Scheel Days = Early '20's

Starting scheol at age six was a new exciting experisnce en the farm.
Rigid rules were te be fellewed:

"Yeu can't speak German anymere, yeu must speak English".

"Yeu must take a2 bath, be clean, smell geed".
"You must cemb yeur leng hair and braid it yeurself".
"You must wear shoes, you have te quit geing barefeet".

T was leoking ferward te meeting my first teacher in the small, white,ene
reem, weeden-framed echool; heuse en the hill near Steeles & Hart's Corners.

"] must be clean, I must wear shees, I must braid my hair and I must speak
English". A big deal for a six year eldl

Saturday night was bath night. The whole bedy had te be bathed. Water
had te be carried from the well te the kitchen. The water was put inte a wash
beiler en top ef the burners of the woed stove. A rognd galvanized wash_tub was
placed in the center of the kitehen fleer. Water was transferred frem the beiler
te the tub as needed. Since I "dragged" the water, I teek the first bath. lere
het water was added as needed for each child. Ne water was wasted and the hememade
seap left a pure, wholesome, clean bedy with glewing skin. That seap made frem
gressze and lye certainly cleaned off the Summer dirt.

The first day of scheol arrived. I was awakened early. I had te milk a few
cows before getting my scheol clothes on. Like always, I carried my milking pail
and a cleaning pail out te the barn. I learned te love my cows by petting them
first. I speke nicely te each one. Then I weuld wash the bag and teats before
starting te milk. Seen cats weuld hover areund me pleading fer feed. Just like
2 kid, I aimed te please. I'd squirt at the cats. They drank eagerly. Since
I had net eaten, I squirted milk inte my meuth tee. Geed, fresh, warm milk di-

rect frem the sew was delicieus.
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After the milking, I had te "wash up". Almest like a bath, enly wsing a
small wash basin, seap and wash cleth. Then I had te "dress up" fer scheel. I
put en my hememade brewn dress and my high-tep butten shees. Then I combed and
braided my brewn hair. The ene braid hung half-way dewn my back. The Chiff-rebe
mirrer reflected a proud, six year old girl ready te leave for scheel.

Mether had tesrs in her eyes as she bid me farewell. Iy twe older brethers
and T started te walk down the dirt read; we hiked three miles ene-way te scheel.

Tie went areund the first bend in the read when I stepped te take off my shees.
¥y feet were too cramped, I ceuld hardly walk in these high-teps. As I appreached
scheel, I ferced the shoes back en my feet, buttoned the shees with a shoe hook,
then walked ahead slewly.

There were twenty-nine pupils in eur scheol. There were ten girls and nine-
teen beys in one room. We had grades one threugh eight. One teacher taught us
reading, writing snd arithmetic. Ve had ene "happy family" under ene reef getting
educated.

There was a pet belly steve in the center of the room. The first graders
sat clesest to the stove. The eight graders sat in the far corners.

Day one was exciting, yet very disturbing te me. The bigger beys and girls
kept laughing at me behind my back ad recess and standing up times. What was the
preblem? Was I weird? I found eut what was so funny when I get heme that evening.
.~ I slipped off my homemade dress. The dress had been made from twe fleur sacks
" that had been bleached, washed and dyed brown. The emblem was still visible en
the seat of my dress. It said, ﬁPillsburyl' Best xox xxx)

I remember sitting at my desk with a heap of yellew corn kernels. I made
letters, A,B,C,etc. using the kernels. I used a large piece of chalk, printed en
the blackbeard, 4,B,C, etc. Pumpkins seeds and nuts were used te shape the letters.

The alphabet was learned rapidly, but Q and 2 caused a bit of cenfusien in my
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memery pattern fer years. Te this day the letters )Q and the number 2 bether me.

Recess was a welcome time. We would ge eutdoers te play "Crack-the-Whip",
"Wood Tag", "Andy-I-Over" er in the winter slide, sled ride or skate en the
neighber's pend. The teacher jeined the fun. She wss an excellent skater.

At Holloween we had a pie and cake secial. The girls breught the pastry.

The bey that beught the pie or cake ate with the girl that breught the item. I
remember eating with an eight grade bey. The apple pie was delicious. I ate ene
piece, he ate three pieces. He was a farmer, a grewing teen-ager that enjeyed
eating.

Our teacher was pretty, yoeuthful, vibrant and loved us. We loved her. She
treated us special at the end of the school year. She had twe large cans of heme-
make vanilla ice cream fer us te share. That was my first experience eating ice
cream. It was memorable, I can taste its ceol, delicious, feel against my tengue
new 2s I write.

There were four years ef learning te print and write. The pens were straight
weoden pieces, a2 metal peint was inserted at the base. The pen was dipped inte an
ink bettle. Then the preper writing pesition was required. Sit up straight, feet
flat en the fleer. Pen must be held between the thumb and next finger, guided by
the middle finger. The arm had to rest on the desk. Preceed te limber the fingers
with eeccoo////, ete, then make the letters, one 2t a time A,2,B,b, etc. By the
- end of the year, the writing pad was filled, accerding te directions frem the teach-
.f er. .

Luckily, eur teacher ceuld play the piane. She taught us many nice sengs,and
rhymes. Alice Faye Murlin was a real friend and teacher. She is ten years elder
than I am, but we have been writing te each other for many years. She is the persen
that caused a burning desire within me te beceme a teacher. She leved and cared for

all ef us. I hepe my pupils can say the same abeut me. I love life and enjoy living.



