DOROTHY WVERNER
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My parents were both born in Pennsylvania where they net and
married in 1900. When dad was just a little boy, his parents joined
a group, nostly relatives, who went to Nebraska in 1878. But, as
his father died during their first year there, his nmother returned
to Pennsyl vani a. dad was a young nman, he went to Nebraska again
for a short tine returning to Pennsylvania. My nother had never
been away from Wat sont own, her birthplace except for a sight seeing
trip to Washington, D.C. to a Christian Endeavor Convention. But
after they were married, they began to think of noving west. They
waited until | was six nmonths old, then made the first step of the
journey-going to |lowa where ny nother had sone cousins |iving. They
lived in Kanrar where Owen was born and had several tennant farns
in lowa.

It was about this time they happened to get sone literature

about Routt County, Colorado, and fromthen on that was their goal
maki ng short noves in that direction as they were able. First to
Yuma County, Colorado (the Sand Hill Country) where Phyllis was born
Then to McCook, Nebraska where we |lived about five years. Carl was
born there in 1910. Then a few nonths in Denver where Phyllis and

| lived with Grandma School ey while dad, nom and the boys went to

a sawnm | | near Tabernash where dad worked and nmama cooked for the
men. Then a short nove to (four or rive mles) as the rail-

road noved its division point there, and dad got some work, building
hones for the railroaders who also had to nove.

Owen and | used to wal k back up to now and then. There

were sone fol ks named Warner who ran the store there, and they were
al ways nice to us. There were a few cars then, but | do renenber
that while living in Fraser the nei ghbor stopped his car and offered
ny nmother and ne a ride. The first tinme either of us had rode in

a car. | imagine my nother was pretty nervous, but she had the
courage to get in. | was twelve years old.
Then, still with Routt County beckoning, we noved to Steanboat

Springs on June 26, 1914. W began hearing of the war starting in
Europe. The first thing we notice was that the price of sugar
took a sudden increase.

The railroad (the Moffat road) was being extended on past

St eanboat and finally reached Craig. Coal mnes were opened up

al ong the way now that there was a way to ship the coal. One was
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at a place afterwards called Bear River. Another was Munt Harris.

My dad got work there building houses for the miners to live
in. Dad, mama and the boys lived in a twelve by fourteen foot tent
down along the river. In the neantinme dad had filed on a honestead
up Wl f Creek about eight mles fromthere.

They stayed in Bear River until Novenber, when it becane ap-
parent that the devel opers of the m ne had gone broke and dad's
j ob was gone. It had been sone tinme since he had recei ved any wages,
but there was a conpany store there where they could get groceries,
and of course, they had been pronised their pay |later. My nother
told how all sumrer she had gotten along with as few groceries as
possible so as to have that nuch nore in the fall, but dad never
did get any wages at all. This was a crushing blow as they had
been depending on this to get started on the honmestead. But they
deci ded to go anyway.

There was an old man there, a M. Stonham by nane, who had
a team and wagon. They got himto nove their tent and ot her bel ong-
ings up Wl f Creek. The road was very bad and they only got to
Canyon Hill, the first day and canped over night there. They killed
a porcupine. | don't renmenber if they could eat it or not. They
had a dutch oven they coul d bake biscuits in over a canpfire. The
weat her was getting pretty cold by then, but sone way they got to
the sight of the honestead the next day and set up the tent.

In the neantime Grandma, Phyllis and | were still living in
St eanboat. But they told us to conme out to Mystic on nmil stage
and dad nmet us there, and we got to the honmestead after dark that
ni ght. Dad nust have borrowed a team and wagon, probably from
Berry's because we did not have any horses yet. Al seven of us
lived in that tent the rest of the winter. | renmenber the organ
had to sit out doors with canvas over it. Also my Mother's trunk
and nmany other things had to be outdoors. Owen and Carl slept on
what we used for a table.

