged to have the Martens Brothers, a house-moving company in Fairview, to move our house on March 9, 1970.


After we moved out of the house that we purchased, I turned off the water and gas to the house. I also drained the hot-water tank and all the water lines to keep them from freezing. I crawled under the house and removed all the pipes and about 30 feet of 4-inch cast-iron sewer pipe. I took all the pipes with me to reinstall under the house at our new location.

When the house-movers took our Southard house to our acreage, they left it setting on jacks, centered over the footings that I had poured. I then had to build a foundation with cement blocks, two blocks high (16 inches) for the house to set on. I had my work cut out for me. Working alone, as I usually did, it was a very slow-going. 

I also had to stop several times to do other work. J.C. was attending college at Southwestern State University and he was also in the Oklahoma National Guard, in the Tulsa unit. He made one or two trips to Tulsa every month for his meetings. He also made trips to his schooling in Weatherford, where he stayed with Marvin and Louise during the week. With all that driving, there was a lot of wear and tear on our cars.


J.C. was driving a 1957, 4-door Ford and we had a 1957, 2-door Ford, plus a 1947, 2-door Ford as a second car. When he came home with something wrong with the car, I discontinued working on our moved house and then worked on his car. The times when I didn’t get his car fixed, J.C. then drove our car until I had his repaired. Since I was a mechanic, I did the work myself.


I completed the foundation for our house in late March. The Martens Brothers then returned and they lowered our house onto the concrete-block foundation on March 30, 1970. I next began work for getting the septic system installed.


I bought a 750-gallon, septic tank and I hired a local fellow from Canton to dig the hole for the tank with his backhoe. I also had him dig all the ditches for the sewer pipe, which included the main ditch from the house to the septic tank and the ditches for the drainage field. I then installed the sewer pipe from the septic tank to the house and in the drainage field. I covered all the drainage pipes with a layer of small gravel rock. I used about 14 tons of gravel and we moved it all by hand. J.C. helped me on that project.


Arkla Gas Company’s main gas pipe from Southard to Canton was on the south side of Highway 51. So in order to get gas from that line to our house on the north side, a pipe had to be laid beneath the highway. I thought that would be a major expense for us, but it wasn’t. Arkla installed the pipe under the highway and then extended it along the front property lines of the four houses on the north side of the highway. Arkla didn’t charge anything for that service. But we home-owners had to then lay individual lines in connecting our houses to Arkla’s line. From our house, I installed about 60 feet of 1 l/4 inch-pipe to our gas meter.

My next major job was to get electricity to the house. To begin with, I set a pole near our house. Then on the side of that pole, I assembled what is known as a meter loop. That consisted of a meter base, a breaker box, some conduits, and all the wires needed. Then all the electric company had to do was to fasten their wires to my wires. The electric company’s main line ran along the backside, which was the north side, of our acreage, so all the overhead wires went behind our house. The electric company completed their connection on May 30. Our house was then ready to be moved into. It had taken me 3 ½ months to get it ready for our moving in. 


We moved back into the house on May 31, 1970. I have not previously shared this: When we had our house moved to our acreage, we had it turned one-fourth turn from how it had set in Southard. In Southard, the house faced east, but after the move, the house faced south. That really confused Edna and it took her a while to finally get her self settled as to the correct directions while inside the house. 

After our house was moved, I then decided to move our 10 ft. by 20 ft. tin garage and our 6 ft. by 8 ft. chicken house. Both buildings were still in Southard. The garage was built in the 1930’s by my brother-in-law Lyman Lee. He was married to Irene, Edna’s older sister. At the time that Lyman built the garage, they lived on the next street west of us in Southard and their backyard bordered ours. Since I had helped Lyman build the garage, he gave it to me when he and Irene left Southard at the beginning of World War II. We were still using the garage when we began moving to other USG houses in September 1960. The chicken house was the one that I built during our earlier years of raising chickens.  

When we moved out of our first Southard house and into the second house, I also moved our garage to the second garage, but not our chicken house. Knowing that we would not live in any other company house very long as USG was disposing of them, I left the chicken house behind, at our first house. Then when we moved into the third house, I did not move the garage, but I did move the chicken house to that location. J.C. used the chicken house as a dog house for his hunting hounds. Later J.C. ordered 25 day-old Rouen ducks and he used the chicken house as his duck house. He also ordered pheasants when we lived in that house, but he kept them in coops. 

In preparing the garage for moving, I jacked it up and placed it on concrete blocks. I also removed the entry doors. Then I nailed several 2 x 6’s from sidewall to sidewall inside the garage so that it could be hauled on the flatbed of a truck. When I had it ready, I got Don Spangler to move it for me. He merely backed his truck into the garage and raised the truck’s bed a little bit so as to lift the garage a little higher off the blocks. He took the garage to our acreage and we unloaded it in reverse order. He charged me $10 for moving it. I then used the garage as a storage building.

J.C. helped me move the chicken house as his car had a trailer hitch. We jacked up the chicken house. I had an old rear-end from a car and we used it as a trailer. We rolled the rear-end under the chicken house and secured the building to it. J.C. then pulled the chicken house to our place and we unloaded it at the backside of our acreage. That was in the summer of 1970.

It was our intention from the beginning to add a fourteen-foot room extension along the north side of the house after we had moved it to our acreage. But at the time we moved back into the house, I hadn’t yet constructed the footings and foundation for the extension so that was my next job. I dug the ditch 16 inches deep for the footings and I built the wood forms for the concrete. Over several trips, I hauled the sacks of cement, sand, and crushed rock in the trunk of our 1957 Ford from Fairview. I then mixed the concrete by hand. I worked well into the fall of 1970 on that project. 


After completing the foundation of our house extension, we decided that I should begin working on our front porch. The porch is quite large, 7 feet wide and 16 feet long. After we moved our house to the acreage, we left the porch roof propped up with 2 x 4’s. We were using several stacked concrete blocks for steps up to our front door. I had to build a foundation for the porch before I could run a cement floor for it. With winter coming on, the going was very slow. I dug the ditch for the foundation’s footing. I was bothered with a mess of tree roots and bad weather. I worked off and on in completing the porch project. After I had finished the porch floor, I poured three concrete steps that were seven feet long. I was into July before I had the front porch finished in 1971.

I then went back to working on the foundation walls for the room addition on the north side of the house. Just before I had completed the job, my brother Harvey passed away in California on August 30, 1971. His body was brought back to Oklahoma and he was buried in Ebenfeld Cemetery, which is located southeast of Okeene. After a few days off, I got back to my work for the room addition. I finished the foundation in September 1971.

I was then ready to begin building the two rooms. Edna and I were planning to make the west room of the addition as our bedroom and the east room as a combined dining, storage, and utility room. I knew that by working alone, and with the usual delays, I would be too slow. A new building should be set up and at least the roof should be put on as quick as possible so as to prevent damage from rain. I began looking for someone to help me in completing the exterior walls and getting the roof shingled. I hired Bob Fast to help me. {Bob Fast was a local farmer who had building skills. He lived a short distance southwest of Southard.} He and I didn’t work steady on the project, but by Christmas, we had the exterior shell of the addition completed and the roof shingled. From there, I again continued it alone with the interior finish work. 

J.C. finished college at the end of the semester in January 1971. {Due to his extra responsibilities with the National Guard, J.C. couldn’t attend the usual four consecutive years of college.} The next month after graduating, on February 5, he married Thelma Kirk, who was from Fairview. {Thelma’s parents were Raymond and Ruthalene Kirk.} After they were married, J.C. and Thelma lived in Canton. J.C. was employed by the Oklahoma State Department of Human Services and he went to work in the department’s office at Watonga. {J.C. was discharged from the National Guard in August 1972. Thelma then completed her B.S. teaching degree in 1982 and her M.S. degree in 1986 at Southwestern Oklahoma State University.} At the present time, J.C. is still working in Watonga and Thelma is teaching in the Canton school system. They have one son, Adam, who was born in March 1976. {In 1984, J.C. and Thelma moved to an acreage along Highway 51 east of Canton where they still live (2007). Their second son, David, was born there in August 1984.}

In the spring of 1972, J.C. ordered some day-old ducks and geese. He brought them to our place to raise. He furnished the feed and I took care of them. We had good luck in raising them. Usually ducks and geese do not get along with each other, but in this case where they were kept in a pen together and they were housed together in one building, they did not fight each other. Every so often, J.C. sold a few, thereby decreasing the flock and eventually he sold all of the ducks, but we still had a few geese. 


