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sit a spell

While education vas still in a primitive stage
the history of a family was done orally. When few
could read or write it was the only way of passing
the names on to the next generation. Today, with a
more technologically advanced society, the telling
of the names is dylng. Certainly the information can
be typed on paper or entered on a computer disc, but
can a person interpret feeling or individuality from
those mediums? Will the names simply remain words on
paper or blips on a screen, or can they realistical-
ly become images of actual people without the voices
of those who once knev them? The oral history added
a personal touch to the memories of our ancestors.
It vas a tradition among the hills of southern Mil-
ler County, this telling of the names.

As a child I often sat in the lap of Melvina Lut-
trell Witt. Aunt Mel would drav stick figures in the
dirt at our feet and give each one a name. There was
me. There was Dorsie. There was Fred and Parthena.
There was Bluford and Mary and Tom and Safronia. The
figures all looked the same, but each name whispered
to me across dark ages. The soft voice of Aunt Mel
brought each name to life, fleeting glimpses of un-
known faces, barely discernible amidst the blackness
of the past. It was her wvay of passing on the names.

Stationed beneath a second story window in the
home of Verdle Witt Shelton wvas an old trunk. Inside
it wvas a varled collection of keepsakes, fragments
of her life. When 1 would stay overnight with her,
Aunt Verdie would go to the trunk and produce a box
of photographs. She would sit beside me on the bed
as her worn fingers would lovingly trace the images
captured there. Uncle George Witt, Aunt Ruthie Top-
ping, Grandpa Jesse. It was her way of passing on
the names.

Some of the names spoken by my great-aunts wvere
names that I had never heard before. Though I did
not know why, I could sense how important it was
that the names be passed on - and hov important it
was that I learn them. The importance I did not un-
derstand is made clear to me today when I look at my
child and realize he never knew my Aunt Mel or my
Aunt Verdie. I nov see why they taught me names I
did not know. And though he never knew them, he will
know them through me, for they have now taken their
places in my heritage and their names are among
those spcken when I hold my son and, in my turn,
pass to the next generation, the telling of the
names.
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LETTERS
FROM
STUDENTS

1 was glad to recelve your
school gquestionnaire and have
filled them out, and have
written additional informa-
tion which I hope will be of
help te you. I got started
writing and couldn't stop as
50 many memories came to my
mind.

I started to school at
Warren, but T was small and
hated it. I went to school at
Eldon one winter, but I hated
it also. Before that I had
attended Roberts School in
Camden County near Zebra. I
attended grades 5., 6, and 7
at China. When we moved to
Barnett District, I entered
the Bth grade and completed
it. At that time the 7th and
Bth grades were taught alter-
nately. A good many students
took the 8th grade twice. In
my case, I took the 7th grade
twice. I would have had to
stay in Brumley &to go to
school so my mother
teacher, Mrs. Bunch,

and my
thought

it better

for me to stay in
grade school another Year. 1
never failed a grade nor even
one subject.

My mother, as you will see

from reading the history of
China School;, was also a stu-
dent there as were her bro-

thers and sisters.

My grandfather,; Greenberrcy
Pope, and his brother, Sam,
attended scheool for a time in
the kitchen of their parents

home on the Glaize, 2% miles
5.W. of Brumley. You have
probably heard of the Fope

place. My grandfather's first
teacher was Cynthia Spearman,
wvho was a legend around Brum-
ley. You have probably heard
of her and how she lost both
hands in a sorghum mill. She
wage a well known teacher.
Later Grandpa attended school
at Chauncey in Camden County.
He boarded at the home of my
grandmother's parents. Her
name was Mancy Parish. It was
there they fell in love and
married at age 18.

My father, Frank Spearman,
attended Spearman School. Ac-
cording to the memoirs of my



LETTERS
FROM
STUDENTS

Uncle Fred Spearman there was
ne place for eschool to be
held, 50 my great-grandfather
Thomas W. Spearman and his
two song along with neighbors
cut logs and built a school.
One of the sone was Zebedee
Spearman who taught a sub-
scription school there until
the free public school system
was established. At that time

my great-grandfather deeded used to play with Rellie and
the school to the district. Carrie. Dorothy Thompson, my
Zebedee Spearman continued to dear friend married Rollins.
teach there. That was the be= I shall always consider
ginning of Spearman School, Miller County as "home" even
but Uncle Fred falled to men= though I have been away near-
tion the year it wae estab- ly 60 vyears. We moved to
lished. The school was also Callaway County when the dam
used for church services as was bullt.
well as for school. Julia Spearman

My cousin, Clara Pope Mil- 126 Ploneer Drive
ler, who I8 BB years old Fulton, MO B525]
taught 2t Walnut Grove School Chinag 5chonl = 1925, "26, '27
near Bagnell, and she also farnett School = 1928
taught at Jeffries School.

You mentioned in the Auto- Be watching for more correspondence from Julia
gram about Lige DeGraffenreid Spearman in future fssues of MIT1 Creek.

I knew that family well and

The school days section is
devoted to the portion of our
past that we all had in com-
mon - school. Some of us en-
dured it while others actual-
ly enjoyed it. The contents
of the column are supplied by
former students who have com-
pleted a guestionnaire like
the one you will find at the
center of this magazine. Mill
Creek needs your help for re-
search! Mail yvour school mem-
ories today. OSE A SEPARATE
FOEM FOR EACH SCHOOL!




Remembering
Grandma Ann

She was a ploneer child. grandfather, had moved west
Dirt floors, shuck matresses, from Fentucky (via Illinois)
and hard work was a way of during the great migration of
life, though you would never the early 1830'=s. Hugh, his
hear a complaint from her. wife?, and six children stop-
She preferred to go barefoot, ped thelr travels near the
disdaining constrictive shoes Big Tavern Creek and were
even in her later years. She well established there when
had a passion for fishing and Miller County was formed in
8 weakness for tobacco, which 1837. Subseguent Census years
ghe chewed for snuff or find the Snelling family in
smoked in her pipe to suit Equality, Auglaize, and Rich=
the need of the moment. She woods Townships also.
loved laughter. She loved The early life of Angeline
children. She loved life. Snelling was greatly influ-

Her name Was Angeline gnced by river bluffs, forest
Snelling., second eldest child hills, and flowing streams;
of Redman and Margaret Eliza- often relating these memories
beth MeClain Snelling. She in later years to her grand-
wWas born 2 September,; 1862 children. She was educated in
into one of the oldest fami= the public school system of
lies of a young Miller County Miller County. Although there
Missouri.l are no surviving records to

Hugh Snelling, Angeline's trace her school attendance

I The obituary of Amgeline Wilson states she was borm 1 September, 1064, however, papers that
wore 8 part of her personal effects suggest differently. It is this writer's opimion the date
in the text Y1 the correct one. The most comvincing plece of evidence is ar old, yellowing
gnvelope contatning the names and birthdates of her family, Angeline's included.

2 According to femily legend, the first wife of Hugh Snelliing was of Native American heritage
{possibly Cherokee), Several Vtem: zupport that probability. One was the extraordimary use
of medicinal roots and herbs by the Teamily. AnRother was the nameés of her wons, Redman and
Berryran. Deviations: of theie names 2ppedr 1n BEny county recordi. HRedman was réplaced by
Redmond. Berryman was changed to Berry, Barry, and even Bryan, suggesting the wnfamilierity
of these namesi. Although "Americanized® to some ecxtent by others the correéct original rames
wore faways retained inside the fEmily, even 2: recently a3z 15959. Three generations after
she called her son Redman, 3 pamesake was horn Lo reslind everyont of her proud blaodline.
Bert Redman Hendricks, of rurdl lTherla, carried the name of hif gramdfather wntil his ceath
in that year.