At first we only had a nonkey stove and had to bake our bread
in the dutch oven. For a while manma used to carry her bread dough
over to Irwins (the neighbors) to bake it. She repaid them by doing
some sewing for them Hazel and Hannah Irwin, were getting to be
good sized girls, and crazy to go to dances, and soneti nes when she
got there with the bread dough, they would bring out a piece of
goods and expect her to nmake them dresses to wear that night, to a
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dance over at Chimmey Creek. We finally got a stove with an oven,
but I don't know how.

At that tinme there seenmed to be a coal miners' strike going
on, and Irwi ns, MElIhinneys, Hills, Crockers and others were out
on strike and drawing relief fromthe union and living on their
honmest eads, so they were doing pretty well

Berry's were ol der people and had noved to their place sone
time, from Steanboat. They were not mners. They hel ped us out
sonmeti mes when we needed to go to Mount Harris, which was our Post
O fice and the nearest store. Dad often wal ked and carried hone
groceries. That was seven mles. At one tinme he wal ked all the way
to Steanboat, and one thing he carried hone was a pail of Karo syrup
He knew it would be a treat for us kids.

Grandnma School ey had a snmall pension, being a civil war veteran's
wi dow. | suppose it was all used to keep us going that first winter.
We lived nostly on potatoes which we could get fromlrw ns. How
hungry we got for butter. That was before the days of ol eo.

Anyway by the time we were all together again it was nearly
Christmas. The Wl f Creek School was near our place, and it was
about to close which we attended, and they were having a Christmas
program the teacher as part of the programrecited the poemcalled
Lasca. | have it in a book here called the Speaker's Library. Her
name was Dorothy Smith and she boarded at Berry's. They had known
her previously in Steanboat.

The Wbl f Creek School continued for several years. At one
time it had about 15 pupils. W all went to it, and in |later years
my nother taught it several years. But as people inmproved, they
sol d out and noved away, so finally the school was closed.

The Terrys, relatives of Erwin, had quite a famly and | be-
lieve they were the last famly to attend it. Anyway our first
Christmas on the homestead in 1914, nust have been a pretty | ean
one, but we were glad to be together and proud to be on our own place.
There was | ots of snow that winter. | renenmber how the tent roof
woul d sag down, and if you touched it fromthe inside it would begin
to | eak. Dad would go outside with a broomand brush it off as
well as he could. He built us a toilet out of |ogs, as soon as he
was abl e.

In the spring he managed sone way to get a team of horses.

He bought them from Simm e Peary, who had used them as | eaders on
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the mail stage. Their names were Kid and Fritz. They al ways
started out real fast, didn't know a thing about going slow and
steady. When dad first tried to plow with them they went tear-
ing across the field, the plow just hitting the ground just once
in a while, and dad hardly being able to keep up. | renenber that
day very well, we tried to grub the brush off that little |eve
strip along the creek. The horses finally |learned to sl ow down,
and did a lot of plowi ng. They took us to town once a week. Dad
was always kind to his horses. He wouldn't let us ride them around
on Sundays. He said they needed to rest and eat.

In winter we used to ski on our hone-made skiis. In a country

like that where the snow is deep and lasts until late in the spring,
the sun nelts it enough on top and it freezes at ni ght and nmkes
a hard crust that can hardly be dented, that is until it begins to

warm up the next norning.

Before long we built an addition to one end of the tent and
| ater another larger roomon the other end. That is the only house
we ever had on that place. A barn, chicken house and cave had to
be built, and the land had to be cleared of the sage brush and the
trees. How we kids did hate to pull brush as we called it, while
dad pl owed the ground.

