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FOREWORD


My mother's family, the Allens, arrived in
Massachusetts from England in 1632, just 12 years after the
Pilgrims landed at Plymouth Rock. Samuel Allen and his wife, Ann,
were among the first settlers of Windsor, Connecticut.

My father's
great-great-great-great-grandfather, George Williams, arrived in
Philadelphia from Wales in 1690 with other Quakers (Friends) like
himself. He received a land grant from King Charles II and settled
in Prince Georges County, Maryland.

Those early Allens and Williamses left
England because of hunger, overpopulation, religious tensions,
trade ambitions, or civic aspirations and helped shape the future
of a large part of the New World. My mother was a distant cousin of
Revolutionary War hero, General Ethan Allen. In my father's line of
descent was Levi Coffin, Jr., the famed anti-slavery leader and one
of the founders of the Underground Railway.

Between wars and battles with the Indians,
expansion of the country continued. All the early settlers had to
do was pack their clothing on the back of the horse, or load their
meager furnishings in the wagon and move on to settle new
wildernesses, seek new neighbors or find a more tolerant religious
atmosphere.

When a likely spot was reached, a temporary
shelter was fashioned on the bank of a small stream. The man and
his mate, and children, if there were any, began clearing a spot
for the log cabin they would build. After that, land would be
prepared for the crops that would sustain them.

They were tenacious souls, ready to cope with
hardships, uncertainties and danger in their search for a better
life. They had nothing to lose--they had lost every material thing
when they left the homeland.

In the early 1800s, many took their religions
and moralities with them in helping settle the Ohio Territory. My
father's branch of the Williamses, Quakers, came to Ohio, to start
over, leaving their prosperous lands in North Carolina because of
their opposition to slavery. My mother's great-grandfather, Adam
Allen, left Massachusetts in his early twenties, entered the Army
of Washington in Pennsylvania, fought in the battles of Brandywine
and Monmouth. After the Revolutionary War, he set out on horseback
for the Western territories. He finally settled in Ohio with his
second wife, Nancy Gardner, my mother's great-grandmother.

Some crossed the Mississippi River to become
part of the untrammeled West and Northwest. When the times changed,
they left the farm (which once accounted for 95% of the population)
to become artisans, educators, ministers, and politicians.

Many had a restlessness that forced them to
move on, leaving behind them their friends and any semblance of
civilization. They helped settle the nation, give it a texture of
courage and initiative, and produce a populace from the original
Williamses and Allens that must by now have reached the
millions.

My mother lived for 110 years, from 1883 to
1993, establishing a record of longevity among the Allens, a hardy,
long-lived people. Her life extended from the industrial
revolution, through the inventive frenzy, and the early part of the
Space Age. During her 57 years on the farm, she went without many
things that are considered necessities today. She lived simply,
endured hardships, took in her stride the time-consuming hand labor
of the early 1900s--and left us, at age 110, with an enduring
memory of her patience, her quiet acceptance of the conditions over
which she had no control, and the exemplary standards by which she
lived.

I thought she would live always. It wasn't
until she had passed her 106th birthday that I began to think of
the historical significance of the changes she had witnessed.
During the next four years, I questioned her about her memories,
marking down those events that happened before I was born or too
young to understand, making notes on those daily tasks that she
performed so laboriously--churning butter, making bread, canning
vegetables and fruits, doing the laundry on the washboard while she
cared for her husband and four small children. She had to be cook
and servant, seamstress and teacher, friend and advisor.

She was our champion and, when we
disappointed her, our severest critic. She was very understanding,
always approachable, and the most "extraordinarily" ordinary woman
I ever met (and I was 88 years old when she died). Her life, her
approach to it, and the times through which she lived, I thought,
would be of interest to everyone, from older persons whose
relatives may have gone through similar experiences, and eventually
to the youngest children (like her great-great-great-granddaughter,
born eight months before Grandmother Maude passed away) and to
everyone in between those two extremes.

Mother gave quiet support to Dad as both
grieved at the violent deaths of his brother, sister-in-law and
brother-in-law. They jointly celebrated their little
victories--savored the almost daily incidents as their four small
children fashioned their own entertainment in a home life that
boasted of no modern conveniences. They had no electricity, no
plumbing. Kerosene lamps provided the light; galvanized buckets
contained the water.

The true story, as it unfolds, tells of life
as it perhaps will never be lived again; of the circumstances that
made for both happiness and sorrow; of the way my mother and my dad
met their trials and tribulations on the scenic Rush Creek farm,
and how she coped alone when she became a widow at a youthful 73
years of age.