Angeline Snelling Wilson circa 1915. The Native
imericanm ancestry inherited from her grandmother
appears guite evident in this photograph.

-
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it i= almest certain that she
attended Jeffries School (lo-
cated near Kaiser) for a
short time.3

Early in 1883, at the age

of twenty, Angeline caught
the eye of a young widowver
with dark hair and flashing

eyes. By the end of the year
they were married. As estab-
lished as the Snelling family

was in Miller County., Angel-
ine married inte a family
that was even moreso. Owen

Calvin Wilsont! was a grandson
of the eccentric John Wilson
who had moved into this area
in 1810. Angeline and 0.C.
began their lives together in
a cabin near the cave where
John Wilson's family had sur-
vived during their first
years here.

Life was fairly normal for
the newlyweds. Despite losing
two children in infancy their
family began to grow, while
all rescources wvere focused on
the day to day chores that
were essential to existence.
In the early 1890's 0.C.
heard of the land rush occur=-
ing in the west. The stories
of new land being made avail=
able to a manm willing to
pluck it from the wilderness
ignited dreams of liberation.
Suddenly, Miller County began
to feel crowded and congested
while wvisions of rich, red
earth and open plains filled
him with a sense of promise

and unimaginable hope. A new
life awaited! He had but to
go and find it.

0.C. gathered Angeline and
his young family sharing with
them his dream of promise and
hope. Preparations were made.
Possessions that weren't to
be taken were sold or given
to family. The wagon was
carefully loaded with special
care given to those items
deemed precious. Early one
bright morning the team was
made ready. Tearful goodbyes
were said among farewell hugs
and kisses. Little Mack Kel-
vey Wilson was passed from
uncle to aunt to cousin as
each tried to hold the tod-
dler one final time before he
WAE gone. Calvin and Rector
scrambled in back, ready for
any adventure that might come
their way. Angeline held the
baby, Jim, in her arms. 0.C.
clucked to his team, slapping
the reins across their rumps.
The long journey had begun.

There is no one now who
remembers that journey from
Miller County, Missouri to
the Oklahoma Territory. HNo
one to tell ws how long it
took to reach their destina-
tion. No one to remind ue of
the courage it must have tak-
en to leave friends and fami-
ly for the unknown. Unspoken
fears from those who left and
those who remained. A young
family alone in search of the

3 In January, 1BFE, Redman Snelling sold 160 acres in Sections 27 and 21, Township 39, Range
15. The locationm of this property is today withinm the Lake of the Ozarks State Park, south
of Eafser. The Jeffries School would have been located Vess than ane mile morth of this land

description.

4 Dwen Calwinm Wilson first married Matilda Ramsey.

she died in childbirth 12 Decemsber, |BBZ,

at twenty=-thres years of age, leawing 0.C. with & small ehild (named Calvin after his Tather).
Dewastated, 0.C. laid her o rest in Ramsey cemetery, building for her Bn emaring tomb. The
ceverstone ftself ¥s cut from matural rock with dieenstions exceeding four feet in width ang

seven feet in length.
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GLIE LaC ORlPTE, Caset B, Jolfnems Csg TR LAFE HIHTG, Bl T sarsmdi
i L
COUNT COMVENES O. O. WY RICK
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Tl M il b Beipbemiiall MILLER COUNTY

Tuscumbia, Missouri

The Record show that 0. C. Wilson and Angeline Snelling were

garried on the 6th day of December, 1EB83.

Bee Book "0% page 1L47.

{above] Found in Angeline's
pergonal effects was this
piece of correspondence
from the office of the
Miller County Circuit
Clerk. At some point
Angeline apparently had
need for verification of
her marriage.

(left) Reproduction of an
1880's tin=type photo of
Owen Calvin Wilsom a fewv
years before the failed
homesteading attempt in
the Oklahoma Territory.




promised land.

Arrival 1in the
soon found the
Promise slowly turned to de-
jection, and hope to bitter
disappointment. A cousin that
had come to Oklahoma some
years earlier couldn't be
found. The lawlessness and
unruly atmosphere that was a
natural part of the pioneer-
ing process brought a sense
of dismay and concern for the
children. 0.C. was distrust-
ful of the land companies and
suspected fraud. Within a
year their wagon was creaking
back into the hills of south-
ern Miller County.

Home, again, was the small
cabin .by the cave as they
settled back into the 1life
disrupted by the homesteading
attempt. In 1%00, they moved
into a house located on Pea
Eidge (the area north of Wil-
son‘'s Cave alongside present
state highway "A"). The move
vas attributed to the poor
health of Calvin, a condition
complicated by the dampness
of the valley air that stir-
red above the big creeks.

Tragedy struck the family
in 1915 when 0.C. became ill
and died. Before his death he
made it known that his final
wish was to be buried beside
his first wife. Upon his
passing Angeline made certain
that desire was honored.

After the death of her
hushand Angeline hired out as
a housemaid to area neighbors
in exchange for a small sala-
ry to help make ends meet.
One of those families was
that of George and Ida McCom-
mong Hauvenstein of Tuscumbia.
After a few vyears, with ad-
vancing age, s8he left the
house on the ridge to live a-
mong her children. It was
during this pericd of time

Territory
dream fading-
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that she became known as
Grandma Ann. The profound in-
fluence of her life and memo-
ry can still be felt in the
voices of those who remember
her - especially the grand-
children she lived with. It
w¥as here they were taught the
way of the pioneer., simply by
cbserving Angeline's life.

They recall her bare eet
and her love of tobacco,
which she planted, cultivated
cured, and twisted into plugs
herself. They remember her
wide smile and warm laugh.
Powerful images are still
brought to mind of Angeline
sitting at her spinning wheel
turning wool into the yarn
that she would later trans-
form into gloves, caps. socks
and other winter clothes for
members of the family. { She
would send Mack toc the Henry
Bailey farm at S5t. Anthony to
purchase wool for her spin-
ning wheel.) A cotton or
gingham dress would be com=
pleted within a day's time.
Grandma Ann plucked thorns
fror locust Ltreeg to sServe as
gsafety pins. She often re=
turned from picking greens
with her apron tail pinned to
the shoulders of her dress by
thorns, forming a pouch that
would be bulging from as many
greens as she could stuff in-
to it. It seemed as though
every effort or deed was ac-
complished for the betterment
of somecne else. It was just
the way she was.

Not all work was toil ko

Angeline. Fishing was her
favorite “"work". During her
time many of the streams in

Miller County teemed with a-
quatic life. (Indeed Angeline
Snelling Wilson may have been

one of the reasons for the
decline of fish 1im the area,
she loved it so!) She always



Angeline,
gon Mack,
ter the death
It was
rage and market,
located near Tuscumbia,

circa 1945.
of his wife, Ida Belle
replaced by the building long
most recently known
south of the
junction of Highways

Bridge at the

great-grandson Dorrell Layne Wilson,
Mack rented this

]
m

and

log home

Casey., in
used as a

as Abbott's;

Osage River
and 17.
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di-

ga-
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took her grandchildren though
many would protest the dis-
tance to the creek. "A little
walking won't hurt you!"
Grandma Ann would reply. 5he
was forever having to bait
the hooks of the little ones
and those more sgueamish a-
bout touching bugs and worms
and slimy things. She never
owned a pole, however, string
and hook were always Kept
near at hand. The pole would
be cut at the fishing hole.