I kept pecking away at completing the two-room addition to our house. I was doing all the electrical wiring and the plumbing in my spare time. We had previously purchased a new washer and dryer and I was finally ready to install them in the utility room. 
.
I also removed the water heater that had been in our kitchen and then reinstalled it in the new utility room. That left an empty space in the kitchen, which allowed me to add about two more feet to the kitchen build-ins. 


In our original planning, we wanted to convert part of the house’s smaller bedroom into a walk-in closet. I would then enlarge the old bathroom and move its door so that it wouldn’t be visible from the living room. I also wanted to add a large closet off the bedroom hallway. In the kitchen, I planned to cut a hole in the wall so as to slide the refrigerator back into it, allowing the refrigerator to fit flush with the kitchen wall. I planned to add a pantry closet in the northwest corner of the new room off the kitchen. But before I began all that indoor work, I returned to working in our front yard. 

At the time, we had to drive through the bar ditch along the highway for entering our front yard. The ditch was several feet lower than our yard and the highway, which created quite a dip when driving in. So in December 1973, I started a project to level the driveway. I began by laying a drainage culvert in the bar ditch. The culvert had an 18-inch diameter and all the sections together made it 60 feet long. I needed a lot of dirt to cover the culvert in bringing the fill high enough so it would be level with the highway and our front yard. 


It so happened that our neighbor to the west, Gene Hurst, was digging a cellar at the time. As he dug, he had to load the dirt in his pickup and haul it away. I told him that if he would stop at our culvert, I would help him unload it just to get the dirt. And that he did. After several trips over several days, someone in management at USG must have seen us unloading the dirt and recognized how much dirt I would need to level the fill. The gypsum company sent a front-end loader, and an operator, out to our place to help in hauling the dirt from Gene’s cellar hole to our culvert. Along with hauling Gene’s dirt, I also asked the operator to take dirt from our hill west of the house for covering the culvert. 

At that same time, Ralph Vowell, who lived across the highway south of us, began digging a basement for a new garage addition that he had started. Ralph was planning to haul off his dirt. But after I began my culvert project, he then brought his dirt to my fill. It was handy for him to dispose of the dirt at our place and I needed it badly. After receiving dirt from Gene, Ralph, and our hill, I wound up with enough dirt to complete my culvert job. 

When I had our front yard area leveled prior to moving our house, the work left a dirt bank about two feet high along the west side of the yard. To prevent the bank from washing toward our house, I built a low retaining wall of cement blocks, which I topped with a cement slab that was about 12 inches wide and 3 inches thick. I extended the wall along the west side of our yard from the southwest corner, north to just past the northwest corner of the house. For the footing of the wall, I mixed all the concrete and scooped it by hand into my form. I also mixed all the mortar for the blocks by hand. For the entire project, I used about 140 concrete blocks, 20 some-odd sacks of cement, between 3 and 4 tons of sand, and about the same amount of crushed rock. I hauled all those materials from Fairview in our 1965 Ford Falcon. It took many trips and I hauled the materials as I used them. I completed the job in late summer of 1974.


The leveling of our front-yard had also created a drop-off of about four feet along the east side of our yard. As the drop-off was about three feet from the east edge of our driveway, I was concerned about it. I was afraid that someone might drive over the bank as they entered our driveway. So I decided to build a fence with pipe along the east side of the driveway.


For the fence, I used two pipes of 5-inch diameter for my north and south end-posts. I used five, 4-inch diameter pipes for my line posts. I installed two horizontal rows of 1¼-inch pipe that ran through the line posts. I cut all of the pipe lengths by hand with a hacksaw. I also drilled all the holes through the line posts by hand. After I had all the pipes in place, I painted the posts dark green and the horizontal pipes white. 


After completing those yard projects, I was then ready to get back to my interior remodeling job. As I am a preparer of income-tax returns, the first four and one-half months of each year are usually taken up in that business. So I didn’t get back to my remodeling until the last half of April.


I worked on that indoor remodeling through most all of 1975. My mother passed away on September 29, 1975 and I stopped working on the house for a while. I completed all my indoor work by the end of that year (1975).

In the spring of 1976, our neighbor Gene Hurst asked me to do some carpenter work for him. I accepted the job. His plan called for building an addition to their house, which consisted of a large recreation room, a garage, and a utility room. The size of that addition was to be 33 feet by 40 feet, with the recreation room being 33 feet by 20 feet. The garage would be 26 feet by 20 feet and the utility room would 7 feet by 20 feet. 


We started Gene’s project in March 1976. We worked only on a part-time basis because Gene was still working for USG. But I, being retired, sometimes worked alone on the project. By mid-summer, we had the frame up and enclosed; the roof on; the exterior doors installed; and all windows installed. After that, I did all the electrical work and helped Gene to pipe-in the natural gas. Gene then took it alone and he did the finishing on the inside.


I returned to my work at home and began building an elevated rear porch as we were using stacked concrete blocks for steps to get into the back door. {That was into their new room addition.} I dug the trench for the foundation’s footing for the porch, making it 7 ½ feet x 7 ½ feet square. 


Once more, I hauled all the building materials from Fairview in our car. After completing the footing, I built the foundation walls for the porch with concrete blocks, going two blocks high. I then built a wood form to run a 6-inch thick, cement floor for the porch. Gene Hurst brought his cement mixer over and he helped me in pouring the floor. That was late in the fall of 1976.


In early 1977, I took on a job at Bill Howard’s, our neighbor three houses west of our place. I repainted the inside of their house and did other general inside repair work. Between that job and doing my income-tax work, it kept me quite busy.


A short time later, Bill Howard and his wife separated, but she remained living in the home. I then worked several times for her, doing such work as repairing the leaking roof and repairing the well house. I also worked on her water-well system and I did some minor plumbing for her. I also replaced all the locks on her doors, including the garage doors. 


Then later I worked for Chuck and Cotton Williams. They lived two houses west of us. I painted and did other minor jobs inside of their house. I was also still doing minor jobs for Gene Hurst.


In May 1977, J.C. purchased 50 day-old chicks. He again bought the feed and I cared for the chicks. He kept the pullets for egg production and he butchered the cockerels. Over the next few years, I continued in raising a few chickens. I set a several hens and raised the chickens that hatched. I also hatched a few geese by placing goose eggs under our setting hens. 

In late 1977, I decided to enclose our rear porch as I had already finished the concrete floor and steps. I framed the walls and the roof with 2 x 4’s and I covered them with corrugated fiberglass. But the roof leaked, which I didn’t like. So after about a year, I tore the roof off and replaced it with wood sheeting and composition shingles.


At various times, I also did odd jobs for Katherine Propp. She was a widow who lived on the west side of Southard, just a little west of the main water tower on the north side of the highway. Her husband, Pete, had been a longtime employee of USG. Mrs. Propp’s house was one of the few privately owned houses in the original Southard village. 


The odd jobs that I did for Mrs. Propp included: repairing roof leaks on her house and on an out-building; painting the inside of her house; replacing and repairing windows; and trimming her trees.

In 1979, I decided to re-shingle the older part of our house. Since our house has a hip roof, I removed and replaced the shingles on only one roof-section at a time. That way I didn’t have any bare roof exposed to the weather very long. I also extended the overhang of our large front porch so as to make it look better. Then I reshingled the porch’s entire roof.

After completing my reshingling job, I fenced the back part of our place with woven wire. After completing the fence, I turned our chickens and geese into it, thinking that the larger space would be a nice place for them to roam around in. That was a mistake as some kind of wild animal began getting into the pen and eating the chickens. After losing nine hens, I cross-fenced the eastern half of that larger pen and I kept the chickens and geese in that smaller area, which was closer to our house. That stopped whatever was getting our chickens.

For the next two years, I continued working at whatever needed to be done on our place. I also continued with various odd jobs for our neighbors.

In the summer of 1981, after digging my potatoes, I got so sore and stiff that I could hardly get around. I was thinking that it was caused by not being used to that kind of work and that I would get over it in a few days, but it hung on. My neck got so sore that when I backed from a parking place in town I had trouble when turning to look back to see if a car was coming. About three weeks later, I went to Dr. Crowe in Fairview. He said my soreness was due to arthritis and he prescribed some capsules. After follow-up examinations and blood work at other hospitals, I was told that I also had hardening of my arteries.