Most of the tinme we kept quite well and never had any broken
bones. | don't know if there was a doctor yet at M. Harris, but
we had no noney to pay one anyway. One accident was when Carl, ny
youngest brother, cut his leg. He probably should have had a few
stitches. It bled profusely and as dad was nearby cutting trees,
we called him He was very upset about it, and carried Carl al
the way down into the house. | believe he was about four years old
then. It finally healed up, but left quite a noticeable scar

Several years |later Omen, ny ol der brother, had what they
called inflamatory rheumati sm The fol ks thought it came fromhis
swnmmng in very cold water up by the spring. They got him sone
Doane's pills, but | believe it was Rheumatic Fever. He was pretty
sick with it. It would hurt so, and he would want to be turned
often, then he would conplain that it would hurt when we would try
to move him

Speaki ng of illness, there used to be a belief that people got
Mount ai n Fever the second spring after comng to the nountains, and
there nust have been sonmething to it for both dad and nother got a
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spell of chills and fever, they were pretty mserable for quite a
while. Ms. Emm Peck, the county Superintendent of Schools, was
visiting our school at that tine. She was an old pioneer and said
the renedy for it was sage tea, not sage brush, but a little plant
that grew in places. My nother fixed sone of it, and | don't know
how much they took of it or whether it did any good, but it certainly
was bitter. They eventually recovered. Then we had plenty of wood
ticks to deal with, but they never seemed to do us much harm

In 1918 a fanmly by the nanme of Butz noved into WIf Creek
down by the Haddon pl ace on a honestead that was filed on by Tim
Gaskill, Ms. Butz' father. They becanme our good friends, and we
still keep in touch. Just this sumrer, 1979, a nman and his wi fe,
stopped to see ne, and she introduced herself as Effa Butz, one of
the daughters. W had a wonderful tinme recalling those |ong ago
days.

Before they canme to Colorado, they lived on a farmin Texas,
and had five little girs, one of whom was never very strong. The
doctor there told themthat perhaps a higher altitude would hel p
her, so they sold out and cane to Col orado, in hope of benefitting
her. They felt that she nmi ght have lived, but that was the year
of the flu epidemic, which they all got. Ms. Butz nearly died,
but little Nada did not survive. M. Bashor was the County Coroner
then, and he cane and hel ped them plan the funeral. She was buried
i n Hayden. The casket was sent down from Steanboat on the passenger
train which got to M. Harris late that night. My dad nmet the train
with a team and wagon and brought the casket up to their place at
ni ght.

Irene Harold was teaching the Wl f Creek School then, and
had been going to school in Hayden, but was hone because the schoo
had been cl osed because of the flu. |I remenber Irene and us kids
had to stay al one one night while the fol ks were down at Butz' and
we were nervous. Irene |eft soon after, to go hone for Thanksgi vi ng
and was never able to cone back because she also got the flu and was
very sick for a long tine.

I don't believe our famly ever got it except Omen who was
wor ki ng at Harris, and they kept himdown there in a house with
others who had it. | remenber we went to see himand talked to him
t hrough the wi ndow. The schools were all closed until sonmetine in
January.



DOROTHY WERNER ( PAGE 6)

When dad woul d pl ow the ground, that would tear nobst of the
brush | oose. Then we were supposed to pile it up and later it
woul d be burned. Potatoes were usually planted the first year
Then by the next year the ground would be in better shape, and
grain could be grown. The season was too short for hay. W had
no way to irrigate any of our land. W were real dry farmers.
but we'd get sone rain in sumrer and always snow in winter. So
the ground didn't get too dry and we rai sed wonderful potatoes,
and all kinds of hearty vegetabl es.

Grandma Flickinger, ny father's nother, had been living in
Pennsyl vania until then, but when her second husband died, she
decided to go to California and live with Uncle Ben, her brother
So on the way out there she stopped and spent several nonths with
us. This was the first tinme she had seen her grandchildren. Later
she sent dad sone nopney to buy sone Jersey cows, and bought an
i ncubat or and got eggs from Priestesses to put in it so we got started
in chickens, so we lived better after that. G andma went on to
California and lived to be quite old and we never saw her again

After the mne at Mount Harris was devel oped and the town grew,
it becane a good market for vegetables, eggs and dairy products.
We woul d buy a bushel of onion sets and sell npbst of them as green
oni ons in bunches. We would work hard all day getting a |oad of
produce ready to take, we woul d take potatoes and ot her vegetabl es
in season, eggs, butter and butternm | k and sonetines chickens.
We'd have it all in the spring wagon and would drive al ong the
street, the people would cone and buy.