Eula Cagey Wilson recalls
with a chuckle the most fa-
mous fishing expedition of
all when Grammy was slowly
leading the way down a steep
embankment where walking was
made treacherous by recent
rains. Angeline's feet shot
out from under her and she
scooted with amazing speed to
the bottom, hoots and howls
of laughter coming from above
But nothing could keep Grand-
ma Ann f{rom the creek. She
went on and fished, muddy
backside and all-

Practically any ailment or
injury could be treated by
Angeline, though the patient
may not have always appreci-
ated the remedy. Gargles,
poultices;, potions., plasters,
teas, and ointments of every
describable type were readily
available, and all collected
by Grandma Ann from the wild.
Mack Wilson's home had a loft
where Evelyn Wilson Patterson
wvould retreat to when she
wanted to write. The arrival
of Grandma Ann would convert
her little writing 1loft into
a home-grown pharmacy. Evelyn
recalls the loft overflowing
with numercus roots and herbs
in various stages of drying.,
awaiting the next medical e-
mergency . Some were hung in
bundles, others were spread
out on the floor and table.
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At times the fragrance was
nearly overwhelming. Angeline
would occasionally eat a poke
berry.explaining its quali-
ties would prevent arthritis.
While she went om about her
business everyone else would
watch and wait for her to
drop dead from toxic poison-
ing. Catnip tea was boiled,
mixed with milk and given to
babies suffering from cholic
and gastric ailments. Drink-
ing mullein tea eased kidney
problems, as did vyellovroot
for wlcers. Scalybark tea re-
lieved symptoms of the common
cold. Angeline administered
her backwoods medicine relf-
giously. MNone of her pre-
scriptions were written down,
they had been given to her
through her heritage. Sadly.
litkle of that kKnovledge sur-
vived Grandma Ann.

In her later years a wheel
chair slowed Angeline's ac-
tivities though hardly dimin-

ished her zest for life. All
of the o0ld ones nNow were gone
once familiar names all but

forgotten, yet she continued
to reflect with fondness upon
those days of her youth. It
had been 35 years since she
had buried her husband. Near-
ly 60 years had passed since
the deaths of her two infant

children. She talked more and
more of Redman Snelling and
HMargaret Elizabeth McClain.

She spoke lovingly of her In-
dian grandmother.

Shortly after celebrating
her 8%9th birthday, Angeline
fell il11. Despite the best
efforts of Dr. William Gould
of Iberia, she would not re-
cover from the sffects of a
massive stroke. Grandma Ann
died 7 Octoher; 1951, at the
home of her son, Rector.
Though she had once travelled
hundreds of miles in a cov-



{rignt) 0. C. Wilson
shortly before his
death in 191%.

(below) The children of
Angeline. (shown 1. to r.)

James Blane Wilson
F duly, 1891 = B Hovember, 196E

Rector Toby Wilson

12 July, 18BS - 16 May, 1975

Mack EKelvey Wilson
A0 January, 1BEBR = 6 June, 1966

died in childhood

Perry Wilson
[twin af Jamaz)

Foduly, 1B9] = 12 Janudry,

Lilly Wilson

birth and death dated remiin wnknosn

r

thought to be hetween 5 and 10 years

&

of age at the tiee of her death

. =

2

-

=]
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{1eft) With most of her final
days restricted to a wheel-
chair, Angeline now has to
watch the world from the
porch of her son, Rector.
circa 1948.

{below) 1950 photograph of an
emaciated Angeline with her
great-grandson, Michael
Dale Abbott. This is the
last known photograph of
Grandma Ann.




gered wagon and spent a life-
time walking beside countless
teams of horses and mules,
Angeline's final journey was
made in a moderm auvtomobile.
on 9 October,; she was driven
from Mt. Flon Church nea:
Tuscumblia to Maylee Cemetery

and placed next to little
Lilly and Perry. Once again
they lay at their mother's

Slde.

Today, the Mavlee Cemetery
flong kKnown as the Wilson
Cemetery) sits placidly atop
a hill, far from the roar and
noise of highway traffie. HNo
markers signify its location.

A simple graveestone marks

journey .

life.

Ssurrounded by wWoods, one can
pass nearby and never realize
it is there. It 1s an old
cemetery. A place of salace.
A place of reflection. Hardly
more thanm a mile to the east
is where the Brushy Fork and
the Tavern Creeks Cconverge.
Just north of that point is
Wilson's Cave and the small
valley that Angeline Snelling
Wilson called home 100 years
ago. I touch her simple hand-
made gravestone and wonder.
When her grapndchildren are
gone,; who will then remember
Grandma Ann?

ERTON

0x 273

JEPEHE
IBERLA, Mo

]
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the end of a pioneer‘'e
The entire setting of Angeline Snelling
Wilson's burial place seemgs & reflection of her

An izolated, nearly-forootten cemetery. A

wooded hilltop between two creeks. The last act

of love from a Bon, the
Mack made for his mother.

hand=-mzde tombetone that

She would be pleased.

|



Jesse M. Witt

Private, Company D
6th Regiment, Missouri Cavalry
USA

Mill Creeak recently published am article about Jesse WItt. Thamks to that research the above
previously wunidentified photograph has surfaced. Do you hawe any old photos you wish {den=
E1fied? Let uws help!

~16-



Slates and Sorghum Pails

&

the saga of Bart

on School

the log school

Though the auvtumn sun is
soft and warm 1 shiver at a
sight unfamiliar to a modern
age. Hidden deep within a
Missouri forest 1 stand and
contemplate a relic of the
past a forlorn and forgot-
ten structure, whispering to
me of tales and of lives that
have core and gone before me.
For a moment it seems as if
the old building would speak,
and I pause to listen to its
vords. Slowly I come to re-
adlize the volices I'm aware of
are the lingerings of those
v*ho have already passed this
way; voices that were here
long before I came to this
place. Again I shiver.

Equeals of laughter

and

-17-

shouts of joy remain just be-
yond my hearing. Nearly audi-
ble is the regular cadence of
little girls skipping rope to
the accompaniment of a rhyme,
an enerqetic game of tag or
stinkbase with its inevitable

guarrels and arguments, the
sgqueak of the pump handle as
someone satisfies a thirst.

of 8 hand-
the ridge
theé nharrow

The clear ringing
bell echoes along
and spille into

valley below, announcing to
all that hear the start of
classes for the day. The peal
filters through the trees and
across the fields;, fading as
it travels. A young mother,
hanging her morning wash on
the clothesline, smiles as



the sound revives memories of
her own school years. Her
pre-schoocl child ceases play
and looks longingly in that
direction, a direction where
older brothers and sisters
had earlier disappeared. Nu-
merous cowpaths that exit in-
to the small glade make |t
gquite easy to complete the
scenaric as I imagine the
children that probably used
those same trails as they
trekked the hilis and hollows
to attend this rural school.

County administrators and
officials, in an effort to
simplify and better control
thelr ever-present paperwvork,
identified the 1ittle school
and the area it Bserved as
District #B85. To the patrons
and students it was known as
Barton.

