UNCLE COLEY’S REMEMBRANCES
This was hand written by:  Robert Coley Scott


From my memories, in order to keep a family’s transcribed by Joyce Ann Scott Eden and Ruth Martinak—October 1984.


Isaac W. Melton was born in Amsterdam, Holland.  Date of birth not known; died in the spring of 1910 and buried in Elkins Cemetery.  (Olliff Elizabeth Melton’s –Grandma Woods Father).  A story of the families of J. Newt Scott and Ruby Lillian (Woods) Scott.


In attempting to write the family history of Papa and Mother, I am relying on memories acquired during the life of Papa and Mother.  I have no letters or documents to refer to—my spelling or sentence construction, I make no apologies for.  I am trying to get thoughts on paper.  Wherever I use the word Pap, I am referring to Grandpa Scott, Pap’s Father and Mother Scott to Papa’s Mother.  So far as I know none of Pap’s (the word is Pap) and Mother Scott’s Grandchildren never called them anything but Pap and Mother.  In referring to my uncles and aunts, I will call them by name-dropping the uncle and aunt.  Through no disrespect but for brevity.  In attempting to deal with the names of families, I recognize the possibilities of errors; again I am dealing with memories.  I will write concerning Papa’s family first, then Mother’s.  Papa was born December 18, 1871, in Montgomery County, Arkansas.  He was the fifth child and son of James Allen Scott (1841-1926) and Mary Catherine Jeffrey Scott (1843-1922).  Now I will follow the names of children born to Pap and Mother Scott and so far as possible the children’s families before writing about Pap’s and Mother’s children, I should write about what I have heard about their brothers and sisters.  I do not know what state.  Pap is a native of Alabama (I think).  He had three brothers (that I know of) and one sister.  His brothers were Jasper, Robert (Bob), and Newton and his sister Bettie.  Now I am writing from hearsay, there may have been others that I do not remember.  Jasper and Lenora had one son, John Wetly.  John Wesley had two sons and two daughters.  Fletcher, Jesse, Bettie, and Mary.  Bob and Malinda had two or more sons, Jasper and Walter.  If they had any daughters I do not recall.  Bob got into some trouble about 1900.  He killed a man in West Texas over a water hole.  He was sentenced to five years in prison from Scurry County (Texas).  He served seven years.  (I only remember seeing him once, just after he had been pardoned, he came to Pap’s for a visit.  We all went to Paps to see him).  Newton had one son (that I know about).   Earnest lived in Dallas and Waco.  Bettie married John Hickey.  They lived in Stephenville, Texas.  They had three sons, only two of them do I remember their names.  Will and Earnest…it seems that they had a daughter, if so, she died as a girl.  I realize that Pap’s family is very vague, but when it comes to Mother Scott’s family it is more so.  They are only names.  Mother Scott’s name was Mary Catherine Jeffrey.  I will list the names of her brothers as I recall.  Jim, John, Bill, Jess and there may be others for which I will leave this blank space.

If she had any sisters, I never heard her mention them.  In the family, Jeffreys for some reason was seldom mentioned.  So far as that goes upon reflection were never mentioned too often.  


James Allen Scott born Sept. 2, 1841, place not known, died March 7, 1921 at Brownwood, Texas.  Buried in Greenleaf Cemetery, Brownwood.  Mary Catherine Jeffrey Scott was born August 20, 1843, died December 1, 1922 in Brownwood and buried in Greenleaf Cemetery, Brownwood.   They were married September 29, 1859, and to this union were born eleven children, namely:


John Monroe --died at 4 years of age.


David Melton  (1866-1930) died and buried in Brownwood.  Served as County Clerk of Brown County.  Married Elizabeth (Lizzie) Davis.  They had five children reaching adulthood or near it.  Mable (Albert Hixs), Cecil, Pearl, (Brooks Dozier) 
Harold and Howard.  I think there were two who died as infants.


 William Jasper (1869-1930) buried in Brownwood.  A lawyer married Emma Scivel.  They had four children reaching adulthood or near it.  Jenkins died at age 17; Rudolph, physician; Emma Bell, a schoolteacher; and Conner, a lawyer.  Two or three children died as infants. 


Robert M. died as a child (Robert M. was older than William Jasper.  


James Newton (Our Family Tree)


Eli Washington (1873-1898) married Mattie Wyatt.  He married and died in Indian Territory, now Oklahoma.  They had one son, Jesse Bryan Scott.


Elbert Felix) 1875-1955) died in Brownwood and is buried in Jenkins Springs Cemetery.  So far as I knew he never married.


Mary (Rena) Serena (1878-1972) married Ernest S. Hickey, deceased.  Her own cousin and to them were born two daughters, True Bell (deceased) never married man by the name of Hoover and Mary Bess (deceased) who never married.


Jesse Dee Weaver (1880-1891) buried at Jenkins Springs.

Charles Jackson (1833-1961) buried in Early Cemetery, just outside of 

Brownwood.  Married Beulah Harris (deceased) also buried in Early Cemetery.

To them were born four children; J. A. (deceased) Inez, Charlie May, and

Elizabeth Ann.


Fannie Elizabeth (1885-1980) married I. W. (Sam) Melton (deceased) Uncle Sam was Mother’s cousin.  To them were born four children; Era, Hilda, Little Sam, Baby Sister.  I never knew much about them and not know what Little Sam and Baby Sister’s names were.


Uncle Ernest and Uncle Sam were both locomotive engineers.


My mother, Ruby Lillian Woods, was the first child of John Alexander Woods (1847-1914) and Olliff Elizabeth (Melton) Woods.  Now as to their birthplace, I am not sure, but I think Grandpa Woods was born in the state of Mississippi and Grandmother Woods was born in Louisiana.  They were married December 14, 1873 and to them were born ten children.


Ruby Lillian Woods, (Jan 1, 1875 to May 2, 1952) born in Bienville Parish 

Louisiana.  (See Family Tree)

Bessie Luna (1876-1952) married Eastman Kitchens (deceased) and to them were born three children: Bynum (deceased), Leta and Vera.  Their married

names I do not recall.  Oh yes, I do…Vera married Roger Nelson.


Edna Alma (1877-1878)  I do not know where she was buried…at Elkins

Cemetery, I think.


William Isaac (1878-1945) committed suicide.  His first wife name was Mattie (Wyatt) Scott, the widow of Eli Scott.  She died in 1904 or 1905.  He later 

married Ora Daniels and to them two children were born; J. A. (initial only)

and Alma Lois.


Birdie Alabama (1880-1952) married Ed Chrane (deceased).  They had two daughters; Luna and Sennia Thelma.  The spelling I am not sure.

NOTE ….. 

MOTHER AND BOTH OF HER SISTERS DIED DURING THE YEAR OF 1952  


John Edward (1883-1870) deceased, married Minnie Shannon (deceased).

They had six children (five boys and one girl; Joel, Burl, Delmar, Curtis,

Winston, and Connie Bess).


Luther Clinton (1885-1970) married Elma Ramo.  They had two girls and four boys.  I do not know their sequence, except Don and Cleone are the first two—
Don, Cleone, Doris, Paul, Leonard, and Walter.  Luther and Elma separated later on in their married life.  Elma Rambo was a half sister to Lizzie Davis Scott who had married David M. Scott.


Robert Earl (1887-1972) married Mable Williams (deceased).  I do not know anything about their family except the oldest boy was named Leo.


Pint Eull (pronounced Pent) (1889-1931) married Ruth Beard (deceased).

Two boys were born to them.  Charles and Aubrey.  In 1922 Pint married a widow-Minnie Collins (deceased).  She had two children; Alma Ruth and Burl Collins.  Later Burl changed his name to Tracey Collins.  Pint and Minnie had one daughter,  Laverne.  Pint was working as a controlman at the time of his death.  He was shot and killed by his brother-in-law.  Minnie sister’s husband.  There was never any reason established, except perhaps temporary insanity.

Grover Spergen (1891-1969) married Grace Beaty (deceased).  They had 

three children: Lehman, Gerald and Elizabeth.  After Aunt Grace’s death, Uncle Grover married Aunt Ora (Uncle Willie’s widow).  They lived together until Uncle Grover’s death.


Grandpa Woods came to Texas in 1876.  They arrived in Cisco, Texas on 

January 1, 1876.  (The day mother was one year old.)  two of Grandma Woods brother met them there.  (I believe said Uncle Bill and Uncle Dan moved to Brown County, on the Pecan Bayou, where some of the Melton’s had already settled.  Later it became Ricker Community.  It was some ten miles (more or less) southeast of Brownwood.  There he settled at a place and raised his family and lived until his death in 1914.  (I am not sure about this, but it seems that they moved back to Mississippi for a year or two.)  At any rate, they kept their place on the bayou.  There mother grew up and married.  The only school I ever heard her mention was Old Buffalo, a school house between Grandpa Woods’ place and Papa’s place.  I am not sure unless Pap gave the land for the schoolhouse to be built on.