{That was the beginning of many health challenges that Dad faced during the remainder of his life. No doubt, his many years of hard labor, including those 10 years of hand-loading rock, were beginning to show on his aging body. During his latter years, Dad was hospitalized several times for various analyses and treatments of various ailments. He had a hip replaced in 1982. He was diagnosed with prostate cancer and he had surgery for it in the late 1980’s. Then on January 3, 1993, Dad was hospitalized in Fairview with severe intestinal pain. After a week there, he was transferred to an Enid hospital where he underwent intestinal surgery and died without regaining consciousness on January 12, 1993, at the age of 84 years and 5 months.

Mom then decided to remain living in their home on the acreage. But without Dad, her health deteriorated rapidly, to the point that she was diagnosed as having dementia. She then moved to a nursing home in Fairview where she died on June 2, 1998, at the age of 82 years.

Mom and Dad are buried in the Cherryvale Cemetery, located 2 miles west and one-fourth mile south from Southard.}
Part  Five
Working  For  The  United  States  Gypsum  Company

The United States Gypsum Company (USG) at Southard has undergone many changes from the time that I first became acquainted with the operation to the present (1983). Since the company’s beginning, it has always been divided into departments such as: Board Plant; Block Plant; Keenes Mill, No. 1 Mill; Hydrocal; Packing; Engineering; Quality/Laboratories; Engine Room; Quarry and Mines; and Offices. Over the years, some departments were discontinued and others were added. During my years with USG, I always worked in the Quarry and Mines Department.


{The gypsum operation began in 1905, when George L. Southard built a small, privately-owned gypsum processing plant on the site that is now named Southard. Then in 1912, the United States Gypsum Company (based in Chicago, Illinois) purchased Mr. Southard’s small operation.}

The production of gypsum products then, as today, was dependent on a steady flow of gypsum rock. When USG purchased the operation in 1912, quarrying was the only method used in getting the gypsum rock. Then beginning in 1916, USG developed three mines over the years, but not all were in operation at the same time. The mines were given these names: No. 1 Mine (Shimer bed); No. 2 Mine (Shimer bed), and No. 3 Mine (Shimer bed). The company continued its mining and quarrying operations until the late 1940’s when the No.3 Mine was closed. From then on, quarrying has been the only method used in getting the gypsum rock.

{There are four beds, or layers, of gypsum rock beneath the Southard area. From the top down, these beds are named Shimer, Nescatunga, Kingfisher Creek, and Medicine Lodge. USG has mined and quarried only the top two layers, Shimer and Nescatunga, because they are the purest and thickest of the four layers of gypsum. }

I have previously stated that I went to work for the United States Gypsum Company on July 31, 1929. I was first employed to work in the Keenes Mill. I worked there only three weeks then I requested to be transferred to the Quarry and Mines Department where Dad and Harry worked. All new employees in that department were always first assigned to rock-loading jobs. Openings for rock-loaders occurred often because the older rock-loaders usually grabbed hourly-paid jobs when vacancies occurred in the quarry or in other departments within the plant. Rock-loaders did that because hourly-paid jobs weren’t as physically difficult as hand-loading rock.


I worked ten years at hand-loading rock, from 1929 into 1939. I could have had an hourly-paid job several times, but I did not ask for one because I was making a lot more money by loading rock. However, I did not realize, at the time, that loading rock by hand was so hard and I should not have been doing it. {To support Dad’s belief that hand-loading gypsum rock was indeed difficult work, I share this geologic fact: A cube of gypsum rock that measures 12 inches x 12 inches x 12 inches weighs approximately 140-145 pounds.}

When I first went to work in the Quarry Department, there was not any mechanized loading of rock being done. All quarried rock was loaded by hand. I was one of 30 rock loaders at the time. Each man was issued a set of tools for working with the rock. Those tools were: a small shovel for scooping up the pulverized rock; a pry bar about 5 feet long that was used to separate rocks from the dynamited pile; a pick; a 16-pound, sledge hammer; a pointed wedge for breaking larger rocks into smaller rocks; and a track wrench for bolting and unbolting rail track.


A Shimer rock quarry was prepared in those earlier years by using horses and scrapers in removing the overburden of red, rocky soil that covered the layers of gypsum. We called that process stripping. A dragline was later used for stripping. After the overburden was removed, the top of the gypsum layer was then exposed for dynamiting. {There are four gypsum layers, or beds, in the Southard area. Shimer Gypsum is the name of the top gypsum layer. Below the Shimer Gypsum, in sequence, are these layers (beds): Nescatunga Gypsum; Kingfisher Creek Gypsum; and Medicine Lodge Gypsum.}

Holes for the placement of dynamite were drilled vertically downward about five feet from the edge of the gypsum layer. The drilled holes were spaced about four feet apart. Only one row of holes was drilled and blasted at a time. Because the Shimer gypsum layer decreased in quality from the top to the bottom, those first holes were drilled only halfway through the gypsum layer. The gypsum rock taken from the top of the layer was used in making pottery plaster. Later, the lower half of the Shimer layer was then blasted and that gypsum rock was processed as moulding plaster. Pottery plaster required a higher quality gypsum rock than did moulding plaster.

Hand-loaded rock meant just that. After an edge of the gypsum layer was dynamited into smaller pieces, men had to manually lift and place each rock in a special rail car. Those cars were built much like the larger coal cars that we see on railroads today, but USG’s rock cars were much, much smaller. Each rock car held only two tons of gypsum rock. The empty car weighed about a ton and was a little over waist high.

The size of rock that was loaded was limited only by how much a man could lift. Any size a man, or two men, could lift was loaded into the car. When a boulder of gypsum was too heavy to lift by the two of us, we then used our wedges and sledge hammers to break it into smaller pieces that could be lifted. Some of the larger chunks of gypsum were too large for the rock crusher to handle, especially if those larger rocks had unusually long shapes.


Our rock-loading couldn’t begin until a temporary rail-spur was brought to the pile of blasted rock. Usually two rock loaders, working together, would lay the track into the pit. We used our track wrenches for assembling and fastening the rails.


The rails that we used came in several sizes and they were identified as 10, 20, 30, and 45-pounders. Those numbers referred to rails that weighed that much per yard-of-length. The 10-pound rails were used only around the main plant area where small amounts of gypsum rock had to be moved to another area. The 30 and 45-pounders were used for the permanent tracks that linked the mines and quarries to the rock crusher at the main plant. The 20-pound rails were used for the temporary tracks, which we laid up to the rock-piles in the quarry pits. Those rails were also used to place temporary track in the mines.


After we had the temporary track in place, empty rock cars were then brought into the quarry pit, up to the pile of blasted rock. In those early years, individual cars were pulled into the pits (or the mines) by either a horse or a mule. At that time the gypsum company maintained an animal barn, which housed a dozen, or so, horses and mules that were used in the mines and quarries. I still remember several of their names — Bill, Duke, Fox, Mike, Red, Shorty, and Delphia.

When business was good, mule drivers were employed in the mines and quarries to move the cars where needed. But during the depression-years, we loaders had to move empties into the pit and we also took loaded cars out to the main track. During those times, the barn man at the main plant harnessed the mules and horses every morning and he took them to the mines and quarries, and left them for the day. Then at the end of the working shift, the barn man returned and took the animals back to the barn where he unharnessed and fed them that evening.


The harness used in the mine and quarry operations for pulling the rail cars was made differently from the common farm harness used in those days. For pulling the rock cars, the singletree was fastened to the harness and then a 6-foot chain was used to connect the singletree to the rock car. There were no reins on the harness. Instead, the mules and horses were trained to obey voice commands. Each animal would turn right to a yell of “Gee” and then turn left to a yell of “Haw”. Once in a while, a horse or a mule would get contrary and run off with an empty car because there were no reins to control him.


Each rock loader was assigned an identification number that was used for determining how much rock that he sent to the crusher each day. The loader’s number was stamped into several small, round metal tags which were given to the loader. He would then hang one of his numbered tags on a loaded car before sending it to the rock crusher. Rock loaders usually worked as a team and they would alternate in hanging their numbered tags on a loaded car. My loading number was 16 during most of the years that I loaded rock at Southard.