Undoubtedly the school de-
rived its name from the indi-
vidual most instrumental in
its creation. Land records
show that on 3 July, 1858 the
original patent entered for
property located im Section
11, Township 38, Range 14 was
made (the description where
the school would be built).
on that day, Bluford Barton
purchased 80 acres from the
United States Government, be-
coming the first landowner of
that property. By 1865 he had
gold the land to John Winfrey
1t was during this period of
time while Barton had owner-
ship (1858 - 1865) that the
school was established and a
building raised.

Located in the southwest
corner of Miller County among
the last ripples of the Ozark
highlands, Barton was sSur-
rounded by her sister schools

of Warren to the west, Honey
Springs to the north, and
Curry to the east. South of

Barton was the Miller/Camden

e [ 9

County boundary. The Barton
schoolhouse was situated atop
a wooded knoll near the head-
waters of the Brumley Creek
whose sparkling stream would
journey onward nearly eight
more miles before emptying
inte the Grand Auglaize.

No fewer than three school
buildings have carried the
name of Barton. The first was
a single-room log structure,
built to serve the children
and grandchildren of the pio-
neers who had followed the
Grand Auglaize wup from the
Osage River Valley. Although
there no longer exists any
phyeical evidence of the o-
riginal 1log school, early
board meeting records give an
excellent account of its gen-
eral location.

Creature comforts wera
readily available, but they
were hardly the pushbutton

conveniences we have today. A
metal bucket and dipper was
the predecessor of our elec-
trically refrigerated drink-
ing fountains.A nearby spring
supplied the schoolhouse with
plenty of fresh water, and e-
ven though it had to be car-
ried in buckets there scemed
to be no shortage of eager
volunteers willing to sacri-
fice a few moments away from
their studies for the chore
of fetchin' water. There were
no thermostats on the wall
that could be turned up to
provide some instant heat a-
gainst a winter day. The
source of climate control lay
outside in the wood pile in
the form of oak and hickory
logs, split and cut to length
for use in the wvoocdstove.
While building and main-
taining a nice, warm fire in
the schoolhouse was the re-
sponsibility of the teacher,
the cutting and stacking of




H‘_ﬂll-l--"ﬂ-l-l--l_ll---__ﬂuu_

. b bty eyl da ey e e, @, Sy e S e g Ui e, e iy )

- e -'-.'--_lnm
Ll ﬁ_uﬂ_“l

i e ) Pt i

T o s, T ety Sl Lots, Timsts, o Porsis of Lond, iybun bl sl slets i e vty o i o

1
|
|
| H‘_“Hh-i Al
|
i

Q#.“. ﬁ-l-u-"ﬂ- .-'.'ﬂ'm--r-ﬁ'-u-r M i.tfrﬁﬁ-pq"
'f_lu-'..n-.ga-:-u,- -i-‘? -l -._‘z_ :‘Eu..--z-f ‘Lmﬂ;u- PP S L .

e SO A
— i BT et

fé&:#&ﬁ;iﬁ;:;&? ::i,}*"éﬁhﬂ

Frenp- vy o weal

:‘n"r J,Hi:uﬁ.u o

PR

.tﬂﬂwnwfh#ﬁﬂ wodi St bt s ard B
o Ee Jart
.

jZi:ﬁEj;f&;hrua%&uuu )uﬂdunuunt

Lo 70 b s 1o ar g d
*”Hﬁ-jh&yiﬁ.dih—h-ﬂggﬁ
lﬂm Oy T ad™ dacy ot --.rr"_
LS ﬂ'ﬂ'dlr'-":l-ﬁ J:'.:Iri-i R

[ F o J-ll{r"l"- J"!"!!"H-d:l-.'

5

The earliest document giving specific reference to a Barton
schoolhouse is this warranty deed transferring ownership of
a described three-guarter acre and the "house now on said

property known as the old log schoolhouse®.
identified as School District Number One,
L. Barriett,

14, trustees John R. Warren,

Originally
Township 3B, Range
and John Thorns-

berry accept official conveyance from Sclomon and Permelia

J. Blankenship on 7 July,

1882.

The deed was notarized at

Brumley, Missouri by James Thompson.
the wood was done by the the same through the genera-
school district. This was u- tions. Schoolchildren even
sually a service acquired by used the same paths to school

bid from the public, evidence
showing the competition for
that bid to be gquite fierce
at times. The last full term
in which the log schoolhouse
was used began in 1910, For
that year. Julios Dlander was
hired to deliver seven cords
of wood. Olander was paid 90#%
per cord - a grand total of
$6.30; complete cost for the
echopl year's snergy consump-
tion.

The log schoolhouse Known
as Barton served the communi-
ty for nearly a half-century.
Education, for all intent and
purpose, had remained much
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that thelr parents and grand-
parents had taken; carried
water from the same spring.
The only change that occurred
was probably 8 cosmetic one.
Interviews with former stu-
dents and teachers seem to
indicate the original school,
gt some point im time, had
received a facelift. The ex-
terior had possibly been cov-
ered with clapboard and wvhite
washed, though no written re-
cord has been discovered to
date to confirm this.

The area prospered and the
population increased as the
children of the pioneer fami-

b
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1ies reached adulthood, mar-
ried, and had children of
their own. At the turn of the
century the little log school
house was seen as woefully
inadequate to house the in-
flux of students.

The schoeol district and
its property was overseen by
a local three-member board of
directors acsisted by a coun-
ty superintendent of schools
with an office in the county
courthouse (forerunner to our
current boards of education
and their district superin-
tendents) . Annual school
meetings to decide district
affairs were heavily attended
by the public, issues deter-
mined by the votes of those
in attendance.

The 1907 board of direc-
tors (Lewis Winfrey as chair-
man, Frank Topping as secre-
tary, and John Duncan as mem-
ber) called their meeting to
order in April of that year.
Business was conducted as u-
sual with nearly fifty people
at the school. One of the de-
cisions made was to acquire
the services of Mrs. Joaie
Buster as teacher for the up-
coming school year. The oth-
gr decizion of note was oOne
of vision, and one that would
require a commitment from the
patrons of the district. It
was also a decision (actually
a portion thereof) that would
cause quite a stir among the
residents.

There was no guestion that
something had to be done to
alleviate the swelling num-
bers that the little log
schoolhouse could no longer
comfortably accommodate. A
motion was carried to con-
struct a new school building.
By vote, preference was shown
that a concrete structure was
desired by the people rather
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than a frame building. Anoth-
er motion was made, stating
the new schoolhouse to be
built in a different location
Y mile north and 75 yards
west of the original school.
This new proposal was the
subject of the controversy to
come, beginning in this very
meeting as it stood presented
before the chair; yet it did
pass, by the narrowest of
margins. The annual meeting
was adjourned, but the issue
was far from over as it began
an extraordinary series of

events.

Within two months a spe-
cial meeting was called with
specific intent to reverse

the decision made to move the
nev schoolhouse to a differ-
ent site. With that accom-
plished, the district then
had to accept the resignation
of ite board of directors who
had decided to step down in
protest. Another special
meeting socon followed as pro-
ponents of a new school site
gathered support in retalia-
tior. The wvote reflected
their strength in numbers and
again the new school was to
be built % mile north, 75
yards west. Resignations from
the new board of directors
were offered, and accepted.

Amazingly, this same pro-
cedure was repeated over and
over for three years as the
district seemed split hetween
those wvhe wanted to build a
new schoolhouse on a new site
and those who wanted to build
a new schoolhouse on the old
site. Oone reason for the
differences, undoubtedly., Wwas
the extra distance the chil-
dren on the south side would
have to walk to school, while
the children from the north
would have their travel
shortened.




