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Story of Augustus Hilton (1834-1915, buried in the Beulah cemetery beside his wife Olive Butler Hilton) 

and the moose as told to Earl Hilton by David Butler Hilton(2) who was told it by David Butler Hilton 

(1), father of Earl and DBH 2 and son of Augustus, Recorded by Robert Hilton, son of Earl. 

 

Augustus (grandpa) awoke one morning in his. logging camp in Maine to find that a moose had gone by 

in deep snow. Realizing that he had snowshoes and the moose didn‟t, which gave him an advantage, he 

took rifle, snowshoes and a blanket and tracked the moose. At the end of the day he dug a hole in the 

snow and wrapped himself in his blanket and slept. In the morning he continued following the tracks and 

came upon the moose in front of the first building he had seen since leaving his camp. He shot the moose, 

skinned it and dressed it, cut off one quarter, told the people in the cabin they could have the rest of the 

moose, and started back toward his logging camp with a supply of fresh meat for his crew. 

 

 

 

 

Earl (grandson) subsisted on moose for a short period in a tent under Ramshorn Mountain in Wyoming 

(1934). Deep snow prevented a truck from getting into the camp but the camp cook, using a sharp knife, 

turned part of a moose into mooseburger and fed the crew. This was a CCC spike camp (little camp away 

from the main camp is a spike camp). 

 

Project was building a rail fence. Some people in the forest service said it was to guide new rangers so 

they could find their way home. Others said it was something you could climb over if a moose came after 

you. 

 

Years later in Wyoming, a salesman came to Augustus‟ ranch (outside of Beulah). He turned out to be the 

son of the people who had been in that cabin in Maine. Augustus bought from him a fine set of the works 
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of Robert Louis Stevenson, who was a real hot property at that time, a Tom Clancy of the era. 

 

Augustus went to the Black Hills, South Dakota, in 1876 during the Gold Rush. He had a ranch, a 

homestead, near Spearfish but for some reason he sold that and bought a ranch just across the border in 

Wyoming, about 13 miles west. David Butler Hilton (1) was born in Spearfish in 1881. The ranch in 

Wyoming is where David Butler Hilton (2) (1910), Ernest Hilton~(1912) and Earl Hilton (1914) were 

born. Correction: David Butler was born in Spearfish. 

 

Concerning Augustus, there are facts and stories. His father was William Hilton, farmer, of Paris, Maine; 

possibly a descendant of William Hilton, who came to Plymouth, Mass on the Fortune in 1621, or his 

brother Edward, who arrived a year or so later.  

 

During the Civil War Augustus served as deputy US Marshall in New England, trying to enforce the draft 

in Vermont and New Hampshire, and was once scalded by a wife who met him at the door with a pan of 

boiling water. Presumably she did not want her husband drafted.  

 

He operated a timber camp; he was a land-looker in the upper Midwest, looking for good timber for 

investors. Why he moved to SD is unclear. One story, written up by my mother and sold to a newspaper, 

has it that the depression of 73 left him with unsold logs. My brother Butler, saying he had his story from 

my father, had it that he was fairly prosperous, but was looking for something new. 

 

He came west from Fort Abraham Lincoln (now Bismark, ND) with a wagon train. He told my father that 

an early blizzard struck on the journey. Those in wagons came through all right, but two men who had 

ridden ahead were found frozen, holding knives with broken blades. They had been trying to dig into a 

sidehill for shelter. 

 

On Spearfish Creek they built a stockade, present location of Spearfish, but Augustus moved out to a 
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ranch nearby before moving to Wyoming, to a ranch whose eastern border was the SD-WY line Brother 

Butler told me, in one of our last conversations ., that the land, sold by a man named Brown, did not 

belong to Brown. However, it was public land, available for homesteading, so Augustus claimed it under 

that law, and had his son Will claim an adjacent 360 acres. In my father
‟
s :time we also leased 320 more 

acres. 

The house was in Shepherd Canyon, with Shepherd Creek flowing through. Augustus planted an orchard. 

He built a smokehouse; he tried to grow other fruit trees but failed. He also built a rather large sawmill up 

the canyon. He obviously had money, or a strong line of credit. He tried to make maple syrup from box 

elder trees (western maples), but it didn‟t work. 

 

He married Olive Waugh Butler in Maine. Their first children, Margaret and Emma, were born in Maine, 

and probably stayed there. I never knew them. Ernest has tried to look them up while in Maine, but both 

times found them out, at bean suppers at the Congregational Church. His next son, William, was born in 

Maine but came to S,D., and then Wyo. The same with Augustus Lindley (Uncle Gus). Maybelle, David 

Butler (Dad), Edith, and Olive Elsie (Aunt Elsie) were born in Spearfish, S.D. Or were the youngest born 

in Wyo? 

 

Correction: Augustus was married twice. I don‟t have the name of the first wife. I believe the first two 

children were hers. 

 

Agnes, Butler‟s widow, has a letter from a friend of Augustus, Jr., giving a charming picture of life at the 

ranch on Shepherd Creek in 1896. 

 

To tell the stories of all these offspring would be too much, so I will limit myself to Edith, and Joe 

Alread, her husband. Joe was an Ohio boy who, at age twelve, decided he couldn‟t stand his new 

stepmother any longer, so he began walking west. Freezing weather had struck when he was at the 
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Dakota-Wyo border, where a cowboy from one of the big ranches then dominating the area picked him up 

and brought him back to the bunkhouse, and made a cowboy of him. 

 

Obviously, he had little education, but he was a handsome man, a kindly and likeable one, with a great 

singing voice, constantly being drafted into barbershop quartets and the like. He and Edith and children 

lived for a time a half mile down the canyon. Brother Ernest has told me that when I was being born he 

and Butler were sent to stay with the Alreads. 

 

In his last years, Augustus I lived with us. Mother tells of him, while forbidden to be outside on account 

of his eyes, going into the orchard, looking about, and declaring that he had the prettiest little farm on the 

coast. He called Ernest and his cousin Faith Alread “Devils on wheels.” 

 

Another story passed from my grandfather to my father, and from him to me: while cutting tall pines in 

Maine, Grandfather often came across ones marked with the King‟s Broad Arrow--intended to become 

masts for the Royal Navy. 

 

There are stories about earlier Hiltons in New England. My father had it that one held high rank during 

the war of 1812. Also that some in the family were eligible for membership in the Order of the Cincinnati, 

made up of oldest sons in each generation descended from officers in the Revolutionary army. Dad was a 

third son, and probably would not have been interested anyway.  

 

Faith, June, and Forest Alread are worth mentioning. Faith stayed an extra year in high school and came 

out with a temporary elementary teaching certificate. She found a job in the rather barren, rattlesnake-

infested country between Caspar and Gillette. There she married Lester Wright, a $60 a month 

sheepherder. She used to tell great stories of their early years, living in a hut, digging a well that often ran 

dry, requiring them to drive to Gillette, sixty miles away, to bring home a tank of water. 
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However, Lester herded for a family corporation (his family) and he came out owning a ranch large 

enough that his son used to patrol it in a light plane, checking to see that none of the pumping wells had 

overflowed its tank and created a bog that cattle got stuck in. The four older children may recall our visit 

with Faith and Lester in, I believe, 59. Lester gave John a rattlesnake rattle. Faith went down cellar (in a 

much upgraded house) to bring up a jar of canned beef. She kept a sharpened hoe on the steps to kill 

rattlesnakes who came there to escape summer heat. 

 

Later, she and Lester sold 300 acres at $1000 an acre to Arco Energy, which built the town of Wright on 

it, for its workers in open-strip coal mines. She and Lester invested carefully and became millionaires. 

She used to be grand marshall when the town of Wright put on a parade. Miriam and I stayed with Faith 

there one night on our way back from Pinedale. She and Lester bought a home in Arizona and stayed 

there in the winter. Butler and Agnes bought one nearby, Ernest and Helen often spent a month there in 

the winters, and several times Miriam and I visited them for a few days. 

 

Lester Wright died several years ago. Faith died while M and I were in Pinedale for Butler‟s memorial 

service in 93. 

 

From some now unknown source I have the story of Faith, while in high school, reminding high school 

boys that her name was Faith, not Charity. 

 

June, now June Jennerjohn, is still alive as of now (July 97). Like Faith, she is an intelligent, independent- 

minded woman, a pleasure to know. Her husband, Louis, is also still with us, retired from being an under 

 

ground surveyor in the Homestake mines. He has blacklung from the mines, but only in the last couple of 

years has it slowed him down. (Died 1998) 
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Rob, you‟re going to be sorry you asked for this, it goes on so. You aren‟t required to read it all.  

 

Since I‟m including so much, I may as well go back a bit to take up the Butlers. Olive, Augustus I‟s wife, 

died when my father was a child. She had three brothers, Jim, David, and one I don‟t recall. David (if I 

have it straight, and I believe I do) served in the Minnesota Mounted Infantry during the Civil war, not 

fighting the Confederacy, but pursuing the Sioux after the New Ulm massacre. He visited Augustus I in 

Wyoming. Augustus became very fond of him, and named his youngest son after him. Another Butler 

brother was a sailor, and left $100 (real money in those days) to each of his nephews and nieces. Signing 

off, July 14, 97.  

 

An added note: it is suspected that Confederate agents encouraged the Sioux to attack. 

 

One brother, Jim, was in the California gold rush. 

 

When his tent-mate persisted in reading when Jim wanted to sleep, Jim pulled out his revolver and shot 

out the candle. Another story has it that on the way back east, overland, he stopped in Chicago for a meal, 

and left his small bag of gold. When he remembered it and turned back, it was still there. 

 

Agnes has speculated on the relation of General Benjamin Butler, commander of Union forces in New 

Orleans, to the family. I don‟t know. He was a colorful character. When New Orleans women spit on 

Union troops, he ruled that anyone doing so must be a prostitute, and all prostitutes must be imprisoned. 

Natives of New Orleans also accused him of stealing silverware. It was a standard charge against Union 

troops. All too often it was true. I have read enough on the Civil War to know that Northern soldiers were 

tremendous thieves. So if the general didn‟t steal the silver, his soldiers did.  
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Since writing the above I have found a note from Helen saying Benjamin F. was, indeed a relative. 

 

Another note on the Sioux: Grandfather was once called out, with other men from Spearfish, to save Sand 

Creek (later named Beulah, after Miss Beulah, first teacher in its school) from an attack. When his group 

reached the edge of the valley the Indians saw them and rode away, but Grandfather was much impressed 

by one handsome Indian on a fine horse. For the rest of his life he was sure he had had a glimpse of Rain-

in-the-Face, or Red Cloud, or Crazy Horse, or some other great chief of the Sioux. 

 

A few more short stories about my grandfather, told to my father and passed on by him. My father 

recalled a time a rider came by the ranch and stopped to say hello. When he had ridden away, Grandfather 

told Father that that was a bad man, to be avoided. Presumably carried two guns. 

 

He also told of a student from Harvard who came west, for health, or adventure, or some such reason (like 

Teddy Roosevelt), and was accused of stealing either horses or cattle, and hanged by a mob. Grandfather 

believed the actual thief was the banker who led the posse. 

 

My father was always contemptuous of Days of 76, in Deadwood, and the Belle Fourche Rodeo. He once 

remarked that the only authentic bit in the Days of 76 was the prostitutes, there in 76 and still practicing. I 

suppose he inherited that attitude from his father.  

 

 

My mother‟s mother, Ane Marie Sveigaard, left Denmark to join relatives who had gone to Nebraska. It 

must have been in the seventies. 