After a car was filled in the pit, a horse or mule was used to pull the car back to the main track where the car was coupled to other loaded cars. A string of 20 to 25 loaded cars was then towed back to the rock crusher by a small gasoline-powered locomotive, or as we workers called it, the “haulage motor”. The locomotive, or the haulage motor, was later powered by tanks of natural gas.

The locomotive was a 4-wheel, railroad-vehicle with an engine at the front. The engine compartment was covered with a long hood. The operator sat at the rear of the long hood, unprotected from the weather. The locomotive was built low enough so that it could easily enter the mines when needed there. During my early quarrying days, the gypsum company purchased a locomotive that had a cab for the operator. It was intended to be for quarry-use only. But later when management found out they also needed the locomotive for use in the mines, they had the cab removed. That locomotive, with the cab, resembled the larger railroad steam locomotives that were used on all the railroads at the time. I hated to see the company remove the cab.  

At the rock crusher, the hand-loaders’ metal tags were collected from the incoming cars of rock and the tonnage for each man was figured at the end of the shift. The loaded cars were never actually weighed each time they were emptied. Instead, a full car was simply recorded as carrying two tons of rock. I am sure some cars weighed less and some weighed more. After taking the loaded cars to the crusher, the motor would then take empty cars back to the mines and quarries. 


During the 1920’s, wages, salaries, and the cost of living remained about the same for several years. There was very little inflation. My dad {Adam Weber} went to work in the mine at Southard in 1923. The wages at that time were the same as they were when I went to work at USG in 1929. The wage-rate for hand-loading rock was $0.19 per ton. The base rate of hourly workers was $0.35 per hour. 


My partner during most of my rock-loading years was my brother-in-law Lyman Lee. He was married to Edna’s older sister, Irene. Lyman and Irene, with their kids, lived in Southard on the street just west of us and then later moved to a house down the hill east of us. Like other loaders, Lyman and I loaded into the same car. Then we would alternate in receiving credit for the filled car. Lyman was paid for one carload and I was paid for the next carload. {Lyman Lee and family moved to Riverside, California about 1940.}

In our beginning years of working together, Lyman and I each was paid $0.19 per ton of loaded rock. At that rate, we had to load a minimum of 15 tons in order to make as much as an hourly worker would make in an eight-hour shift. (They were paid $0.35 per hour.) Most days, Lyman and I each loaded 25 to 30 tons of rock. So we each made between $4.75 and $5.70 per day. On good days, we loaded 80 tons between us. That would was 40 tons each for which we were each paid $7.60. 


Although that was considerably more than hourly employees made, we did a lot of extra work for which we weren’t paid. Those extras were just considered part of our job. We weren’t paid for installing or moving the temporary rail tracks from one quarry pit to another. That usually took quite a lot of time.


Then there were the derailed cars that had to be put back on the track. It wasn’t easy because a loaded rock car weighed around three tons. Several rock loaders worked together in using their long poles as levers for prying and lifting the car back onto the rails. When the derailment was especially bad, an empty car was brought to the site and the rock was transferred into it by hand.

There were times when we ran out of downed rock and then we had to wait until more rock was dynamited from the quarry face. Our wait-times varied from several minutes to several hours. We didn’t draw wages while we waited for the rock to be blasted.


During the hardest years of the Great Depression, in the mid-1930’s, wages were cut several times. The pay for hand-loading rock dropped to $0.16 per ton and base hourly wages dropped to $0.32 per hour. Then in the late 1930’s, wages slowly started going back up, about 2 cents per hour each year. During World War II, wages didn’t increase any because workers pledged to work at the prevailing rates for the duration of the war. After the war, wages increased slowly over the years. At the time I retired, I was getting $3.39 per hour (in August 1973). I was later told that wages at USG almost doubled from 1973 to 1983. 

In the summer of 1938, workers at USG organized and formed a labor union, which was the first union within the Southard operation. Lester Mannering, who was the supervisor of the dragline operation, was elected as our first president of the union. I took a leading part in the union and I later served as the president for several years during the early 1940’s.


In 1939, Lester Mannering, told me of a job-opening on the dragline. He asked if I would take it. I immediately accepted the job, thus ending my days of hand-loading rock in the quarry. {The dragline was used to remove the soil and rocky overburden from the top layer of gypsum so that it could be quarried.}

That dragline was powered by a 12-cyclinder, LeRoi engine that had four carburetors, but the machine was equipped to operate on either gasoline or natural gas. It had two large radiators and three cooling fans. The engine’s cooling system had a capacity of 85 gallons. It also had an 85-gallon gasoline tank. The machine had an 80-foot boom. The bucket had a 2-yard capacity and the connecting cables were about 1 inch in diameter. The drag cable was 105 feet long and the hoist cable was 180 feet long.


After I and my helper had operated the dragline for several months, two more men were hired to operate a second shift. So it became a 24 hours-per-day operation. Whenever the dragline broke down, the operators and helpers from both shifts did the repair-work. I always took the leading part in supervising the work.


When operating the dragline around-the-clock for five days a week, we were stripping dirt from the rock beds faster than they could be quarried. So in the summer of 1942, USG temporally shut down the dragline operation and we operators were transferred to other jobs. I went to the No. 3 Mine as a rock driller. My partner there was Ted Trimmer. Our job as drillers was to drill holes for dynamiting the layered gypsum inside the mine. 

The No. 3 Mine was also known as a Keenes mine because part of the gypsum layer in the mine was whiter and purer than the other gypsum in the Shimer. Products manufactured in the Keenes Mill required the purest gypsum.

The Keenes gypsum in the No. 3 mine was not very thick so mining the rock there was quite challenging. Thus the mine had a very low roof. When the main shaft was first opened, the entrance and the first 200 feet into the mine were blasted so as to produce a higher roof. But the passageway still wasn’t high enough for a man to walk completely erect in that part of the mine.


A normal-sized mule couldn’t get through the mine’s entrance for pulling the mining cars. After considerable searching, the gypsum company located a mule that was short enough to enter and walk through that mine for the first 200 feet. We named him Shorty.


Beyond the first 200 feet, the roof was lowered and only the cleaner, whiter gypsum in the layer was mined. The roof, in some sections of the mine, was so low that a common scoop shovel could not be used in its upright position. That occurred in only a few places, as the roof height varied, which was common in all mines. But the Keenes mine’s roof was never high enough for a man to be comfortable while working in the mine. I believe much of the roof in No. 3 Mine was less than four feet high. It was very difficult to carry rail-track in and out of the working areas. 


The company had a few smaller, 1 ½-ton, rock-cars that were used in that mine. Even so, those empty rock cars had to be pushed by hand to where the rock was to be loaded. Then loaded cars had to be pushed back out to where the mule could be hooked to them. Two men could usually move a loaded car. But sometimes other nearby rock loaders were called to help.

The company’s mines were always developed in an orderly way. The first tunnel that was blasted into the rock layer for opening the mine was called the main heading. After tunneling about 100 feet into the rock, two ninety-degree corners were turned, thus mining in opposite directions. Those shafts were also called headings and they were numbered.


After mining in those directions for a short distance, corners were again turned, but only after measurements were taken so that pillars of rock could be left every 20 to 24 feet. Those pillars were supports to keep the roof of the mine from collapsing.


The mined areas between the pillars were called rooms and they were numbered. After tunneling the main heading another 100 feet, or so, corners were again turned and numbered. All headings and all rooms were numbered consecutively. Thus, anyone acquainted with the mine could be told to go to a certain place and he could easily find that location. A location might be identified as “10 south-6”, which meant a location in number 10 south heading, room number 6.


When dirty rock showed up in a heading, it was an indication that part of the mine was running out of good rock. So the heading wasn’t driven forward any farther. It was at that point that the lower quality gypsum in the mine was then removed and that rock was used in making products, other than Keenes products.


Rock drilling methods in the mines were somewhat different from drilling methods in the quarries. In the mines, rock drillers worked in pairs. They were issued equipment, which was carried on a small, flat-bed, rail car. We drillers simply called it our “drill car”. The car was small enough (about 3 ½ feet wide and 6 feet long) to easily get through the mine’s tunnels. The car was light enough so that two drillers could readily push it, even when loaded with all the equipment, along the rail tracks inside the mine. Equipment that drillers used were: two electric drills; two sets of auger bits, which were 2 inches in diameter. (Each set contained four bits that were 2, 4, 6, and 7 feet in length.); enough metal strips of angle iron for erecting two drill frames; two picks; and a reel of several hundred feet of electrical cable


As the mine developed, we installed electrical lines along the underside of the rock roof. For attaching wires, we drilled shallow holes into the overhead gypsum and then we drove wooden shims into those holes. Next we fastened (horizontally) a piece of wood to each shim. Each setup looked similar to a small, upside-down high line pole. We screwed insulators to the ends of the wood cross-piece and then installed electric wires through the insulators. 

