





Cooking and canning
with Grandma 6
by Lorene Newberry

A grandmother tells about
teaching her granddaughter
how to cook and can foods with
old-fashioned goodness, The ex-
perience provides a taste of
what it was like in country kit-
chens years ago. It also creates
a closer bond between grand-
Imoﬂ)erand grandaughter,
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A letter from
Aunt Annie 8

Aunt Annie writes about the

Old-time politicians
still know a thing or
two 9
by Jim Edliott

George Getlinger, Sullivan,
Indiana, and Vic Smith, Robin-
son, have a lot of know-how
when it comes to politics. These
two veteran politicians, one a
Democrat, the othér a
Republican, talk about their ex-
periences, influences and views
of today’'s political system.,

by old-time, one-room

students.
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Cover photo of Cottonwood Schoolhouse, located northeast of
Bellair, courtesy of Florence Adkisson, who taught there in
the early years of her teaching
pear on the cover, left to right, are Mulberry School, east of
Bellair, 1885 and 1917 (photos courtesy of Dorothy Eirhart),
and Bellair School, 1946 (photo courtesy of Leona Race).
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schoolhouse teachers andi

‘country store

career. Class pictures that ap-

One-room schoolhouse
teachers got respect

by Maureen Foertsch
Attending country schools
by William G. Littie

An education was impor-
tant to her

by Barbie Giesler

A student had ups and

downs
by Becky Elliott

Hangingontoa
13 |

Tle ontents

‘There was nothin’
like that Chautauqua’

14
by Vanessa Faurie

The annual Chautauqua
festivals that were held in
Merom, Indiana, years ago
brought cultural enrichment, as
well as entertainment, to the
rural community. People such
as William Jennings Bryan, Bil-
ly Sunday and Carrie Natlon
spoke about politics, religion
and prohibition.

Powerhouses—dying
sounds of the
countryside 16
by Beverly Russell

The engine sounds of the old
powerhouse echoed through the
night in the early days of the
gilfield. Richard Wesley, Flat
Rock, played and worked on a
lease while he was growing up.
Now he lives near one of the last
of the early ways of pumping oil
still in use in eastern Illinois.

He likes to “fool
afish’

by Chris Adcock

18

Long-time fisherman Tom
Feltmeyer, Pickneyville, likes
to talk about fishing almosl as
much: as he likes to fish. Once
you get him started; be'll talk

about .his faVorite pastime. for
| hours
Gathering wood 19

by Ray Elliott

Hugh and Lucille White,
Sumner, - have been - In the
general store business most of
their adult lives, Both are ap-
proaching seventy. years of age
and have no plans to quit until
they have been in the business at

| least fifty years,

by Cassie Pinkston

Heating the home with wood
can be economical and prac-
tical if you have the inclina-
tion and the necessary equip-
ment. But there Is more to it
than flipping a switch.

Departiments

Letters 4
“Tales" readers respond to articles from past issues and

remember stories they've heard.

Did you know ... 7
Interesting historical tidbits of information about the

Wabash Valley area.

Recipes and Remedies 6

Examples of each, reflecting the time, the food and the
preservation of heaith collected by “Tales" staff members. A
section of helpful household hints is included in this issue.
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That momning I'd gotten up earlier than usual, pulled a pair of
bib overalls over my underwear and fastened the galluses over a
biue chambray shirt. Then I'd gone to the kitchen for a bowl of
Wheaties with sliced bananas, a dash of sugar sprinkled over
each slice, and thick fresh cream.

It was my first day of school. I'd wanted to start the year
before but wasn't old enough. Now I was having mixed feelings
about the whole thing. One minute I couldn't wait for school to
start; the next I'd try to think of how to put it off. '

For days I'd been asking my mother, my father, the lady next
door, the girl across the street—anybody who'd listen—to tell
me what it was like to go to school. Somehow I thought they
could tell me enough so I'd know.

But the day had arrived for me to find out for myself. I shovel-
ed the Wheaties down like a starving pig, occasionally chewing a
sliceof b before swallowing it. At the kitchen sink, I slow-
ed down long enough to pump some water into a wash pan and
splash a little on my face o erase the milk mustache with one
hand and slick down a cowlick with the other one.

Then I ran out the door as the girl across the street walked out
of her front door. She was three or four years older than me and
in the fifth grade.

“What'll T have to do today, Shirley?”" I asked as we walked
down the dusty road toward the ane-room schoolhouse,

I don't remember her being specific about anything right
then, but I'm sure she must have been. And I'm sure she gave
me all the right answers. She might as well have told me that
Miss (Leona) Race carried a blacksnake whip like Lash LaRue
and would pop one of your eyes out if you ever crossed her,
though. I was too frightened for it to have made any difference.

“But what'll T do today?"" 1 asked again, looking at the school
with one eye and watching Shirley's face with the other one.

She answered again. I asked if the teacher would whip anyone.

“Of course she will,"” Shirley said, ‘She's the teacher. But you
don't have to worry about it. All you have to do is mind what she
says an’ do your work. She only whips you if you're bad."”

“‘What if T have to go to the toilet?" I asked as we walked onto
the schoolyard, feeling much more like going to the toilet than
golng to school.

She smiled, held up one finger and said, **Hold up ane finger if
you have to do number one an' two fingers if you have to do
number two.”

She smiled, held up one finger and said,

“Hold up one finger if you have to do
number one. . .”

It all seemed so simiple

hool bard?" I asqed, firing another question as
threatened (o swallow us before I could learn the
r t know how o write."

Shirley, er heart, sighed and took a long breath before
she patieatly explained that that was why 1 was gainy to school

“Wou won't have to do anything but play with your crayons,"
she said. " You'll get some books, an' you'll color in your colorin’
hooks. Maybe read a little. Nothing hard. First grade is easy. !

“Heck, I can't read,"” I said

“Ihat’s why you're goin' to school, I just told you," she. said.
“Don't worry aboot it."

1 did worry about it, though, and my knees knocked together
as we made the final assault and started through  the
schoolhouse door. Miss Race looked up and said hello to several
kids at the same time. School started promptly at eight o'clock.
From there on | don't remember a thing about that day and not
much about the year.

Oh, I remember learning to read and reading about Dick and
Jane and Sally and Spat all running and playing and having a
good time, And 1 remember reading to my mother at home and
having trouble remembering the word run, Mother told me 50
many times that every time I'd hesitate, my sister would say,

the

un,

Other than that, school pretty much went by without any pro-
blems. Shirley was right. School wasn't difficult. Miss Race was
quite a nice lady, too, particularly considering the fact that she
taught all elght grades in a one-room schoolhouse.

Most of the time I liked school. Later there were times that 1
remember sitting in the classroom, bored and dejected, wonder-
ing if I'd ever grow up and get out of grade school. The only
world I knew was just outside the window. And I ted to see
what was going on beyond where I could see.

So I'd daydream, Then I'd look at a geography book or a world
mpandnﬁnko(mepiaceslwanudloseewbenllenme
school. ;

Not much different than thousands of other kids' experiences
in schoo). It's an experience that people everywhere share,
whether they went to a one-room county school or a grammar
school in the heart of the city.

People remember different things about their experiences.
When I'm reminded of mine, I stare out the window and smile as
I recall walking to school with Shirley that first moming.

























