Later on after | was gone from home, on one of these trips,
one of the horses got sick and died right in Munt Harris. Qur
nei ghbors, the Irwi ns, happened to be in town that sanme day, and
they took the fol ks honme |l eaving old Kid behind. | suppose ny
folks had to borrow a horse or team and cone back for the wagon.

When | was ready for high school, | went to Hayden for a while,
then I went to work in Mount Harris while nmy brother Owen worked
at various ranches. Wen Phyllis and Carl finished the grades in
Hayden where nmana had noved and grandma was al so |iving, she nade
a home for them so they could go to high school. Carl graduated in
1929, the only one in our famly to finish. He won a schol arship
to agricultural college in Fort Collins and graduated in 1934.
Mama and grandna noved to Fort Collins with him Dad stayed on the
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honestead al one, for a while, then went to New Mexico to be with
Phyllis, who was married and living there then.

| believe the honestead finally was sold for taxes. | don't
know who owns it now. The last tinme | saw it was August 22, 1972
when Bob, Mabel and Bill took me there, and we cooked supper up
above where the school house used to be. | can't renmenber whether
or not there were any buildings left at the honmestead at that tine.

Qur big problem when we were on the honmestead was the range
cattle. At that time the cattlemen could turn their herds | oose
anywhere in the sumrer. As long as there was good pasture al ong
Wl f Creek, that was a favorite place. Qur fields were fenced,
but the cattle would get in anyway. Part of our cultivated ground
was out of sight fromthe house. It was very discouraging to get
up in the norning and find a bunch of doggies in the m ddle of our
fields or truck patch. Finally a herd | aw was passed, and free
range was a thing of the past.

Later on when | was married, we heard of honestead |and, being

thrown open for entry over on Slater Creek. I'Il never forget the
| ook of horror on ny grandma's face when we told her we had taken
up a honestead, but it didn't discourage us. But she still renmenbered

our early days on Wl f Creek.

The following is a brief account of our life on the Slater
Creek honmestead. We were living in M. Harris after returning from
Il1linois when some friends of ours, the Ayres, told us of honestead
land to be on Slater Creek. So Jack Ayres and Adolf nmade the trip
over there in the spring. That was probably in 1924. Each of them
filed on a place. They could only get as far as Janmeson's pl ace,
whi ch was about five mles down the road, with the car due to bad
roads and | ots of snow. The altitude was about 8,000 feet, and it
was twenty mles fromthe store and post office of Slater, which
was the nearest thing to a town. It was run by MIdred Mclntosh.
W were acquainted with the Janmesons. They had al ready |ived on
Sl ater Creek for several years. The road was fairly good as far
as their place. But our place was about five mles farther up
the creek. At first there were no bridges, and the creeks were
hi gh, and hardly passable for a car. W had a Chevrolet touring
car then.

In the spring of 1925 Adolf, my husband, quit his job at the
mne. | think we had about $400 saved. Bob was about two years
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old. W had to vacate the house at M. Harris, so we stored sone
of our furniture at the livery barn at Hayden and got soneone
with a truck to take the rest of it to Slater. We could only get
as far as Janmesons again and had to | eave sonme things there and
al so | eave the car. A bachelor naned McM chael took us the rest
of the way with his wagon. W had a tent which we set up al ong
Dougl as Creek. The weather was nice by then but it got very cold
at night. We had bought a small wood burning stove in Craig but

| think it was a while before we got it noved up. W also had a
little gasoline hot plate, but we couldn't use it nuch because we
had to save gas. No filling stations were closer that Slater post
office. So we cooked on canpfire for a little while. | don't
remenber how | ong before we were able to get the car up to the

pl ace, but a man naned Hoggatt noved our stuff fromthe Jamesons
wi th horses and wagons .