There were no electrical outlets inside the mine for plugging in the electric drills. Instead, there were metal hooks on the outer ends of the two electrical wires in the roll of electric cable on the drill car. Near the site where the drill was to be used, we removed some of the insulation from the overhead electrical wires and we hooked the ends of the cable wires onto those bare, overhead wires. Care had to be taken so as not to come in contact with the current. Those overhead electrical lines were not installed very close to the blasting areas within the mine because of possible damage to the wires from flying rocks. So we drillers unrolled wire from our cable reel for getting electricity to our drills. 

Drill frames consisted of individual pieces of angle iron that were bolted together inside the mine. An assembled frame was about 1 foot wide, 5 feet long, and what ever height that was needed in the mine’s tunnel. For stabilizing the frame while drilling, we chiseled a narrow groove into the gypsum above and below the frame. We then inserted steel pins through the bottom and the top brackets of the frame and into the chiseled grooves. 


Keenes rock required shorter drilling frames and Shimer rock required taller frames. Each assembled frame had a pair of hooks near the top and a pair near the bottom of the frame. Plus there were several additional pairs of hooks between the top and the bottom. The drill was hung on those hooks while drilling the various holes into the gypsum rock. The drilled horizontal holes were about 6 to 7 feet deep. That kind of drilling was known as “drilling a face”.


After drilling our holes into the gypsum, we were ready to place the dynamite. The type of dynamite that we used in this kind of blasting came in 50-pound, wood boxes. Each stick of dynamite was 8 inches long and 1 ½ inches in diameter. There were usually 100 sticks in a box and one box was used to load and blast one face of rock. We divided the box of dynamite among the drilled holes. Fuses were used to set off those kinds of shots. We crimped a cap about an inch or two from the end of each fuse. We punched a small hole in a stick of dynamite and we inserted the end of the fuse so that the cap rested along the outside of the stick. That stick of dynamite, with fuse and cap, was then pushed into a drilled hole with a long pole. We then rammed several more sticks of dynamite into the same hole. Than several narrow bags of pulverized gypsum were tamped into the hole, sort of sealing it so as to keep more of the explosion’s force contained inside the hole. Each drilled hole was filled this same way. {The dynamite cap was similar to a large fire cracker. The fire in the fuse exploded the cap. The force from the exploding cap than detonated the unstable stick of dynamite to which the fuse was fastened. The explosive force of that first stick of dynamite then detonated the other sticks in that hole.}

We cut the fuses in different lengths so that we would have time to light all fuses before leaving the mine. We always split the end of the fuse, which made it easier to light it. Both drillers worked in lighting the fuses. We always began lighting the fuses of the dynamite that was near the center of our drilled holes (the longer fuses) and then we worked outward from that point. After we blasted a rock face, rock loaders then laid their rail track to the pile of rock and brought in an empty car for loading the rock. 

As World War II moved forward, USG’s business increased greatly. The company could not hand-load gypsum fast enough to keep up with their orders. So in early 1943, the company purchased a gasoline-powered, Bay City mechanical shovel to speed up their rock-loading in the quarries. That mechanization forever changed the quarry’s operation. Hand-loading rock was phased out. And it was for the better. 

Although the power shovel speeded up the loading of rock, it could not sort and load the rock the way men sorted and loaded the rock by hand. When the power shovel was placed in operation, the quarry’s drilling methods were also changed. Holes for the dynamite were drilled completely through the layer of Shimer gypsum. The rock for pottery and moulding products was no longer separated. The shovel loaded all rock as one kind, which was then simply called white rock. 


At the time, it was thought by many workers, and by some in management, that loading the rock with the mechanized shovel would lower the quality of the finished plasters. But evidently, with the development of new methods in processing the rock, the quality of finished products remained just as high as it had been during the times of hand-loading the rock.


I was still working as a rock driller in No. 3 Mine at the time, but I was asked to transfer back to the quarry and learn how to operate the new shovel. The shovel was powered by a Bay City engine and it had a “half-yard” bucket for mechanically loading the quarried rock. The new shovel was not a problem as I quickly learned the operation. Management immediately put the shovel on two shifts. One shift operated the shovel from 7:00 a.m. to 3:30 p.m. The second shift operated from 3:30 p.m. to 12:00 midnight. 

After the mechanical shovel was placed in operation, several new methods were then tried in loading and hauling the downed rock from the quarries to the mill’s crusher. At first, we shovel-operators loaded gypsum rock directly into the same 2-ton rail cars, which had been previously used by the quarry’s hand-loaders. That didn’t work very well.

Then a portable, elevated wooden bin with a hopper-bottom was constructed at the edge of the open pit. Two Federal trucks were purchased for hauling quarried rock from the shovel to the wooden bin. A rail-track was laid beneath the hopper for filling the rock cars, which were then pulled to the crusher at the mill. This method eliminated the need for extending the railroad track into the quarry pits. 


The wooden-bin operation was not successful. There were so many problems with it that the company eventually abandoned the bin. Next, they put small, 2-ton beds on the Federal trucks. That way, a loaded truck could directly dump its load into a 2-ton rail car. Eventually that method was abandoned when the company built a hard-surfaced roadway from the main plant to the quarry-area. Trucks then began hauling quarried rock directly from the shovel to the rock crusher at the main plant site.

With those improved rock-loading and hauling methods, I was again asked to return to the dragline because more pits needed to be stripped of overburden (in 1944). The dragline was again placed on a two-shift operation. I was one operator with Claude Price as my helper. Jess Reeves was the operator on the other shift and Manuel Kleiwer was his helper. But the next year (in 1945), the operation was cut back to one shift because of a man-power shortage just before the war ended. 


I then was the remaining dragline operator and Claude Price continued as my helper. We worked 12-hours per day, seven days-a-week until Thanksgiving week in 1946. The man-power shortage ended and the company then placed the dragline’s operation on three shifts. That three-shift operation of the dragline continued until early 1950. At that time, USG purchased four Caterpillar tractors, three scrapers, and a ripper to replace the dragline for removing the overburden. The dragline was badly worn after so many hours of working.


On February 25, 1950, I parked the dragline on a hillside, where it would gather dust. The dragline was later sold to a salvage dealer, who dismantled it and hauled the metal away. I hated to see it go as it was the best job that I had while working for the gypsum company. It was always warm in the dragline’s cab during the coldest days of winter. And it wasn’t bad to operate in the hottest weather as the cab had ventilating doors and louvers that directed air in any direction.


The following day after parking the dragline, I was moved to the maintenance crew in the Quarry Department. I worked as a service and repair man in dealing with all equipment in that department. Most of the equipment was quite heavy, cumbersome, and difficult to work on. As examples: The transmission on a large haulage truck weighed 4,000 pounds and the truck’s differential weighed 1,800 pounds. 

Many times when equipment broke down in the quarry or along the haulage road, we had to work on it right there. Some of the equipment like the quarry’s shovel, the dragline (when it was in operation), and large air compressors could not be taken to the shop anyway. Service and maintenance work was done on a 3-shift, daily basis, which meant that men were out working all hours, day and night, in all kinds of weather. I spent many cold winter nights working outdoors on broken-down equipment. To make matters worse, the metal on the equipment got colder than ice. Many times workers had to sit or lie on that cold metal while making repairs. When fuel lines were frozen, they had to be removed whereby the mechanic got fuel on his hands and that caused his skin be become still colder. We often worked in blowing snow, sometimes at night under powerful flood lights, when repairing a piece of equipment in the quarry. I remember lying on ice to remove a U-joint, which had broken, wedging the drive shaft into the ground to where the tractor could not be moved.