 

Through Ane‟s relatives we have a lot of Danish relatives in Nebraska, but I‟m completely out of touch 

with them. Again, Helen may know. I have early childhood memories of Dodge touring cars from NE 
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parked under our apple trees in the summer, at the ranch. During my high school years a number of them 

came to Sundance, and we, and the Thompsons, went with them for a picnic at the Devil‟s Tower. Most 

of the males in the group were much taken with a beautiful, tall girl, who turned out to be twelve. 

 

Grandfather Nels Peterson left Denmark and sailed to New York, where he pretended to be a carpenter 

until he had money enough to go to Nebraska. Nebraska was where Danes went. He met and married my 

grandmother there. They moved north into the Wyo-Dakota border country, where Nels took out a Tree 

Claim. (The theory Congress was working on in passing that act seems to have been that since trees grow 

where rain falls, if trees are planted rain will fall.) 

 

He seems to have sold that claim. At any rate, he appears next on a bit or irrigated land near Spearfish. 

There he grew vegetables which he peddled from a wagon in the mining towns of the Black Hills. He and 

Ane had three children: Elsie, Mabel (my mother), and Ray. They sent them to school, and every day 

learned the new English words the children had picked up. They were relatively prosperous,, able to send 

and Elsie and Mabel through Spearfish Normal. When Butler was born, and did not thrive, they gave us a 

Jersey cow, so that Butler could have rich cream and milk. Apparently it worked. 

 

The Petersons sold out during WWI, at a good price, and homesteaded again in Arizona. They later sold 

that land at a better price (I believe some AZ city was growing around it), and retired to Turlock, CA. In 

1934 my mother borrowed money from Fred Schloredt to go visit her mother, by train, of course. In 1943 

I stayed overnight with Grandmother, and attended the Methodist Church with her. Grandfather had died 

earlier.  

 

Daughters Elsie and Mabel graduated from Spearfish Normal. I believe Mother‟s graduation date was 

1903. It must have been in the nineties that a fire on Spearfish Mountain had part of the town convinced 

that the Sioux were coming back to retake the Hills. Elsie married my father‟s football teammate and 
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close friend Frank Thompson. Frank is worth a story or two of his own. Ann and Bill met him and were 

impressed. He and Elsei  had epic quarrels. She referred to him as “that Scotch-Irish son-of-a-bitch.” 

Butler worked on the Thompson ranch one summer, and came out with a curse on both their houses. They 

finally had sense enough to separate.  

 

Frank spent a fair part of his later years following up a piece of local history, and writing a book about it--

The Thoen Stone, concerning early gold discoveries in the Black Hills. In his lest years, when he was in a 

retirement home, Frank took copies of the book and his wheel chair and sat beside the highway, selling 

copies to tourists. 

 

My father had doubts about the historical accuracy of the book. I share them, but in any case Frank had a 

good time writing it and researching if. 

 

Grandmother Peterson, Ane Marie Sveigaard before her marriage, came to Nebraska after some of her 

relatives were already established there. She was born in 1855, and came from the Danish town of 

Thisted. 

 

This is quite out of place, hut Frank and Elsie‟s quarrels remind me of the last time Miriam and I and four 

children visited Aunt Edith and Uncle Joe, after walking past a cage full of baby wildcats someone had 

left beside the sidewalk. Joe and Edith served us a good meal-- ranch-type food--and then Joe sang 

“When Your hair Has Turned to Silver” to Edith. 

 

July 20, continuing. Time to move to the next generation. 

 

My father, David Butler H., was born near Spearfish, SD, but he was still young when his father moved to 

the ranch in WY, on Shepherd Creek. i-he has to~1 of going with a brother--either Augustus (Gus) or 

Will--up the canyon, in the winter, into the national forest, and spending the night in an abandoned cabin, 
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feeding the fireplace with pitch pine. I believe he went to school at the Beaver Creek school, in SD. I 

remember him telling Ernest and me, who rode the two miles to that school on a mare named Molly, that 

he had had to walk. 

 

He told of Uncle Will shooting a grizzly bear so big he hung out both ends of a wagon. Will shipped it to 

a restaurant in Chicago. 

 

I know little else of his childhood or early years, apart from his owning a Columbia bicycle, which he 

rode to Sundance. 

 

He attended Spearfish Normal, enjoying it greatly and becoming fascinated by history, archeology, 

geology. He did not stay to graduate, but the principal gave him a diploma. 

 

He worked for a time in a gold mine at Tintin, about ten miles south of his father s ranch. He became an 

officer in the union there, IWW, or Wobblies. It left him with some distrust of unions and a tendency to 

vote Republican. Both of my grandfathers, by the way, were Populists while that party was alive.  

 

In 1904-5 he attended the University of Wyoming, then only around seventeen years old. Those two 

quarters must have been one of the happiest periods in his life. He played guard on the football team. His 

friend Hill was in the backfield. He remembered particularly a game against Utah. He was again 

fascinated by geology; his interest lasted a lifetime. He shone in ROTC, and missed a competitive exam 

for appointment to West Point by a fraction of a point. He brought home a program for Shaw‟s “Arms and 

the Man.” He remembered a playful girl putting quicksilver down the back of his neck in chemistry lab. 

ROTC was open to women at the U then; the University had to have federal money for ROTC to survive, 

but it didn‟t have enough men to make up a company, so women students were drafted. 

 

Another memory of his stories of that year: he belonged to a dining club--it would later become a 
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fraternity. Someone in the club stole and butchered a prize calf from the University‟s farm. 

 

In the spring of 05 his father, Augustus, lost most of his sight when a strand of barbed wife he was 

stringing snapped, and David had to return to the ranch. He was offered a job in the University‟s 

greenhouse that would have met all his expenses, and promised he would be sergeant in the ROTC for the 

next year, but he never went back. My mother incorporated both SNS and W letter sweaters in a 

patchwork quilt.  

 

He had met mother at the Normal. I now have a leather-bound volume of Longfellow inscribed “Merry 

Christmas to Mabel from David, 07.” By that time he must have been in the Forest Service, the ranger 

stationed at Cement Ridge, the highest point in SD, at 7000 plus. And it must have been about 07 that he 

and my mother married. Again, Helen would know. (New information from sheet supplied by Helen: 

marriage was 1908.)  

 

He passed on to us a number of stories about the Forest Service. One was of a forest fire that ran out of 

control, off to the north of his station, in the northern Black Hills. He watched the smoke, and called his 

supervisor  to ask if he could come and help. The supervisor told him to take care of his own area. The 

next day the smoke was thicker, but he still was not given permission to come help. On the third day the 

fire still grew, but when he called again his supervisor suggested he might pray for rain. He mounted 

Brownie and rode to the nearest church, Methodist, where service was going on. He asked the pastor and 

congregation to join him in prayer, and they did. When he left, rain was beginning. By the time he got 

back to his station, it had become a downpour, and his supervisor was calling, suggesting he ask God to 

call it off before all the bridges went.  

 

On another occasion he rode Brownie from Cement Ridge to Sundance. When he stopped (I have pictured 

him in front of the Zane Hotel, but I don‟t know where I got that picture), he looked around and saw 

smoke pouring from the area of Cement Ridge, so he turned about and went back. 
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Butler was born in 1910. By this time Taft was in office. David was a staunch supporter of Teddy 

Roosevelt. He did not trust Taft to support Roosevelt‟s conservation programs, and in fact Taft apparently 

did cut appropriations for the Service. He quit when his supervisor warned him that out of his $50 a 

month he had to care for Brownie first, because Brownie was a government horse. 

 

It must be time now to return to Mabel, my mother. She graduated from the Normal and began a 

successful teaching career. She taught once at a place (must have been in Nebraska) where the day began 

with singing the Daneborg. Another school was at Thunder Buttes. Locals said the name came from the 

rattlesnakes rattling their rattles. At one school the neighborhood tradition held that when a man went 

calling he hung his gun belt on the porch railing before entering the house. 

 

She loved teaching and was an outstanding elementary teacher. Her students in a half dozen or more 

schools admired her and loved her. They especially admired the way she never let them get past her with 

a fast one. At the Sundance Centennial, in 1987, one of the bad boys of the Sundance Junior High in the 

twenties told Ernest and me of how neatly she had put him in his place.  

 

I still have the trunk she took with her to her teaching positions. It went with me to the Universities of 

Wyoming and Wisconsin. 

 

After David left the Forest Service, Mabel found herself in a rather small ranch house with David, David 

Butler Jr. (always called Butler), Augustus, and at least one unmarried daughter, Elsie. Elsie later married 

and moved out. Ernest was born in 1912. I have no idea where the name came from. I was born in 1914. I 

was named after Mabel‟s friend, Edith Earl, a nurse who came to stay with us as each child was born. 

Mabel promised Edith she would name her first girl after her. When I came, the third boy, she named me 

Earl. 
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Early years on the ranch, before I was aware of much, seem to have gone well. Dad had milk cows for a 

time, and took the cream to Spearfish, probably in the light wagon, and driving some combination of 

Tom, Sam, and Nig. We had a small stone building set into the hillside, with water seeping out of the 

hillside onto the concrete floor and cooling the cream. That operation was gone by the time I was able to 

remember things, and Dad grew Hereford beef cattle, with a little wheat, sometimes corn, hay, and of 

course a garden. We had a productive orchard. Dad had tried to volunteer for the Spanish American 

 

War, but had been rejected because of irregular heartbeat. By WWI he was married, with children, and 

valuable to the war effort through production of wheat and beef. The war brought up the price of beef, 

and there must have been some profitable years. There was an offer to buy the ranch, and sometimes Dad 

speculated later about what life would have been if he had sold, and invested the money in Homestake 

Mining Company stock. It split 3 for one in the twenties, and again in the thirties. 

 

One winter--18, 19, 2O?--Dad held back most of his cattle (not shipping them to Omaha or Chicago to 

sell). believing he had enough hay to feed them through the winter, and that the price of beef would 

continue to rise. It turned out to be a terrible winter, with cattle having to be fed far into spring. Dad had 

to mortgage, or re-mortgage, the ranch to buy cottonseed meal, brought up from the South, and haul it 

from Belle Fourche, a full day‟s trip with the wagon. 

 

In addition, the price of beef fell, contagious abortion got into the herd and took most of the calves and 

some of the cows. 

 

While this was going on, the influenza epidemic struck. Mother and Ernest and I caught it; Butler seems 

to have had sleeping sickness. My sister Ann was born dead. Dad had to nurse all of us, haul hay, and 

care for the cattle. He had magnificent strength in those days. We survived, but the ranch was on the skids 

from then on. The price of beef stayed low, and wheat too. 
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Butler and Ernest attended what was called the Hilton School, half a mile down the canyon. At least part 

of the time Mother taught it, which meant a small but steady income. I would guess $50-75 a month. It 

later closed, as smaller ranches sold out, and there were fewer school age children. 

 

I have only scattered memories of early years. I recall waking up on a winter night, hearing voices. I left 

the bedroom, walked across the cold dining room, and stepped down into the kitchen, where a fire was 

burning, a lamp was lit, and Mother and Dad were talking happily. I was happy to see them happy--they 

often weren‟t. Dad had walked to Beulah, two miles away, and bought a popgun for my birthday. It was 

the next day, but they let me have it then. I soon saw it had a limited repertoire, but I was happy to be in a 

warm, well-lighted room with happy parents. 

 

I am fairly sure Dad walked to town, because, first, catching a horse (unless we had one in the stable), and 

saddling it made walking about equal in energy and time consumed. Second, I remember Mother‟s story 

of seeing him barefoot and wade in the creek. I also dunked my head in it in hot weather, usually getting 

sand in my hair. 