In April of 1910 (with Jim
Popplewell now serving as
chairman, J. L. Winfrey as
secretary, and 5. J. Abbot as
member) the board of direc-
tors again were petitioned by
patrons to construct a new
school on a new site. Records
show the vote was 27 in fa-
vor and 24 against moving the
school. Seizing the moment,
and the majority of support
it barely offered, the board
secured the employment of Mr.
B. Phillipe for the purpose
of drilling a well on the new
school site. On 28 September,
1910, he wae paid $49.65 for
work performed and Barton had
a2 new well from which to draw
water, replacing the spring
below George Duncan's farm
house. But they still had a
log building fer a school.
(This well remains somewhat
of a mystery and gives reason
for a bit of confusion. In=-
terviews indicate the spring
was used as a water source as
late a3 the 1920's. Records
clearly show that payment was

made for the drilling of a
well, and at that time the
school was scheduled to be

moved. Surely the board would
not dig a well on a site that
was going to be abandoned, so
we must assume the well was
drilled on the new school
slte. The ansver as to where
the well was drilled will
probably never be known since
those who could have once
told us are no longer here.)

Not much is known of the
first school cecalled Barton.
Written records are scarce
and difficult to obtain. Per-
sonal evyewitness accounts
have to be heavily relied up-
on and those now are precious
few, with hardly anything re-
called bkeyond the last decade
of its use.
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Teachers in that era (the
turn of the century) included
Elsie Cochran, Josie Buster,
Gertrude Topping, Mae Allee,
and Omer McCory. Former stu-
dents @#ella Thomas Anderson,
Opal Duncan Luttrell, and
Bill Cochranm seem to remember
Mrs. Buster with more clarity
than others mentioned, prob-
ably because of her longevity
as a schoolteacher (she was
at Barton as late as 1917,
teaching at both the log
schoolhouse and the new one
that was soon to be built by
the well). Noted trademarks
of Mrs. Josie Buster were the
scripture verses posted a-
round her classroom, a8 Fre-
called by Zella Anderson; and

the black buggy she drove to
school pulled by a horse
named Deck, from the memory

of Bill Cochran.

The school year beginning
in 1910 would be the last
full school term in which the
little 1log schoolhouse was
used. Mr. Olander would de-
liver his seven cords of wood
while Eleie Cochran would
ring the handbell in August
as gchoolteacher.

The winds of change
blowing, though the
folk of Brumley Creek were
yet to feel the breezes.
World War 1 was brewing east-
ward across the great waters
and the technology developed
during the conflict would be-
gin to eventually bring about
a difference that would alter
forever District #85. The
area had survived the horrors
of the Civil War with rela-
tively little change and had
continued on its way much the
same as before. But from the
distance approached an un-
Enown that could not be halt-
ed or avolided. Progress.

were
gentle



The Buster family of Brumley. Missouri around 1910.
pictured above are Charles Wesley, Josie, and
daughter Clara. A buggy similar to this one was
aften seen at both the log school and the school

in the woods when Josie taught there.

the school in the wood s

considering the previous carried in sorghum and lard
three years 1910 was proving pails, or even wrapped 1in a
to be surprisingly normal for dishcloth and stuffed in a
pistrict #85. School contin- coat pocket. Fall gquietly
ued as before at the little came and departed. The deci-
schoolhouse with the sion made at the board meet-

woods arcund it swarming each ing in April to build a new
morning with children oN school % mile north and 75
their way to class, lunches yards west of the original
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log school still stood.

Snow began to softly fill
the hollows of Brumley Creek.
White-cloaked cedars bowed in
winter slumber, seemingly un-
aware of the children as they
trudged by on the snowy path-

WaYS. Parents cut burlap
gacks into strips and with
gackstring tied these make-
shift leggings around shoes

and pantlegs in order to pre-
serve these items as long as
possible against the moisture
and cold. Overshoes were a
luxury that few coyld afford.
Upon arrival at school shoes
were pulled off and placed by
the woodstove to dry. Eva
Davenport Kaiser remembers
the stove encircled by shoes
as classes began and contin-
ued through the day with stu-
dents in stocking feet. Win-
ter progressed. The new year
came and days grew longer and

warmer. There was still no
further outcry of defiance
from opponents to the new

school site. No special board
meetings had been demanded.
In March of 1911, Elsie
Cochran ushered the last
child out the door to begin
summer vacation. She stood a
moment and watched them go as
one by one the forest swal=
lowed them up. She could hear

their sing-song voices 1long
after they had disappeared
from sight. She smiled to

herself at the tireless chat-
ter of children, wishing them
all a pleasant summer, Yyet
realizing the end of the
school year coincided with
the spring planting season.
Many would socon be working
long hours in the fields. But
somehow she knew the children
would find time for wading in
the streams. or chasing liz-
ards, or playing house. She
knew they would discover am-

B By

ple time and opportunity for
mischief. Children always do.
She gathered her things and
left, closing the door behind
her.

Three months later, on 11
June, 1911, the door to the
little log schoolhouse wvas a-
gain opened as district pa-
trons gathered for the annual
meeting. This was the perfect
setting for the faction a-
gainst moving the schoocl to
present their argument, but
it didn't happen. The meeting
records show no indication of
the matter even being dis-
cussed! Had everyone finally
tired of the struggle? HNo
clues have been left to make
a determination. What is
shown is that the district
voted for and approved issu-
ance of bonds in the amount
of $400 to finance the con-
struction of the new concrete

gechoolhouse they had first
approved of in April, 1907,
finally giving the board of

directors the power necessary

to seek the means of accom-
plishing that task.

The summer of 1911 was a
blur of activity. A1l the
Years of dormant talk and
controversy wWere suddenly
gone, having an effect simi-
lar to that of a tightly

wound spring being released.
Building plans vere quickly
drawn up and made available
to prospective contractors
for bidding purposes. The new
building would be guite mod-
ern for its day, an object of
pride for the district. Spec-
ifications called for a one
room concrete structure meas-
uring 24 x 34 feet. The roof
would be sheet-metal while
the interior of the classroom
would be finished with plas-
ter applied directly onto the
concrete wall. The floor



would be wood plank. There
would be no glectricity, no
plumbing., no insulation.

While construction bids
were being received, the
bonds were granted and a buy-
er sought., The Bank of Brum-
ley purchased the bonds
totalling $400. Although no
mention is made in the board
meeting records, certainly we
should be correct in assuming
that Mr. James Messersmith,
county superintendent., was
instrumental in obtaining and
gselling the bonds. Ferhaps
gven the building plans had
to meet his approval. It is
unclear through board meeting
records as to exactly how
much influence the county of -
fice held over individual
districts.

construction bids were re-
ceived and the district was
given one of Etvo choices. A
bid submitted bY Shepard Boan
wvas for $400 but was noted as
excluding the plastering of
the interior walls. The other
bid was from Bluford Luttrell
with a total cost of £425,
however, this bid included
plastering. The contract was
given to Luttrell on 10 Au-
gust, 1911, and he must have
pegan work immediately.

one mest keep in mind the
fact that there was no con-
crete plant just a phone call
away. There were no concrete
trucks available to deliver
ready-mix concrete nor dump
trucks toc haul gravel to the
construction site. The mate-
rials needed were purchased
at Brumley, while the gravel
was dug from Brumley Creek by
shovel and carted up the hill
in a wagon pulled by a team
of horses., Every step or pro-
cedure reguired a great deal
of manual labor, including
mixing the concrete by hand
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and carrying it up the scaf-
folding in buckets Lo pour
inside the forms. A close in-

spection of the old school-
house shoWs evidence of the
painstaking slowness as each

day's pour can be seen and
easily measured, much 1like
counting the rings of a tree.