I am not sure just when Pap settled in that community.  I have heard Papa say he was seven years old when he came to Texas, but I do not know whether he was referring to when they settled the home place or when they left Arkansas.  As I understand Pap live in a community called Pine Ridge.  The closest town of any size was Mount Ida.  There seems to have been four families that left Arkansas together for Texas.  Two of the families names I do not recall, but in addition to Pap’s family was Dee Cabler’s family.  (We knew them as Uncle Dee and Aunt Laura Calber.  In fact Laura Dee was named after them).  I do not know if the four families stayed together until they settled in Brown County or not, but Pap and Uncle Dee did.  The first year in Texas was in Dallas County-near where the City of Dallas now is.  Later a year or two the two families settled in places in Brown County, near where Zephyr is now located.  Later Pap moved to what we called the old home place-jointed Grandpa Woods place.  Later a country road came into existence following the property line.  They live there until 1909 when they sold out and moved to Brownwood.


James Newton Scott (1871-1949) and Ruby Lillian Woods (1875-1952) were united in marriage December 6, 1894.  They moved to a small farm owned by Pap near the head of Step Creek, known as the Womack Place.  I think the farm contained ninety-one acres.  Papa later bought his place from Pap.  It had a small house on it.  (Here let me describe it).  One large room 16 feet by 16 feet.  A room for the kitchen, 16 feet by 8 feet and a porch (gallery) 16 feet by 8 feet with a shed room.  I would guess about 8 feet by 6 feet.  It was just large enough for a double bed and not much space for anything else.  This farm was located about twelve miles from Pap and Grandpa Woods.  Here let me explain my mileage distance as a child growing up, a mile was not exactly the same in each instant.  To ask the distance from one place to another, would be to get an answer about like this.  Oh about………and usually the agreed distance by those who lived in that community, determined the distance from one point to another.  Perhaps actually the distance was more or less….remember the dirt roads, traveled by horses, mules and in some cases oxen.  And if you were traveling by wagon, buggy or horse back the accepted distance would vary.  From now on, I will refer to the Womack Place as our place.  Our place was fourteen miles a little northeast from Brownwood.  Nine miles south of Blanket and eight miles north, northwest of Zephyr.  It was nearly both Jenkins Spring and Lone Oak Community.  Now the big difference in the two communities were their churches, not that and of the residence particular practice their church doctrine.  Jenkins Spring was the Primitive Baptist (Hard-shells—foot washing kind.)  Loan Oak—belong to the Church of Christ (Campbellites—the Non-Tooters didn’t believe in music in their church services, and if you were not a Campbellite (don’t call them that to their face, call them Disciple of Christ) it didn’t make a difference.  You were going to be called to hell anyway.  By the way, the name of that church was Moro, in the Lone Oak Community.  As well as the hard shell was name Smyrna at Jenkins Spring.  They believe in predestination that is what is to happen, has got to happen, but they surely criticize people for doing it anyway.  I’ve never figured out just what part foot washing played, but in as much as Pap and Grandpa Woods had been exposed to the Primitive Baptist and as much as our place was in the Jenkins Springs School District—that must naturally places us in the hard-shell category.


Come to think of it the hard-shells didn’t have music in their church service.  So take your choice, living on the borderline:  Campbellites or hard-shells, it really did not make any difference, you didn’t stand a chance.  Now really, this has no place in the writing, but I am going to name the place that joined our place, when Papa and Mother moved in.  On the North Walter Cappic’s place, on the east Grandpa Coppic, the south Barnette Mosier and west Mrs. Byrd place.  As mentioned above, we lived in Jenkins Spring School District and it was two or three miles from home and it was covered by walking.  (Allen thinks that I am in error concerning the distance.  That is was considered twelve miles to Brownwood, seven miles to Blanket and six miles to Zephyr.  Oh well, what are a few miles off anyway?  When it is a dirt road and traveled by wagon and buggies) on south of the Moser Place (which later became known as the Brown Place) was the E L (Lige) Kirksey Place.  (Mr. Kirksey was Dossie’s grandfather) and west of Grandpa Coppie place (which later became known as the Flower’s Place--.W. E. Flowers) was the Thomas Ranch.  (Years later, Silas Byrd got all these places, with the possible exception of the Flowers place and Thomas Ranch).


Papa and Mother moved to the old home place in December 1894, where this writing really begins.  Papa owned a horse, which later became known to us kids as Old Jim, but more about old Jim later.


William Turney was born November 8, 1895.  Robert Coley on June 21, 1901, John Allen on January 16, 1903.  These were all the children born on the old home place.  The nest was becoming pretty crowded by this time as well as making a living on such a small farm which was supplemented by cutting stove wood, which papa hauled to Brownwood and got $3.00 a load.  That is a wagonload.  I think perhaps my earliest memory, or one of them was learning to use an ax and pulling a cross cut saw.  While we were kids we were introduced to work at a very early age, a whole bunch of experiences flood my memories and many of which seems as if there really was no beginning.  For instant—myself, Allen, Delbert and Elbert learn to ride a horse by riding Old Jim, drawing water from a well for the stock.  Old Jim knew better than any of us kids just when to stop, when the bucket was out of the well and all the rider had to do was take the rope, which had a loop at the end and release it from the horn of the saddle.  In the mean while, Old Jim would be turning, oh, I tell you we had a system, no loss motion.  At the well, Mother or Bill would empty the water from the bucket into the trough and let the bucket back down in the well and be ready when we got back to the well.  Sounds great!  Thanks for the memories!!!!!!!!  Many memories rise up and it becomes difficult just what to write and not just ramble.  Want to me may mean important, to you would have no meaning.  For instant, the flower Bluebonnets or as well called them then Buffalo Clover grew abundantly, in fact the blue bonnets were more a weed than a flower.  Anyway to the southeast from our place some three miles, I would guess toward Zephyr, was what we called the Prairies.  In the spring the prairies would be absolutely blue from the blossoms of the bluebonnets.  In fact, it looked the reflection of the sky on a clear day or I could write about the rise of Step Creek, when they had a hard rain on the watershed as its head.  The water came down with a roar.  I remember one time we were working in a little field across the creek from the house.  The field was flooded and yet we had not had a drop of rain.  Yet we had to wait until the creek ran down before we could go to the house.


On Saturday, May 29th, 1909, it was a hot sultry day.  On up into the evening and night, somewhere along about midnight it began lightening.  It grew worse in the southwest and later on we could see the reflection of a fire toward Zephyr.  Papa remarked that it may be Hans Cobbs Lumber Yard on fire.  Perhaps it had been hit by lightening.  Now you may wonder how come we were awake in the wee hours of the morning.  We were trying to sleep on the gallery and in the yard.  It was too hot to sleep in the house.  Along about day light Sunday morning Uncle David Scott called us from Brownwood that reports were that Zephyr had been hit by a cyclone (tornado) and asked Papa to saddle a horse and go to Zephyr.  That the Santa Fe was running a work train down there soon and that he would meet him there.  That reports were that Uncle Dee Cabler’s family had been killed.  The report was partly correct.  Zephyr had been completely wiped out by a tornado.  There were 31 or 32 killed and over seventh injured.  Uncle Dee Cable, his son Thad, Thad’s wife, Ida, and their two children were among those dead.  Aunt Laura and their daughter Emma were badly injured and were not expected to live.  Both eventually recovered.  Their home had been completely destroyed.  Thad and Ida lived in Brownwood.  That being County Clerk and they had gone to Zephyr on Saturday to visit Uncle Dee and Aunt Laura.  The first visit they had made since their baby had been born.  Apparently Ida was holding the baby to her breast when the tornado hit and a 2 x 4 had been driven through their bodies.  The 2 x 4 was sawed off in front and in the back.  Ida and baby were buried pinned together.  Some things make such impressions in the mind that one can never forget.  The details of conditions in Zephyr are as clear in my mind now as when it happened.  


We had a cousin Jessie Scott, an orphan boy, Uncle Eli’s son which Pap and Mother Scott was raising.  He was pretty much in age between Bill and myself.  He spent much of the summer months with us.  After Pap moved to Brownwood, there are two characters, perhaps that has no place in here which I am adding from my memory.  One, an old man who worked for the Brown County News collecting and soliciting subscriptions.  Whenever he was in our community he always spent the night at our house.  Mr. Greens, he always referred to Papa and Mother’s place as the bull farm.  There being all boys in our family at that time.  (When Laura Dee was born, he wrote “To the Bull Farm has been added a daughter, Laura Dee, born December 12, 1909.  I think he was partial to her.  Many bits of news would be pick up while reviewing the happenings of the community.  The other Old Man, was a Tinker Man.  He worked on clocks and pans and anything else that needed fixing.  He too made our place headquarters while working in our community.  His name was Crondell or Cronnell.  I don’t exactly remember his name, but he was deaf and had a big horn ear trumpet.  He put the small end in his ear and you shouted in the large end.  Although, I was a child at that time, I still remember the amusing things that came out of the trumpet into his understanding as what one said.  The old man would apologize by saying he was slightly hard of hearing and I bet that he had not heard it thunder in twenty years.  Yet he filled a place in the growing scheme of things and we missed him when he no longer came by.


