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Foreword

[image: image]


Well, Jay, last summer your mother asked me to write some of my memories of childhood. Here they are. Some are pure memories, some have been told to me, and some are simply my childhood daydreams. Some of the experiences made profound impressions on my memory and influenced my values as an adult. Others simply produce a smile over a pleasant memory. I hope they will do the same for you and others who read these pages.

[image: image]Your mother and grandmother read these after they were written and made some comments. Your Aunt Enid and Uncle Joe DeBarthe read them while we were on vacation in Massachusetts. Since they spent years on or near the homestead in Wyoming, some of the situations brought vivid memories to them. So these pages could not have come to be, were it not for their input. Also, Grandma Wanda and your Aunt Robin Stubbart have been of the utmost help with their computer knowledge and assistance in placing my pen-and-ink sketches in the text and adding photos. And finally, I sent a copy of “Jimmy” to your Great Grandmother, Audrey Stubbart (pictured here), and asked her to use her editing and proofreading skills on it. When she returned it, she commented that some of the situations in the story were not as she remembered them as “Jimmy’s Mother,” but that may simply be from one individual seeing it in a different light than another saw it. But since she is of such importance to each of us and to the story, we have copied a picture of her taken at work from the Web. The picture was similar to one used by HBO in their “A Century of Living” which was aired on Christmas Day, 1999. She was born June 9, 1895, so as soon as this millennium is past, she will be living in her third 100 years! That’s something most of us will never be able to do.

Finally, I have enjoyed writing this and making the sketches for you for your 1999 Christmas present.


Grandpa Stubbart
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Smells of Winter
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“I do wish that clock would hurry,” Jimmy said to himself. Then like one almost wakes from a deep sleep and rolls over, Jimmy turned his attention to the frost on the windowpane. Such pretty white glistening patterns.

Like most young fellows, Jimmy found escape in a daydream. He had been sitting in his desk at school watching the frost grow on the window next to his seat. It was fascinating. He could see the frost grow in various patterns when he breathed on the window. His breath both formed ice and produced new patterns of frost. Part of the time he simply sat and dreamed of the weekend. He was fascinated with the frost so close to his left hand and the heat waves that rose from the stove near his right. Ah, the scent of burning pine wood! Jimmy extended his nostrils and inhaled deeply.

The wood-burning potbellied stove stood in the center of the small schoolroom. It had been stoked with more wood to hold a fire and keep the room warm until the pupils returned from their lunch hour.

His attention was drawn again to the frost growing in delicate patterns on the windowpane. Such pretty white glistening patterns.

On one side of the window was a small crack. Jimmy noticed a little pyramid of dirt that had blown through the cracked window pain. His mind wandered to an afternoon earlier in the school year. A storm had blown up. And what a storm it was! The wind howled and whistled around the corners of the little schoolhouse, rattling the door and shaking every windowpane. It sought little cracks to blow the dirt it carried into the room. It blew bits of dirt it had gathered from the dry fields of the western prairies and whipped them against the schoolhouse. If it blew very hard for several days, the small pieces of dirt it blew against the paint on the small one-room school acted like a grinder and wore the paint off the outside walls. Where it blew against the glass it crazed or frosted the glass in the windows so one could not see through the windows. Jimmy knew the frost he was watching grow on the window would soon go away, but the windows that were frosted by the wind-blown dirt would be frosted forever. Both made it very hard to see through the windows!

The dust storm lasted through the afternoon recess and the teacher could see no end in it. She called Jimmy and some of the other taller children to her desk and asked the girls to comfort the smaller children and the boys to help her dampen sheets of cloth to put over the windows. The moist sheets would catch the dirt the wind was blowing in. Jimmy could remember that when the damp sheets were removed they had mud stains where the wind had blown the dirt through no visible crack onto them, and the students had to take the sheets home so their mothers could wash out the dirt, and washing clothes was a real chore. Without washing machines, many mothers had to wash their clothes by hand.

Jimmy could remember the smell of the dirt in the air. He remembered how hard it was to comb it out of his hair and how it had gathered into a mud-ball in the corner of his eye where his tear duct had worked overtime to wash the dirt out of his eye! He traced his finger through the remaining little mound of dirt making little roads leading away from the pyramid. His mind created images of great chariots drawn by beautiful horses coming down his roads leading away from the pyramids, teams drawn by handsome young drivers with their capes blowing in the wind. As he drew lines in the dirt his hand brushed past the cold frost gathering on the window and that drew his attention back to the present.

“Life on the prairie is not easy,” Jimmy thought to himself. His mother and father had come to the Black Hills in the northeastern part of Wyoming when they were young. Jimmy’s grandfather had helped them homestead on acreage near the Devil’s Tower. Recently his family had made a generator that gave them their first electricity. The generator created enough power to light a 15-watt bulb over the kitchen table. What an awesome thing to have so much light in the evening! The light from the
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