 


~~~

 


In October 1883, near the day of Maude's
birth,

the Old Farmers Almanack noted that “Life is
at its best now.

The mild, sweet days--with their bracing air
send a thrill of joy--bounding through every vein,

while the myriad tints of gold and gray, red
and green--mixed in endless profusion through the

forests--delight the eye and cheer the
heart."

 


Prologue


No bells rang. No whistles blew when, on
October 23, 1883, a little girl was born in the rural reaches of
Fayette County, Ohio. The birth warranted a line in the Washington
Courthouse Herald--"a daughter to Arthur and Lenore Wilson
Allen."

The parents were farm people. The child was
normal, with no unusual attributes. And no one could know that it
was the start of a 110-year lifetime during which Maude B. Allen
would witness the most amazing transformation of civilization in
history--affecting every area of communications, transportation,
manufacturing, retailing, farming and financing.

Inventions would make necessities of
conveniences, conveniences of luxuries, and open new areas of
inconceivable opportunities. As Maude marveled, new processes, new
products and dynamic thinking swept the world from the horse and
buggy days to the space age.

During her lifetime would come the telephone,
radio and television, the automobile, airplane, jet planes, rockets
and space vehicles, the typewriter, cash register and computer, all
part of the industrial revolution which transformed home and work
place. Candles and coal oil lamps became obsolete; new water
services added to comfort and health (and in so doing eliminated
the historic outhouse), and oil/natural gas explorations expanded
the quality of life by making attainable both clean heat and
efficient power.

Maude would read but not understand that an
intricate mechanism called a computer was making possible automated
manufacturing processes, continuous control of inventories and
solution of space age technology that eventually would place a man
on the moon and touch off a series of manned and unmanned space
explorations.

On that autumn day in 1883, there was no hint
of what was to come. The midwife gave little Maude a slap on the
rump, listened to her cry, then pronounced her fit and healthy.

 When the child was four years of age,
the Allens moved to a small farm in central-western Ohio, three
miles northwest of the village of Ridgeway. (Figure
3) Her three brothers--Waldo, Eugene and Harold--were
born there. (Figure 4) She
attended rural one-room schools and then completed the upper
elementary grades at the more pretentious Ridgeway school.

The year Maude became 16 her horizons
expanded. In order to attain a high school education, she had to go
to the Mt. Victory, Ohio school, five miles from home. Arthur and
Nora concluded that their little girl, if she were to become the
first Allen in more than six generations to complete a high school
education, would need a bicycle. So for four years, Maude bravely
pedaled her bike to and from classes daily, except for those winter
days when she was forced by snow and rain to stay overnight with an
aunt and uncle in Mt. Victory.

She was graduated in 1902, with no job, no
hobby and a wholesome bias against spending the rest of her life
with her parents and three brothers. The combination of her 19th
birthday, a golden harvest moon and the unexpected return from
college of her favored boy friend combined to effectively seal her
future.

They
celebrated not wisely but too well. So when Lee Williams told her
he wanted to quit Ohio Wesleyan University and return to the home
farm, she was interested. (Figure 19)
They decided to get married just as soon as they could make
arrangements.

 


 


Book I

100 Acres on Rush
Creek


At the beginning of the 20th century, the
farmer of 100 acres earned about $750 a year.

 


Part I: The Wedding, the Belling,
and the Unknown


One

 


Maude B. Allen became Mrs. Lee Williams on
February 25, 1903. She said later she didn't sleep a wink the night
before. Lee, who also spent a sleepless night, was up at daybreak
on his wedding day. Before he retired, he would drive his horse and
buggy more than 30 miles--to obtain the signature of his bride on
the marriage application, pick up the license at the probate court
in Kenton, 12 miles distant, meet Maude at the minister's home in
Mt. Victory, then take her in the open buggy to their new home
(another three miles). The weather was chilly but luckily it wasn't
snowing.

They were married by the Rev. J. J. Richards
shortly after 2 P.M. on that February 25. The only attendant was
the minister's secretary. There was no reception but as the
newlyweds climbed into the buggy, they were greeted by loud shouts,
words of congratulation and the clapping of hands. Several
passersby had congregated, bent on embarrassing the popular young
couple.

Slapping the reins against Old Topsy, Lee
hurriedly drove away. During the 45-minute drive, Lee and Maude
huddled under a lap robe, clutching each other's hands. They talked
about the stress of the day and their plans for the future.

At last
the house came into view, a rambling story-and-a half, 10-room
dwelling, built by Lee's grandfather, William I. Witcraft, in 1854
(vacant now because Mrs. Witcraft had died and he had moved to
town). (Figure 18) The horse and
buggy crossed the bridge over Rush Creek, swollen with runoff from
the winter storms. Old Topsy turned into the graveled lane toward
the place Maude would call home for over 57 years.

Attached to the east end of the house was a
combined woodhouse and smokehouse, where the family's
home-butchered meats would be cured. Located between the house and
a huge bank-barn was the granary where corn was stored, where farm
machinery was kept out of the weather, and where chickens roosted.
A wind mill whirred quietly at one side, pumping water to the
livestock supply tank 300 feet away.

An encouraging factor on this gloomy February
day was the sight of the roomy porch which extended along more than
three-fourths of the south side. Maude later admitted to being
overwhelmed by the sprawling wooden structure, painted an off-white
with a light green trim. She had been accustomed to sharing a
modest home with her parents and three brothers, and the thought of
keeping her new home clean was almost frightening.

Inside were kitchen, pantry, living-dining
room, the seldom-used parlor and three bedrooms on the ground
floor. Upstairs were two rooms separated by a 12-foot-square study.
Unfinished rooms under the eaves were used for storage of unused
furnishings. They extended from end to end on either side of the
upstairs residence area.

The interior was sparsely furnished. Lee's
parents had donated some of their furniture. The woodwork was
scraped and gouged. Repairing and repainting it would be her first
project, Maude decided. And she would need to add both furnishings
and cook-dinner wares. Only one bedroom was furnished, she noted,
and there were no closets. Clothing was hung on hooks attached to
moldings along one side of the room. A wardrobe or some sort of
storage receptacle would be mandatory. She was glad to see that a
chamber pot rested on the floor at the side of the bed. There would
be no necessity of a cold, late night trek to the outhouse.

There was no honeymoon for Maude and Lee.
They ate the light meal his parents, Ross and Sarah Williams, had
left on the kitchen table--apple pie and milk, with bread and
butter if they were still hungry. Then they prepared for guests. No
newlyweds were safe from the dreaded "belling" which was sure to
materialize about the time they were ready for bed. During that
era, every young couple in a rural community had to endure it. It
was an initiation into married life.

Maude hoped she wouldn't be separated from
Lee and subjected to endless teasing and words of advice.

As the wind howled and snow flurries whipped
past the window, the five feet, six inch, 120-pound brunette
wondered if her future would be as bleak as her wedding day. She
had good reason to fear that problems would not be long