During my years in the Quarry Department and later in the Quarry’s maintenance shop, I saw many changes in the equipment that was used for getting the gypsum rock and transporting it to the crusher. In 1948, USG built a larger rock crusher at the main plant, along with two silo-type rock storage bins. Along with that change, a hard-surfaced road was built from the main plant to the quarries and two new Mack diesel trucks were purchased for hauling the quarried rock to the crusher. That updating eliminated the need for the locomotives (haulage motors), rock cars, and rail tracks. It also eliminated underground mining although the rock supply in the No. 3 Mine hadn’t been exhausted. The company later went back and took that rock by open-pit quarrying.


To continue operating the Keenes quarry without the railroad, the company purchased two International trucks, with Dempster hoists. Quarried rock was loaded into large metal, open-faced boxes. Each box held about four tons of rock. The trucks then picked up the filled boxes and hauled them to the crusher. On their return trips, the trucks hauled empty boxes back to the Keenes quarry. 

Mechanized drills were also purchased at that time. A Damco, self-propelled drill with a four cylinder engine was used in the Shimer quarry. A “home-made” drill propelled by an air motor was used in the Keenes quarry. We nicknamed that drill “Jeep”. 

In 1953, a picking-belt was put into operation in the Keenes quarry. This was a portable machine on four wheels, and rather long. At one end there was a hopper, which had a bottom constructed of a rotating grizzly. Quarried rock was picked up with a Pettibone front-end loader and dumped into the hopper. {The grizzly was a rotating belt of widely spaced, heavy-duty steel rods that allowed dirt and smaller debris to fall through as the load of quarried rock was moved to the conveyor belt. This was the first screening process in maintaining the high quality of Keenes products.} The larger, cleaner chunks of white rock then continued moving on the conveyor belt.} Two men stood along each side of the conveyor belt and they removed all inferior rock, leaving only the good, white Keenes rock. At the end of the belt, the rock then fell into a rock box and was delivered to the crusher.


Later the picking belt was converted into a stationary operation. A rotating wash-tube was installed next to the grizzly. {See the previous paragraph for an explanation of the grizzly.} The wash-tube was about 20 feet long and 4 or 5 feet in diameter. The tube rotated as the rock moved through it, while water sprayed inside, washing the rock. The cleaned, washed rock was then dumped onto the conveyor belt. 

A small building was erected over the conveyor belt and electric heaters were installed. This made it most comfortable for the men during winter months. The operation then became known as the wash plant. Water that was used in the wash-tube was pumped from a nearby spring. The centrifugal pump was operated by a 4-cylinder Ford engine.

The grizzly and the conveyor belt were powered by gasoline engines. Much trouble was encountered in getting the engines started on cold mornings. Also, much time was spent while servicing those engines because we had to carry fuel to the engines in 5-gallon cans. After several years of that type of usage, the gasoline engines were replaced with electric motors. Thus eliminating a lot of time and work in servicing the engines and in starting them during the colder months.


Several years after I retired in 1973, a formula was developed whereby all Keenes products could be made with Shimer rock. That eliminated the need for Keenes rock entirely. The wash plant was then sold for junk and the Keenes-quarry operations were abandoned.

There is another kind of rock in Southard’s quarries that I have not previously mentioned. That rock’s name is anhydrite and it is much harder and heavier than gypsum. Seams of anhydrite run through both the Shimer and the Nescatunga layers of gypsum. In the earlier years, anhydrite was considered as a nuisance because there was no known use for the rock. {In origin, anhydrite and gypsum are closely related. Chemically, gypsum is calcium sulfate with water molecularly attached. In contrast, anhydrite is calcium sulfate without any molecularly attached water. So it could be said that anhydrite is gypsum without any water in its molecular structure.}


Then in 1962, experiments showed that anhydrite could be mixed with limestone rock in making cement. When that happened, USG started getting orders for its anhydrite rock from a cement plant at Pryor, Oklahoma. Anhydrite pits were opened at Southard and crushed anhydrite was shipped out in trucks with semi-trailers. Other cement companies began ordering anhydrite and the rock was shipped by rail. Then cement companies discovered that they could also use Southard’s “dirty” gypsum in making cement and they began ordering the rock. That was the beginning of an enlarged rock business for USG. {“Dirty” gypsum is gypsum of low purity. This had been considered as waste rock in previous years.}

Now I want to tell about the problems involved in getting drinking-water to the men working in the mines and quarries during the years I worked for USG. It would seem like it should have been a simple task, but it wasn’t. The company tried many methods in serving drinking water. As one method failed, another was tried.


During my first year at USG (1929), an open-top, wooden barrel was placed in an empty rock car. The barrel was filled with water at the main plant and a chunk of ice was placed in the water. The car with the barrel of water was then taken to the quarry and spotted on a side-track near the workers. One dipper was hung from a hook on the side of the barrel. All workers drank from that dipper. When the barrel was emptied, it was then placed on a loaded rock car and sent back to the main plant. There the barrel was refilled with water and again iced. Then the barrel was returned to the quarry in an empty car. There were many times when the crusher was broke down and there was not an empty car available to send the barrel of water back to the quarry. So when that happened, the quarry men went thirsty. 

During those years, a barrel of iced water was also centrally placed in the mine. But at times, there were men working as far as one-fourth mile from the water barrel. For a number of years, the company worked only a skeleton crew of two drillers and four loaders in a mine. During those times, the men brought their own drinking water with them from their homes. They carried the water in one-gallon, glass jugs.


Next the company installed an underground water line from the main plant to the site of the quarry’s air compressor. That main pipe ran between two quarry pits and a water line was laid into each pit. Faucets were installed on each pipe. Then drinking water could be withdrawn directly from the pipes. That method was more sanitary, but the water was not very cold. Since I never did care for real cold water, that system was alright with me. Later, as pits were quarried at greater distances from the main plant, that delivery system was discontinued. 


One time an electric cooler was installed in the largest quarry pit. That was the first one that I had ever seen. Since the pits had rock floors, it was impossible to bury the water-delivery pipe below the surface. So the water pipe was laid, exposed, on the rock floor of the pit. One can imagine how hot the water got in the summer heat by the time the water entered the water cooler. That hot water, going into the cooler, kept the cooler’s electric motor running continuously and burned it up. That method of trying to cool water was quickly abandoned. {I recall one summer when Dad said the temperature on the floor of one quarry pit was 134 degrees.}

Next, a steel barrel, with a lid, was placed in an empty rock car and a wood box was built around the barrel. The box was then filled with insulation material. A spigot was placed on a short pipe that was connected to the side the barrel and a tin cup was furnished for each man. The cups were numbered and easily identified. A piece of sheet metal was installed with enough hooks for all the cups to hang on when not being used. Sometimes during high winds, cups were blown from the hooks and scattered about the area. When this water barrel was constructed, it was painted on the inside with aluminum paint, which gave the water a paint taste. None of the men liked it. Supervisors, thinking the bad taste would quickly disappear, were surprised when the taste remained in the water for almost a year. That method of water delivery was abandoned at the end of that year.


In about 1938 or 1939, an abandoned water-well house was placed near the entrance of the Shimer quarry and the building was used as a lunch room for the men. There was no electricity, gas, or water in the building. But it was a place to eat and to be out of the weather. Later, electricity was brought to the lunch room. Natural gas and water were also piped to the building. A large electric water cooler with two drinking spigots was installed in the lunch room. The trouble with that system was the cooled water was too far from the working areas. But it was nice during the men’s lunch break.


In 1943, the No. 3 Mine was opened southeast of the plant. (It was the last mine ever operated by USG at Southard.) Water was piped to the mine from the main water line that was located at the air compressor. The company used pipe that previously had been used for piping natural gas to the dragline. {The natural gas was fuel for operating the dragline’s engine.} That gave the water a taste of natural gas, which never diminished. After a year or so, that method of water delivery was also abandoned.


The next system for getting drinking water into the mine was with a tank that was placed on a four-wheel trailer that was parked on top of the mine near where an air-ventilation hole had been drilled into the mine. A pipe was coupled to the water tank and extended down into the mine. A spigot was placed on the bottom end of the pipe, which permitted the workers to get their drinking water. But the water in the tank got too hot during the summer months and sometimes froze during the winter months. 


Then the water tank was mounted on an empty rock car. The tank was filled with water and ice at the plant and then pulled into the mine. When the tank was empty, the car, with the tank, was then pulled back to the main plant, refilled, and returned to the mine. This was the same method for delivering water to the mines that was in use when I first began working at Southard. And the method was continued until the mining operations were discontinued in 1950.