Papa got prosperous and installed a hand water pump to replace the family and Old Jim drawing the water and again the boys were getting large enough to use boy power instead of horse power to get the water out of the ground.  Well, Allen and I were pretty good team on the pump handle.  We could operate it fairly well, than you, however to this day there is a standing argument between Allen and myself on just who was not doing his part.  But we do agree that under certain conditions, it is not too hard to pump by yourself.  For instant—one day we were in violent disagreement as to who was not doing his part and consequently neither was accomplishing very good results toward pumping water.  When papa appeared on the scene with the razor strap (now perhaps, here I had better explain what a razor strap is.  Customarily it was used to sharpen an old Wade & Bucher board cast razor, before the days of safety razors.  In addition to the original use, papa used it for the convenient of getting boys attention and it worked fairly, thank you.)  Now the first I knew that papa was anywhere around (I, being to busy protecting my own interest in seeing that I did not expend more energy than Allen in lifting said water from well).  As I said the first I was aware of the third party, was suddenly removed from the pump handle and contact made with my rear end and the razor strap, and believe it or not Allen did not miss a stroke pumping.  I suddenly realized why, when I got away from the razor strap and Allen was paying his respect, I grabbed that pump handle and O BOY!  I found to my surprise just how easily it was to pump water.  Allen and I agreed that we could pump water by a little teamwork, but to this day we have failed to agree on just who was not doing his part when papa appeared on the scene uninvited.  On reflection, I wonder how it was that Allen and I got on the heavy end of the stick.  Bill and Jesse, Elbert and Delbert just always seem to be out of focus.  Perhaps Bill and Jesse had too much smartness and Elbert and Delbert were to small and Allen and myself were just right.


I do not remember having done so but before getting to far along, I should mention our school.  We attended Jenkins Springs School, which was two and a half, maybe three miles from home.  We cover that distance by foot power, come rain or sunshine, norther, or what have you, of to school we went.  It was a one-room school, having one teacher and thirty-five to forty pupils.  About five months was about the average term.  From the first of November to the last of March.  Even then, it depended on whether we had finished picking cotton, whether we got to start at the firs of school.  Older boys generally had to miss some of the school before it was out to help prepare the land and do other chores about the place.  As I wrote we had one teacher, who usually called on the older girls to listen to the smaller ones.  I am afraid there was not much teaching.  The subjects we studied were arithmetic, spelling, reading, and language.  As I remember the multiplication table, and fractions; of course, we had adding, subtraction, division and multiplication.  Reading was very important.  We had to use the dictionary to look up key words.  Spelling was learned by association and just plain memorizing.  There may not be any other way.  Language (grammar as it was called then) consisted of learning the different part of speech and how it fitted in sentence construction.  That subject depended much on the attitude of the teacher.  Frankly, I never understood what it was all about.  Of course, we left the Jenkins Springs Community when I was thirteen years of age, but just now I do not recall many of those whom I went to school with; going on to get a college education.  About December 15, 1909 (I remember this date because it was just after Laura De was born, mother was still in bed and Miss Betty Kirksey was taking care of them).


The Jenkins Springs School house burned.  It burned about eleven o’clock in the morning, just before my language class recital.  I remember how I hated to see the school house burn, but how glad I was that I missed our language class.  But as usual our good luck didn’t hold out for just after Christmas, the school trustees, having gotten permission to use the old Hard-shell church buildings.  (Primitive Baptist) got busy and with desks, make shift and otherwise, so immediately after New Year we were back in school again.  most of our games at that time were make shift.  A specie of baseball, Black Man and popping the whip were the most popular as I recall.  We carried our drinking water from Gum Springs in the Eaton Pasture and from the will seeds stock tank.  For many years and not until we got a new school did we even have out door toilets buildings.  Prior to that we used outdoors period.  I guess that is where distance is decency, saying was put into practice.   (When Laura Dee was laid to rest in Jenkins Springs Cemetery on 

October 31, 1977), was the first time I had been back there in many years.  Things have changed.  No signs of the old building sites were visible.  In fact two or three trees that were on the playground are large trees now and they have moved the cemetery fence to take in perhaps half of the school property.  About the only things that haven’t changed are the old graves in the cemetery.  They are still there.  In my mind eye, they are not exactly in the same place.  The old grave marker, like other things have aged and many new graves have been added in the last sixty-five years.  Oh well, that to is changed.  I am about to leave our old home place and move to the Brown Place.  Before doing, I would love to write about an incident, which looking backward made a deep impression on me.  Papa hated Johnson Grass as bad as he hated the devil himself.  If anything he hated Johnson grass most Grandpa Coppic’s place, adjoining our place on the east was a regular Johnson grass farm.  So in order to turn the water off of our place, Papa cut a ditch along the farms boundary line to drain the water into the creek.  This ditch did not please “Grandma” Coppic.  Come spring of next year, we began to notice several patches of Johnson grass coming up at the edge of the field across the field from the ditch.  Taking the patches as a starting point, we could follow a train of Johnson Grass coming up clear to the ditch and back of the ditch was well sown.  We learned that “Grandma Coppic” crossing our place to Grandma Byrd’s would put Johnson grass seed in her apron pocket and stating at the ditch would scatter Johnson grass across the field.  She took a new path each time and at the edge of the field she would empty her apron packet of the seed she had left.  I tell you the Scott boys had a wonderful time digging up Johnson grass and putting it in a sack to be burned.


I am confused about this.  I am sure we sold the old home place in 1911 and moved to the “Brown Place”.  I know we moved to the Bryson Ranch in December of 1914, so my figures do not add up and to save my life, I do not have anything to tie to, but I will use 1911 as the date we sold the old home place on the south.  So we really just moved across the fence.  The house being maybe three hundred yards apart.  Papa would the old home place to a Mr. Robinson, S. L., I believe was his initial.  (He died in the spring of 1913).  The family came from Oklahoma.  In fact the whole Robinson clan came down.  A son had moved down a year earlier.  A Mr. Ben Robinson, but in moving down with Mr. Robinson was three sons-in-law.  Dan Nixs (or Nicks), Jess Oldham, and Tom Oldham (two brothers who had married Robinson sisters-Nannie and Lillian).  Papa gave possession of the place and we moved into tents in Walter Coppic’s pasture with all our livestock.  I do not remember what became of the chickens.


Perhaps now is as good a time as any just to ramble.  Most of this is family talk.  Pap Scott served in the Civil War with the South.  A subject I never head Pap to mention only once.  That was just before Bill Turney was inducted into the service in World War I.  Pap served nearly the whole four years.  He was hit twice by bullets.  In each instance, no blood was drawn.  Pap said, “He could not even say he gave his blood for a lost cause”.  In the battle of Murfreesboro, his hat was shot off.  He reached down and picked up his hat, while doing so, another bullet hit his coat sleeve, cutting off a button.


Grandpa Woods was like wise in the army serving the South but never got to the front.  He got in hearing distance, but the war ended before he got to the front.


Great Grandpa Melton served the Confederacy.  He held the rank of Colonel.  I think he went from North Louisiana, perhaps from Bienvieu Parish.  That is were, I think, he lived before coming to Texas.  I really don’t think anyone knew much about him.
   


My mother was a wonderful storyteller.  She could read a story and retell it with all the emotions, drama, and humor.  One could watch her eyes as they were the most expressive.  They would literally dance at times.  At other times would settle down to the depth of sadness.  One could tell about what was coming next.  Among the magazines we received was “The Woman’s Home Journal”, “Comfort”, Holland’s magazine and a newspaper the “The Kansas City Star”, a weekly, in addition to the local newspaper.  But those named nearly always had serials running in them.  After we had supper, mother would say, “Now whose time is it to wash dishes”?  we have got to get the kitchen cleaned up before any stories.  Then we would settle around the kitchen table.  The whole bunch of us kids—Bill, Jesse, Allen, Elbert, Delbert and myself and after Laura Dee arrived she would be in someone’s lap.  Mother would open her story with the remarks—now where were we?  I guess we sounded like a bunch of ducks, all telling just where the particular story had ended the last time.  While mother encouraged all of us to read the stories, none was ever so enjoyable as hearing her tell it.  She always reserved the right to add to the story in anyway that she thought would add to the interest.  Generally it was just one story for the evening, sometimes two.


A very few who read these pages (that is anyone ever reads them) can imagine the primitive conditions which we were living at this time, let’s say prior to 1915.  Now that there were such drastic changes.  Yet looking backward changes did come, quick and fast.  but going between 1900-1915, let’s remember there were no paved roads, freeways were something undreamed of.  I guess it was just somewhere about 1910 that Macadamize is taken from Manadam—a small broken stone or stones rolled and smoothed to make roads.  Named after an engineer who perfected this method of road building.  Oh, that was some road, no automobiles.  The first I ever remember seeing on the road was the spring of 1910.  We were on our way to attend Grandpa Melton’s funeral.   We met this automobile and the horses did not like it a bit.  We had telephones of a kind, when they were working.  Only electric lights were in towns and they were a pale yellow light.  The first airplane came to Brownwood in 1912 to the Country Fair.  It was a Wright Biplane, piloted by Lester Miller, who was later killed near Galveston in a plane crash.  We had the old Edison phonograph with it was cylinder records and Columbia graph phone with flat disc records.  Both had the large morning glory horns.  Then came along the Victor talking machine which did not have an external horn, but built in speaker, a voice box.  A voice box—oh boy!  The discussions of which was the better.  We did have the old McCormmick, and Deering Grain Bindssers, horse drawn of course.  The J. I. Case and the Red River special trashing machine powered by old steam engines.  The gasoline farm tractor did not come along until much later.  In the towns or some of them, they had “moving picture houses”.  I do not remember seeing a motion picture until I was eleven or twelve years of age.  Our education was not entirely forgotten.  We learned to use the hoe at a very early age and driving a team soon followed.  Learning to milk was something I never remember when I started.  Shucking corn was something I never did much of.  I had asthma and the corn made it worse.  So soon, I did or help do the milking while Bill and Allen and later Allen, Elbert, and Delbert did the shuck corn act.  But all were introduced to the cotton picking.  Cotton picking was one work I hated with a passion.  Even now looking backward, I still hate the work.  Well we moved into the old Brown Place in January of 1912 (the Brown Place was originally the Mossier Place).  Uncle Billy Brown bought it from him and later Mr. John Brown—Uncle Billy’s son bought it.  It was Mr. John Born who owned it when Papa rented it.  Mr. John Brown was a rough character, but never a better man I have ever known.  He was a man who you cold ‘tied to’ any day, anytime—his word was bond.  Well the three years that we lived there many things happened.  