delayed--problems of money and the challenge of raising a family.
Her husband, although likable and fun-loving, had yet to prove that
he could be steady, serious and a good provider.

Later, much later, she admitted that her
qualms were unwarranted. She and Leonidas (Lee) Witcraft Williams
enjoyed an almost friction-free and happy life for more than 54
years.

Lee and Maude were the same height within a
fraction of an inch. He was 30 to 35 pounds heavier--at a trim 155.
His father Ross, by comparison, always tipped the scales at 185 to
190 pounds. Ross had a bushy mustache that was permitted to grow
without points, peaks, or curleycues. Lee was always clean shaven.
Ross was a gruff man, not given much to smiling, unlike his son who
was full of jokes and teasing.

Lee had light brown eyes, with a sort of cast
or slant in the right one. Partial loss of sight was due to a
friendly battle with Beryl Wallace when both were young. "We were
having a corn cob fight when Beryl hurled one that hit me directly
in the right eye. I couldn't see for awhile so we discarded the
remaining cobs and conveniently forgot to tell our parents what had
happened."

Both Lee and Maude were better educated than
most rural residents in the early 1900s. After completing the
eighth grade, each took the Boxwell Examination (required of all
students from the non-accredited rural schools) at the county seat
town of Kenton. He entered Mt. Victory High School in 1896; she in
the fall of 1898. When she graduated in May, 1902, she became the
first member of the Allen clan to obtain a high school education.
He was the first of his family.

Lee was the extrovert--the practical joker,
the party-goer, the goodwill ambassador. She was the diplomat, the
example-setter, the quiet voice of reason. And after Lee died in
1957, she continued alone to set the standards for relatives and
friends--a living testimonial to the traits of love, sympathy,
charity, goodwill and consideration of others. And she did it even
as she entered her 111th year.

But this is about the wedding day, the
belling, and the early life of Maude and Lee Williams, the
hardships they endured (as did all farm people of that era), their
satisfactions, amusements, work and recreation.

Her recollection of the dreaded
"belling"--the first incident of married life--was vivid. "It was
exciting rather than terrifying," she recalled. There was a lot of
noise--the beating of tin pans, loud shouts and desultory firing of
shotguns. Looking out from their new home, Lee and Maude found the
front yard overflowing with a hundred or more laughing men, women
and children.

When the revelers broke into the house, they
promptly separated bride and groom. Maude was taken aside by the
women and, from their superior knowledge and experience, given
instructions on how to cope with her new status. She was warned of
possible arguments, the certain conflict of wills, the necessity of
maintaining a low profile, a quiet temperament and a worry-free
attitude.

Maude sorted out the worthwhile suggestions
and applied them to her life, setting a sterling example for all
who would come in contact with her during the next 90-plus years.
She always lived quietly, modestly, uncomplainingly, thankful for
little blessings, refusing to worry about life's setbacks and
uncritical of those who didn't live up to her expectations.

Lee, by contrast, was subjected to an
entirely different kind of ordeal by the men. Their comments were
often crude. He was advised to see that his wife be taught to
harness the horses, do some of the plowing, take over the twice
daily milking chores, mow the lawn when needed and, in her spare
time, cultivate a large garden, then do the canning, cooking and
all household duties--meanwhile caring for the children!

The tormentors dallied with the idea of
keeping bride and groom in separate places during that first night
but were dissuaded by their wives who had learned that the bride
was "in a delicate condition." Their first child was to arrive five
months later.

It was
rumored at the time that the pregnancy was intentional. Maude and
Lee Williams were in love. She wanted to get away from her parents
and three brothers (about to move to Toledo, Ohio), and he wanted
to leave Ohio Wesleyan University. (Figure 6)

The young couple hadn't let anyone know
(including their parents) about their prospective parenthood until
their wedding day. Maude was slender, had not suffered the morning
sickness so common in early stages of pregnancy, and had not been
tempted to tell all to a friend (who might have violated a secrecy
promise by confiding it to a friend or two).

Despite the fact that Lee's folks were
Quakers and Maude's parents frowned on card playing and dancing
because they felt these practices led to lewdness, there was no
censure of the young couple at a time when out-of-wedlock
pregnancies were frowned on--when babies born without benefit of
the wedding ceremony were called bastards or woods colts.

The "bellers," already well off their normal
dusk-to-dawn sleep routine, took pity on the newlyweds by leaving
after refreshments of cookies, milk and coffee. Lee's parents, Ross
and Sarah, and his closest neighbors, Charles and Lizzie Marmon,
served the snack, then shepherded the group out. It was 11 P.M.
when the couple bade the last guest good-bye, decided they would
let the cleaning-up process go to the next day and shuffled off to
bed.

But, tired as she was, the belling wasn't
over for Maude. She had no sooner closed her eyes than she felt the
coverlet sliding toward the foot of the bed, exposing her to the
chill of the unheated room. She kept pulling the blanket back in
place until she was fully awake. Practical-joking hubby broke into
a guffaw. He had attached a cord to the top of the cover, passed
the string through the brass bed rail at the foot and was pulling
on his end of the string whenever Maude closed her eyes. She gave
him a stiff poke in the shoulder and told him what she would do to
him if he didn't quit his tomfoolery.

That was the end--or was it? The next
confrontation, which almost broke up their marriage on their
wedding night, came when she got up to use the chamber pot rather
than brave the outside cold to use the outhouse a hundred feet
away. She tumbled to the floor as a cord pulled the vessel out from
under her. It was Lee's last effort to instill his own brand of
humor in serious marriage. Hereafter, he would be a little more
tactful about both the type of joke and the victim. No one was told
what Maude said but it was effective.

When she awoke the next morning, Lee was
gone. Their cows needed milking.

The honeymoon was over. Through the bedroom
window, she saw snow was falling steadily. The muddy flood waters
rolled bank-full down the nearby creek. She was 19, four months
pregnant, and already missing her parents and three brothers. She
wondered what the future would hold with her likable, fun-loving
20-year-old husband.

The house contributed to Maude's nervousness.
At least her husband thought so. He had been born a stone's throw
away and his grandfather, William I. Witcraft, had contracted for
the house to be built on a 100-acre Congressional tract acquired by
him in the early 1850s. When completed in 1854, it became somewhat
of a tourist attraction.

People came from miles around to see the
sprawling, 10-room house that was the first non-log cabin in the
area. It utilized clapboard siding and laths and plaster in
interior walls.

Hand-hewn, load-bearing beams of ash and oak,
some of them 40 feet long and 14 inches on a side, formed the
framework. The flooring was of maple, woodwork was black walnut and
the remainder, including the doors, was solid oak. Replacing the
usual exterior logs were overlapping shakes that had been
laboriously shaped by hand and sanded smooth. It was painted white
and, from its perch on a knoll a short distance from Rush Creek,
was a landmark for years. It is gone now, razed by Amish carpenters
for the valuable timber.

It was a monstrous home for a young bride.
And it was the worse for wear. It stood vacant after Lee's