About that time (in the early 1950’s), an ice-making machine was installed in the main shop’s lunch-room. Double-walled, water cans were supplied with that method for providing cold drinking water. Those cans ranged in size from one to five gallons. Each work crew, or a single man working alone, was given a can of iced water. When prepared for a crew of men, a five-gallon can of water was taken to the work site at the beginning of the shift. When a man was working alone, he carried his gallon-sized can of water. Paper cups were supplied with those water cans. As far as I know, this system is still being used in the quarry-operation (1982). During my last years of working, the gypsum company also furnished canvas water bags when small crews worked in remote areas, away from a main water supply line.


I continued working in the Quarry Department’s maintenance shop with the same rank until the fall of 1959. At that time I was promoted to the position of Head Service Man. I then supervised all the department’s service and repair men, but I still worked my maintenance shift. For this extra assignment, I received 10 cents per hour more than what the other men in the department were paid. I kept that job until I retired on August 31, 1973. I had worked 44 years and one month for the United States Gypsum Company in Southard.
Part  Six
Related  Memories  and  Family  Information
The Cellar

In the gypsum hills southeast of Southard, a bit of our area’s history is preserved in a layer of gypsum rock. On that site, there is a dome-topped cellar that rises above the surrounding native grasses. The cellar is something special. It is carved into a layer of gypsum. I first became aware of the cellar years ago while working for the United States Gypsum Company. The cellar is not accessible to the general public because it is located on land that is now owned by the gypsum company.


I don’t know, for certain, who carved the cellar. It is located on land that was originally homesteaded by George and Katherine (Weber) Haffner. Katherine was a daughter of Jacob Weber, my great-grandpa. Katherine then was my great-aunt. George Haffner could have built the cellar.

It appears the builder probably started digging with a shovel as there is natural sod on the surface area around the cellar. Then after he dug some, he would have struck the bed of solid gypsum that was only a few feet below the surface of the ground. But instead of giving up, the builder continued. He then most likely would have used hand tools in chipping and carving the gypsum to gain the necessary depth for the cellar. I don’t see any evidence that explosives were used.


During the carving process, a rectangular, bench-shaped slab of gypsum was left intact at the center of the cellar’s floor. The top of the slab was hollowed out, so as to form a trough. Perhaps the trough was filled with water and used to cool fresh milk or garden produce. Two smaller troughs were carved into the corners.

This cellar has an arched roof made of dolomite rock. This kind of rock is common in this area as there were layers of dolomite deposited between the gypsum layers. Pieces of eroded dolomite are plentiful and would have been readily available to the cellar’s builder. Each piece of dolomite was shaped and placed in forming the domed roof. The cellar is now badly eroded and in need of repairs.

{Several years after Dad wrote this article about this unique cellar, I was able to contact Freda Haffner, the youngest daughter, and the eleventh child, of George and Kathrine Haffner. At the time she was 88 years old and living in California. Freda confirmed that her father George Haffner had dug and carved the gypsum cellar on the land he had homesteaded. Here is an interesting side note to her life: Freda Haffner graduated from medical school in Loma Linda, California in 1923. She then spent most of her career as an M.D. in the Los Angeles County school system. That was a “long distance”, both culturally and geographically, from her birthplace, 1 mile east and one-half mile south of Southard, Oklahoma.}
The Railroad Boxcar-Coupler

My great-grandparents Jacob and Mary Barbara (Heinze) Weber came to the United States in 1876. They settled first near Lincolnville, Kansas. Later, they moved to Dorrance, Kansas. And eventually, he came to Blaine County, when this part of Oklahoma Territory was opened to homesteaders. Great-Grandpa Weber was 58 years old at the time. He was a wood artist. He made violins, mandolins, pianos, dulcimers, and wood toys. Great-Grandpa Weber also made cabinets and other furniture for their home. 


His living grandchildren, and other kin, later claimed that Great-Grandpa Jacob Weber invented a railroad-boxcar coupler. They say he carved a wooden replica and then paid his neighbor O. Burnell to take it to the United States Patent Office. Great-Grandpa Weber could not speak English so he needed help in order to get a patent on his device. The neighbor and the wooden coupler were never heard from again. Relatives claim a St. Louis newspaper printed an article about a man who confessed on his death bed that he had stolen the patent for the coupler. 


Jacob Weber and his immediate relatives were unable to conduct an investigation because of their not speaking English. Rumors were that the patent had been sold, but the man who had presented it to the patent office died before receiving the money. The money was then supposedly placed in a trust fund. Some later-generation relatives have attempted to locate the fund without success. To this day, some relatives are still excited and hopeful of eventually locating the money. To other relatives, it is a family legend.
Cutting Wood in My Earlier Years

During the early part of my life, I spent many hours cutting and splitting wood for home heating and cooking purposes. At that time, the chore of keeping a supply of wood on hand was shared by all people who burned wood. The more fortunate were those who had timber on their land or lived near timbered land. Either way, they did not have to haul wood very far.


Where we lived, southeast of Okeene, meant that we had to go quite far for wood. We cut and hauled a lot of our wood from the Boston farm, 1 mile west and one-half mile south of Southard on the east side of the road. We also cut a lot on the Demoss farm, located 1 and one-half miles west of Southard on the south side of the road. Even people who lived east of our farm, half-way between Okeene and Loyal, hauled wood from the Demoss farm. 


In general, wood was cut most anywhere there was wooded land and the owners allowed cutting. People that lived nearer the Cimarron River {8 miles east of Okeene} went to the east side of the river to cut wood. They forded the river to haul it home as there was no bridge in that area. There was also an area 6 to 9 miles north of Okeene which was timbered and a lot of wood was hauled from there. We also hauled wood from there. 


Some people burned coal, especially those who lived in town and had no way of transporting wood. Some burned a mixture of wood and coal. We did that sometimes. It was a happy day when Dad said that he would buy a ton of coal to burn along with wood as that meant less wood-cutting for us boys. Coal was far more expensive than wood. It sold for about $6 per ton in years prior to 1929.


There were several ways by which wood was obtained from land owners. Most land owners sold their wood for $1 per load with the buyer doing the cutting. A load of wood was considered to be all that two horses could pull home in a wagon. 


Even at that time, some landowners had circular saws. They would ask the buyer to cut down the trees and then together, the two of them would saw the tree trunks into the required lengths for burning. Those deals were usually done on a 50-50 basis with the owner and the buyer each getting half. No actual money changed hands in those deals.


A few landowners offered their wood free provided that the cutter gave them (the landowner) one-half of what was cut.


The quickest way to get a large amount of wood home was to cut down the trees, trim off the branches, load the trunks into a wagon, pay the dollar, and then drive home. Then at home, we cut the trunks into the proper lengths for burning.


In our early years on our Okeene farm before Dad had a car, he would hitch a team to the wagon and head for the woods, as we called it in those years. Dad would leave the house at three or four o’clock in the morning, taking with him feed for the horses and a lunch that Mamma packed for him. After he arrived at a timbered place, he would cut and load wood until late evening. Sometimes he would get home around 10:00 that night. Once in a while during a lengthy spell of bad weather, Dad couldn’t go cut wood and then we practically ran out of wood. 


When brother Harry and I became old enough, we would take the car to cut wood. Our family’s car at that time was a 1919 Dort. We cut wood on a Saturday and left it there on the owner’s place. Then the next Saturday one of us took the car and the other took the team and wagon back for the wood. This made the work easier and we did it faster. With the car, we both didn’t have to return home on the wagon. But sometimes we both went on the wagon. After we got the wood home, it was still a big chore to saw it by hand into the useable lengths of 16-17 inches. Then we also had to split the larger logs before burning them. 


Some woods were easier to split than other kinds. In my opinion, the hardest woods to split were elm and cottonwood. All logs were easier to split when they were frozen, which was an advantage to the cutter as he did not get too warm while working in the winter cold. Wood was also easier to split shortly after the tree was cut down. Splitting became more difficult after the cut wood dried out.


Sometimes we were caught with other farm work to do or by a long spell of bad weather. Whenever that happened, we would saw and split just enough wood to last through the next day. But sometimes, we had to saw and split wood in rain or snow.


When we sawed a tree trunk into stove-length logs, we always began sawing the trunk at the end with the larger diameter. Then after cutting a half-dozen or more lengths off the big end, the rest of the trunk was small enough to cut with an axe, which was faster and required less work.