 

Most of our toys we made. We made bows from ash, and used dry ragweeds as spears. Butler made a 

device that shot a propeller (cut from the top of a coffee can) in the air when you pulled a string wrapped 

around a spool. We made boats to sail on the creek. I remember commercial tops. 

 

We dug clay from the hillside and tried making marbles, dishes, and the like. 

 

We made stilts and walked on them. 

 

Another early memory is of being with Mother in the warm front room beside the stove when Dad came 
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in with icicles on his moustache. 

 

Still another is of lying behind the kitchen stove on cold days, with the cat. Once chickens hatched during 

a cold spell. They couldn‟t have survived in the coop, so for a day they were behind the stove with me 

and the cat. They snuggled against the cat, which didn‟t seem to mind. 

 

For Christmas one year Butler asked me to help him saw down, cut up and stack, a dead oak tree. He gave 

it to Mother. Oak burned more steadily than pine, and was good for baking. 

 

At some point while Mother was teaching, she paid Butler a little to open the school house, sweep it, and 

start the fire before school opened. He saved the money and bought her a copper-bottomed boiler, for 

doing laundry. She must have mentioned wanting one. 

 

I remember walking up the canyon, beyond our boundary, and into the school section (which we leased), 

with Butler and Ernest. We were going past the cave we called the skunk den, but Dad called the fox den, 

because there had been foxes in it when he was young. I realized that it was spring, and that in the fall I 

would be going to school. 

 

By this time the local school was closed, but Mother found another teaching job at the Red Canyon 

School, in-- obviously--Red Canyon, narrow, filled with pines, and with red sandstone cliffs. Mother 

found a cabin to rent about a mile from the school. Not much of a place. Butler, Ernest, and I climbed a 

ladder to get to the attic, where we slept. 

 

The school house down Red Canyon still stood, unoccupied. Butler, Ernest, and I went into it--whether 

we had a key or somehow slipped in I don‟t recall. Butler had somehow learned to read notes, so he 

played the piano. There were books, and I started Ruskin, “The King of the Golden River,” but didn‟t get 
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to finish it. I have from time to time thought of looking it up and finishing it, but never have, even though 

I once taught Ruskin in a grad class in Victorian lit. In those days middle school kids were expected to 

plunge into Ruskin, Carlyle, and so on. 

 

Later the school burned down, probably arson. Such things happened from time to time in rural school 

districts. Dad must have taken the team and wagon to move furniture to the cabin. For our transportation 

he bought a buggy (used). When Mother and the three boys set out for the cabin and school, Ernest drove. 

He must have been about fourth grade, and nine or ten years old. (He was always precocious. He skipped 

at least two years of grade school. By age seventeen he had finished high school and two quarters at the 

university, and was teaching a rural school in the Medicine Bow range. At nineteen he was principal of 

the elementary school at Powell.) 

 

When we started away in the buggy, Dad patted old Nig on the face and told him to take good care of us. 

I can remember patting the hood of a Hudson and telling it to take good care of Miriam and the children. 

 

The school house was like others in which a large part of Americans got their elementary education up 

into the 1920‟s: an oblong box, usually painted white, with a desk and chair for the teacher, and rows of 

seats and desks, fastened to the floor, for the students. One teacher taught all subjects, and grades one 

through eight. Not that all grades would be represented. The Red Canyon School that year didn‟t have 

eight students. I should add that those schools would also have a stove and a wood box. And a supply of 

textbooks, and perhaps a few spare books for leisure reading. 

 

The year must have been 1920-21. I don‟t remember much of that year, but a few things stand out, such 

as the day I found I could read “The Three Little Pigs” by myself, without help. I took the book back to 

the cabin to re-read the story, I can also recall the sight and smell of a warm February day, with sun on 

deep snow, while Butler and Ernest cleaned Nig‟s stable. I remember the comment a seventh or eighth 
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grade boy wrote on the board fence about a girl of the same general age who had rejected his request. He 

put it more directly. 

 

The eighth grade was as far as a large percent of children went in those days. I recall Mother being proud 

that she had got some kids through grade school, for the first time in their families. 

 

When the snow became too deep for Nig and the buggy, a rancher came by with a bobsled and took us to 

school. 

 

The owner of the cabin sold it, and evicted us, a month before the end of the term. Mother found another 

place to stay, but the boys went back to the ranch, arriving in the dusk and startling Dad. 

 

One other note, suggesting how different those days were: all three boys had something wrong, and 

Mother walked to some neighbor and phoned the doctor in Sundance. Dr. Clarenbach rented a team and 

sled and drove out to the cabin. He did something for us, apparently successfully, and charged, probably, 

ten dollars. He often took his pay, especially during the Depression, in eggs or firewood. The next two 

years Mother taught the Beulah school. 

 

Beulah existed because of Sand Creek and Sand Creek Valley, and a flour mill powered by a vertical 

waterwheel. The waterwheel also powered a generator, giving lights for the mill and a few other houses. 

The rest of us used kerosene for light. There were forty or so people in the town, and fourteen in the 

school. I can‟t remember if the school building was still standing when I went through in 1996. 

 

In those years Mother subscribed to The Youth‟s Companion, and I became absorbed in adventure stories. 

She also had a two volume collection of Poems Teachers Ask For, some of the standard canon of that day, 

but with a leaning toward the sentimental. I later came across one volume of it, bought it, and gave it to 
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Ernest for his 50th wedding anniversary. He claimed he could remember the names of every cow in the 

poem, “The Cows Are Coming Home.” I didn‟t test him. 

 

I saw my first motion picture, a Chaplin film, in Spearfish. The owner of the hotel took me. I had become 

a friend of his son Howard. I composed a poem on falling out of a cottonwood tree when a limb broke. 

 

We lived in one of the better houses in town, formerly the home of the town‟s grocer. It came to us after 

he shot his wife, her lover, and himself. It had a rosewood player piano, and hop vines growing on the 

porch. No flush toilet, but the usual outhouse. Water came from Sandcreek. We had a little pier jutting out 

into the creek, and dipped the bucket from there. We fished from the pier too, and up and down the creek. 

From the opening of the trout season till the end of school, and from beginning of school to end of trout 

season, Mother bought no meat. We substituted trout, caught with worms and cane poles. Sand Creek 

remains what is called a blue ribbon trout stream, and land along it now must be highly expensive. 

 

Dad came down from the ranch from time to time. I could tell he was there before I saw him, from the 

smell of his cigar. When the school needed a Christmas tree he cut one at the ranch, brought it to school 

and set it up in the yard. 

 

It was in Beulah that I heard a newer generation of songs; I remember “Yes, We Have no Bananas Today, 

and “It Ain‟t Going to Rain no More.” 

 

In Beulah, Butler organized the students in an engineering project: digging caves in the clay creek bank, 

and paths connecting them. Resembled the Indian ruins in Colorado, small scale. At the ranch, when snow 

piled up against the rimrock, we dug tunnels in it. 

 

In the summers we returned to the ranch. It was a lonely place, about a mile by road to the nearest home 
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in two directions, and to the south nothing but national forest for ten miles or more. Nobody drove or rode 

or walked up the canyon oftener than once in two weeks, or so. My Mother felt the isolation. 

 

I remember Ed Matthews, a prosperous rancher by standards of the day, and his chief worker, a black 

cowboy named Ted Officer, riding up the canyon and stopping to talk under the apple trees. Ted said that 

one advantage of being on a horse was that you could reach better apples. 

 

Ed and Ted were important parts of local history, so I will add more about them. Ed had a daughter by a 

Miss Stuart. He was married to a woman named Mabel, but I don‟t believe they had children. Ed bought 

his daughter a new Buick convertible in 1928. I remember her parking by the high school, and climbing 

out with a flash of silk stockings. A bit of the gaudy side of the twenties which reached Crook County.  

 

Ed later divorced Mabel (or she divorced him) and remarried, and moved to another ranch. He left Ted to 

run the original ranch for Mabel. Everyone in the county assumed that Mabel and Ted consoled each 

other for the hardships they had endured. Apparently everyone also approved, since Mabel was easily 

elected to the state senate. I recall seeing her drive by in a new 1929 Hupmobile. 

 

Ed and Ted, and a lot of other Matthewses are buried in the family plot in Beulah. I suppose Mabel is 

there too, but I don‟t recall her grave. The generator at the flour mill also powered a radio, in the mill, 

probably the only one in the area. The news of President Harding‟s death came in by that radio, and 

someone rode up the canyon to tell us. 

 

Anyone who came up the road stopped to talk, and when we drove by the Giltner house on our way to 

Beulah or Spearfish we stopped to talk to either or both of the Giltner brothers. Mother sometimes 

complained that Dad stopped too long to talk when we passed neighbors. She also remarked that she 

never, in most of a lifetime, learned what tune he whistled. 
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We did get out, by wagon, occasionally, to town to shop, to programs at the school after we left Beulah. 

Sometimes Mother went off for a week to a teachers‟ institute. On some July 4ths there was a community 

picnic on Sandcreek. After our first year in Beulah, every summer my friend Howard would stay with us 

for a week, and I would stay with his family for a week. 

 

I should not give the impression that Mother was unhappy a large part of the time. She liked to sing. I 

recall “Meet me in Saint Louis, Louey,” and “Redwing.” Also “Home on the Range,” and “My Little Old 

Sod Shanty on the Claim.” 

 

She told stories about her girlhood and her early years of teaching. Once, at least, she arranged for the 

Methodist minister to come from Sundance for a service in Beulah. I recall once she called the three of us 

from the hillside where we were playing something or other, and gave us each a plate with a slice of 

homemade bread, with Jersey cream and brown sugar. Not much candy, but most people charged 

groceries, and when they paid up at the end of the month the grocer gave the children a bag of candy. 

 

There were other occasional visitors. Although it was Forest Service land, one man, known to us as Old 

Gabe, somehow lived there. He stopped to visit Mother when he walked to Beulah for supplies, had a 

snack and told her stories. He was an excellent berry-picker, and would help her pick berries. 

 

One chance visitor she never forgot. One night, among heavy snow, a man wearing nothing warmer than 

a suit coat against the weather knocked at the door. He said he had heard a cow lowing in the lot, and 

knew some home was near. That amused Mother, since Wyo had around 120,000 people, and about an 

equal number of cattle, scattered over 94 or 96 thousand square miles, and it was easy to hear a cow 

lowing where there wasn‟t a house for twenty or more miles. 
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However, he had had the luck or sense to come up the canyon, instead of on the divide, where he would 

surely have frozen before finding a house. There weren‟t any there. 

 

She took him in, fed him, and found him a bed. In the morning, he had pneumonia. She nursed him for 

two weeks. Then he gave me, as the smallest child, a pearl-handled penknife and a handful of pennies, 

and walked off toward Beulah and Hiway 14. 

 

Since I have strayed into food, and food is an important part of any culture, I should say more about what 

we ate. When Mother was away Ernest was usually the cook. His proudest achievement, in the summer 

before we left the ranch, was an apple pie, from Duchess apples from our tree. Dad‟s favorite recipes 

were potatoes fried with bacon and onions, and a kind of drop biscuit called doughgobs. He also made a 

lot of pancakes. Mother had Danish recipes for fruit pudding and omelettes. 

 

We had no refrigeration, so our meat in the summer was bacon, which kept fairly well. We almost always 

had chickens, so we had chicken, and lots of eggs. When the temperature fell enough in the fall Dad 

would butcher a cow. From age ten or perhaps earlier Butler had a 22 caliber, single shot rifle, from Sears 

Roebuck, for three dollars, I believe. He shot rabbits, grouse, squirrels, with it, and we ate them. He once 

tried raccoon, but it was greasy. 

 

We ate lots of garden stuff, salads, greens, peas, string beans, sometimes corn on the cob, melons, squash. 