grandfather moved out. The roof--now 50 years old--was leaking. The
wind blew at will under doors and through the window frames.

But Maude put somber thoughts aside on that
first morning as a married woman. Her spirits picked up when she
realized Lee had taken time to start the fire in the wood-burning
kitchen range before he left to do the chores.

He is going to be considerate and we are
going to be happy, she thought. She had known Lee for almost five
years--or since her first day at Mt. Victory High School. He had
been outgoing, more so than she, but was almost always kind and
considerate, with occasional lapses into rough teasing and
practical jokes. They had gone on a few dates before he was
graduated in May, 1900, and continued to date after he enrolled at
Ohio Wesleyan (under pressure from his parents Ross and Sarah who
felt that, as the elder son, he should go to college).

Maude and Lee became more serious after she
got her high school diploma in 1902. Both wanted to get married but
their parents frowned on it because of their youth. "Wait a
year--or two years," they advised. But Lee was disillusioned with
college. He was taking a liberal arts course and decided he'd
rather be a farmer. In those days, farmers were considered the best
people--independent, reliable, hard working--as opposed to the
fast-talking city dwellers.

Lee had few happy memories of OWU. In later
years, only two events were worthy of recall. He remembered playing
football against a team from the Columbus Deaf and Dumb school who,
of course, had to rely on gestures to determine when a play had
ended. Those with their backs to the referees continued to play
each time after the whistle had blown. "We poor OWU freshmen got
battered relentlessly," Lee said, "since officials were always a
few seconds late in stopping the action."

The other noteworthy memory was credited to
an upper classman named Hefner. It seems he had answered the call
of nature and left a huge deposit--variously estimated up to two
inches in diameter and a foot long--in the toilet bowl. His
classmates had declared that toilet off limits and installed a
placard above it, "Here's where Hefner died!" According to Lee,
students and faculty came from all over the campus to marvel--even
some coeds were granted admission--until the janitors regained
control.

 


Two

 


On a sunny March day two weeks after her
wedding day, Maude watched from the window as her husband plowed
the east field. The sun, a burnished yellow, was barely over the
horizon but already he'd done the milking and fed the livestock.
Now he steered the team of horses back and forth across the tract,
turning over one strip of soil (or furrow) at a time. It would take
him 10 hours--with a 40-minute break at noon to eat and water the
horses--to prepare two acres for cultivation. And that one field
contained 18 acres, or nine days of dawn-to-dusk work.

She and Lee had discussed their separate work
duties. She had told him that she was prepared to do all
housewifely chores. "I will not mow the lawn, milk the cows or help
you in the fields," she'd insisted. For his part, Lee agreed to do
all he could to lighten her tasks, employ temporary help during
peak cultivating and harvest periods, even do some of the menial
jobs around the house to make life easier for his pregnant
bride.

As she turned away from the window, the young
housewife decided to perfect a schedule for herself.

On the agenda of the next few days or weeks,
in addition to repainting of kitchen chairs and table, would be
renovation of the corner cupboard, transformation of damaged
woodwork in both kitchen and living areas by application of putty
and paint, fashioning of baby clothes for the infant's arrival in
July, and, when weather permitted, the planting of flowers and
shrubs.

Also she would make time on the daily
worksheet for the preparation of oil lamps, their only means of
illumination. That duty entailed the cleaning of the chimneys,
trimming of wicks and filling the base of each lamp with
kerosene.

And what about the three bountiful meals a
day the active working man required? When the days became longer,
she was sure she could keep busy with the planting, picking,
cleaning and canning of the garden produce. Where would she find
the time for all the things she wanted to do?

She asked her husband to purchase some bright
white and yellow paints and a brush. She was busy repairing the
badly pitted baseboard in the kitchen one morning when she heard
someone in the vacant upstairs room. The "clomp, clomp, clomp" was
so loud that she became frightened and ran to the barn, 300 feet
distant, to get her husband.

Armed with a club, he investigated, searching
rooms upstairs and down, even the attic rooms under the roof. He
reassured Maude there was no intruder and was preparing to return
to the barn when a resounding "thump, thump, thump" sounded
overhead.

"Something's on the roof," Lee said. They
dashed outside. A wild turkey, attracted by the warmth emanating
from the flue, was attempting to roost on the side of the chimney.
As the gobbler scrambled for a foothold, bricks were dislodged and
came tumbling end over end down the roof.

The mystery was solved. But the newlyweds
were presented with another problem. Before the next winter
arrived, they would have to rebuild the chimney with new bricks and
mortar--it was too much of a fire hazard in its present form.

 


 


Part II: Daylight to Dark
Demands


Underneath the drudgery was the satisfaction
of

surviving, the pleasure in what you
created--the

home-churned butter, the vegetable
garden,

the field of corn.

 


One

 


By hit and miss, the couple found their way
into a happy family relationship that provided shared work and
pleasure, arguments that ended in lovemaking, and long talks that
brought to each a new awareness of the other. They had plenty of
opportunities for conversation--there was no radio or television to
interfere. Lighting was dim so long periods of reading were
impractical.

The principal barrier to social evenings,
however, were the arduous work days. After arising before daylight,
working through the daylight hours and finishing the milking and
feeding chores after dark, neither felt like delaying their
appointment with Morpheus. Five o'clock the next morning came all
too soon.

For most of her farm life, Maude experienced
what most people today would term real hardship--a life-style that
was emulated for a time by the flower children and dropouts of the
1960s. She graduated from a washboard to a hand-propelled washing
machine in the 1920s, got a hand-cranked Victrola in l930, electric
lighting in the 1940s and a radio shortly thereafter. But there was
no indoor plumbing so she continued to use the one outhouse (100
feet from the back door) for the entire 57 years she lived on the
farm.

"The most drastic change in our life," she
commented when she observed her 110th birthday with friends and
relatives, "came when the house was wired for electricity."

From the earliest days of marriage, Maude
said, Lee practiced the basic acts of kindness and consideration.
He filled the bucket with drinking water from the well before
setting the windmill in motion to pump water to the livestock
storage tank. He saw that the stack of wood at the side of the
kitchen range was ample for her needs during the day. He brought in
the can of kerosene from which she would fill the "coal oil" lamps
after cleaning the chimneys.

And he gave her a hug with the admonition
that she ring the dinner bell, hanging from a post at the front of
the house, in event of an emergency or if she needed him at once.
Then he left her to her self-assigned duties.

Both said they adhered to their agreed-upon
duties without fail--except for rare instances. That May, she
helped him plant the 1903 corn crop. She was drafted because the
neighbor boy failed to show up. The corn planter, a comparatively
new piece of equipment, mechanized the placement of seeds.

Maude sat on a spring seat at the rear of the