During my later years at home, we located a timbered place 6 and one-fourth miles north of Okeene on the west side of what is now No. 8 Highway. The farm was owned by Walter Reames. He had a circular power-saw and he offered to give us one-half of the wood if we cut it and then he helped saw it into burnable lengths. We took him up on the offer. That winter, we cut enough wood to last for several years. Harry and I hauled that wood home in a trailer pulled by our Model T Ford. By that time, we had junked the Dort.


In the early years when Dad had to do all of the wood cutting and hauling, we burned wood rather sparingly. It always required so much of Dad’s time and work to get the wood home and to prepare it for the stove.


During the years up to, and including the Great Depression of the 1930’s, people around Okeene used many different kinds of wood for home heating and cooking. The best woods were the oaks. There were two kinds of oaks in the area—blackjack and post oak. But some people had better access to other kinds of wood. So rather than going long distances after oak-wood, they would cut the kind of wood that was easiest to get. Those living near a creek would cut the trees that grew there. Common creek woods included: elm, cottonwood, hackberry, chinaberry, mulberry, and willow. 


Those times have changed. Cutting and splitting wood today is far different from what it was during my younger years. Now with mechanized equipment such as chain saws for cutting and hydraulic jacks for splitting, it is not as difficult to do the job.


Many years ago while still at home on the farm, I once saw an advertisement for an engine operated wood-cutting saw. But I never actually saw one of those saws as no one around Okeene ever owned one. Based on the advertisement, the saw was operated by a one-cylinder engine. A one-cylinder in those years was much larger than those of today. The saw appeared to be a common cross-cut saw. It was attached to a crank on the flywheel of an engine. With the engine running, the saw moved back and forth. When one cut was made, the saw had to be stopped and repositioned to the next cutting area on the log. That still would have been a rather slow procedure, but it would have been better than sawing the logs by hand. I kept some of those advertisements for a long time, hoping that Dad would buy one of those saws. But he never did.


Later, a circular saw that could be mounted on the front of a tractor was put on the market. That saw was adjustable so as to make either a vertical or a horizontal cut. When the saw was adjusted to make a horizontal cut, the tractor could be driven up to a tree, which was quickly cut-down. After branches were cut off, the position of the blade could be changed so as to make vertical cuts for sawing the trunk into stove-sized lengths. 
My Adam & Emma Weber’s Family
{All  death-dates were updated, as of February 1, 2007}


My Parents:


Dad--Adam Weber
Mother--Emma Nusz



(b. June 23, 1882)
(b. February 14, 1889)



(d. April 12, 1958)
(d. September 29, 1975)



      (Both are buried in Ebenfeld Cemetery, southeast of Okeene.)



My Brothers and Sisters



1.
Leah
(b. August 24, 1906, southwest of Okeene, OK)





(d. July 15. 1962, buried in Ebenfeld Cemetery) 





(                                          southeast of Okeene)



2. 
Reuben
(b. August 18, 1908, southwest of Okeene, OK)




(d. January 12, 1993, buried in Cherryvale Cemetery)





(                                                southwest of Southard. OK)


3.
Harry
(b. December 14, 1910, near Bliss, (now Marland) OK)





(d. June 15, 1939, buried in Ebenfeld Cemetery)





(                                            southeast of Okeene, OK)



4.
Harvey
(b. January 5, 1912, near Bliss, (now Marland) OK)





(d. August 30, 1971, buried in Ebenfeld Cemetery)





(                                               southeast of Okeene)



5.
Bernice
(b. August 12, 1916, near Bliss, (now Marland) OK)





(d. September 27, 1990, buried in Los Osos Memorial)




(
     Cemetery in Los Osos, CA)


6.
Helen
(b. February 9, 1919, southeast of Okeene, OK)





(Still living in Okeene, OK on February 1, 2007)



7.
Clarence
(b. July 23, 1921, southeast of Okeene, OK)





(d. October 13th, 1992, buried in Roselawn Cemetery)




(                                                     southeast of Okeene)

My Parents’ Nusz and Weber Families
Mamma’s (Emma) Nusz-Family:

Father:
 George Peter Nusz (born May 14, 1855 in Dobrinka, Russia ; died April 15, 1920)
Mother:
Mary Katherine (Wolf) Nusz 

(born April 4, 1858 in Dobrinka, Russia; died January 4, 1933)

(Both parents are buried in Ebenfeld Cemetery, southeast of Okeene, Oklahoma)

Siblings:


1.
Peter  b. 1875


2.
Katie  b. February 28, 1878


3.
Mollie  b. January 19, 1880 


4.
Dave  b. January 9, 1882


5.
Andrew  b. September 11, 1883


6.
Alex  b. December 26, 1884


7.
John  b. December 2, 1886


8.
Emma  b. February 14, 1889


9.
Lydia  b. October 30, 1890


10.
Mary  b. September 12, 1893


11.
Sarah  b. May 29, 1895


12.
Hanna  b. March 14, 1897


13.
Rachel  b. March 17, 1899


14.
Sam  b. March 5, 1902

******************************************************************************

Dad’s (Adam) Weber-Family:

Father:
David (born 1848 in Strassburg, Russia, died January 1922)

Mother: 
Mary Catherine (born 1847 in Strassburg, Russia, died September 1936)
(Both parents are buried in the Ebenfeld Cemetery, southeast of Okeene, Oklahoma)

Siblings: 


1.
Mary  b. April 3, 1869


2.
Marie  d. age 10 years


3.
Christian  d. age 3 years  on ocean voyage to America


4.
Heinrick  d. age 11 months on ocean voyage to America


5.
Julianna  b. March 1, 1877


6.
Christ  b. December 10, 1879


7.
Henry  b. March 5, 1881


8.
Adam  b. June 23, 1882,  


9.
Rachael  b. November 18, 1888


10.
Lydia  b. (?) no info
My Grandparents’ Early History
On Dad’s side of the family:


My Great-Grandpa Jacob Weber was born in a German settlement along the Volga River in Russia on February 13, 1818. He married Mary Barbara Heinze about 1839. Then in 1876, they with five of their children came to the United States. (Several of their married children came later.) Great-Grandpa Weber was 58 years old at the time. The family settled first near Lincolnville, Kansas. Later, they moved to Dorrance, Kansas. In February 1906, Jacob Weber and his family took up a homestead of 160 acres that was located 1 and one-half miles east of Southard, Oklahoma. 

My Grandpa David Weber was the third child of Jacob and Mary Barbara Weber. He was born in Strassburg, Russia in 1848. While still in Russia, David married Mary Catherine Weber (a cousin). They came to the United States in 1881, settling in Russell County, Kansas. It is controversial as to whether they first settled near the town of Russell or the town of Dorrance. My dad, their eighth child, was born into the family near Dorrance on June 23, 1882.


When the Cheyenne-Arapaho reservation in Oklahoma was opened for settlement in 1892, Grandpa David Weber homesteaded a place 5 miles south and one-half mile west of Okeene (NW ¼, Sec 13, T18N, R11W). Later, sometime around 1913 or 1914, Grandpa David Weber sold that place and then purchased a farm northwest of Enid. He then rented out that farm and Grandpa and Grandma Weber moved into Enid where they spent their last years. 
On Mamma’s side of the family:


George Peter and Mary Katherine (Wolf) Nusz were Mamma’s parents. They were born and married in Russia. They were descendants of German families, who had migrated to Russia several generations earlier. Grandpa and Grandma Nusz, with seven children, came to the United States in 1886. They first settled near Marion, Kansas. Seven more children, including Mamma, were born after their arrival in this country. She was born on February 14, 1889.

When the Cherokee Outlet {sometimes called the Cherokee Strip} was opened for settlement in 1893, the George Nusz family homesteaded a place 1 mile north and 1 and one-half miles east from present-day Isabella on the south side of the road. {Isabella is small community located approximately 9 miles north of Okeene.} 

Later the family purchased a farm 3 miles south and one-half mile east of Okeene on the south side of the road. This was the farm that would be my home during most of my growing-up years.

In 1915, Grandpa and Grandma Nusz moved from that farm into Okeene. Grandpa Nusz then operated a combined feed and grocery store. His store was first located on the west side of Main Street where the Knights of Columbus Hall is now located. Later Grandpa Nusz moved his store farther north and to the east side of the street, where the Krause Insurance Agency is now located (in 1982).
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