The contract was let on 10
August. Two months later the
job was nearing completion. A
simple message of commemora-
tion was left behind in the
north gable as someong ECCawW=
1ed the following memorial in
the finish coat of cement.
still visible today. after B0
years, are these words:

5. J. Abbot
Bluford Luttrell
october 17, 1911

on 24 October. 1911, Blu-
ford Luttrell was paid $425
for completion of the new
school building. The little
1og school had been replaced.

The 1911 school term, with
Mae Allee as teacher, started
ghortly after Luttrell began
construction. Though no men-
tion is made and no one now
remembers, 1 believe we can
safely assume the Year began
in the log schoolhouse and
then moved to the concrete
building at some point in
late October or perhaps early
Movember .

The log school, and the
generations of children it
had served, now passed the
mantle of education on Lo a
new building, and to 2 new
generation. Soon it too would
become like so many of those
wvho had entered through it's
doors - oOnly a memory. So
much o that only @ handful
can now say with confidence
where it once stood. But the
new school would bear the
tradition of it's pnamesake
well, and for nearly as long.
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The Bank of Brumley, organized in 1906, was instrumental to the growth and sconomic

stability of the surrocunding communities until 1959 when 1t sold and was moved,

becoming the Bank of Lake of the Ozarks. The move was indicative of the trend away

from rural 11fe and occupations to the prosperity offered by the emerging towrism

industry at the min-made Take scarcely & dozen miles away.

The concrete structure children. Some were former
built in 1911 remained a one students that had continued
room school wuntil 1935. 1In academic pursuits beyond the
that year a measure was taken eight grade levels offered
to improve the quality of ed- at Barton. This was no small
ucation for the children of accomplishment in itself, es-
District #85. A room-length pecially since the nearest
partition was added between high schools were located at
the entrances, and along with Brumley, Iberia, or Crocker
the new wall came another and usually meant moving away
teacher. Barton was now a two from home to attend these in-
room schoolhouse and would stitutions. A high school di-
continue to operate in that ploma plus satisfactory com-

capacity until 1953, when, in
it's turn, it would be re-
placed by yet another school
building.

As in all educational sys-
tems teachers played a promi-
nent part; with each student
having his or her favorites.
Each decade seemed to produce
a new person that would inev-
itably endear themself to the
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pletion of a teacher's exami-
nation at the county superin-
tendent's office was certifi-
cation enough to teach for
one Yyear. Anything beyond
that required accredited col-
lege hours. But there were
those who braved the chal-
lenges, then returned to Bar-
ton to teach. These included
Zella Thomas Anderson, Emery



Allec, Paul Meredith, Cecil
Smith, Thelma Wall Meredith.
zella Thomas returned to
Barton in 1914 as a rpeplace-
ment for Perry Wyrick when he

was unable to commit to the
entire school term. Thomas
was a sixteen-year old girl
at the time, younger than
gsome of her students, which
numbered over sixty. Fresh
from her studies at Iberia
Academy (she was housed in

"The Cottage"” while attending
there), Thomas was probably
the youngest teacher ever at
Barton. Her duties began in
October and continued until
latter March, 1915, with a
monthly wage of $37.50.

A name long SYynonymous
with Barton is that of Mary
Swofford. She first came to
District #85 in 1924 and
would teach there intermit-
tently until the mid-40's.
Her career easily spanned two
generations of Barton stu-
dents, and in some instances,
three. Notorious as a disci-
plinarian, it is rumored that
Mrs. Swofford had eyes in the
back of her head. Former stu-
dents still marvel at the way

ghe could spin on her heels
in the twinkling of an eye.
catching many would-be mis-
chief-makers in the act.
Beryl Luttrell, who spent a
considerable amount of his
childhood standing in the

trash box with his nose stuck
in a c¢ircle on the chalkboard
readily agrees.

Practically all of her
students still refer to her
as "Mrs. Swofford". The rules
and regulations she employed
were just and fair though
some may have considered them
harsh. 1 suppose the peoint
could be argued but all will
agree that "harsh" is an ac-
curate description of what
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could be expected if one of
Mrs. Swofford's rules wvere
broken. One of those rules
regarded the ancient practice
of "sparking". To say the
least, it was strictly for-
bidden. One day 1t was re-
ported to Mrs. Swofford that
Fred Witt wvas seen holding
hands with Parthena Luttrell
while walking to school that
morning. Mrs. Swofford glow-
ered at Fred, her scowl deep=
ening as the story was re-
peated. This was a serious
breech of order and could not
be tolerated. Fred was march-
ed from his seat to the front
of the reom, and even though
he was nearly twenty Years
old stood guietly as his pun-
ishment was soundly adminis-
tered for all to see, includ-
ing Parthena. But Mrs. Swof-
ford's switch wasn't nearly
as powerful as the magic of
Parthena's eyes and the two
would eventually marry on the

29 March, 1930.
The year 192% brought a
rural Eldon woman to Barton,

and though Ruth Watt Thomas
wag only forty miles from
home, considering the day.
she may as well been halfway
around the world. Enown to
her students as "Miss Ruth",
Thomas bearded locally with
the Degress family, leaving
her with a walk of nearly one
mile to school. She recalls
her first day on the job with
some embarrassment. Wanting
to make a good impression she
rose early that morning and
began her journey to school
before the mists of davn had
even dissipated. Her path led
her through a field of timo-
thy still damp with dew and,
to her dismay, she soon found

herself sopping wet from an-
kle to waist. Thinking she
had allowed herself enough



time to dry sufficlently be-
fore the arrival of students,
Thomas continued on her way
to school. Once there; she
opened the decor only to
discover the entire board of
directers waiting inside!
"Miss Ruth"™ also taught in-
termittently at Barton until
the esarly 1940's. She married
locally and 1l1lived for many
years less than one mile from
the school building where she

had made her unforgettable
impression.
A vyvoung man of nineteen

years began teaching at Bar=
ton in 1941. Paul Meredith
would teach at District #85
for two years before being
called upon to help defeat
the enemy Axis forces of
World War II.

Logan Stone came to Barton
in 1946, bringing with him
his passion for sports, espe-
cially basketball. Stone gave
the rural children a new per-
spective of education with
the concept of athletic com-
petition against neighboring
gchools, travelling with his
team to other districts; in-
cluding the indoor gvmnasium
at Brumley. He would teach at
Barton for seven consecutive
years, driving the ten miles
from his home in Ulman in a
1946 Chevrolet pick-up truck.

District #85 had seen many
changes since the concrete
schoolhouse was raised in
1911. Electricity and plumb-
ing were beginning to have an
impact on the guality of life
The mechanized age was in
full swing, as evidenced by
the growing number of automo-
biles on the roads and trac-
torse on the farms. But the
transformation of the area
had no effect on the 1little
school in the woods. Elec-
tricity was never routed to
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the building, no plumbing
ever installed, a road
never developed. The only
cess to the Barton School was
the old carriage lane that
Josie Buster had used at the
turn of the century, traver-
sible by auto only in the
best of weather conditions.
The nearest approach by auto-
mobile still left one over a
gquarter of a mile from the
school. No one was spared the
final walk through the woods;

Was
wWas
al—

students, teachers, school
district directors, county
health nurse, even the county
school superintendent. There

simply was no road.