horses and, while the planter was in motion, pulled a lever that
deposited the corn, hill by hill--a slow and tedious job. The field
of 18 acres took the better part of two days to plant. Lee tried to
spell her as often as he could, but the jouncing in the hard seat,
the sun boring down, and seven months pregnant--it must have been
an ordeal.

The couple's first child, born at home,
arrived kicking and squalling in the late afternoon on July 20th.
Mildred was tiny, little more than six pounds, with straight black
hair and brown eyes. And she demanded so much attention during
those early weeks that her mother helped in the fields only part of
one day, and that under protest when the neighbor boy again failed
to appear, leaving Lee with no one to help get the cured hay off
the wagon and into the mow.

Maude, four weeks after Mildred's birth,
aching and hot under the summer sun, led the horse that pulled the
hay fork, saving the day and getting all the crop safely under the
roof of the huge barn before the threatened rainfall came.

Getting the hay off the wagon was a simple
procedure made more involved by a series of pulleys used in the
operation. Lee pressed a six-pronged grappling hook (called a hay
fork) into the forage on the wagon bed, locked the contrivance and
signaled the go-ahead.

Maude led the animal a required distance from
the barn. The horse was hitched to a singletree (a pivotal
horizontal crossbar) which in turn was attached to a one-inch rope
threaded through pulleys. As the horse plodded forward, it pulled
the loaded hay fork upward until it locked on a steel track
immediately under the roof. Maude stopped the horse and Lee pulled
on a long cord which he'd held in his hand all the while. This
tripped the catch which held the grappling hook closed, and the hay
dropped into place in the mow.

Interlaced with the farming activities were
the just-as-important housewifely duties. Many chores were done
"the hard way," by hand. Present day housewives can't visualize the
monotonous detail involved in normal tasks, the additional time
required and the expertise needed, for example, just to bake a
cake. Mixing it wasn't too difficult (flour, baking powder, eggs,
milk, lard, flavorings). Baking it was another matter.

Maude's stove took up about 12 square feet of
the kitchen floor and most of that portion of the east wall between
the porch entrance and the window. With its full length warming
closets above the cooking surface, and its water reservoir at one
end, it weighed between 350 and 400 pounds. "It was never moved,"
she said.

It was a "Kalamazoo" with six removable lids,
two of them directly over the flames. The warming closet had hinged
covers which, when closed, could keep the cooked food warm for 30
minutes or more. The reservoir held about 2 1/2 gallons of water.
It was warmed by heat from the cooking fire of coal or wood
(whichever fuel was available) and water could be withdrawn a
cupful or panful at a time through the hinged lid. Water from the
reservoir was used to wash dishes, face and hands, and to shampoo
hair. It came from the cistern and, because of the inflow of
surface pollutants, was unsuitable for cooking or drinking.

When Maude first started using the stove, she
said she had difficulty maintaining the proper oven heat. One part
of it might be too hot (next to the fire box) and another (at the
rear or at the side next to the water reservoir) might be too cold.
So she had to watch closely, and when one side of the cake or pie
seemed to be cooking faster than the other, she shifted its
position.

Maude also heated her irons on the
temperamental stove. Called sadirons, they were made of cast iron
and had flat bottoms and holes in the top for the patented handle
to lift each off the stove and guide the heated object over the
fabric.

The flat surface of the iron had to be kept
clean and free of rust. It had to be hot enough to erase wrinkles
in the cloth, cool enough to prevent scorching. And the only way to
approach a semblance of the desired temperature was to moisten an
index finger and strike it lightly against the heated surface. A
low hiss-s-s meant the heat was right; a low scream meant you had
burned your finger, Maude said.

She had four irons on the stove at the start,
then alternated them so as to always be using a hot one. The flat
surface had to be cleaned frequently so she had a wiping cloth at
the ready. When one of the sadirons came in contact with food that
had been spilled on the stove, it might require polishing with a
fine sandpaper, and perhaps washing with soap and water too.

Nora Allen had told her daughter not to worry
about not knowing how to cook and bake. "Just get a good cook book
and follow the directions," she said. Maude became one of the best
cooks around, but she learned early not to add a little more of
this and that to the recipe. She followed the recipes religiously
and if the cook book said "beat the mixture briskly 100 times," she
counted out 100 sweeping strokes.

She became so adept with that southpaw
stroke--she was left handed --that every tablespoon in the house
was worn down a half and was sloped to indicate the friction
between spoon point and surface of mixing bowl in what became
millions of stirrings over the years.

Maude relied on the staple "meat and
potatoes" meals routinely but also fashioned her own menus and
special dishes. She said no one liked liver when it was prepared
normally so she dressed it up by stewing it in milk and adding more
seasonings than usual. At the last, she put in stir fried onions to
cover the liver flavor and served it with a thin milk-enriched
gravy. "Lee told me I'd surpassed myself," she recalled, "that
liver prepared this way took on a unique flavor."

Maude baked her own bread. When it became
stale, she sliced the whole loaf and put it in the oven. It dried
out and became a light brown. Each slice was spread with her
home-churned butter, sprinkled with sugar, and covered with sweet,
hot milk. Lee wasn't as enthusiastic about her milk toast as about
the liver. He couldn't envision bread as a main dish. Lee liked
heartier fare.

"We didn't have much money," Maude said,
"especially the first 15 years. I saved pennies in a glass in the
cupboard. Pennies were worth something then. But no matter how lean
the times were, we always had food because we had a garden and I
canned a lot."

Maude said she relied on home grown
vegetables and fruits, home-butchered meats, milk from the
Williams' six cows, eggs from the hens, and bulk foods (bought from
the store in Mt. Victory) like rolled oats, rice and beans to
assure variety.

She prepared delicacies such as rice pudding
(with raisins), a bread pudding using stale bread, filled pies and
cakes of every kind, doughy noodles rich with egg yolks. One
summer, she remembered, Lee concocted a dessert he said was better
than strawberries and cream. He sliced plump tomatoes in a bowl,
covered them with milk and sugar.

Making butter wasn't arduous, Maude said,
just time-consuming. First, she dumped the crock of cream into the
wooden receptacle--a tall, slightly pear-shaped container with a
tightly closing lid through which a rod protruded. She had to grasp
the rod with both hands to pump it up and down. A paddle, attached
to the bottom of the rod, agitated the sour cream and eventually
separated the butter fat from the liquid. She salvaged the butter
in the final phase, gently rolled it to remove as much moisture as
possible and pressed it into a mold. Lee and, later, the children
drank the fresh buttermilk, with the surplus becoming slop for the
hogs.

Obtaining cream was a problem during summer
days when milk would often sour before the cream could rise to the
top. The milk, direct from the cows, would be stored in as cool a
spot as possible, then the butter fat gently skimmed from the
surface. It was churned only after a sufficient supply of cream had
been obtained.

To make a pumpkin pie, Maude said, "We had to
bring in a medium-sized pumpkin (8-10 pounds) from the field, cut
it into sections and remove the inner pulp." It was boiled,