In the spring and summer of 1912, Mr. Brown and Papa decided to build a big water tank on the creek.  In September 1913, Brown was born and in February 1914, Grandpa Woods died.  Not to mention other things that had a lasting impression of my memory.  On March 18, 1912, Laura Mae Oldham, the six year old daughter of Mr. Jess Oldham died of diphtheria.  The doctor was treating her for tonsillitis.  On Sunday evening before she died, that night we all visited with them.  But after she died the doctor admitted his mistake.  The County Health Officer, Dr. McCarver of Brownwood gave us diphtheria anti-toxin.  No doubt at that time this anti-toxin was in a crude state of development and I never heard of it killing anyone.  But speaking personally, it should have, for Allen, Elbert, Delbert, Laura Dee and myself had to take it.  It was a shot into the small of our backs.  It always seemed to me that it was in our backbone.  Could be mistaken, but in about four hours business picked up.  This pain and back spasms lasted for twenty-four to thirty hours and we were so sore for a week afterwards.  Not of us had diphtheria; but all had taken this anti-toxin had sore backs.  During the time we were confined tin the house we had an ice storm.  Papa and Bill had to get the firewood and bring it in.


Along about now was when the tank-building project started.  Where the creek made a bend, a horseshoe had been made in the hill and a big earthen dam was built between the creek and the bluff.  At that time, I think it’s the biggest earthen tank that I ever saw.  In the fall, the tank had begun to fill up and as the winter rains came the tank got fuller and fuller.  The dam held—that is for a while.  The water pressure caused the earth at each end of the dam to begin to crack and eventually as the rain continued and the earth and dam became more water soaked, it could no long withstand the pressure, so the dam gave away.  The creek was running its capacity.  With the sudden release of the water impounded in the tank caused the creek to overflow.  Thus ended the life of the largest water tank built by man.  It held for some forty-eight hours.  (Some thirty years later, I bought Indy and the boys by to see the largest tank ever made.  You know that darn tank shrunk up so much that I could hardly believe my eyes and Indy and the boys definitely had their opinion as to my ability to judge size.)


It was the custom of the time for the Santa Fe Railroad to run excursions from Brownwood to Galveston.  So in the fall of 1912, Papa, Uncle Elbert Scott, Bill, and Jesse all went to Galveston on the excursion.  I think Uncle Elbert was the loser on this deal as he picked cotton all the week before with us so they could get caught up and get to go.  It seems to me they left on Friday night and came back Sunday night.  I remember the “excursion fare” from Brownwood to Galveston, round trip was THREE DOLLARS.  I still have folder pictures papa brought back.


After we got our cotton picked in 1912, Bill bought a “Victor” victrola talking machine.  One of those hornless kind and we all bask in the limelight of Bill’s talking machine.


Days passed into weeks and weeks into months.  Soon it was harvest and cotton picking time again.  Then on September 11, 1913, Allen, Elbert, Delbert and myself were sent to sleep in the cotton wagon.  We had about a half of bale picked, come morning Bill informed us that Brown had moved in.  On the morning of September 23rd Bill went to Brownwood and brought Aunt Beulah and her children out to our house.  Aunt Beulah took care of mother and Brown and helped out in general such as getting meals.  She was not a bit bashful in putting us kids to work.  After mother got up and Aunt Beulah and children had gone home, Grandpa and Grandma Woods came.  It seems how that they stayed about a week with us.  It was the last time Grandpa Woods ever came to our house.  Sometimes in the middle of February he took sick and on February 25 they called the children in.  He died about 2:00 a.m. February 26, 1914.


After Grandpa Woods passed away, papa and mother began talking about trying to locate a larger farm to rent.  Sometime later, someone suggested that he go see Mr. John Bryson in Comanche County who had several farms on his ranch.  Papa went to see Mr. Bryson and later rented one of his farms called at that time the “Swann Place”.


Before leaving Brown Place, I want to say a few words concerning Mr. John Brown’s family.  (Perhaps more for my benefit than anyone else.)  Mr. Brown was an elderly man who had been married twice.  He had one daughter by his former marriage.  Her name I have forgotten (I believe it was Wilmer or Weimer), but she was an ‘Old Maid’ who lived in Mr. Brown’s home.  Mr. Brown’s second wife’s maiden name was Adams.  I do not remember her given name, but I do not recall ever knowing a more gracious woman.  Mr. and Mrs. Brown had three boys, Cage, Porter, and Billy.  Porter and Bill were younger than I, but they could cuss like a sailor and chew tobacco without making them sick, some accomplishment.  In addition Mrs. Brown had a sister who lived with them.  A Miss Molly Adams, as well as a brother who made his headquarters in the Brown home.  Uncle Jack Adams as we kids called him.  To this day, I do not know whether he handled the truck recklessly or whether he was talking from experience, but he was an interesting storyteller of early days in West Texas, New Mexico, and Arizona.   I wish I could recall his stories, fiction or fact, to us it was history.  Perhaps, history that really would not stand to close investigation.  Indian fighters, cattle rustling, horse stealing (in the early days of this century and last day of the last century, upon being caught were hung on the spot.  Questions were asked later if necessary) and Uncle Jack had a whole ‘bag full’ of these stories.  It is said by those who helped develop Central West Texas that one never had to look backward to find John Brown.  That his work, action, and courage were beyond question.  Whether it was Indian fighting, enforcing the law, or looking after a neighbor in distress, he was there.  I believe he look upon all mankind as his neighbor. And I do not mean that he was soft where duty required action.


We moved to the Bryson Ranch about the middle of December in 1914.  It surely seemed at that time we were moving to a newer newer place.  The house, like most farm rent houses, was built to live in.  It had plenty of ventilation, heated by a fireplace, where one would literally roast on one side and freeze on the other.  As we boys grew older it was our job to get up and make a fire in the fireplace and cook stove.  Bill, Allen, and I had been doing this for a long time before we moved.  Our house faced the north and it seemed that Comanche County wind was much colder than Brown County.    The fields were north and northwest of the house.  As well as one on the east and one south of the pasture.  The pasture was one big hill which we called mountains.  Anyway the mountain and pasture was south and southwest of the house and the large fields.  I do not remember for Mr. Bryson owned another ranch in Concho County of some sixty-five or eight thousand acres.  In April of 1915, he went to his Concho Ranch for the purpose of shipping cattle to Fort Worth.  On the night of April 15th or 16th someone entered his room at the ranch and shot him to death while he slept.  Later on, one ‘Kid” Blackburn was arrested.  He was supposed to have committed suicide in Concho County jail in Millerview.  However, people believed that Tom Binge (another rancher) was the brain behind the killings.  Gerald Bryson, a son, went to Concho County and brought his daddy’s home while Charlie Bryson, another son, went ahead with the cattle shipment to Fort Worth.  (It is said that the price of cattle having dropped was behind the killing.  Trying to disrupt the shipment; thereby, failure to fulfill the contract).  Anyway, things changed in the management of the farms and in the summer of 1915, our place was rented to another family.  Papa immediately began looking for another farm; but, before finding anything the man who had rented it decided that he did not want the place.  Mrs. Bryson then sent word to papa that we could rent it for another year, if he wanted it.  Papa went to see Mrs. Bryson and rented the place for 1916.  There were never any reason given as to why the place had been rented to another person.

(THIS IS FOR MINE AND ALLEN’S BENEFIT)


Mrs. Bryson’s maiden name was Ellen Martin.  During the winter of 1915 or 16, papa was looking for another farm and located and rented it from Mr. Emerson Kelly, about six miles east, southeast from Comanche, which will be referred to as the ‘Kelly Place’ located in the Shiloh Community.  Perhaps to you, this will add little to the manuscript, if so skip it.  In 1903, William Howard Taft was elected President of the United States.  At the time we were going through a depression.  Times were hard and President Taft (Republican) did little if anything to improve conditions.  Perhaps he couldn’t.  in 1912 it was time for a change.  Woodrow Wilson (Democrat) was elected.  If there were any changes, it started slowly and was not noticeable.  In 1914, two little countries in Europe got into a squabble and started a war between themselves.  At first, the newspapers here gave very little notice to it; but, soon became apparent that the larger countries in Europe were taking sides.  Just like a small grass fire on the creek, it spread and soon took in the whole pasture.  So this small unimportant was becoming a raging disaster in Europe and of course more space was given by the newspapers.  I guess, we view it more a game of strength and politics than a disaster.  Yet in 1915, Germany had entered into her unrestricted submarine warfare.  In 1915, the Lusitania, a passenger steamship, was sunk.  This brought the European War more close to home, for many of the passengers were United States Citizens.  So step-by-step we were gradually involved in the European affairs.  All the time Woodrow Wilson had adapted a slogan “We are proud to fight”.  In 1916 Wilson was again elected president and at the same time pressure was building up for the United States to enter ‘kicking the pants off’ of England.  France and Russia and the international bankers were so involved that they wanted this country to pull their chestnuts out of the fire.  So immediately after Wilson’s re-election in 1916, the selling job began to swing the sentiment of the United States to enter the war.  In April of 1917, Congress declared war against Germany and her allies.  “to make the world safe for democracy.”  Congress also passed the Selective Service Act requiring all male citizens between the age of 21 to 31  register for military service.  The first registration was held June 10, 1917, in which Bill was required to register and he was inducted into the army in September or October 1917.