Smith's sawri || was only about six mles away. and it wasn't
long until we got some |unber, and we began building a twelve by
twenty-four foot house. We also planted a little garden by the
Creek, but it was too frosty. Adolf's father cane fromlllinois
to visit us about this time, and he gave us $100. We paid it back
| ater.

We decided to nmove back to M. Harris for that first winter
returning early the next spring. | think that was the only tine
we |left the honmestead except for a few nonths at Savory so as to
be near a doctor when Josie was born. Jack Ayres was rinning a nine
there, and Adolf worked with himin the mne. We would get a little
nmoney each year by renting out our pasture to the sheep outfits,
and Adolf usually got a few weeks work in the sumer clearing the
forest trails, also he worked at the sawmi || sonmetimes, and took
| unber as wages. By this time the Depression was in progress.

Before |l ong we got a cow and some chi ckens and npbst years, we
could raise potatoes. W could get a ness of fish now and then
but | only renenber getting one deer while we were on the honestead.
In the fall we would get enough flour, sugar, coffee and so forth
to last a year. Though these were Depression days, we felt very
wel | off when we'd hear of people in cities standing in bread |ines.

After a few years we decided to nove up on a hill into the
tinmber as it was hardly possible to raise a garden down by the
creek, because it frosted so often. It was a cold place to live
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and no tinber close by for firewod. It was beautiful up there,
but very isol ated.

Qur nei ghbors were the Rubi dues, M. Marshall, Bal dw ns,

Hamri cks, Floyd Crawford and Bart Melton, the last two were bachel ors.
Al so Cochrans, from Okl ahoma noved in near Rubidues, and a friend,
Lucy Perry, canme with them A school was organi zed, and she was the
first teacher. Bob had to wal k about two niles to go to school, but
I think Mss Perry left before he was ol d enough to go to school
There were several other teachers later and quite a few pupils. The
Ayres children, Baldw ns, Hamricks and the Rubidue girls. W
eventually got a mail route and a party-line tel ephone. However,
the folks with children all noved away as soon as they could prove
up and sellout their places, and we were the only ones left. So
after the school was closed, the next year, Josie was ol d enough

to go to school, so we had to give up the honestead after |iving
there el even years and noved back to M. Harris where we |lived unti
Bob fini shed high school

Josie died while we lived there. She was not quite eight years
old and in the second grade. Josie canme home from school one
nmorni ng feeling weak. We took her to see the conpany doctor. He
said she had the flu. He said, "put her to bed, and feed her poached
eggs." The last thing she said was, "The trouble is, |I don't I|ike
poached eggs." She went to sleep, slipped into a coma, and died that
next norning. Anot her conpany doctor saw her and she had ki dney
failure. So even though there was a conpany doctor available, it
didn't do any good. If we had been in the nmountai ns and not had
a doctor, we would have thought that she would have made it if
only there had been a doctor avail able. The conpany doctors were
abused. People called themfor every little thing, and doctors
became cal | oused because they were over worked.

We then noved into the Hadden place which was not far fromny
dad' s honestead. Wendell was born there, and when he was ol d enough
to go to school, we noved to La Veta. There was no one living on
upper Slater Creek by that time. We sold it to Leslie Anderson, a
sheep herder, who had been leasing it for several years.

We had left a batching outfit in the house on the hill, but
someone stole all of it, and the heavy snow broke down the cabin
Bob had built a little house, and it was still there when I saw it

| ast, which was a few years ago. The sweet willians that Josie
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had pl anted, had spread quite a distance into the tinber and
rhubarb, was still doing quite well

The following is an account of our nove from Routt County to
La Veta. W had been living on the Haddon place for about five

years, although we had bought it some tine before that. | had
continued to live in M. Harris, until Bob graduated from high
school . About two nonths after that took place, little Wendel

arrived. There was no school anywhere near, and we knew that
eventually we woul d have to nove agai n, when Wendell was ready for
school. We had thought sonme of noving down around Grand Junction
(the fruit country), but we didn't know anything about raising fruit
and heard that they had problens too. Either late frost would
damage the fruit crop, or a bunper crop, would bring | ow prices

and great difficulty in getting pickers when needed.