drained, crushed and forced through a screen mesh or colander.
Lumps were removed and the puree measured and flavored with milk,
eggs, sugar, nutmeg and cinnamon. The crust was fashioned from
flour, water and lard, kneaded, rolled out and placed in a nine or
ten-inch pan.

Residents of the Rush Creek neighborhood
shared in the recipes, as well as the adventures, disappointments,
embarrassments and tragedies of every individual in the area, Maude
recalled. If one didn't know the person, a friend or acquaintance
did. Stories were welcomed that added color of any kind to
every-day life. It wasn't gossip so much as healthy interest.

One day Lee came home from visiting a
neighbor, eager to tell Maude of the latest tale going the rounds.
It was told as the truth, but he may have exaggerated a little.

A young mother was dashing frantically about
the kitchen, looking after two young children and a baby while
trying to put together a pumpkin pie for supper. Her baby started
crying as if he were being stuck with a safety pin (customary
fastener for the hand-laundered buttocks cover of the day). She
grabbed him up, plopped him down on the cabinet top to change the
diaper and started wiping the light yellow substance from his
bottom.

Too late she realized that the baby's poop
was extremely close to the pumpkin she had just processed through
the colander, and may even have mingled to some extent. What to do?
The pumpkin was ready-cooked, strained, and seasoned. No other
pumpkin was available. And she'd promised her husband a freshly
baked pie for supper.

She studied the alternatives and decided to
go ahead with the baking. When her husband came into the kitchen
for a glass of cold water, he found her sorting through what he
thought was pumpkin mix for the pie. But he was mystified by her
behavior. She would lift a spoonful to her nose, sniff, and declare
either "That's pumpkin," and toss it into a bowl; or "That's not,"
and toss it into a paper sack. The conclusion of the story was left
up in the air. Lee never said if the family had pie that night for
supper or if the husband convinced his wife he wasn't hungry for
pie after all.
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Maude was introduced to Pal, an intelligent
collie dog, during her first year of marriage. She took over his
care and training. Within a few weeks Pal had learned simple
commands and was being sent to the woods and pasture lands to bring
in the cows at milking time. No other dog--and there were several
in later years--would command the friendship and affection she felt
for Pal who lived with them for nine years.

She forgot the names of the next few dogs,
but Major was memorable for being the most boisterous, as well as
the most headstrong of them all. He brought in the cows as
instructed but could not be kept from nipping at the heels of the
horses. He was kicked in the ribs in November, 1934, during one of
his onslaughts against the horses and suffered internal injuries.
Refusing to give up, Major followed a hunter through the fields the
next day. He collapsed and died overnight, perhaps dreaming of the
rabbits he had flushed from their snowy lairs.

The collies that followed became shepherds
only. Maude said she couldn't remember the name of the last one.
They left it with a neighbor when she and Lee made their second
trip to Arizona in the fall of 1949. Efforts to lure the dog home
failed. They had been away too long--or the neighbor had fed it too
well.
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Throughout those early years on the farm,
Maude retained the same basic hair arrangement. The style was
called "a la concierge," she said. Long strands were pulled to the
top of her head and pinned in a knot. Later, she found the care of
her hair was taking too much time, so she cut off the waist-length
tresses and wore her hair loosely, tied in at the back with
barrette or ribbon when cooking and baking.

Maude
dressed with the fashion trends, preferred the dress styles of the
1890s--long skirts and fitted waists, but not the Mother Hubbard,
which, she said, "covers everything and touches nothing."
(Figure 5)

The youthful mother established a routine for
baby-caring, housework, cooking and the ever-developing new chores.
With Mildred by her side, she allowed herself a little free time to
walk--to the barn, to the orchard. She strolled along the creek
which ran through the front pasture, walked to neighbors and
friends, to the wooded 30 acres at the back of the farm, where she
gathered wildflowers, listened to the caroling of the birds, and
wondered if she was hearing a robin, a meadow lark or a red bird.
She decided to learn the various bird calls. She started to absorb
farm knowledge.

Pulling Mildred in a small wagon, she walked
to the back field where Lee was planting corn. She noted the
process had been simplified since last year when she'd been called
into emergency service. The knotted wire had been added. It speeded
the operation and eliminated the monotonous job she'd performed
when pregnant with Mildred, that of pulling the lever by hand and
depositing the seeds.

Lee unrolled a spool of knotted wire across
the field and staked it solidly at each end. As the corn planter
advanced and the slotted arm on the seed box struck a knot in the
wire, three or four kernels of grain at a time were deposited in
the shallow trench made by blades attached to the planter.

The knots usually were 42 inches apart in
those early days so the hills of corn were uniformly 3 1/2 feet
apart in each row. When the planter reached the other end of the
field, Lee moved the stake anchoring the wire the required distance
and the planter straddled the groove marked on the previous
cross-field trip. The route was traced by a disc on the end of a
rod attached to the planter. If the horses were allowed to wander,
the groove became more and more crooked and the planter deposited
its grain in an increasingly meandering row.

When Lee's father Ross first started farming,
he planted corn laboriously with a hand tool which was jabbed into
the soil, its jaws opened by a wrist movement, and the
predetermined amount of grain deposited in each individual
hill.

Weeding the crop was tedious, starting when
the plants were less than four inches high. Lee would drive the
two-horse team across the field, straddling a row so that his
foot-operated spans of shallow plows would pass on each side of the
plants--tearing out the weeds but leaving the corn plants
unharmed.

The cultivating of the corn crop would be
repeated two or three times before the plants were large enough to
shade the ground and effectively control the weeds. Lee quoted an
old farm rule of "knee high by the Fourth of July," and plowing
ordinarily would be completed by the first of August, in time for
the start of the hay harvest.

Plowing the fields one furrow at a time,
behind a slowly moving team of horses was even more monotonous than
cultivating the corn. Lee said he might pause on a corner and
listen to the song of the meadowlark. He welcomed the sudden
showers which left him sodden but refreshed in the oppressive heat.
And frequently he would look up to see his wife walking down the
fence row to confide she just wanted to see him.

When Lee trudged up the lane to the
farmhouse, or drove the team of horses into the barn after his dawn
to dusk labor in the fields, he was cheered by the conviction that
he would be met with a smile from his mate--and perhaps a glass of
lemonade--before he washed away the grime of dust and sweat at the
cistern pump. He would have a brief rest, then supper, and finally
he would milk the cows before falling in bed about 9:30. When he
rose at 5:00 A.M., Maude fixed him a hearty breakfast of oatmeal or
boiled rice with milk and sugar, ham, eggs, toast, and coffee. For
variety, she might serve pancakes or fried mush with syrup. Lee was
out in the field again by 6:00 A.M.
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Lee considered haying a demanding chore, due
to a combination of mid-summer heat and the strenuous labor