JUST RAMBLING.  Along about the time papa and mother married, Grandpa Woods gave mother a mare.  She was blue in color with white dapples.  Mother called her ‘Babe’.  She became the mother and grandmother of several of the horses which was included in our horses.  I will try to name her colts in order, Hawk, Clover, Maude, March, and there seems like others which I do not remember.  Hawk and Clover were teamed and papa would talk to them just like they were people.  Old Hawk died in 1915.  Clover lived many years longer and left a line of many colts.  Old ‘Babe’ was lying down near the yard gate and mother went out to check on her and petted her for a while, but when we went out to feed the horses she was dead.  I do not remember papa dealing with horses, but he must have done so to a certain extent.  Because at one time he had more than he could pasture and grass to take care of them.  He put several of them in Mr. Brewer’s pasture down toward Zephyr.  Old ‘Clover’ at that time was yearling.  There was another man who was pasturing his horses in Mr. Brewer’s pasture.  He also had among his horse a colt—perhaps near Clover’s age.  Clover was a blue dapple and Mr. Moore’s colt was a red roan.  Papa went to check on his horses one day and Clover was missing.  He rode the pasture and surrounding neighborhood for a week.  Finally one day he was talking to Mr. Brewer, who remarked that he had seen the horses down in the draw and that Mr. Moore’s colt was with them.  He was wondering why Mr. Moore had not taken the colt when he took cut of his other horses.  By __________ Newt, do you suppose he took your colt?  Papa did not think it likely, but he and Mr. Brewer decided to ride over to Mr. Moore’s place for a look.  See papa was riding Ole Babe and before they got into the pasture, Clover had seen Ole Babe and nickered (whinnied).  Mr. Moore could not understand how he had made the mistake.  So that ends the lost colt episode.


As a girl and young woman, Mother loved to break wild horses.  But I do not remember her ever mentioning it to us kids.  I have heard her and Aunt Bessie talking about it and have heard papa say ‘he would rather have mother to help break a wild horse than any man he ever saw’.    Neither Papa or Mother thought much in fact they were strongly against twisting the horse’ ear as a method of physical control of the animal.  But both believed in a nose twist.  Perhaps I had better try to describe a nose twist.  Take a good strong piece of wood, eighteen to twenty inches long (or there about) work it down until one has a comfortable handgrip on it.  Bore a hole in one end, make a loop through the stick, either with a small rope or throng of leather.  Put his lip over the upper lip of the animal to be controlled and twist just tight enough to have a good tight grip on the lip and believe me, the worse of animals are controllable with just a little extra twist.


Perhaps here is as good a place to describe breaking a wild horse or mule.  I will use the term horse for both.  First put a hack-a-more (a rope halter) to which is attached a ‘catch rope’.   For convenience in catching the horse and believe he ‘a wild horse will raise heck’ when first tried to be brought under control.  Swing the catch rope around a snubbing’ post and let the horse wear itself down.  By now the horse is angry, frustrated and just plain scared.  This is something entirely new to him.  It is also a time for the one handling the horse to use all the kindness and understanding possible.  Just to use good ‘horse sense’.  At the same time keep everything under his control.  He places a twist on the upper lip and slacks off on the catch rope.  The horse usually will then attempt to gain his freedom, but the ‘twist’ quickly changes his mind.  The ‘trainer’ then proceeds to put ‘trips’ on the horse in this manner.  A belt is put around the horse’s body.  Usually a rope with three rings securely attached.  A strap is put around the ankles of both fore legs with a ring fastened to each.  Then the end of the rope is securely attached to one of the outside rings that is around the horses’ body, fed down a through, the ring around one of the fore legs, back through the center ring, back to the other fore leg, back up to the outside ring.  The rope thus threaded forms a “W”.  Let go of the twist on the lip and business picks up.  Apparently the horse thinks he is free, lunges forward and with a light tightening of the ‘trip rope’ the horse fore feet is not in place and he falls all over himself.  Two or three times of this and the worse of them begins to use ‘horse sense’ and realizes that things are not like they used to be.  He certainly will not like it, but considering all things that couldn’t be much worse.  Sometimes they will attempt to bite or paw, but a light slap and tightening of the ‘trip rope’ quickly convinces him that this is not the way to cooperate.  A wild horse is not broken with one session, but is well on the way.  A little petting from the trainers about will aid in gaining the horse’s confidence in you.  Really the horse is thoroughly confused and seems to be welcome most anything for assurance.  Along about now you begin to lead him, run your hand over the various part of his body and lets—gently rub him and from time to time slightly pat him.  For some reason this seems to mean to the horse a gesture of friendship, not that the horse at this time cares a thing in the world in establishing friendly elation with you.  But under existing circumstances it seems to be the best thing to do.  Perhaps he had just been introduced to problems which he sees no solutions.  He just doesn’t understand ‘rips’ (and perhaps, if anyone trying to read this could care less about braking horses, so just skip it).  Now the next logical step would put a saddle or harness on our horse.  In either case the nose twist would more than likely used to keep the horse still.  Papa had an old male mule, which he called ‘Jet” and she could care less about a horse being broken.  She never seemed to get excited about the antics of an animal being introduced to the harness for the first time nor the hundredth as far as she was concerned.  Now after the horse is harnessed and teams up with old Jet most anything can happen.  The things in those ‘bits’.  There’s no doubt were others, I just remember those two.  (And in after years when trying to get used to false teeth-my sympathy goes out to the horse with bits stuck in his mouth.)  Now the horse may try to run, rear or kick, but he finds a new kind of control.  The ‘bit’ and if he cannot be controlled by the ‘bit’ he still has the old faithful ‘trips’ on his fore legs.  Soon he is hitched-up to the wagon.  The wagon tongue having been tied to a post or tree, where the new horse is introduced to standing still which he does not always care to cooperate.  I have seen Old Jet reach across the tongue of the wagon and bite the new horse or if he lied down, she kick the mischief out of it.  A good breaking horse is invaluable in breaking of a new horse.  Later the wagon tongue is untied and the new horse is taught to pull.  “Old Jet” would do her part unless the new horse wanted to run, then when would slack off-often her traces would not be tight at this rate the new horse would be exhausted and tired and slow down.  After the first session, they would be unhitched and unharnessed.  Then a saddle would be put on him and he would be lead around.  Sometime a rider would get on him.  Always the trips and bridle was there for control.  If the horse attempts to pitch, often his fore feet were not in place to land on when he came down (on looking backward, I do not remember but one horse being hurt by using the ‘trips’ papa was trying to break a Spanish horse when it fell in such a way that it broke its neck).  After the horse had been let loose, with the exception of the 'hack-a-more' and ‘catch-rope’.  I have seen mother doctor their mouths when the bits maybe have hurt them.  To others of the children she may have talked of helping break horses, but to me, I can only remember her mentioning it a few times and that would be when she and I were milking.  I believe she was equally as successful with gentling wild or unruly milk cows as she was with horses.


Before digressing, I was writing about papa renting the ‘Kelly Place’ there seems to have been a story behind this-in this manner.  Dr. Joe Gray, our family doctor, and through him papa made contact with Mr. Kelley.  The Scotts, Cablers, Grays, and Kellys had all been friends and neighbors in Arkansas.  I don’t think there were kinship, but just Arkansas loyalty.  So when Dr. Gray found out that papa was going to make a change and that Mr. Kelly’s place was for rent he got the two together and soon an agreement reached.  I think the “Kelly Place” was above the average for rent property.  It has some two hundred and fifty acres in it with about one hundred and fifty acres in cultivation.  In addition there was a pasture of grassland across the road which papa leased.  About the first of August in 1916, we began breaking land which continued off and on all the fall until we got possession and moved about the first of December.  There was a public road on two sides of the place.  The Comanche-Hamilton Road and also a mail route #5.  This road was perhaps a hundred yards from the house.  We saw some interesting sights and visitors.  Remembering much of the transportation was by covered wagons, buggies, horseback, and a few ‘wonder’ cars.  (Wonder whether they could make it or not).  I imagine perhaps our place was bound a mile or more by this public road.  Many of the evening people camped near our house and watered their teams at our water trough.  One interesting sight has made an indelible impression on my mind.  In early January of 1917, a covered wagon came by going west with the sign on his wagon sheet “Tahoka or Bust”.