One year Dad canned over fifty quarts of green beans. 

 

Besides apples, there was wild fruit: plums, a huge wild grape vine up the canyon, a high bush blueberry 

called the service berry. In other parts of the county buffalo berries grew. 

 

At least once, and probably several times, we three boys climbed out of the canyon, crossed the divide, 
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and climbed down into Slater Canyon. We had all the wild plums we could eat at home, but eating ones 

from another canyon was something of an adventure. Besides, water seeped from the cracked limestone at 

the box end of the canyon, and that water had a special flavor. 

 

Usually we had a milk cow, so we had plenty of milk. We churned our own butter. 

 

Across the line in SD most of our neighbors were Welsh, and probably from them we learned to make 

pasties. Pasties were especially convenient for lunches. They could be warmed on the school stove at 

noon. 

 

Butler, Ernest, and I sampled almost everything that might be edible. We dug some kind of root in the 

woods that had a licorice taste. We gathered roots of a flower we called snake root, and chewed them. I 

believe it was the echinacea, which the organic foods people make other claims for now. We sampled a 

flower which may be monardia. We chewed dried gum from pine trees. We gathered wild lambsquarter to 

supplement the chard we grew. After rain, we would gather mushrooms from places where stables had 

been. (agricus campestrus). We tried peeling and frying cactus, but it wasn‟t good. We had a pigeon loft, 

and we made squab pie. 

 

We all stayed at the ranch for the next two years, and Ernest and I went to the Beaver Creek School in 

SD, about two miles away. Dad bought a mare named Molly, a mix of Percheron, Morgan, and French 

Coach. Ernest would saddle her and ride up to the porch, where I would climb up behind him. Dad 

reminded us that when he went to that school he walked. 

 

We went up the canyon a bit, crossed the creek (Molly jumped it when she felt playful), and angled up the 

side of the canyon, and into a fenced lane. Norma and Walter Jr. Pascoe (Walter was called Budgie) 

would come into the lane riding on Brownie. Further on, Phoebe Sleep came out from her house on a 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 23 

single-pacer whose name I have forgotten. (No, it came to me: Trixie.) From time to time we raced, but it 

was never a contest; Molly always won. 

 

Once we had to stop on our way to school. A bobcat was caught in one of Butler‟s traps, and Ernest had 

to ride back to pick up the .22 and kill it. I presume he skinned it later, but not before school. 

 

I can‟t recall my fourth grade teacher, but for the fifth, it was a Miss Merango, fresh out of Black Hills 

State Teacher‟s College (formerly Spearfish Normal). A good teacher, but new to the job and area. At the 

first rain, she wondered if we shouldn‟t bring our horses into the classroom. 

 

In the winter riding to and from school was cold. There was one gully on the way. When we came down 

into it we were out of the wind, and it was warmer. I kept growing out of coats, but Mother knit wristlets 

to cover between sleeves and gloves. 

 

If we didn‟t feel too cold to talk, Ernest gave me all sorts of information and opinions on the way to and 

from school. Even then he was becoming a teacher. It‟s hard to estimate how much information, 

misinformation, and how many opinions I picked up, and how much I still retain. 

 

Speaking of cold, at one point we three boys slept in one bed, in an unheated upstairs room. There weren‟t 

enough blankets to keep really warm. Sometimes Mother gave us a brick, warmed in the oven and 

wrapped in newspaper, to put at the foot of the bed. At other times, we took a big cat to bed with us. 

 

In the spring a white flower we called star of Bethlehem, and violet colored one called shooting star were 

thick on the plains out of the canyon. Later there were Tiger lilies and white lilies. In the canyon we had 

wild roses, small delicate ferns, asters, brown eyed Susans. spiderwort, sunflowers, crocuses--officially 

pasque flower, state flower of SD. Prairie primroses too. 
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I remember my mother leading the three of us down the canyon on a flower picking expedition. At recess 

we played pum-pum pullaway, fox and geese, and other games I don‟t remember. Sometimes, the older 

children ran away, and Miss Merango worried about what they were doing out there in the hills. She once 

kept them all in for a lecture, excusing Ernest and me. Ernest was allowed to attend if he wanted, but I 

wasn‟t. 

 

I was not in on all the games. Once I lay on a log lying across Beaver Creek and watched a trout swim 

underneath. 

 

The state gave small, blue-bound books for every seven books the teacher would certify a student had 

read. I collected seven little books, and probably ran through the school library. I read about the 

Norsemen, and I read Ernest Thompson Seaton on the wild northwoods. At home, I read Stevenson. And 

then one summer the sawyer at Dad‟s mill dropped off a barrel of books. We all read Zane Grey. Dad 

read history or geology. I recall a number of novels that were popular in the nineteen-teens, such as A 

GIRL OF THE LIMBERLOST. (Machine can‟t handle italics, and it‟s untrustworthy on underlining as 

substitute.) At one point Mother sent to Sears Roebuck for several books at, I believe, fifty cents each. 

They included the Leatherstocking Tales. 

 

Butler had finished grade school, and there was no way for him to go to high school that first year. There 

were no school buses. If you didn‟t live in a town with a high school (there were three in the county), you 

found someone in town who would provide board and room. We didn‟t have money for that, so Butler ran 

a trap line, trapping coyotes, skunks, raccoons, and one bobcat, and selling the hides. I believe he made 21 

dollars that year. 

 

Next year Dad got two pigs, sow and boar, and built a pen for them. They were Butler‟s, though I usually 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 25 

fed then because Butler was helping on the ranch. They had a bunch of little pigs, and the total of them 

sold for enough to pay a family named Pearson to take Butler in for the year while he attended Spearfish 

High. 

 

One of the high points of my life to that time was the Friday that he walked home, full of excitement over 

all the things he was learning. We sat on the porch while he recited most of The Lady of the Lake to us. 

 

It was during those years that Dad got an old steam tractor and the rest of the equipment and set up a 

sawmill up the canyon. For a time, a father and son named Pew worked at the mill. Dad cut logs during 

the winter, and in the summer sawed them up. Trucks came past the house then, going to the mill. Usually 

sheepmen from SD, getting cull lumber to build sheepsheds4. 

 

We brothers worked a fair part of the time, but we had recreation as well. At one time we collected pretty 

stones-quartz or agate or flint--and hid them in cans put in secret places. We had read Treasure Island. At 

one point we built towns out of stones, with streets and squares and municipal buildings, with moss as 

lawns. We named them Athens, Troy, and the like. 

 

At one point where limestone cliffs topped the canyon wall, one large rock stood out apart from the wall. 

It stood on a thin neck, and for years every time we came by we would throw rocks at the neck, planning 

to eventually wear it away. Butler grew impatient, and rigged a sledge hammer on a chain, hung on a pole 

running from the cliff to the stone, When he swung the chain, the hammer swung and hit the supporting 

neck. When that didn‟t work very well, he stood beside the stone and beat the neck with the hammer until 

it broke and the neck and the stone, weighting around a ton, crashed down the sidehill. Mother was 

disturbed. 

 

In the winter sometimes I ran beside the frozen creek, then fell on my sled on the ice, and coasted a long 
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way down the creek. 

 

When the sled broke, the Helmer Brothers, blacksmiths, fixed it. When we first moved to Beulah, most of 

their shop was taken up by a huge Locomobile. It had died in Beulah, and Helmer Brothers had the 

nearest to a repair shop. 

 

I believe I mentioned toys before, mostly homemade. Since writing that I have remembered toys Mother 

bought for me. A pocket microscope for one, a box camera, a membership in the Liberty Bell Bird Club. 

 

Once the three of us took both saddle horses and rode out of the canyon onto the divide, then south to the 

edge of the national forest. The land rose to the south, and from there we looked down at a train coming 

into Belle Fourche, about twenty miles away. 

 

It was in our last summer at the ranch that Dad plowed and fenced an acre or more, and Butler took it 

over as a garden. We had had a dam on the creek earlier, made with horse-drawn scoops. I remember 

floating on it on a plank, with Dad beside me and Mother watching from the shore. I fell off, or, as I recall 

it, I fell off on purpose. Dad caught me. That dam washed out, but that summer (26?) Butler recruited 

Ernest and me and we built a smaller one. Butler then ran a ditch to the garden--without a level or transit. 

Where the bank was washed out, he made a flume to cross the area. He put up another to carry water from 

the ditch to the garden. It came out about ten feet above the garden level, so he built a waterwheel, from 

an old wagon wheel and tin cans, and mounted it under the fall. Since he had a waterwheel, he put it to 

work churning cream into butter. 

 

He put in all sorts of vegetables, but especially cabbage and strawberries. I led Jessie up the rows of 

strawberries while he handled the cultivator. Jessie had enormous feet, and it looked sometimes as if she 

purposely planted them on the plants. Every day Butler would pick the berries (probably I helped, but I 
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don‟t recall it. Instead I remember picking young potato beetles off of the potatoes and dropping them 

into a can of kerosene) and took them to a store in Beulah. A truck picked them up and brought them to a 

store in Sundance. At the end of the summer Butler had $200. Dad took him to Spearfish, where he spent 

it all on tools. 

 

The agriculture teacher from Sundance High came to look at it, and persuaded Butler to made a garden 

exhibit for the county fair. It won first prize there, and went on to win first prize at the state fair. 

 

Butler was by then hooked on gardening. All three of us were. When Butler was given his first stable 

assignment with the highway department, in Pinedale, he looked for the best land in the area, then bought 

four lots, built a house, and put in a big garden. He enjoyed it greatly. Once, as Miriam and I were leaving 

after a visit, he pulled up a five pound turnip and handed it to us. No place for it in our luggage, so we 

carried it home in the plane in our laps. 

 

The garden gave him some frustration too. He gave up trying to grow tomatoes because, at 7000 feet, they 

always froze. I was there one summer when his potatoes froze in July. In his later years he began giving 

more and more rows of his garden to neighbor children, to grow whatever they wanted. In those years too 

he picked up pieces of bicycles in the town dump and other spots, put them together and painted them, 

and gave them to Pinedale children. 

 

When Ernest was past seventy he sold his house in upstate New York and bought another, with twelve 

acres included, on Lake Canandagua, so he could have a better garden. Somehow he came out with 

Butler‟s old twenty-two, and he used it to shoot woodchucks who ate his vegetables. 

 

In one of those summers Dad put in a flower garden beside the house, facing south. With full sun and rich 

soil, flowering beans grew ten feet tall. 
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Butler also built a forge that summer (or summer before?), using birchbark to cover the blower, and with 

charcoal for fuel. He melted glass, and speculated on learning to blow glass, but didn‟t succeed. His idea 

of somehow getting a generator and generating electricity with the waterwheel was also impossible. 

 

I put in a smaller waterwheel nearer the house. The three boys also built another dam nearer the house. 

One afternoon Dad helped, and we made it deep enough to swim in, for about a yard. In another spot 

there was enough depth for me to launch an old washtub and sit in it. 

 

I sailed wooden boats with paper sails, often based on reading about the Norsemen, on the creek. On July 

4 I put firecrackers on them and watched them explode. 

 

George Pew took Butler and Ernest to the rodeo at Belle Fourche for the Fourth. I stayed home with 

firecrackers and the creek, but at noon I suggested we go on a picnic. Dad thought it was a good idea--it 

would give him a chance to look at the crops up on the divide. We admired the corn field, and ate 

sandwiches and drank lemonade in a small grove. 

 

My cousin Lennie made whiskey up Sandcreek Canyon and always took quart jars of it to sell at the 

rodeo. Once, many years later, Ernest applied for a job to a college dean or president who had been at the 

rodeo in those years. As soon as he learned Ernest‟s name, Ernest had no chance. The dean (or whatever) 

had bought a quart from cousin Lennie. 