The obvious was guite evi-
dent. Progress was making the
concrete school obsoclete. The
children of District #85 at-
tended a school that was bas-
ically unchanged for a hun-
dred years. It was time to
modernize. A new building was
the only answer. A publie
auction on 18 April, 1953
disposed of the old building
and its fixtures. The auc-
tioneer's gavel banged one
last time and echoed through
the same trees that had so
often heard the ring of a
teacher's handbell. The con-
crete school was abandoned.

She sits quietly among the
ocaks now, waiting. Her only
visitors are the stars at
night, and an occasional per-
gon in search of a memory.
The 1laughs and shouts of
children are replaced by the
haunting cry of a wvhippoor-
will. Faces no longer peer
through her empty windows.
The pump is silent and still.
Patiently, she waits. Waits
for the children that left B0
long ago. Hoping, someday,
they may return. But they are
gone. Forever.

fcontinued next fssus)



Preachin’ In The Woods

Brumley Brush Arbor Revival

~Back then, revival meetins' was revival meetins'!" Char-
lotte Huddleston Beard told me some years ago. Well, Lottie,
you certainly would have enjoyed this one.

They once were a common sight, but our addiction to air-
conditioned auditoriums and ocur preference for plush cushioned
pewe have made them events of the past. The old brush arbor
meetings would bring folks from miles around. They came by
foot, rode mules and horses, or drove buggies to attend. They
gathered on summer evenings when all the work was done to sing
their hymns, clap their hands, and listen to the words of the
preacher. When darkness fell they lit coal-oll lamps and hung
them in the branches of surrounding trees, continuing into the
night. With services over they scattered for home, lights
winking across the dark countryside like so many earth-bound
stars. The revival meetings varied in length. Two weeks was
the normal duration, though many often exceeded that. The
brush arbors were community affairs, reaching beyond denomina-
tional barriers and social standings.

Thanks to an idea pursued by Brian Duncan of rural Brumley.
that area witnessed its first brush arbor revival in scores of
years. originally sponsored by local Baptist churches the
event blossomed into community-wide involvement. and suddenly
everyone understood the significance of the old outdoor meet-
ings. There was no sign depicting Baptist services, or Pente-
costal services, or Church of Christ services. Just an invi-
tation to come to an old-fashioned brush arbor. And come they
did. By the hundreds from Miller, Camden, Pulaski, and Cole
counties.

Many came for the nostalgia of things past. Some for the
novelty of a past thing made new. But whatever their interest
may have been most of them returned again and again throughout
the week=-long services.

In the summer of 1990 there were no horses or mules oOr bug-
gies hitched around the brush arbor. Those who attended came
in automobiles, wvehicles of the present. Although the method
of travel had differed from the past, everyone found the rea-
sons for coming to be unchanged. Like days of old the commu-
nity gathered - relatives, neighbors, friends, strangers - to
share a common bond. The bond of a spiritual family.

Among those churches represamted at the brush srbor held near Brumley on August 13 - 18, 1990
were Brumley Baptist, Honey Springs Baptist, Brumley thristian, UIman Baptist, Curry Church,
Faith Tabernacle Church, Bible Way Church, First Baptist of Iberia, Concord Christian, New
Hope Freewill Baptist, Spring Garden Baptist, Spring Valley Baptist, Rodden Church of Christ,
and Wt. Union Church of Christ. In tree community spirit, after a1l expenses were met, these
ehurches donated the remainder of monies received during the meeting to the Miller Lounty

Wursing Home at Tuscumbia ($313.90).
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Little had changed
in the preparaticr
of a bhrush arbar
through the years,
Chaimsawms and weod
eiters of today
replaced yestErday "y
anes,; bucksEss,
s1ckles and scythes,
As the $ite was
cleared the Brush
wii placed atop a
frame to credate the
arbor, proviging
thide for those sit-
ting in this country
ppen=-84r theatre.

Such large crosds
attended the weelk
Tong meetimg that

the brush arbor
could not begin to
contain them, The
evangelist was Eew.
E. P. Baléwin of
Corinth, Mississippi.




Children Of Yesterday

Dog Creek School Reunion

They once gathered here five days a week, heads bobbing a-
long the creekbank on the way to school. Sunshine filtered
through flaxen hair the color of straw and glinted in dull re-

flection from curls black as coal. The creek wvalley rang of
1ife each day as they came, screeching and howling in their
play. There were trees to be climbed, streams to be waded,

pigtails to be pulled. The moment of youth was theirs.

Now they come only once a year. The flaxen hair and curls
of black have changed to wvarious shades of silver. The creek
valley lies quiet and still since they no longer traverse its
length and breadth. The little schocl stands aleone. There is

no more time for play. The streams have all been waded. The
trees have all been climbed. The pigtails have long since
gone. The moment of youth is no longer.

Yet once each year they come to remember. They laugh as

they laughed all those long days ago, sharing again the time
of children and the little building of stone that brought them
together. It is as much a part of them as they are a part of
) £ Just as it beckoned to them in years past, it calls them
back today-

But amidst the laughter and happiness lies a subtle sad-
ness. Sorrow for the days now lost. Sorrow for the children
of yesterday. For the list of students will never be longer
for Dog Creek School. The list of names only grows shorter.
Absent this year was Selby Graham. Now when roll {is called
there can only be silence after his name. The class of 1915
has leost its final spokesman.

The children of yesterday. Each year they are fewer and
fewer. With the passage of the seasons, more and more memories
are stilled. So they come back novw to remember - the little
school, glories of the past, those who have gone. And they
ghall continue to do so - laughing, wvisiting, remembering.
Until the children of yesterday are no more.
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On September B, 1990, @ recelwed & special invitation to sttend the Dog Creck School Re=
uriior. A late sumeer raim sent &10 &f ws  scrambhling for protection just as the dimper hour
Becan., Somehow we 211 squeezed inside the tiny structure. Someone commenfed that they didn't
renepber the place being so small. My persond] cbiervation whi that of an optical 11lusion.
Tre school building hadn't actually shrumk. Most of ui 3imply occupy more space thanm we uted
to. [Just ask June Ahart]) And sobe of ui occupy space more $imply. {Just esk Imogeme Hor-
ton!)] The crowded conditions: only served to hatten back memories of school days at Oog Creek
and some pven managed to uwse 1t to their advantage. Why. Loegan 5tone went around the table of
food three times, ¢l1aiming he couldn't get ouwt af Tineg! (Mg wit there wshehaperoned since Bis
wifie, Eula, wasn't feeling well enowgh to atiend. If she doesn't make 1t next year somecnt 13
gorna kave to watch that rascall) With perfect timing the rafn stopped Just as the meal was
finished and the sun came out from behind the clouds. Photos then were taken and many Tound
tiee to lounge in the shade amd visit. 1 hope they invite me back nest year - but I'm sure
getting in Tine aheed of Logam Stene! Thank you, Oog Creek students!

{back row - 1. to r.] Martin Neel (1917, Lonnie Ahart (1341}, Mre. Martin
Neel, Faye (Murray) Tomson (194]), Logan Stone (former teacher),

Gene Crane (1927), Babe Patterson (1936), Carolyn (Patterson)
Pryor (151}, Norma Jean (Graham) Ahart (1945), Patricia (Beard)
Ash (1581), Pauline (Beard) Hensley (1%51), Marvin Patterson (1951).
Donald Patterson (1951), Linda (Carico) Kelsey (1951), Wendell
Patterson (15%3&); (front row = 1. to r.] Fred Crane (1938), Albert Ray
Graham (1551), Harold Patterson (1951]. Raymond Beard (195!]), Elsie
(Patterson) Yates (1917), Imogene (Beard) Horton (1%46), June
({Beard) Ahart (1947



Adventure!