Tahoka was in Lynn County.  In the fall of 1918, the same wagon came back “busted”.  1917 and 1918 were the years of the great drought, which I will come back to later.  As mentioned, we got moved about the first of December and Newty was born on December 18.  An interesting side effects.  Allen, Elbert, Delbert, and myself spent the night in a neighbor’s home.  They all had the ‘itch’.  Enough to say very soon there after, four Scott boys had the itch also.  It really did not matter, we just got the itch a little sooner for everyone in the community had it.  it might be said all had a ‘scratching good time’.  We attended the Shiloh School.  It was a one-room affair, one teacher with the help of the older pupils to teach the younger.  We may not have been educated, but we surely learned  the multiplication table, add, subtract, multiply, and divide.  We spent much time improving our reading as well as trying to learn to spell.  Now of course, it is understood, when we older boys were needed on the farm, we missed school and caught up on our lessons at night.  A little thing which papa saw that we took care of.  The two years of the ‘big drought’.  We were not hit as hard in Comanche Country as in others, but we surely did not make any bumper crops either.  I can truthfully say we worked hard enough trying.  The grass being short and feed scarce, papa had to sell some of his stock; thereby, able to make payments to the bank.  That way we got by; however, this was more or less a way of life.  About the first of the year, those who could would go to the bank for loans until the crops were gathered in the fall.  Some would go to the general stores.  It all meant lying up the crops and any other property, especially the stock.  Very few tenant farmers were able to finance themselves during the year.  If crops were good and prices were right, they would be able to ‘settle up’ and half way make an appointment to see them after the first of the year.  


Life moved on an usual, except with each daily paper, anyone could see we were moving closer to getting involved in the war.  Living on a rural mail route, papa had subscribed to the Fort Worth Star Telegram, a daily newspaper.  In addition when we moved to the ‘Kelly Place’, papa had a chance to buy a subscription on a rural telephone line, which he did.  Just now I do not remember how many were on it, but there were a bunch and there were some iron clad rules set up by the subscribers themselves.  They had a ‘head-man’ elected and don’t forget it.  he would look into any complaints and enforce the rules.  There were three rings which belong to the line.  One ‘long’ was a call to central, four ‘long’ was emergency, which required all subscribers who hears it to listen in and ‘five shorts’ was general in which all subscribers went to the receiver down to announce who it was that answered and what house hold he represented and if the subscribers did not answer which they seldom did, then certain people would from time to time continue to try to get the rest.  Attempting to explain this in writing is rather difficult, but in practice it worked fine.  For instant:  four long sometimes in the wee hours of the morning meant someone to report ‘John Does’ house was burning or someone was sick was an eerie call; but one which got results.  But ‘four longs’ followed by ‘five shorts’ that meant most anything, most especially answer the phone and report.  It is surprising how quickly the community kept in contact with this system.  In case of sickness, accidents, deaths, and births, it was used for general communication.  The calls came about suppertime which means after full dark and if a subscriber had any news to pass on they would call the ‘reporter’.  This worked especially well during the ‘war’ when bulletins would come in over Western Union or the Railway Station.  Don’t forget there were no such things as radio.   


Spring came and during the winter we had very little rain and even less snow.  The moisture was below normal.  We planted the crop, hoping there would be enough moisture to cause the see to sprout and come up and more rain later ‘hope’.  We did get a little more rain, but not enough to give us any reserve moisture.  Other things were happening which gave all concern.  In April, The United States declared war on Germany and in June, no it was May congress passed the ‘Selective Service Act’.  Draft as it was commonly called requiring all men from the age of 21 years through the age of 39 years of age to register.  The first registration was in June.  Between the war preparation and the drought conditions were hectic.  The men subject to the ‘draft’ were just waiting, some were joining the several branches of military service.  Bill had registered in June and in September or October was inducted in the service.  The crops were the next thing to failure—maybe able to pay the expenses of the year.  I guess the best way to describe conditions as a whole was a state of general confusion, as we kids were growing we missed most of the contagious diseases such as mumps and measles.  We did have the ‘whooping cough’ in 1912, so about the first that happened to Bill after we got into the army, he took the measles.  He had a ‘back set’ which was followed by pneumonia.  This seems to me to have been about the first of December, anyway papa went to San Antonio, Texas where Bill was stationed at Camp Travis.  Papa stayed in the home of cousin, John Wes Scott, who lived in San Antonio.  To be exact, I think it was Cousin John Wes daughter’s home.   Bill was very sick and they had to operate on one of his lungs, he got better and papa came home just before Christmas.  Let me say here it was a drab Christmas.  It had always been a miracle how calmly mother took everything although I know her heart must have been breaking, her reply was nearly always ‘what is to be, will be’ so what is the use of fussing.


Time passed on and about the first of February in 1918 Bill got worse and Papa went back to San Antonio.  Grandma Woods came for a visit while he was gone so I dropped out of school to prepare the land.  On this particular day it was spring like weather.  Allen, Elbert, Delbert, and Laura had gone to school.  Mother and Grandma Woods decided to visit the Anderson Sisters (our neighbors who live perhaps a mile east of us), taking  Brown and Newty with them.  I was disc harrowing a field south of the house.  It was cloudy and the temperature when I went back after lunch was 78 degrees.  For some reason perhaps because it looked like rain, I took my old raincoat to work with me.  Before I had made the first round, in fact before I got to the end of the field, perhaps a third of a mile from the house there came a flurry of rain and just as I had turned the team around, the wind hit.  It was a ‘Texas Blue Norther’.  I took the nearest route of the house which was across the field.  By the time I got the team of ours unhooked and to the barn shed, the dampness on my raincoat had already frozen.  A period of time from the time of the first shower up to then could not have been more than thirty minutes.  I looked at the thermometer hanging on the wall by the doorway, it was then 28 degrees.  I called mother at the Anderson sisters and told her as soon as I could get a fire built in the fireplace and a team hooked up a wagon, I would come after them which I did,  after putting quilts and the wagon sheet in the wagon.  When I got to the Anderson Sisters, Mother and Grandma Wood set down on the floor of the wagon bed wrapping up with the quilts and then I covered them with the wagon sheet.  In that condition they kept warm until we got back home.  I then went to the schoolhouse to pick up the school children which I wrapped and covered the same way.  I do not remember just how many we picked up, but all of the living near our road and home.  Allen and I took time about driving and walking along on the side of the wagon and opening the gates when we came to them.  We got all the children home safely and reasonably warm.  While it seemed that Allen and I were nearly frozen, when we got home we shut the windmill down and disconnected the succor rod.  That was keeping the rod from breaking in case the pipe froze up.  Which it would have had the wind slowed down enough to let the windmill stop.  By the time we got the evening chores completed, we were nearly frozen.  When we milked, we then turned the cows and calves out in the pasture together.  We kept a team of horses and a saddle horse penned just in case of an emergency.  By the time we could get in the house the temperature was down to around 15 degrees.  (That is what is called ‘the good old days’ BAH).  That evening we really found the value of the telephone system.  For in about thirty minutes nearly every family in that area was accounted for and those who couldn’t be someone would volunteer to check on and report.  Of course, in weather like this some of these rural telephone lines would get broken and that would further complicate our telephone problems.  Be it as it may about dark it started snowing mixed with sleet, or sleeting mixed with snow.  I never did know just which was proper.  During the night ice and wind and other conditions caused the telephone line to break in two or three places.  The way this repair work was kept up the subscriber nearest to the break would do the repair work.  Nearly always some neighbor would help.  Those who did not have telephones depended on those who did and houses were never locked.  The following morning after the Northern blew in the temperature was down minus five degrees.  9For those who read this you may think my memory concerning the temperatures are not to accurate, but something one never forgets.)  life moves on with its ups and downs and come spring of the year very little rain.  There was a change we kids or rather most of us had the mumps.  Much to Pap’s displeasure, but have them we did.  A man from Comanche was going to San Antonio so papa decided he would go with him and visit Bill.  The following Sunday, Allen decided that he was well enough to walk over the farm.  He wasn’t and in a few days he had a backset from the mumps.  Boy was he sick.  Right there I gained a wholesome respect for the mumps.  One Sunday afternoon Gerald Bryson and his wife, Miz Jenny, drove out to our place (Kelly Place) and we learned from them that the Talley Place was available for papa to rent with as much acreage as papa wanted, if he wanted to make a change the next year.  I think everyone wanted to move back to the ranch, so in a few days papa went to see Mrs. Bryson and made arrangements to rent the place for the next year, 1919.  The crops for 1918 were a near failure.  It seemed as if it forgot to rain, but further west they were suffering worse than we.  In many places seeds planted in 1917 did not come up until 1919.  The war was still going on.  There was a feeling that it could last much longer.  The general conversation was the war and the drought.  To be honest that was a pair which was hard to beat.  Bill was still in the hospital, but had improved to the extent that he was granted a sick leave in the summer of 1918.  Other than that I do not remember much of importance.  We did not have much feed stuff to gather.  By the middle of October we had everything about ready to move back to the ranch and the family who had rented the ‘Kelly Place’ was about ready to move also.  I think it was around the 20th or 25th of October when we made the move.  (A place where papa and mother lived until February 1937).  It was papa’s plan to put in a big wheat crop for 1919 so we immediately started preparing the fields to sow wheat.  Along about the first of November, we had a general rain.  Papa and I had ridden horseback to Comanche.  Even though we had our slicker along with us, we got soaking wet on our way back home.  O BOY!  Even now I can feel the grand and glorious feeling was ‘getting wet’ with the rain blowing in our faces.  Even the horses seemed to feel the electrifying change.  The rain had  moved in from the west and we later learned all of West Texas was included in the rain.  It was general-the drought had been broken.  I got the car slightly ahead of the horse.  We moved back to the ranch the later part of October 1918.  As mother got in the wagon leaving the ‘Kelly Place’ she said, “We are going home.”  (referring to moving back to the ranch)  and going home it was, for we moved into the ‘old Talley Place’ on the ranch.  There it was home for papa and mother until February 1937.  It was there they saw their children grow up.  All of their children reached adulthood, got married and many of their grandchildren were born there.  Many started to school at Brysonville while they lived there.  As the families increased in size, papa and mother were blessed.  The only deaths which occurred in their immediate family were a few grandchildren, which died in infancy, and Alice, (Elbert, J.D., Bryan Lee, and Jack’s mother), Elbert’s first wife.  Alice died in 1931 and was laid to rest in White Point Cemetery.  It was while they lived on the ranch they too passed the rime of life and reached the ‘age’ commonly called reaching ‘old age’.  They saw conditions change on the ranch.  The ranch itself passed from the hands of the Bryson’s as owners to several others, although this took place in the mid-thirties.  Though all these years papa and mother were blessed with fairly good health.  Above I mentioned the birth of their grandchildren-thirty in all (three died in infancy).  Paps’ plans were to plant a big wheat crop in 1919.  So immediately after the rain when it was dry enough, we began to sow wheat during the fall where we had been preparing the land.  I can say just now when we started sowing, but I remember well that on November 11, 1918, Armistice Day, I spent the whole day sowing wheat.  Papa had gone to Comanche to get another load of wheat seed.  It was late when he returned.  After we boys got the wheat unloaded which must have been around nine o’clock that night, we learned that World War I was over, but really it was no time to celebrate.  The next morning it was back to sowing wheat.  As I remember it we had a ten-foot horse drawn drill.  In 1919, papa had in ninety acres of wheat, as well as a big cotton and corn acreage.  Conditions were good in 1919 for farming and all forms of crops looked like they were doing fine.  In fact they were.  In the summer, we got the wheat cut and put it in shocks.  We were about ready to start thrashing I the community when the rain began.  Well it rained and rained and rained again.  The wheat sprouted I the shocks.  To make a disagreeable short, from the ninety acres of wheat we thrashed one hundred and twenty six bushels of wheat and it was only good for chicken and hog feed.