 

Did I mention before, going once, in the dark, up Sandcreek Canyon, with Dad and one of the Giltner 

brothers, in the Giltner Overland? I concluded later they were going up to Lennie‟s still. A rare occasion. 

Dad and Giltner seemed to be enjoying the outing, and I‟m glad they did. Dad had so little time or money 

for recreation of any kind for himself. 
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Ernest finished the eighth grade that year. He won the spelling contest at the Beaver Creek School, and 

went on to win the Lawrence County contest. He milked a cow for a neighbor that summer and put his 

savings into a Stetson to wear to the state contest in Pierre. He didn‟t win there.  

 

I helped with haying that last summer. Dad sharpened the teeth on the sickle blade on the mowing 

machine and cut the hay. Butler then raked it into windrows. When it was dry, Dad dragged the stacker to 

the place chosen for the stack, and set it up. Dad stood where the stack was to be. Butler, with Sue and 

Jessie, used the sweep to pick up loads and bring them in and deposit them on the teeth of the stacker. 

Then I led Nig forward on the stacker rope till the load was in the right place. Dad pulled a rope and the 

load was dropped. He arranged each load as the stack went up. We took water to the field in a tin can. It 

grew warm, and inevitably chaff got in it, but we enjoyed it. 

 

I think it was in summer of 25 that I did get to Belle Fourche. Somehow we rounded up another team and 

wagon, and Dad and George Pew took two loads of lumber to the lumberyard. It was an all day trip. If we 

had had two Percherons we could have gone faster, but Jessie was a slow- moving and bad-tempered 

Shire. I remember Dad fixing a longer pole on the brake, so he had more leverage to keep the heavy load 

from running over the horses going downhill. We camped at the town camp ground, and in the morning 

delivered the lumber. Dad treated us to breakfast at the Gem Cafe, and we were another day getting home. 

 

It was probably in 26 that Dad told the three of us that he was going to Beulah, and would buy a ten cent 

present for each of Butler and me, for Ernest‟s birthday. requested a ten cent candy bar. You got a big one 

for that then. We broke the bar into three pieces. I asked Dad if he wanted a share, but he said he didn‟t. 

No memory of what Butler got. 

 

In those years on the ranch we were always watching for Indian artifacts. Dad had built up a good 
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collection; probably his father began it. Butler, Ernest, and I added to it. Indians must have camped for 

years in our canyon, beside the creek, and they must have worked on flint there. We found different kinds 

of arrowheads, lance or spear points, scrapers, skinning stones, and one stone hammer. Perhaps Sioux 

work, or someone the Sioux had driven out, Pawnee perhaps. 

 

One recreation we enjoyed was watching the quick, heavy rains of Wyoming. I remember Dad and the 

three boys all standing on the porch watching the rain and lightning and listening to the thunder, with 

water pouring over the cliffs and a frightened antelope leaping from the rimrock to the west and 

disappearing among the trees in the canyon. At the Sundance centennial in 1987 all three brothers and 

their wives were staying at the Bear Lodge Motel; all of us gathered on a balcony to watch a typical 

Crook County summer storm. 

 

During that last summer, Mother was away, teaching at a rural school west of Sundance. It must have 

been one that ran mostly during summer--fairly common then, to avoid winter storms. It was the Hewes 

School. Ann and Bill and family have been there. Adrian Hewes raised prize-winning Herefords. 

Agriculture classes from Sundance High used to go to the ranch to see the cattle. The bull, Beau 

Something or other--I‟ve forgotten--was amiable, and let stock judging students climb all over him. That 

bull and one belonging to B.F. Lincoln seemed to win first prizes on alternate years in Omaha. 

 

A more recent note. We visited with the younger generation of Heweses several times on trips west, and 

last fall (97) Miriam and I dropped in on Verda Hewes in the nursing home in Sundance. She pointed out 

that the summer before we had been through town and hadn‟t stopped to see her. In Sundance you can‟t 

get away with anything.  

 

Two more random notes from the ranch years: once Dad found a bee tree and got a tub of honey; another 

time he captured the bees and traded them for honey. 
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There was a big old lilac between the house and the orchard. In summer robins nested in it. Once a storm 

knocked down the nest. Mother rescued the young robins and put them in the top of an old straw hat, 

which she hung where the nest had been. The mother robin returned and raised her brood. 

 

Mother must have saved a bit for a down payment that year. At any rate, she bought a two-room plus two 

attached sheds house, one with a cellar under it. I believe the price was $700 or 750. She may have 

bought it from Fred Schloredt, on time, or she may have borrowed the money from Fred. Fred was our 

neighbor in Sundance. He kept a cow, and we bought a quart of milk from him each day, at ten cents. He 

went around the area with a scythe and wheelbarrow, cutting grass for the cow and wheeling it home. His 

son was Leroy, who became a pharmacist, and was a loyal SHS alumnus till he was killed by lightning in 

the early 90‟s. Fred had come from Germany and set up a shoe shop. He moved from making and 

repairing to selling a major brand, and invested his money in land, or lent it to farmers or ranchers. He 

ended up owning a number of farms and ranches, and each summer he would go work on them at harvest 

time, to save money for the farmer and increase his chance of collecting his rent or his interest. Everyone 

called him Uncle Fred. When we first knew him he owned a 1923 Willys Knight, with vases for flowers 

by the back seat. 

 

A barn, an outhouse, and four lots came with the house. The barn was useful when Dad came up with the 

team. We eventually turned the barn into a chicken house, put part of a lot into a garden, and two lots into 

alfalfa. The hens loved the alfalfa. The area around the house was fenced to keep chickens from Mother‟s 

flower gardens. 

 

We watered those flowers with rinse water from laundry. At the ranch water had to be pumped and 

carried in; in Sundance we had it in the house, but it still cost money. grew up with an inclination to 

always save water. I keep filling glasses half full, and emptying any not drunk into the humidifier. When I 
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do that when we have guests it annoys Miriam. 

 

Mother also got a job teaching the junior high room in Sundance. Now Ernest and Butler could both go to 

high school, and I could enter 6th grade. Dad moved us and furniture, but he stayed on the ranch. I‟m not 

sure when he sold it to the Giltner brothers. He wasn‟t there when Butler and I went back at Christmas 

vacation to take cabbage Butler had grown out of the cellar, peel off outer leaves, and take them to Beulah 

to sell. On the other hand, I recall going from Sundance to the ranch to spend a week with him one 

summer. He walked with me almost to Beulah when I left, and gave me a dollar. 

 

The dog, Mike, stayed with Dad until he missed the rest of us. Then he set off across country and was at 

our door in the morning. After a while he left us and returned to Dad. I can‟t recall how long this pattern 

went on. 

 

I believe Dad got $7000 for 640 acres. That paid off some of his debts, but left others. He sold Sue to 

Bennie Weaver for $10, noting that Bennie was always good to his horses. The other horses ran wild on 

government land till WWII, when they became meat for export. Dad went to the Homestake Mining 

Company‟s employment office in Lead, SD, and was given a job in the timber town of Moskee. At first 

he felled trees and cut them into logs at so much per square feet of lumber. Later he was put in charge of 

the light plant, with the title of night engineer. His pay was fairly good for that time: $125 a month plus a 

house, utilities (heat was scrap lumber from the mill) and medical care for the family. In return, he 

worked 12 hours per night, 365 nights a year, with nights off only when he could persuade someone to 

take his place. 

 

In Sundance, other neighbors were the Roberts family. Billy had been a cabinet maker, working on 

fittings for ships in Glasgow, until he saw most of the ships he worked on sunk during WWI. That 

discouraged him. He came to a ranch near Sundance, married a girl from the hills of Virginia he met 
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through the lonely hearts columns, and moved to Sundance to become a carpenter. They had five 

children, four of them around my age: Billy Jr., Mary, Mickey (Matthew), and Donald. Girls didn‟t play 

tackle football or baseball in those days, but the three boys and I played those games, and climbed 

Sundance Mountain, and once built a kind of teepee on it, under Billy Jr‟s direction. I also climbed the 

mountain and explored the area with Butler and Ernest. 

 

We, and others, also played baseball, though none of us had gloves. It was probably when I was in junior 

high that a group of us played kick the can on into almost total darkness. 

 

One major event each year during the Sundance years was the Crook County Fair. There were exhibits of 

all kinds of livestock, sewing, vegetables. Butler won the garden prize the year we moved to Sundance. 

There were no merry- go-rounds or Ferris Wheels, but there were races, officially for cow horses, but 

always some wealthy rancher would enter a Thoroughbred and win. Every year there were Scottish sword 

dancers, from Canada, brought in by Billy Roberts, Sr., who was on the fair board. Barnstorming pilots 

would land on the fair grounds in World War 1 training planes, called Jennys; they were biplanes, open 

cockpit, with room for one passenger. The pilots would take people up: three minutes for $5. We never 

dreamed of such luxuries. 

 

We were near the Methodist Church, and Mother joined it and sent us boys to Sunday school and church 

services. She contributed to the church, though in lean years her contribution was a dozen eggs a week to 

the minister. At one point in the thirties the church was out of fuel and had no money for more. However, 

a man hired to deliver a load of coal to the Episcopal Church took it to the Methodist instead. The 

Episcopalian who was donating a load of coal to his church paid for the load, and then bought a second 

for his own church. 

 

Over the years a succession of ministers were at the church. The first was named, ironically, John Calvin. 
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One taught me how to make Hungarian goulash at a time when Mother was away. One was Luther 

Bostrom, who married Miriam and me in 47, and came to our fiftieth in 97. A new building for the church 

was going up when Miriam and I were in Sundance in the summer of 50. There is something--maybe a 

vase with her name on it--as a memorial to Mother in the new church. 

 

I remember one occasion--must have been when Dad was still on the ranch--when he came to Sundance. 

It was a fall day, a fine Saturday. Both Dad and Mother thought it would be a fine idea if the three boys 

went to watch Sundance High play some neighboring team. We didn‟t have quarters to pay to get in, but 

we watched from the side hill. Our cousin Forest Alread was on the team, but we couldn‟t identify him. 

Mostly Butler and Ernest were hoping our parents were having a good time in our absence. 

I have little memory of sixth grade. In seventh and eighth, Mother was my teacher. She could almost 

make me understand math. I recall the literary society, and many friends. I learned to play marbles, but 

not well enough to keep from losing when we played for keeps. I learned to play mumblepeg. Both games 

had complex rules, and folklore surrounded them. I really didn‟t take my classes seriously in either junior 

high or high school. It must have been in junior high that the school put on a program of some kind, with 

Verda Smith and Julius Hewes singing “My Blue Heaven.” 

 

In high school, I was president of the freshman class, and caught the blame when many freshmen went 

out on Halloween and upset outhouses. At that point, Mother had moved to Moskee, where the company 

provided a house--three rooms and an outhouse. I stayed the first year with the Alreads (Dad‟s sister Edith 

and family). The next year I was with the Roberts family. The next, I batched, with two other boys from 

Moskee, in our house. My last year, Mother, Dad, and I were in our house in Sundance. Butler and Ernest 

were out in the wider world. 

 

I didn‟t take study seriously, but Ernest had left his American lit anthology at home, and I read in that, 

especially Whitman. Ernest said he thought he knew what Whitman was talking about. I wasn‟t so sure. I 
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read Reader‟s Digest, which printed more daring jokes at that time than other magazines did. I took two 

years of Agriculture, partly because there was little choice, and partly because I assumed my future lay 

there. We went on stock judging trips to ranches in the area. I didn‟t always rate the horses or cattle in 

right order, but was expert in giving reasons for my choices. One spring the Ag class picnicked at the 

Devil‟s Tower. The group I was with, in a Model A touring belonging to Macpherson, editor of the 

SUNDANCE TIMES, and driven by a younger Macpherson, camped on the Belle Fourche River and we 

tried to catch bullheads that night. 