In the neantime we had becone interested in dairy goats, and
when our friends, the Mathews', wanted to sell their herd, so we
bought them 1 think about 15 milkers. They did real well for us.

We separated the milk along with that of the cows and shipped the
cream | subscribed for the Dairy Goat Journal, and not |long after-
wards, saw an article in it about a cheese factory being established
in La Veta to nake cheese out of goat nmilk, and they were paying a
good price for mlk and wanted people with goats to conme to La Veta,
to supply them That seenmed to be just right for us.

I made a trip down to | ook over the country, taking Wendell
he was five years old. Gross's were running the hotel then, and we
stayed there. Ms. CGernmano, Doug, Josephi ne and Audrey, were
staying there also, and we got acquai nted. Later that w nter Adol ph
came to La Veta to see how he liked it. He bought the place where
Jack Bailey now lives, from Ray Spangler, and did some work on the
house, which had just been noved on the place, and needed a | ot of
work done on it. He built the chimey, and al so a garage, and had
a supply of hay put into it, and built a corral fence for the goats.

Bob and Cleo were then living on their place, having cone from
Seattl e, where Bob had been working for Boeings and had nmet and
married Cleo Smith on Decenber 1942

World War |1 was going on then, and every so often Bob would
be called up, but was not actually drafted as he was working in
an essential industry. He was told that he would have to go soon,
so they decided to come back to Col orado, so they could see their
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pl ace, and Cleo could stay with us if he had to go. The war ended
about this tinme, so he never was called. He bought sone used | unber
froman old m ne boardi ng house they were tearing down, and he built
them a nice house. There had been a snall cabin on the place where
they lived neanwhile. So while Adol ph was gone, Bob canme up to
bring the mail and anything else | needed.

After Adol ph cane honme, we began to pack up and nmke arrange-
ments to nove to La Veta. W engaged a big truck from Steamboat to
take the goats. The road up to the house fromthe main road was
very poor, and of course, it had to rain and had to be nuddy, so
the big truck could not get up to the house. So everything had to
be taken in the small truck and transferred to the big truck. Bob
came up to help us get |oaded, and as we drove off, the last sight

I had of himwas standing there, nuddy fromhead to toe. | think
it was | ate afternoon.

The main road was not too good, being muddy. | chickened out
and was afraid to ride up the big hill, just before getting to M.

Harris, so Wendell and | wal ked up. Pop nanaged to get up okay,
and fromthen on we were soon on the highway. The big truck had
stayed in Steanboat for the night. They |oaded the furniture, in
the front end of the truck, then nmade a partition with bal es of
straw, and put the goats back there were about 20 or 25 of them
i ncludi ng, the old, the young, and the billy. W took the chickens
with us in the back of the pick-up.

We stopped a little in Steanboat at the home of the truck owner
where we were given coffee, etc. It was then nearly mdnight |
think. But we intended to go on ahead and get to La Veta ahead of
them So the-re was no sleep for us that night. W got over Berthoud,
and t hrough Denver okay, but along Castle Rock, Adol ph began to fee
sick, and we had to stop awhile. W had no breakfast, so | thought
he woul d feel better to have something to eat, and sone coffee. So
we stopped at Larkspur. Meantinme we had seen the big truck pass us,
so we knew we could get there first. So | called Spangler in La Veta
and told himthe situation, and asked if he could get sonmeone to
neet the truck and help them unl oad, which he did. When we finally
got to La Veta, the enpty truck was just |eaving. They charged us
$200 al toget her, for the noving.