The cotton crop was nearly a failure with boil weevils and wet weather.  We did have a rather good corn crop, but it was with great difficulty we got it in all I would say the 1919 crop was a failure.  At least money wise.  I do not remember if papa sold any of his livestock that year or whether the bank just extended his credit and carried him over for another year.  I am sure that he paid something to the bank.


Now let me tell you things were tight.  The drought of 1917, and 1918 with the loss of crops in 1919 really placed him in a bind.  He had the teams and the farm equipment and all the land he could farm.  He had no choice but to try another year and yet another year I am sure there were many thing that would be of more interest to write about, but to my memory our trying to get by stands out most clearly.


Come 1920 things were about the same.  Grain, cotton, and corn which we made a fairly good crop as well as a good crop of livestock, including the extras he bought.  We had the pastureland and the cost of raising a few extra heads wee not much and nearly always they were good money crops.  In the fall of 1920 the bottom fell out of cotton.       

We had about half of our crop gathered, from then on it was hardly worth the picking and the ginning.  At the same time we were in better condition than at the end of the year 1919.


Then came 1921, that was the year that broke the camel’s back.  Everything was promising.  The market had more or less recovered and came summer after thrashing.  (let me digress here a little).  We were moving the thresher at the Landford Place and move it on the next morning which was about two miles.  The separated burned that night and it was about a month later before we got a thresher on the ranch.  Now I may be mixed up, this may have happened in 1920.  After threshing papa decided to build a cross fence so we could better the grass part of the field.  Now let me tell you, it was work to build a fence anytime, but it is pure murder to build one in the summer time.  Build the fence, we did, or at least we nearly built it.  We got the posts in and the wire strung and stretched.  Then it came cutting and wiring in staves.  On August 19, 1921, Allen , Elbert, Delbert, and myself were in the mountain pasture cutting staves when a cloud came up and the bottom fell out.  We were working near an old goat shed at the foot of the mountain and it rained so hard the water got a foot deep in the goat shed.  We saw grown ‘jack rabbits’ wash down the side of the mountain and drown.  In fact we like to have smothered in the goat shed.  It stopped raining nearly as quickly as it started.  We took the horse, but we did not attempt to take the wagon as the water was so deep.  It seemed like it had rained harder on the East side than where we were.  After getting around the water to home, we found Mother, Laura Dee, Brown, and Newty all right, but rather scared.  Mother had an old churn setting out in the yard sunning which was twenty-five inches tall and it ran over, so we know it rained over twenty-five inches and it fell in fifteen or twenty minutes.  (Now I cannot vouch for this, but we knew the man well, and will admit he may have exaggerated this a little.  But in telling how hard it rained, he said, “That we had an old barrel lying in the yard with both ends out and it only rained through the bunghold—some rain.)  that’s what people thought of it when we tried to tell about it.  as the evening wore on and the water began to run down, we began to try to assess the damage.  Our new fence as well as the old along the draw no long existed.  The water had taken post, wire, and some gush and washed it down the draw just rolling it up in one jumbled mess.  Our cotton field looked as if one had taken a strain of wire with horses hooked at each end and ran through it.  Leaves, stems, bolls, blooms as well as some of the whole stalks had been uprooted.  The corn, as I remember it, not one stalk was standing in an upright position.  Ruin was everywhere, bridge on Mercer Creek near White Point was washed out.  Fields were overflowed and yet not one drop of rain had fallen there.  In fact, I don’t think rain had covered an area more than a mile square.  It was just plain numbing.  At that time thee was nothing.  I remember a remark papa made, ‘boys, we are ruined, but remember there is a tomorrow’.  And a tomorrow there was, we started building fences, including the new one which we were working on.  Eventually we got thing back in order, of course we made changes in doing so.  We salvaged as much of the wire that we could, but it was spliced as if we had a ‘wire cutter’.  Lots of the posts.  In time there was some corn to gather and cotton to pick.  (I still say that if it had rained for forty days and nights, like it did for twenty or thirty minutes that day, old Noah would not have much of a rain to tell about.  There was this difference, we did not have an ark.)  During the days that came and we realized the damage done, I made up my mind I had finished farming.  I do not remember gathering the corn, but maybe we did.  I think papa went to work on the railroad as a section had on the Watson Section and about October, Allen and I went to work for Gerald Bryson at a dollar and half a day.  Still building fences and doing such other work that came.  Just plain hired hands.


Looking back over the distance of time I can see that damaging cloud close on an era and the beginning of another.


I have not written much about Willie Turney, in as much as one does not fill in a niche after once vacated.  Bill received a medical discharge from the Army in 1919.  He was at home about a year working in and out.  Working at cotton gins in the fall and threshing machines in the summer.  He was a ginner and a separator man.  I believe he had gone to Stockdale during the fall of 1920 and had remained down there during 1921 coming home I the fall of 1921.


At any rate, the rain of August 19th was the beginning of the dissolution of the family unit as we had known it.


December 24, 1921, Allen and Ella were married.  He still continued to work for Gerald Bryson and on January 23rd, 1922 Bill and Kay were married.  He having brought some farm equipment and rented land on the ranch.  Papa did not work too long on the section, but started preparing land for another year.  I do not remember much about his farm plans from here on.  Elbert and Delbert had taken over pretty well where Allen and I stopped.  I boarded at home, but usually left early and got home late.  This arrangement continued until August of 1922 when I went to Fort Worth to attend Brantley-Draughon Business College.  With the exception of some six weeks or two months during the summer of 1923, I was not at home anymore.  So from here on this will be based on hearsay.  In passing I will note that Delbert and Time married August 26, 1922, and Elbert and Alice married December 24, 1923.  In reading over some things written, it seems as if I only wrote of negative things.  This is not my intentions, but perhaps we do remember the unpleasant things most.


During the winter of 1918-1919, we had an outbreak of “Spanish Influenza” (the flu).  No one knowing how to deal with this sickness.  I think more people died from the after effects than from the illness itself.  Without any warning one would become sick and in a few days seemingly would recover.  That is where the mistakes took place.  They would have a backset followed by pneumonia, which so often proved fatal.  To get a doctor was nearly out of the question.  They were either sick or just couldn’t come to see you.  If one did not the ‘flu’ you were sitting up with a neighbor family who did.  There was no such thing as dodging it.  that winter I sat up with the sick nearly every night.  (That is until 12:00 a.m. to all night long.)  that includes nearly every well person, they too were sitting up.  I made it until along the middle of March—the epidemic was letting up.  I had gone to the mountain pasture to get a load of firewood.  When-Bang!  I got sick.  All I could think of was getting back to the house.  I found out the meaning of ‘being too sick to die’ by the time I got over the flu it was beginning to be warm weather and nearly all the ‘flu’ was over.  People were as a whole getting back to the main part of farming during the rest of 1919.  I do not remember much except the summer rains when we lost our crop.  The next two years were a struggle, although we were fortunate in having good health.