 

Survey of English literature was required. The U of W required a year of science and two years of 

language for entrance; Sundance offered biology and Spanish. I also took a course called Farm Shop for 

two years. It was useful; our present house has quite a number of pieces of furniture I knocked together.  

 

I drew a D in my last six weeks of algebra. Sometimes I made the honor roll, but not often. At graduation, 

I wasn‟t close to winning a scholarship. The scholarships to the U went to Mickey Roberts and Verda 

Smith, who was later Verda Hewes. Jimmy Bush must have been next after Mickey. 

 

In social life, I recall helping Jimmy Bush roil his mother s new Chevy out of the garage and far enough 

away that his parents wouldn‟t hear it start, and then going for a ride with Jimmy, Mickey, and I can‟t 

recall who else-- possibly John Clauson. 

 

John‟s father was a farmer who had retired to town when he developed heart trouble. The family was 

Catholic, but they had a car, and not many did, so Clauson hauled Methodists to Sand Creek for picnics. 

 

Another  time, the son of a government trapper took me and someone else--I‟ve forgotten who--to a show 

in Spearfish in his father‟s new Dodge six coupe. We ran out of gas just short of Beulah, but coasted 

down to the pump in front of Guidinger „s store, and slept till Charlie opened the store. Between us we 
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had enough to get one or two gallons (at 21c each) to get us home. 

 

In my senior year, 3.2 beer was legalized. I still  have a picture of John, Mickey, and me holding one 

bottle of it and leaning together. The mountain is in the background.  

 

In high school, in addition to skiing, I rode on a toboggan which was evidently community property. It 

was homemade, probably by an earlier group in SHS. The handles we held onto were coffin handles 

donated by the son of the town undertaker. We would cut young pines (who owned that part of the 

mountain I don‟t know) and build huge bonfires in a kind of dip between the steeper part of the mountain 

and a knoll. Then we would take the toboggan up among the pines, pick up speed, and take off from the 

knoll. Half a dozen rode at one time. With enough speed built up, we could coast a quarter mile, stopping 

before we hit a wire fence. Participation was about equal between boys and girls. 

 

One long-established tradition was skip day, when seniors took off in the night, skipping school and 

going to such distant parts as Rapid City. The juniors followed them. In my junior year a group of seniors 

pretended to be running off, and a group of juniors followed them. But the seniors turned back, leaving 

the juniors in a delicate position. My main memory of it was holding Verda on my lap most of the way to 

Rapid City. Verda was and is a fine woman, but fairly heavy. 

 

It was in junior high, in 1928, that I developed interest in cars and girls. I was particularly taken by 

Laverne and the Stutz Blackhawk. Laverne later married a carpenter in SD, who worked largely on 

housing on the Sioux reservation. He was a likeable fellow (probably still is, 1997). The couple attended 

SHS reunions as long as those for class of 33 went on. In 87, Sundance Centennial, they had dinner at the 

Hewes Ranch, along with Miriam and I can‟t recall who else. By that time Julius was dead of skin cancer. 

While he was still alive the governor gave them a plaque or some such, in celebration of having a ranch in 

the same family for a hundred years. Julius‟s grandfather had started the ranch, building a house that 
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could be taken apart, moved, and reassembled. He used it to homestead 320 acres. He brought his mother 

with him from Iowa, and she settled another 320. Then he moved his house and homesteaded another half 

section. In 1987 the original, movable, house had become a guest house. The ranch was then 5000 acres, 

including land Julius had bought that year. He had married Verda Smith. 

 

Have I mentioned that our ranch house also became part of a guest house? The Giltner heirs, Paris and 

Enid‟s daughter and her husband, a M.S. in Agricultural Engineering she picked up at SD State, tore it 

down, along with another log home from another smaller ranch they had acquired, and combined the logs 

to make a guest house. 

 

The Giltner ranch is no longer the Giltner ranch; the Hewes ranch is no longer the Hewes ranch. Julius 

and Verda had a son, but all he ever cared about was horses. The year he graduated from SHS all the boys 

rode in on horses, and graduated on horseback. After that he went to live and work on a ranch 

concentrating on horses. The daughter took over the ranch, marrying a Miller boy from the next ranch 

over, probably a grandson of one of the Millers who had walked out of the hills to the Hewes School 

when my mother was teaching it. 

 

The Stutz people were using the multi-port bit (along with Duesenberg) in the twenties. Early in the 

twenties they guaranteed a roadster model called the Bearcat to do 100 mph. I liked the style of the 

Blackhawk. I read about it in the auto show edition of the Denver Post. 

 

In the summer and fall of 29 the Roberts children had a tent in their yard. They took a wind-up 

phonograph into it, and the Robertses and I listened for days to cowboy songs. The family had a larger, 

but still spring powered Victrola in their home, and Billy, Sr. played the songs of Sir Harry Lauder--

”Roamin in the Gloamin.” 
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It was also in junior high that I developed a strange kind of depression that lasted quite a while. I seem to 

have been especially depressed by the thought that nothing outside me explained why I felt the way I did. 

That appeared to mean that there was nothing I, or anyone else, could do about it--complete helplessness. 

I associated the feeling with an eroded spot on Sundance Mountain. The feeling gradually lifted. 

 

I don‟t believe I have mentioned that Butler put together a crystal set radio, powered by a car battery, and 

whittled a propeller, attached to a generator rescued from the town dump, to keep the battery charged. We 

used ear phones. WLS from Chicago and a Denver station came in well. However, it was from the 

Robertses that I first heard about the stock market crash of October 29. 

 

Sundance now has a hospital and a nursing home, but when I had an appendix removed in junior high 

years, Doctor Clarenbach took it out on the dining room table of Mrs. Reynolds, across the street from our 

house. Then I recovered in a Reynolds bedroom. My tonsils, which people worried about more in those 

days, came out with a local anesthetic, while I sat in a chair in our front room, and Butler held my head. 

 

I have probably mentioned that Doctor Clarenbach often took his pay in eggs, firewood, or the like during 

the depression. His back yard was filled with firewood. But he did collect money from some patients. 

When the government decided to sell the Lincoln Calvin Cooledge had used in his vacation in the Black 

Hills instead of shipping it back to Washington, Clarenbach bought it. His son Charlie used it to take 

Honey Macpherson to shows in Spearfish. Honey probably had another name, but everybody called her 

Honey. She married Tommy Hooper. I won‟t mention a nickname sometimes attached to him.  

 

It was about junior high years that I grew a foot, leading to the coach at SHS calling me Highpockets. 

 

I went out for track in my junior year--I think it was the first year the school offered it--running the half 

mile. In the summer I ran along the dirt roads around Moskee, where we were then living. In my senior 
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year I tried again. Like many American Indians, I came to feel a kind of spiritual experience in running. I 

can remember jogging from the school to the county fairgrounds, running around the horse race track 

there, walking it, and then running it again. Then I jogged to the school, showered, and went to John 

Clauson‟s place, where John and I practiced for the high jump. 

 

I enjoyed running, but was not competitive in it. The boys from Hulett won every time. Hulett was a town 

of 100=200 people off in the lonely west end of the county, on the Belle Fourche River. But now, when I 

visited Wyo in 97, I saw billboards advertising the Hulett golf course clear off at Cheyenne, and Mickey 

Roberts told me that the town now holds an annual motorcycle rally, with large attendance. 

 

In my senior year I tried football too. I got to play about five minutes, against Newcastle. I didn‟t play 

enough quarters in football, or score enough points in track to win a letter sweater, but Coach Noddings 

gave honorary letters to John Clauson and me. Just the letters, not the sweaters. There wasn‟t money in 

the school system for those. Our annual was a small paper-bound booklet. The University wasn‟t much 

better off. The track coach there saw me running in the required P. E. course and suggested I try for the 

varsity. He changed his mind when he learned that I was a senior, smoked a pipe, and wore a size of shoe 

his department didn‟t have on hand. 

 

Kendall Masste, son of a county official and a year before me in school, tried~ to broaden my views. He 

was enthusiastic about the University‟s basketball team, which would have won some championship if the 

tournament hadn‟t been held in Kansas City, where Wyoming‟s black player wasn„t allowed to play. We 

also told me how great that new young singer, Frank Sinatra, was. Or was it Crosby? 

 

After high school I Lost track of Kendall, but I ran into him again the day I graduated from OCS and 

received my commission. When I returned from the ceremony he was standing by my hut, waiting to 

salute me. The tradition was that a newly commissioned officer gives a dollar to the first enlisted soldier 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 40 

who salutes him. I paid him the dollar. He was in the class behind mine, and graduated the next week. He 

was assigned to the staff of a general stationed in France, presumably a safe place, but he was hit by a 

buzz bomb and never fully recovered. 

 

Once I begin thinking about it, more memories of grade and high school years return. One is of the three 

brothers going skiing on a little hill across the street, while Mother took a Sunday afternoon nap. When 

we came home, she was up, declaring herself rested, and made cookies for us. 

 

I remember playing poker for matches; we bought them from the bank at ten for a penny. A couple of 

times the young McLaughlans, from up the street, took me to dances on ranches. The owners would clear 

a couple of rooms, and one man played a fiddle. I recall also shows at the Commercial Theater, every 

Saturday, admission 25cents. “Lilac Time” is one I remember, with the sound of aircraft motors 

synchronized with the film. 

 

In the summers I was with Mother and Dad in Moskee. The town probably deserves some comment. It 

was a company town, specifically a timber company town, with a pretty big mill, powered by steam, with 

wood scraps for fuel, and a steam whistle that set the time for the town. The houses were company 

houses, with a larger one for the boss-a pleasant old man named Jeffson, who dropped by while I was 

splitting wood and gave me a lesson in doing it right. There were a bunk house and a boarding house for 

single workers. The only non-company enterprise in town was the Hearst store, which obviously had a 

monopoly. It was owned by Mrs. Hearst, mother of William Randolph H., and a major shareholder in 

Homestake. The senior Hearsts made more money in California and Dakota gold than W. R. made with 

his newspapers. The widow Hearst (was her name Fanny?) was credited with establishing the company 

hospital and pension plan, but she made a bit of extra money from her stores. 

 

There was a school. No church; no theater. For social life one went to boarding house for Sunday lunch 
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(lunch time, but it was called dinner, and was the main meal.) It was run by a couple on contract. It was 

amazing what meals they turned out, in quantity and in quality. 

 

The local social ladder was topped by the boss, the sawyer, the ratchet-setter, and the drivers of the 1918 

Mack trucks that hauled the lumber. My father was probably a bit below these, but ahead of log cutters 

and lumber pilers. 

 

I graduated from high school in 33, a hell of a time to go out into the wide world. Butler and Ernest 

graduated in 29, a more hopeful time. Ernest made it through in three years, hurrying to meet his future.  

Ernest had worked at a station that received cans of cream destined for the creamery in Spearfish, which 

was directed by his uncle, Frank Thompson, one summer. The next, he clerked at the Fox Brothers Drug 

Store. Sometimes I was rich enough to buy a soda from him. The summer after graduation he worked for 

a dairy farmer, at $45 a month. He had also won the scholarship at the University. It had been promised, 

by a group of enthusiastic supporters of the school‟s basketball team, to a young man who drifted into 

town claiming gifts as a player. The school superintendent was in on the deal. But when that boy (named 

Bing) was announced the winner, Mother raised so much hell that the superintendent was fired, and the 

University gave both boys scholarships. Mother was fired from the junior high too, but she moved to 

Moskee to join Dad. 