involved. It was a multiple action project, the first part of it
comparatively painless. Lee drove his team of horses, Daisy and
Bell, hitched to a mowing machine along the edge of the standing
clover. One end of the five-foot long cutter blade was attached to
cogs that caused the blade to move back and forth as the machine
moved, severing the plants about three inches above the ground.

After the hay was cut, it lay on the ground
overnight before being raked into rows. A horse-pulled contrivance,
with closely spaced wire tines, gathered up the individual straws
and deposited them in a continuous windrow across the field.

When the
hay was sufficiently cured, the mechanized hayloader (which
replaced the man with the pitchfork) moved into the field. This
piece of equipment (now almost obsolete) was attached to the rear
of the wagon and, as the horses walked on either side of the
windrow, its tines raked the ground and conveyors lifted the hay
onto the wagon. A workman then rearranged the hay to ensure a
maximum load. If improperly placed, a part of the towering load
could slide off or, in extreme cases, cause the wagon to topple
over on its way to the barn. (Figure
28)

Lee considered the proper curing of hay
(usually seven to ten days) a matter of concern. If left in the
field too long, the blades would dry out, losing much of their
nutrition. But if too moist when stored, the hay would mold or heat
would build up and destroy both barn and crop in spontaneous
combustion. After a neighbor lost his barn in a fire of this sort,
Lee became even more careful. He checked the stored hay for days
after the harvest. If he found evidence of mildew or a heat
buildup, he took immediate action, tearing the clumps apart to
aerate the trouble spots.

Lee labored alone during the early years of
his marriage (except for occasional help from neighbors whom he
would help in turn). He eventually was able to hire a teenage farm
youth on a regular basis during the summers. The lad worked for 75
cents a day at those times when he was needed, and provided his own
lunch!

"I now had help, except when the boy went
fishing," Lee said. Maude noticed the change in her husband's
temperament--he became more cheerful when he had help--and she
insisted that he hire a farmhand on a seasonal if not a year-around
basis, so they set aside a spare bedroom off the parlor and started
budgeting their meager funds.

In 1907, Enoch Spain became the first of a
series of live-in, hired hands. He was paid $20 per month plus
board and room and had Sundays off. During his first year, he
lightened Lee's work in the plowing, cultivating and harvesting;
took part in all the barnyard farm chores except the milking; cut
down trees and sawed them in lengths for the cooking and heating
stoves; and made himself available for corn husking, machinery
repair and all the sundry winter activities.

In 1908, "I raised his pay to $30 per month
and made a horse and buggy available for his personal use," Lee
said. "When he left at the end of the 1910 harvest season to
operate his own farm, we felt we had lost a member of the family."
Thirty dollars became the standard pay for the succeeding
workers.

Alfalfa, legumes, and red and white clover
were forage crops, and used as feed for the livestock. Alfalfa and
clover could be cut two or more times, but the first harvest was
considered in those days to be the most nutritious. Sometimes Lee
cut the second crop of red clover to process through the clover
huller for the seeds, which then were used to establish a forage
crop in another field.

One hot summer day the mowing machine was
eating its way steadily through the standing clover when Lee heard
frightened squealing. The five-foot long cutting bar had passed
over a rabbit's nest, leaving one small rabbit badly mutilated, the
other three scampering madly for cover. The mother rabbit had
escaped. He believed she would be back.

He restored the nest as best he could. In it,
he placed the three little survivors and marked the spot so it
would be bypassed by rake and loader. He knew the hawks, owls or
foxes would wipe them out unless mother rabbit could move them to a
better concealed location.

He watched closely as he resumed mowing but
realized he would never be able to see another hidden nest in time
to avert a similar tragedy. He had become a factor in nature's
pattern of survival of the fittest.
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As Maude became more proficient in housework
and mothering, she canned and preserved more and more of the family
foods. She picked, shelled or snapped, cored and quartered or
otherwise prepared peas, beans, apples, berries, tomatoes, peaches,
cherries and other products for the family larder. Produce was
cooked thoroughly before being placed in containers that had been
sterilized in boiling water.

Tomatoes were more susceptible to spoiling in
the can, she said, so she labored more carefully with them. Tin
cans were used in those early days. And the lids had to be placed
carefully in the grooves before the hot sealing wax was poured
around the top. When spoilage occurred, as demonstrated by a bulge
in the tin, the entire can was thrown away. Botulism was just as
prevalent then, and just as fatal.

Apples came from the family orchard just west
of the house. Cherries also were available for the picking. But
blackberries and black raspberries were a little more difficult to
obtain. Maude, and sometimes Lee, braved the hordes of mosquitoes,
the thorns and the August heat to pick wild berries growing in the
brushy part of the woods. Each picker donned the most substantial
garb to ward off mosquitoes. But, more often than not, all returned
home with a mass of red welts and itches that kept them scratching
for a week.

In addition to the berries, the harvest
frequently included chiggers. Nothing seemed to repel the little
insects which dropped from twigs and leaves to lodge against the
body at every spot where clothing was tight enough to hold them.
Each year, the couple agreed that berry picking was too much
trouble and too irritating. Then, in each succeeding year, they
concluded that maybe the delicious pies and other pastries were
worth it.

Maude liked the flowers and the vegetable
garden, so much of her free time during summer months was spent
outdoors. She had old-fashioned yellow and pink roses along the
front yard picket fence during those early years. And she contrived
a bower of wild morning glory and other flowering vines at both
ends of the spacious porch.

A grape arbor, under which went the walkway
to the well and barnyard, added its touch of scenery. Cherry and
pear trees were on the fringes of the lawn. Holly hocks, the
one-trunk type with a row of bell-like flowers down the side, were
a staple.

And the 80-foot long clothes line of No. 9
wire, on which were hung the weekly washing and, in springtime, the
carpets for their yearly beating, was strung clear across the side
yard between a pine tree and a black walnut tree. The wire was
embedded deeper and deeper as the years passed and made each tree
unsuitable for harvesting as lumber even as they became large
enough.

At the southwest corner of the house stood a
giant sweet pear tree. In its prime, it was 30 feet high and was
prone to drop its fruit day after day during August and
September--littering the lawn with the juicy debris that attracted
both bees and flies. Maude spent endless hours trying to clear up
that mess and keep the porch safe from the free-stinging
insects.

The
garden, at the back side of the house, proceeded predictably. Lee
fertilized it in late winter, using manure from the livestock.
(Figure 29) After the plowing
and cultivating came the tedious work of marking out the rows with
a hand-propelled appliance for shallow indentations and a rounded
horse-pulled plow for deeper trenches (in which potatoes or similar
underground-growing vegetables would be planted). Lee and Maude
then planted each variety of seed or plant in the assigned
area.

It was important to plant "under the sign"--a