The goats had been put into the corral and the furniture piled
into the house. There was a small chicken house where we coul d put
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t he chickens. The goats had not been m | ked since the previous
nmorning, so | had to get busy. | did not feel that the m Ik would
be good, so | threw it away. There was no barn, so | had to bring
each goat into the garage to mlk and feed her grain. Hay had to
be thrown on the ground, and they had no shelter at night, or when
it rained, which it seened to do quite often. Several of the young
ones died from exposure, and of course, the mlkers did not give
much mlk either. The cheese factory was paying 60¢ a gallon for
m |k then, and Adol ph had to take it over each norning. As soon
as he could, he put up a nice cinder block barn, with a hay now,
and things were nuch better then.

When | began to get things organized in the house, | soon
di scovered that everything was covered and driven full of flour
W had a fifty pound lard can of flour anbng things, and the |id
came of f some way, and the wi nd and speed of the truck had caused
it to be blow into practically everything. O course, it was
nothing dirty, and not too hard to clean off, but nevertheless it
was a nui sance added to the other hardshi ps of noving. Years after-
wards | would find flour in such places as the sewi ng nmachi ne drawers.

Anot her trouble was that although the place was within town
l[imts, no one had lived on it before, and the water had never been
piped up to it. The war was over by that tine, but it still wasnit
possible to buy water pipe, so for quite a while we had to hau
wat er for the goats and household use. Finally we were able to get
pi pe, and that problem was solved. A new floor had to be put in
the house also, and flooring was to get done, but Adol ph paid quite
a price for sonme used flooring and got that done. The house
originally had two large roons. | don't think it was wired for
electricity when we first got there either

The price of mlk kept going down until they were only paying
28¢ per gallon. Several people protested, and the nman who was
running the factory called a nmeeting which | attended. He expl ai ned
that he could not pay any nore because in selling the cheese, he
could not conpete with other areas, which were better suited for
dairies, such as nmore rainfall and better pasture, |ike Wsconsin
and M nnesota. We could not sell our mlk at what he could pay, so
he had no choice but to close the factory. That is what happened,
and everyone was faced with disposing a ot of mlk, and a | ot of
goats that couldn't be given away. | heard that there was an outfit
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from Texas that canme in and was paying $5.00 a piece for them
We butchered sone of ours. | separated the m |k and shipped the
creamfor a while, but that only brought about half as nuch as
selling the mlk even at 7¢ a quart. W got a couple pigs, but
they could not use all the skimmlk. So the whole deal was a
failure from begi nning to end.

We had never expected to nake our entire living off the goats,
but thought it would help, and as we had to nove, we did not |ose
much actual cash. Adol ph soon got work as a carpenter, and Wendel
had a nice school to go to. W never have regretted noving to La
Veta, and have found the climte nore pleasant than northwestern
Col orado where it is much col der and has nore snow

The old timers have told ne that once or twice before, sone
one has started a cheese factory, but they never |asted |ong.

Wendel | soon found friends, Archie Mendoza, Henry and Emly
Romer o, and went to school with them Bob, Cleo and the girls soon
cane to visit us and |l ater decided to |ocate in Puebl o where Bob
wor ked for a construction conpany.

My son Bob, was six years older than his sister Josie. Then
Wendel | was twel ve years younger than his sister. My two sons are
ei ghteen years apart. | had ny |ast baby when | was forty. | had
nmy nmenstrual periods until | was forty-seven. Maybe having a baby
so |l ate made ny body keep on | onger than nost. They say that many
wonen who have babi es when they are ol der have babies who aren't
normal , but | always felt that Wendell was very bright.

Now t hey are just discovering that nother's nmilk is the best food
for babies. Isn't that amazi ng? Who woul d ever have doubted that
if they were in their right m nd?

You know cars used to be a rarity. | really think that the

com ng of so many cars has conpletely changed life in La Veta. People
use cars so much now, that it is no wonder that there is a shortage
of energy.

At the end of the interview, when ny baby was ready to fal

asl eep, Dorothy said, "now you just close those sleepy eyes and | et
your worries slip away."