 

Mother gave Ernest a portable typewriter (one that I later used through three degrees), he had some 

savings, and at one point Dad found $25 for him. Otherwise, he was on his own, though Dad wrote to 

John Hill, Dean of Agriculture, who had played in the backfield in 04, when Dad played guard, asking 

him to look out for Ernest. 

 

He found a job working in the Commons, which paid for his food, and may have had some other jobs. He 

had wanted to become an M.D., but since that wasn‟t possible he went into elementary education. His 
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finances took him through two quarters. At that time, the School of Education granted him a temporary 

teaching license and a job teaching a rural elementary school in the Medicine Bow Mountains. 

 

He found he enjoyed teaching and was good at it. At one time someone in the district who was not 

pleased with the board burned the school building. Ernest and the rancher he lived with cleaned out a 

chicken house, and school went on. He made friends in the area, and one summer he and I visited one 

family there and fished the local trout streams, using grasshoppers as bait. It would cost a fortune to fish 

those streams now. 

 

The school ended in time for Ernest to go back for the fall term at Laramie. The scholarship just paid his 

fees (45 per quarter, no tuition). but he worked at the commons again, and had money saved to see him 

through two, or maybe three quarters. When he could afford it, he stayed through the summer term too. 

Somewhere along the line he became summer term editor of the school paper, The Branding Iron, which 

paid him something. 

 

When he ran low on funds, he went to teach in the town of Powell, and during the year became principal 

of the grade school. By that time the depression had struck, and he found himself feeding lunches to the 

children of Mexican farm workers, until the school district (or somebody) took the job over. I believe 

after his second return, he was able to stay at the U until he graduated, attending both summer and winter, 

and sometimes taking 22 credit hours at once. 

 

He was hired by the Cheyenne school system next. But I have left out an episode important to him and to 

the whole family. At Powell, he came down with an infection in his ear, was taken to the hospital in 

Billings, MT, and for a time seemed unlikely to survive. He had a mastoid operation, one he was still 

paying for, in installments, for several years. He got word to us that he wanted Dad with him, so Dad 

went, probably borrowing from Fred Schloredt. He stayed a night beside Ernest‟ s bed, holding his hand. 
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Ernst recovered, but that operation made the Navy decide not to give him a commission during WWII. 

 

From Cheyenne he was called back to the University as a graduate assistant and candidate for the 

master‟s. 

 

During those years of going to school and teaching he still managed to play tennis and to enjoy the 

company of quite a number of UW girls. He also bought a Model A coupe, which I sometimes borrowed. 

He sold it, though, when he returned to Laramie for graduate study. 

 

Butler worked for Frank Thompson, on his ranch, the summer after graduation. Early in the next summer 

he was off somewhere in the west end of the county when we heard, in Moskee, that a Land Office 

Surveyor was looking for a worker. Our mail from Moskee went out through Lead, SD, and we were 

afraid Butler wouldn‟t get the word in time that way, so I took Mother‟s letter and rode my bike to 

Sundance to post it. I stayed over night with the Roberts family, and rode back. 

 

Butler received the letter in time to apply and get the job. He started as brush cutter, at $60 a month and 

board and room (actually a tent, as the crew moved along the Montana-Wyoming line, re-surveying it). 

He moved up to First Assistant, reading the boss‟s books at night, and with the boss letting him practice 

surveying. He loved the outdoor life and the work. It was a good job for six months in the year. He went 

back to it summer after summer, till 1933. 

 

A digression: When he was away with the crew he left the 1926 Model T Ford roadster with us, in 

Moskee. I used it then, once driving to Sundance to take Mickey and Mary Roberts for a ride. I used it to 

take two friends fishing on Cold Springs Creek beaver dams. Once I took Mother to Newcastle to a 

teachers‟ convention. I made 44 miles, coming and going, in two hours, and Dad worried about the speed.  
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Once Ernest came home for Christmas, and talked Butler into going back to the University with him. We 

had deep snow and extreme cold; the road to Sundance was closed. Butler had bought eisenglass curtains 

for the Ford, and ran a pipe from the manifold through the passenger compartment so some heat came in. 

He drained the radiator and filled it with hot water, jacked up a rear wheel so that if the motor turned over 

the wheel‟s momentum would keep the motor running, and began cranking. After a while it started. 

 

They drove through Lead and on to Sundance, about 60 miles out of their way, and made it to some small 

town in the southern part of the state by dark. A tourist cabin proprietor put them up and gave them each 

an apple, probably believing they were starving. 

 

He left after one quarter, taking a spoon from the Commons, so he would have something to show for his 

money and time. He resented the required courses, when all he wanted was math and surveying. He wrote 

very well when he felt inclined, but I think he thought that line was reserved for Ernest and me. 

 

His half a year job lasted till 1933. The new Roosevelt administration helped me and my parents, but it 

dealt Butler an unfair blow. It made his job political, as it made any government job that wasn‟t imbedded 

in the merit system. No government job unless your County chairman certified that you were a loyal 

Democrat. 

 

When Mother learned he had been turned down, she went to her friend John Ilsley, district judge, thinking 

he was in politics and would know the answer. He explained that he was a Republican, and his 

recommendation would do more harm than good. However, he went to his friend, Macpherson, editor of 

the Sundance Times and a Demo leader. Macpherson then lied boldly in Butler‟s favor. Butler had in the 

meantime taken a test and become a certified surveyor for the state; he passed tests in Montana and Idaho 

for good measure. 
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He didn‟t get his old $75 a month job back, but he was put in charge of a Casper-Alcova Dam. Ernest 

visited him on the job, and reported he worked his crew hard. He always did, but his crews liked him. 

 

From that job he moved to the Wyo Highway Departent, first as surveyor, and then as district engineer in 

the northwest corner of the state. 

 

In the meantime, he had bought a new Harley, replacing his 1922 model. While stationed in Cody he met 

Agnes, a welfare worker, daughter of a Cody sheepman and banker, a graduate of Pomona. lie took her 

for rides on the Harley, but after he married her he switched to a used Oldsmobile. They lived in a trailer 

belonging to the Highway Dept, moving it from job to job, till he got a lasting assignment at Pinedale.  

 

He and Agnes had one daughter, Jane, by the time he was drafted. The army, which made me an artillery 

surveyor, classed him as rifleman until I landed in the post he was on, in California. I was a lieutenant and 

able to swing a little weight with the personnel people. They didn‟t transfer him to artillery or engineers, 

but they did make him a truck repairman, maintaining Admiral Halsey‟s trucks on various islands in the 

Pacific. He became a tech sergeant. 

 

While I was on the same post, I tried to repay a part of the $400 I had borrowed on my way to my 

master‟s. He accepted one dollar, to buy ice cream till pay day. He was already investing, from his 

sergeant‟s pay, in stocks and bonds. He did very well at that, collecting high interest on Mexican bonds, 

and getting out of them before they collapsed. 

 

To go back a bit. Butler hadn‟t been particularly interested in politics before, but when politics caused 

him to lose his job, he became so annoyed that in his first election he voted straight Communist. 

Theoretically, the government doesn‟t know how we vote, but the FBI knew how Butler had voted, and 

kept an eye on him, in a rather obvious manner, until Agnes noticed and told them to back off. They did. 
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If they hadn‟t, they would probably have had two WY senators on their backs. 

 

In Pinedale, Butler began building his house. He tried something like adobe, but found that impractical 

and switched to wood, using his own design and doing almost all the work. He also began his garden. 

 

During this time, through the early years of the depression, we were better off than most. Dad had a job 

with above average pay, and one year Mother taught in the Moskee school. Dad paid off remaining debts 

from the ranch, and had saved $700, with plans to buy a new Plymouth, which would probably have run 

about $650. Then, in October 33, he was laid off. One theory held that the company had a fairly generous 

pension plan, but they were cutting out older employees to avoid having to pay. 

 

That left us with the house in Sundance and $700 at the beginning of my senior high school year. 

Unemployment was twenty percent or more, no use looking for a job. 

 

We moved to Sundance. We remodeled the barn and made it a chicken house. We bought wheat at a low 

price, and got white leghorn hens, and became small scale poultry raisers. In the spring, we built a 

brooder house and stove, and bought one hundred baby chickens. With four lots, we had space for the 

chickens to run, and alfalfa for them to run in and nibble. 

 

We economized. I remember Butler getting cracked wheat and trying that, steamed, as a breakfast cereal. 

Amid the economy, with resources going down, Dad approved $3 for a pair of second-hand football shoes 

for me. 

 

Under mother‟s management the hens laid well. Regular customers called for eggs, and I delivered them. 

Mother dressed hens (choosing the unproductive ones) and I delivered them too. One dozen eggs went 

each week to Dr. Clarenbach as a kind of medical insurance, and one went to the Methodist pastor as a 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 47 

contribution to the church. 

 

I am sure we made a little from the chickens, but not nearly enough to live on, in spite of having a large 

garden, eggs, and an occasional chicken. By spring, the situation was becoming desperate. When Dad 

learned that a new program was buying cattle, killing them, and burning the carcasses, he was shocked at 

the waste. He walked to where the cattle were being killed, and talked the men doing it into giving him a 

large load of beef. 

 

He worked for cousin Lennie at a sawmill for a time-- more on this later--but that job folded. Then, for 

most of the period up to near the end of WWII, he had a WPA job, as janitor of the new county library 

and keeper of the museum he created in the basement. That paid little, but enough to live on, with Mother 

bringing in a little by writing historical pieces for newspapers around the area, and selling subscriptions to 

magazines. 

 

Dad liked building and running the museum. He became something of an authority on local history, 

geology, archeology. He became a member of the state historical society. Crook County has a large 

number of partial skeletons from the era of the dinosaurs, and scientists looking for them came to him, 

and corresponded with him. I was on one dig with him in a fissure in a rimrock where Indians had 

camped and carved pictures on the walls. The crew was Dad, the state anthropologist, the janitor of the 

school, and me. 

 

I have found some of his correspondence, with the American Museum of Natural History, the Bureau of 

American Ethnology, and the Smithsonian. The Smithsonian printed a photo of a spear point he had sent 

in, but the author of the article didn‟t give him credit. Harold Urey, who was in on the Manhattan project, 

wondered if radiation had had something to do with the dying out of the dinosaurs. Dad helped him find 

bones in the Morrison shale, which was exposed in many places in the county. 
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He also collected stones, agate, jasper, petrified wood, copper ore, and cut and polished them. I have 

some now, as well as his collection of Indian artifacts. One of his points may be evidence in a controversy 

now running through the world of American anthropology. (See New Yorker, June 16, 97.) 

 

The Museums of U‟s of WY and MI both have halves of a cycad bud he found and split. 

 

I graduated from SHS in June, 33. When I was five or thereabouts Dad had given me a few baby roosters. 

They grew well, and by July Dad could take them to Spearfish and sell them to a butcher there, for $5. He 

put the money in a Spearfish bank for me. Now, for my graduation, he took it out and I had $7 to 

celebrate with. My cousin Syd, son of Dad‟s sister Elsie, came by that day, broke, and I lent him four. 

That left me enough to buy a one dollar white sweater to put my letter on. The sweater shrank. The letter 

may be in the bottom of the trunk Mother took on her teaching jobs, and that I now have. 

 

For a time I went with John Clauson, Charlie Clarenbach (son of the doctor) and maybe one other to cut 

wood on a part of Sundance Mountain belonging to John‟s father. We cut little wood, but played endless 

games of mumblepeg and talked about our futures, though I had very dim ideas about mine. Charlie‟s 

father wanted him to go med school, but in the end he became a heavy equipment operator. However, at 

the Sundance Centennial he boasted about his daughter, the brain surgeon. 