The wvery word suggests ex-
otic and distant lands: con-
juring images of an African
gafari with endless plains of
strange and savage beasts;
racing with the wind across a
wild sea as billowing canvas
gnaps overhead and saltwater
sprays against your face;
cutting a trail through dense
jungle searching for the re-
mains of long-forgotten civi-
lizations.

But alas! Brumley has no
dense jungle, or wild -gea; or
gtrange and savage beasts.
Not unless Y ou count black-
berry thickets; Mill Creek in
springtime, and chiggers (al-
though I don't know of anyone
vho has actually seen one of
the latter). 0f course., ad-
venture is where you find it
and though the setting was
neither fascinating or intri-
guing the family farm offered
much in the way of excitement
to a young boy.

As thrilling
ture may be; ik 1s
more memorable when there is
one to share the adventure
with. My partner was my lit-

as an adven-
always

tle brother, Dave.
Dave was an invaluable ag-

set to my survival of child-
hood. He became an unwitting

assistant to many of my ex-
periments - such as the ef-
fects of electricity on the

human body.

One day he found me in the
living room with my finger in
an empty lamp socket, intent-
ly probing for something that
I, apparently, couldn't reach
I would withdraw my finger
and lock down 1in the socket,
then repeat the process.

"Wha'cha doin?®

"There's a frog in here
and I can't get it out.®

"Let me gee! == Aw I don't
see pnothin'."

"It's in there. See if you
can feel it." I jumped from
the couch and guickly plugged
the lamp back in while Dave
inserted his finger. CONTACT!
I noted the reaction was very
similar to the one my cousin,
Whitehead, had when he caught
his toes in a mousetrap while
trying to sneak biscuits off
the top of my great-aunt Ver-
die's refrigerator.

Examining his fingers inm
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dismay, Dave proclaimed the
only logical explanation.

"That frog bit me!" Dave
is now over thirty years old
and still believes that frogs
have teeth.

Little brothers can serve
many purposes, if you know
how to use them correctly.
Mine came with many useful
functions, and I delighted in
expanding the limits of thoge
gualities; especially to suit
the need of the moment. For
example, little brothers are
good for tasting the ripeness
of persimmons (if his tongue
sticks to the roof of his
mouth the persimmons aren't
ready); little brothers are
good for testing the strength
of guspect branches while
climbing trees (you can al-
ways say he fell out - which
is true):; little brothers
make good bed-varmers in win-
ter {put him in bed first,
then make him scoot over when
you get in); and, of course,
their most useful purpose of
all - "Dave did it, Mom!"

That particular phrase was
heard frequently around our
house and though undoubtedly
at times legitimate, just as
often it was not. My Ffirst
experience with Crayola cra-
yons was a classic case to

illustrate this point. Now I
know what you're thinking,
and even I had enough sense

to refrain from marking on
the walls. No, I didn't write
on the wall with my crayons.
I wrote on my sister.

At the time of the inci-

dent Susan was still a baby,.
for all intent and purpose.
Ehe was o0ld enough to crawl

but hadn't vyet Ilearned to
walk. Mom had just finished
giving her a bath and had
placed her in the living room
under my watchful and respon-
sible eye.

- =

with an exami-
that Mom

1 was busy
nation of supplies
had purchased for the coming
achool year as Susie played
in the floor, dressed only in
her diaper. In the sack that

was designated for Dave I
found something that I had
never seen before. Crayola

crayons. I opened the box and
was immediately enthralled by
the attraction of the various
colors before me. I pulled
out the black crayon, marvel-
ling at the waxy texture. I
had to try this thing out!

I carefully pushed the tip
of the crayon across the out-=
side of the sack and watched
as a thick dark line appeared
behind it. I continued and it
wasn't long until there was
no more space for writing on
Dave's sack. 1 picked up my
sack but decided that I liked
a nice clean sack rather than
one with smudgy smears all
over it, like Dave's.

I searched for something
else to write om but found
nothing other than furniture
and some official-loocking pa-
PELS. I knew better than to
write on these (grown-ups can
be pretty fussy about what
you accidentally rip, tear,
crumple or drip lce cream on)
I looked, but there wasn't
anything available. Then Su-
sie crawled by. Hmmm.

I gave her a toy to keep
her in one place and sat down
behind her. Letting &ll my
artistic talents flow I began
tracing lines acroes her back
and shoulders. Susie soon had
an impressive series of tiger
stripes that any person would
be proud to display. Any per-
son that is except maybe Mom.
I thought it best to probably
get rid of those stripes be-
fore she found out. But, to
my hoerror, I discovered an
important fact about crayons.



They den't have an oraser on
the other end. Now what was I
going to doft

My salvation appearec at
that moment in the form of
Dave, monching on & Jelly
sancwich. I returned to my

project with a very evicent
zeal, luring Dave over Lo
where we were. The stripes

were being applied now with a
flourish andé a flair as Dave
watched. Somehow 1 had to get
him involved.

"Erinq me an orance color,
Dave." He took another bite
of his sandwich and picked
through the crayons until he
found it. He browveght it owver
and sat down beside me. He
was getting interested.

I took the crayon from him

and began filling in between
the gtripes. Dave took a bite
and mumbled arcund the food

in his mouth.

"Looks like a tiger to me®

"Yep. Susie's gonna be &
tiger."

He leaned around to look
at her face. "Needs whiskers”

"1 ain't got that far yet"®

"tran I do it for awvhile?*®

1 refused, explaining the
need for doing 1t perfectly.
After all, he was only five.
There was simply no substi-
tute for the vast experience
and knowledge of my own 5ix
years. [ave pleaded and T du-
tifully considered my diffi-
cult decision before giving
in. I handed him the crayons
and he gave me his jelly

chewed on the
sandwich while instructing
him on the color scheme wo
were trying bo attain.

Do was doing great by
himself 80 I thought it a
good time to leave him to his
doam. I got up and happened
to wander into the kitchen
where Mom was preparing sup-
per. 1 alsc happened to men-
tion Dave's activity, report-
ing in some detall as to what
he was doing. After all, it
was my jolb.

Mom gasped and

gandwich. |

reached for

her switch. Bhe flicked it
menacinoly., and with unmis-
takeable intent hurried into

the living room. Her entrance
was marked by howls from Dave

(the =ight of Mom's switch
did tend to have that effect)
The interrogation was short
and I noticed a pronounced
increase in the volume of
Dave's waills as punishment
was administered. I calmly

ate the rest of
sandwich as he
responeibility for

Dave's jelly
accepted sole
the swit-

chin' that, in mll fairness,
should have beenh mine, too,
in whole or part. Thank God

for little brothers!




ML{I{}EEE‘ artist and illustrator, MARK BAYSINGER, has

recreated Baaton "the achool in the woods” as it will never
be seen again. Prints of this 11" x 14" pen-and-ink drawing
are available by mail only through Mill Creek. Suitable for
framing, with or without matting.

Signed by artist.

Print only $7.95

Framed $39.95

(Special orders in watercolor or oils can also be obtained at artist's discretion.)
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