reference to stages of the moon. Potatoes would be planted by St.
Patrick's Day, if at all possible. If the condition of the soil or
the weather made that impossible, then planting should be delayed a
full month until the moon again was full, new or in the right
phase. Sweet corn, as an above-ground crop, was planted in another
aspect of the moon. Peas were an early crop; beans came later.

Tomatoes were grown from both seeds and
plants. Lee liked to plant the seeds early in a sheltered place,
then replant in rows the right distance apart. He covered each
tender plant with a burdock leaf to shade it from the hot sun, then
removed the leaf a day after re-planting. Weeds were curbed by hand
hoeing.

By the end of her first year of married life,
as Maude dragged herself from bed in the dark each morning, she
decided she liked the farm routine. She liked the idea of being her
own boss, of not having to keep up with the Joneses (everyone
outwardly lived the same, had the same basic possessions) and of
having simple solutions for every problem.
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In mid-July, Lee moved on to the next task,
the cutting and shocking of the wheat and oats. In the early 1900s,
he used a recently improved binder which cut the plants and tied
them into bundles while the contrivance was being pulled by horses
across the field. A reel, on which long slats were mounted,
revolved to guide the swath of waving grain toward the cutting bar
(a device similar to that on the mowing machine). (Figure 27)

 Workmen following the binder
assembled the sheaves, placed each seeded end upright, capped the
shock with other sheaves. Threshing was scheduled only after the
grain was dry, normally in late August or early September. That was
a frenzied time in the Williams household. Lee was kept busy
operating the threshing outfit which he pulled with his steam
engine from farm to farm until the last member of the 8-to-12 farm
threshing ring was served. (Figure
31)

Maude, when theirs was the host farm, was
responsible for feeding 20 to 25 harvest hands after they left
their stations at the grain separator or came in from the fields.
Big tubs of water were placed in the yard so they could slap it on
their face and hands, wash away the sweat and grime.

Lee's mother and two or three neighbor women
helped prepare the meal, always more elaborate at Maude's than at
the other farms. The men ate fried chicken or steak, mashed
potatoes and gravy, coconut cream or apple pie, coffee, tea, and
milk. The kids would eat after the farm hands finished.

Children of farm families developed a certain
excitement when threshing time arrived. The smaller ones--including
the early teen-age group--fought for places on the steam engine
platform. Lee said he had trouble keeping them from trying to climb
aboard while the vehicle was steaming down the road, its cumbersome
grain separator behind.

"They seemed to think it was a cousin to the
calliope which sounded its musical theme at fairs and circuses," he
commented. "And when I blew the whistle, they went mad. They fought
for a seat on the tool box at the left side of the platform even
after the equipment was anchored in place." Lee operated the
controls from the right side and needed the platform for shoveling
coal into the firebox.

The equipment was owned by Lee's father, Ross
Williams, but the son was responsible for its upkeep and operation.
Every day during the threshing season, Lee fired up the steam
engine, dragged the separator to the next farm, leveled it,
attached the drive belt and started the separator mechanism which
ate the plants at one end and spewed out a stream of grain and
mountains of chaff at the other.

Each sheaf was tossed into the maw of the
separator so that the grain end entered the mechanism first. This
was supposed to assure greater efficiency and reduce the amount of
grain being discharged in the chaff.

Members of the threshing ring--and there were
8 to 12 farms in the group each year--followed Lee and his steam
engine from farm to farm and shared the work. Some took horse-drawn
wagons into the field.

Others tossed the golden sheaves to the man
on the wagon who, upon arriving at the threshing site with his
load, tossed a bundle at a time onto the conveyor which led to the
slashing knives. It was a team effort--a sort of assembly line
procedure that utilized man and beast to the best advantage.

The host farmer at each stop had
responsibility for seeing that the grain was stored in sacks or
bins as it flowed down the outflow chute. He also provided the team
of horses to haul the grain from the site and perhaps a second
wagon to help bring the sheaves from the field.

With the invention of the harvester, the
process would be simplified, since both the cutting and the
threshing, which separates the grain from the chaff, would be done
in one operation, in the field. This development was years in the
future.

When the dinner bell sounded, the entire
threshing operation halted. Those men at the separator ate first.
The men in the field completed loading the wagons and when they had
washed themselves at the washtubs in the yard, the second sitting
was ready.

"The men ate as if they hadn't had a meal in
days," Maude said. And from the conversation at the table, the
threshing dinners were the finest most would have until the next
season. For the housewives competed with each other to place their
most delicious foods on the table, and relished comments that Mrs.
Bird, or Mrs. McMahon, or Mrs. Early, or Mrs. Williams, or Mrs.
Marmon served the best meal, the most delectable pie or the finest,
moistest cake on the circuit.

Farmers welcomed threshing time as a chance
for sociability as well as work, and a chance to tell jokes and
tall tales--since for most of the year their farm chores were done
alone. Lee was well known for his jokes. If he heard one, he
remembered it for re-telling. He told stories about Jews, blacks,
the Irish, labor organizers, salesmen, farmers, and the
clergy--with a gleam in his eye and no malice in his heart.

One of the many of varying vulgarity told
during those rural days were recalled by friends long after Lee had
died.

This Irishman lived in Mt. Victory (Lee liked
to give his jokes verisimilitude by using real names; Mt. Victory
was just a few miles away). He was a rough, ungainly, whiskery
lout--sunburned a deep brown from working six days a week on the
railroad right-of-way. He awoke one morning in deep pain after a
celebration of someone's birthday (he couldn't remember whose).

So he dashed into the nearby office of Dr.
M.B. Hunt, where the waiting room was filled with the town's most
genteel women. The doctor came for another patient, recognized him,
and called out: "Why, Pat, what brings you here?"

"Begorra, Doc, and my cock is awful sore."
Dr. Hunt, with an apology to the waiting women, rushed Pat into the
examining room and prescribed the necessary medicine. Pat was
instructed to report back in three days.

The doctor, in an effort to shorten Pat's
visit since the waiting room was nearly always full, suggested that
he stand near the back door. Doc would ask him how his foot (or
some body part) was doing. The answer would determine if he needed
different medication.

Pat made his appearance at the back door as
instructed, also on another busy day. And Dr. Hunt used the
agreed-on code. "Well, Pat, how is your arm today?" The reply:
"Faith and begorra, Doc, it still hurts to piss through it!"

Lee was a born performer (his Welsh
heritage), acted out his jokes with gusto, making them funnier than
they were.

 


Seven

 


When the haying and the threshing of wheat
and oats were completed, the still growing corn became Lee's last
major concern of the season. Two or three inches of rainfall during
August would be sufficient for the corn to mature. With too little
rain, the ear would be small and the grains shriveled. Too much
rain would cause the roots to rot. Wide-spreading blades would
catch and hoard every drop of moisture
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