Now lets go forward to the years  of 1921-1922.  As you remember things were changing I our family.  On October 17, 1922 the second generation arrived.  On this date Virginia Mae was born to Allen and Ella.   Then on December 1st, 1922, Bill Turney and Kay’s first child was born.  Now I am not clear as to the time, but about one-hour before/after Juanita was born, mother passed away.  This while the young were arriving the elderly were leaving.  Mary was born to Delbert and Tine on February 21, 1923, as time passed more and more grandchildren were born into papa and mother’s family.  Then on April 21st, 1928 Indianna Burris and I were married in Beaumont, Texas.  Now let me digress for just a moment to touch on personal affairs.  In July of 1923, I left home going to Galveston, Texas.  The job did not work out, so after two or three days there, I came to Port Arthur, Texas on July 27, 1923.  I was employed by Gulf Refinery of the Gulf Oil Corporation.  There I spent my entire working life and of course lost personal daily contact with the affairs of Papa and Mother’s daily living.  I was in Port Arthur for more than two years before returning home for a visit.  Things had changed—not only in their lives, but I the lives of the rest and their families as well as in my life.  One never fits back to the place where he was when he left the community.  Afterwards, I tried to return home once a year on my vacation and my vacation usually came in August or September.  It was a get together for all who lived in that area.  As time went on some had moved to Brownwood.  That was the really the beginning of our family reunion, which is set for the first Sunday in August.


As I recall in those first get to gathers, we would celebrate by all getting together at Papa and Mothers and have ice cream.  Those who lived up there had ‘ice cream freezers’.  We would go to Comanche and get a three hundred pound block of ice.  I think it cost ninety cents.  Wrap it in a quilt and a wagon sheet and brig it to papa’s.  usually it would be on Saturday night.  Ice cream making and eating would take place.  Usually a ‘forty-two’ game would get started.  Some played forty-two, some would turn the handles on the ice cream freezers, men and women all taking about what had taken place during the past year.  The community gossip and perhaps some scandal.  I do not remember Papa and Mother turning the freezer handle, but when not playing forty-two, would have a chair in the yard and joining in the family ‘bag-feast’.  What an evening and night to remember, as the evening wore on, the little ones would get sleepy and lay down across some bed or on a pallet.  Later perhaps Papa or Mother would retire, and if some of the girls got sleepy they would locate their off springs and would join them in sleepy land.  It was understood friends who came would spend the night and find their own place to roost.  As the ice cream wore down the forty-two games and the talk increased.  Of course there came a time when the freezers had to be cleaned and washed.  There was always plenty of helping hands to attend to this chore.  Finally Sunday morning would arrive.  I’ve always heard the “Too many cooks spoil the broth” but I never remember that being the case at home.  Now let me make one thing clear, then as now, there were not any sister-in-laws; but all were ‘sisters’.  That was before Laura and Newty got married.  But when they did, they were just ‘brother’.  I honestly believe to the day that papa and mother passed on, that work ‘in-law’ did not exist in their thinking and feeling.  All were daughters and sons, of course, there may be things I do not know, and God forbid that I will ever by any wiser.  But in Papa and Mother’s family, all were just one big family.  Perfection—no, we all had our failings, also our misunderstandings and I believe papa and mother set the example.


I am sure that life rolled on, just as even and uneven as ever at home.  Really being a part of it, it is most difficult to record the same.  In looking backward, I seem to recall the most important thing were births and deaths in the family.


Of course mother wrote each that was away from home a postal card each week and she could tell more on a card than most could in a letter.  Somehow the happenings that is relayed by the written word does not impress one like being a part of the action.  Could I remember all on the cards, I could write most freely.  Its truth they had crop failures, bad market conditions which added to the difficulty of life.  Some of the animals had to be sold, some died, maybe some years they had a good chicken and turkey hatch, and some years the death rate was higher than others.  The chi9ldren and grandchildren had been sick, all of which was duly recorded on the postal card.  A short but very comprehensive digest of letters received during the past week.  All in all each were weekly brought  up on the happenings of the week before.  How mother could get so much on a postal card I could never know.  No card was ever completed without writing along the edges or maybe on the front.


Pap Scott died in March of 1926.  Thus both of papa’s parents had passed on.  Delbert and Tine lost an infant in 1927.  In April of 1931, Alice passed on.  Then in July of 1931, Uncle Pint Woods was killed in Fort Worth, Texas.  A brother-in-law of his (he was married to Aunt Minnie’s sister) shot him for no apparent reason.  Temporary insanity, I believe was what they finally decided.  His name was Cecil.  I do not remember his last name.  Then in 1935 Grandma Woods passed on.  I failed to enter the fact that in 1930, Uncle David Scott, was hit by a car and killed.


Whether it was in 1936 or before, I do not recall, Delbert had bought a farm west of Sidney and had moved.  In 1937, Papa and Mother were moving away from the Ranch (the Bryson Ranch had changed owners.  Mr. Gib Callaway had acquired the cove land) but moving they were.  Papa had rented a farm, still further west of Sidney.  Maybe a mile or two from Delbert’s place.  I do not remember much about the place, except one year he grew some mighty good watermelons on it.  But I believe I am getting ahead of myself.  So I will just back up a little.  In 1929, Richard and Robert were born, they were the only set of twins of Pap and Mother’s grandchildren.


I am not approaching the time of “The Great Depression”—the era started in 1929 and continually got worse.  Politically, Herbert Hoover was President.  Perhaps he did the best he could.  It was doubtful if anyone could have changed it.  But Hoover did not assert himself to any great extent, only just so much "“blah, blah" which did not add anything to the dinner table.  I would say it got worse, no money, no work, no nothing.  People like cattle were on the move looking for anything that would help.  We were able to get by—at least none of the family went hungry and we did have a roof over our head.  If there were anything to sell, there was no money to buy.  I truly believe that this was the hardships that went along with it.  I find that I do not have the ability to describe the conditions.  It was plain hell!!!!  It was an united struggle and we got by.  I guess when things were the darkest, Franklin D. Roosevelt was elected President in November of 1932.  After being inaugurated in March of 1933, he began at once to take action to change things so legal or illegal.  But I don’t think people were so interested as to the legality of things as to making a change.  Some of his ideas, they like some they didn’t, but he was trying and that gave people hope.  Things began to do better during the later part of 1933 and during the year of 1934.  A market began to appear once again.  We were beginning to live a half way normal life.  Trying to write about the great depression is like trying to write about living conditions in the early 1900’s one would have had to have been there to know what it was all about.  We (the family as a whole) lived through it.  scarred psychologically not physically, that will stay with us always.  Now we come to 1935, to me that was the year of the measles.  Believe I mentioned before that we dogged so far as possible all these childhood diseases, but in 1935 the measles caught up with the families.  The whole bunch on the ranch had the measles and by a coincident Brown and myself had them about the same time they did up there.  (We caught them from Richard, but we always accused mother of sending us the measles by mail.)  Personal comments.  I don’t like the measles and would like them if they were good.  (I believe Brown and myself could write a pretty good story about the experience with the measles.)  Just before the measles epidemic Grandma Woods died on January 4, 1935.  That removed both of mother’s parents.  In a sense that closed the connecting link between the two generations.  (I did not realize how much until both Papa and Mother had passed on.)  I guess the rest of the year was about as usual.  About the only other outstanding event that comes to mind is that on November 6th Newty and Spencer (Spence) were married.  


I will pas over 1936.  I am sure just as much happened as in other years, but just did not make the impression.  Of course, down here in Port Arthur plenty was happening.  Principally on June 10th, B. W. was born to Doyle and Brown.  An event which was very important.  But after this is not about personal things but a resume about Papa and Mother.  Sometimes in 1936, Papa found out or decided that a move was in order, and he had rented the Ward place as before mentioned.  They did not get to move until sometimes in February.  On January 30, 1937 Laura Dee and Dossie got married.  Thus during the period between October 1918 and February 1937 when Papa and Mother moved back to the ranch and until they left, they saw all their children grow up to adulthood and get married.  They had lived on the ranch in that one house longer than they had lived or would live in their married lifetime.  But move they did to the Ward Place in February 1937.  In the summer when we got together, the family reunion of the descendants of J. Newt and Ruby L. Scott was organized with the date of the first Sunday in August being the time set.  Also at this summer got together it was agreed among Papa and Mother’s children that we would start a chain letter to work in this manner.  The oldest child should write a letter of not more than one page, although it may be written on both sides and sent to the second child and would write a like letter and sent it on to the third child, etc.  When the youngest received the ‘letters’ would sent it on to the oldest, who would remove the first letter and write a new one and start the cycle over.  All agreeing not to keep the letter over a week.  These letters have been in circulation now (as of March the 1st 1980) for over forty-one going on forty-two years and 268 letters.  These letters only got lost or misplaced once during their circulation.  I was always number letters and the last written was letter number 268-volume 41-5.


Now Bill Turney died December 20, 1937.  He was buried in Greenleaf Cemetery at Brownwood on December 22.  (I went to his funeral and got back home early Christmas morning.)  Papa lived on the Ward place through 1938 and moved to what was called the Steele Place for the years 1939 and 1940.  He was gradually going down as a farmer and becoming less desirable as a renter.  So in the summer of 1940, at sometime during the period of our summer reunion we children got together and decided to build a little house for Papa and Mother on Delbert’s place near his house.  Those who live away putting up the money to buy the material and those who live close doing the work.  The house was built when the crop was gathered in 1940 and Papa and Mother moved into their little three-room house we had built for them.  Papa had officially retired from farming.  I bought his farming equipment and turned them over to Delbert.  Also a team of horses which Delbert kept for a while and later sold for me.  Now whether this arrangement was the best thing to do, I do not know.  It was the best we knew to do and I guess worked out satisfactory for all concerned.