 

For a time Dad and I piled lumber for a mill run by Cousin Lennie and financed by Ed Mathews. We got 

a certain amount per thousand feet piled. It came to about a dollar and a half per day for each of us. Better 

than nothing, but then we learned that we were charged a dollar each for board and room. And, finally, 

neither Lennie nor Ed seemed to have the remaining fifty cents. But when winter came, Ed butchered a 

cow and brought Dad a side of beef. 
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Then the newly created Civilian Conservation Corps began recruiting. At that point in the new Roosevelt 

administration things weren‟t always done through normal channels; Demo party leaders took over. One 

example of the times was that a man, an active Demo, moved to town and started a clothing store. He 

provided a suit for every graduating senior boy, and billed the federal government. The organizing of 

local CCC boys was carried out by a Schloredt---can‟t remember the first name, but a nephew of Fred, 

and a grocer. (He had bought Butler‟s strawberries). He hauled us to a camp in Jackson Hole.  

 

One year the Democrats swept the county, and someone said all the Schloredts must have voted 

Democratic that election. 

 

We were there for the summer; pleasant scenery, but little food. The rumor was that the newly 

commissioned it was paying off debts out of the food allowance. The pay was $5 per month for each of 

us, with $25 going home to our families. I bought a box camera and took quite a few pictures, but most 

are now lost. I waded a swamp to get a good view of Jenny Lake and the Tetons. 

 

In the fall we moved to the Medicine Bow range in the southern part of the state. From there, by train, to 

Grayson County, TX, where I helped dig a big ditch, the foundation for a clay core dam. 

 

That fall was probably the time of my peak physical condition. The weather was mild and the food 

abundant and good. I remember especially the big red grapefruit. For the only time in my life, I weighted 

180 pounds. One day I was issued an axe, as well as my shovel, so I could keep the walls of the ditch 

smooth. A slight rain began, and the rest of the crew, responding to the revolutionary sentiments of the 

time, went on strike. I was enjoying my work too much. I took off my shirt to enjoy the rain more. 

 

Prostitutes drove out to the camp. Their rate must have been very reasonable. One day an elderly chap 

came out, gathered a group of us around him, and began handing out used books, especially Upton 
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Sinclair. He was promoting socialism, but probably with little success. 

 

A group of us went next to a barren mountain area in New Mexico, where we built trails, while watching 

out for tarantulas, especially the ones known as vinegaroons. In keeping with the hand-dug dam in Texas, 

here we drilled rocks for blasting by hand, either the double jack, with one holding the drill bit while the 

other beat on it with an eight pound hammer, or the triple jack, with two men hitting the drill in rotation. 

The holder (shaker) worried about his hands, but I don‟t recall any injuries. 

 

New Mexico then must have been a lovely, wild, uninhabited state, but I had no chance to explore it. The 

camp was just at the edge of some low mountains. Its only outstanding feature was two rounded knobs, 

known locally as The Schoolmarm‟s Tits. 

 

Enlistments were supposed to be for a year, to spread the benefits, but I managed to get a six months 

extension. In the spring of 34 I found myself back in WY, on the Popo Aggie River, working on a new 

road. From there I was moved to a spike camp on Wind River, where we were building a game checking 

station. We lived in small tents, beside the river, a pretty spot. I didn‟t know the right way to pull nails, 

and kept breaking hammer handles, till the boss put me to grubbing out sagebrush with a mattock. 

 

I gave $3 to a member of the group who was going to town, with instructions to buy fishing equipment. 

He came back with a telescoping rod, a bait line and reel, hooks, a heavy leader, one Royal Coachman fly, 

and a Colorado spinner. I managed to cast the fly across a rock in the river, in slightly cloudy water. It 

swept around the rock and something huge hit it. I called for help, pulled it onto the bank, and fell on it to 

keep it from flopping back in the river. Andy Motichka came to help, and we took back to camp a 24” 

rainbow. I gave it to the boss to take home for the holiday on the Fourth. I later caught a 12” Cutthroat on 

the spinner. A young lieutenant came by and offered me a dollar for it. Strictly illegal, but I sold it to him. 

Our cook refused to cook fish. 
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Once we were called out to fight a forest fire near Louis Lake. We went by truck, then walked, stopping 

for supper at a newly established homestead for food. The farm wife had fine peas. At the lake we lay on 

the sand beach to wait for morning. Sand was cold and hard, no blankets. The next day we shoveled forest 

duff back into burned over areas. Late in the day a truck made it in and we got sandwiches and a blanket 

apiece. Also, Andy Motichka showed me how to loosen the sand with my mattock and make hollows for 

hips and shoulders. Someone started a bonfire further back, and I lay in warmth and comfort, watching 

the firelight on the lake. It was one of my best night‟s sleep; perhaps matched by the time when I came off 

of Officer of the Day duty at midnight, during maneuvers, and curled up against the root of an oak. 

 

Our next assignment was the fence building project already referred to. Then home to unemployment. 

This would be in 34-35. Mother was visiting her mother in Turlock, CA. Dad was running the museum. 

Butler was unemployed. For lack of anything better, I took a fifth year of high school, the Normal 

Training course, which led to a temporary rural elementary teaching certificate. In the spring I applied to 

dozens of rural schools, choosing particularly places with such names as Lost Cabin, but no response. 

Butler took me to visit a school or so in the county, but no takers. 

 

In the meantime, I read the books in the school library, or perhaps the county library too, specializing in 

such books as THUVIA, MAID OF MARS. Butler moved a workbench into the living room and 

disassembled, rebuilt, and repaired a 1922 Harley Davidson. It performed much better than the 26 Ford on 

Roup Hill. We also tried hill climbing on the lower slopes of the Bear Lodge. 

 

Mickey Roberts did get a school after the normal course. A family with three children, in an isolated part 

of one district, was told the district couldn‟t give them a regular school, but they could have the $7 each 

month the state provided per child. The family added free board and room, and Mickey took the job. I 

believe it was on that job he met the girl he would marry. 
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I think it was during that year, spring or early summer of 34, that on a dark day with drizzle falling, I 

heard unusual sounds and went out to check. Twelve hundred head of cattle were coming down from the 

highway and angling right to pass along the dirt road and the vacant lots to the south of our house. They 

were on their way from the Turkey Track ranch on the Belle Fourche to a ranch whose name I don‟t 

remember, on Cold Springs Creek. The rider on the left front flank, a young man named Hampton who 

had gone through SHS a year or so behind me, recognized me and tied his horse to our fence. He stayed 

about an hour with us, drinking coffee and talking. When the end of the herd had passed he rode on to 

return to his position. His ambition was go get a job with an American meat company with huge ranches 

in South America. 

 

During the summer Butler got permission to take a dead box elder on a piece of land belonging to Fred 

Schloredt, so we turned it into firewood. We also went up Sand Creek and tried placer mining for gold. 

Each morning we showered under a flume someone had run out from a spring on the valley wall. In two 

or three days we gained enough dust to be visible. Butler estimated the value as 32 cents. Butler sent it to 

Grandpa Peterson, who had tried placer mining in the Black Hills. 

 

One day Ernest came home to announce that he had an assistantship at the U next fall, and another job as 

assistant master of Men‟s Dorm. They paid him $80 a month and his room, so he could afford to give 

either Butler or me a start at the U. Butler was soon to pass the state surveyor s test and go to work at 

what was then good pay, falsely recommended as a loyal Democrat. But I needed all the help I could get, 

so in the fall I went to Laramie. I had had a couple of job, cutting brush and pitching bundles for a wheat 

harvesting crew, so I had a little money besides the money that had gone home from my CCC job, which 

Mother and Dad had saved for me. 

 

On the brush cutting job I worked with a man named Sipe, father of my pretty classmate, Josie. He sang 
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while working. One song went-- I worked all summer and I ain‟t got a cent Now where in the hell have 

my wages went? Oh Jesus! ain‟t it cold. 

 

The bundle pitching job may be worth a note. The owner of the farm was Lew Wayne. Every day he 

picked me up and delivered me to the farm, where I loaded bundles on passing wagons for two generous 

meals and one dollar a day. People supplying team and wagon, as well as their labor, got $3. Lew was an 

interesting character. He claimed to be a survivor of the battle on the Little Big Horn, which wiped out 

Custer. He survived by being on the winning side. He said he was a Crow, who, as a young boy, had 

joined with the Sioux to see the excitement. 

 

I rode to Laramie with Bud Harper, son of a farmer, in a Chevy from the 20‟s which had been cut down to 

a front seat and a box behind it. We made it to Torrington in a day, and spent the night (no charge) with 

the Potters. Potter had been janitor at SHS. There was supper conversation about what a promising boxer 

Joe Louis was. 

 

I found the University a bit overwhelming at first, especially enrolling. It seemed so big and impersonal, 

though the U then had probably 1500 students. It reached 1700 the year I graduated. Now it‟s over 

10,000, and the state‟s population has more than doubled, though it‟s still the least populated state. 

 

There was a frontier atmosphere about the University in 35. There had been a buffalo wallow on the site; 

the U planted shrubs in it and called it the Sunken Garden. A block size area in the center of the campus 

had nothing on it but a few spruce trees. It was called Prexie‟s Pasture. In 88,, when I returned for my 

fiftieth reunion, the pasture was filled with new buildings. 

 

Within the first week or two of classes I had decided what I wanted for my life‟s work. I wanted to be 

professor of history and be as wise as Frederick Nussbaum. He was a most distinguished scholar, 
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particularly in economic history. He sometimes lectured with his feet on his desk and his eyes fixed on 

something outside the window, pulling hair out of his fuzzy little dog with one hand and transferring it to 

the other, and then the wastebasket. I mowed his lawn for him. He was among the first to photograph 

documents in Europe and take them home to study. His winter recreation was curling, a game in which 

you send rounded stones spinning on the ice. I worked on maintaining the rink. 

 

My first theme in freshman English received an A-, and I began to think I might be a scholar. I also 

enjoyed and did well in geology, German, political science--taught by a man known as Poly Sci Pete, who 

thought I should prepare for the consular service--and a compulsory course on the government of 

Wyoming. 

 

At the break between quarters, at Christmas time, I got a copy of my grades, and a carbon of a letter the 

dean of men sent my parents, congratulating them on having such a studious child. I had D‟s in PE and 

ROTC, A‟s in fifteen other hours. It made me feel good; first time I had found something I could do well. 

My brothers had always been so much brighter and more capable. 

 

For my first quarter research paper in world history Nussbaum assigned “Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle.” I 

survived it and made an A. Next quarter he assigned a batch of fathers of the Church. Spring quarter was 

fun--The Period of Discovery before Columbus. 

 

I continued to do well, and didn‟t pay attention to much except my courses. In spring quarter I fell to a B 

in geology. Sam Knight, who was said to give good grades to any girl with good legs who sat in the front 

row of the amphitheater he lectured in, announced that to make an A that quarter one must bring in a 

fossil. The boys in fraternities took trucks as deep in the Laramie Range as they could, and used sledges 

or dynamite to break up promising rocks until each had a fossil. I wasn‟t equipped. Still, when the honors 

banquet came, I was invited, as one of the four freshmen with the highest grades. And at the honors 
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assembly I received a book--Mont St. Michel and Chartres (sp?), from the education honorary. 

 

I stayed through the summer term, going home only in August. I took two literature courses, eighteenth 

century English lit and American lit from Whitman on, both from a visiting professor from Lehigh. I 

bluffed my way through the single essay question in 18 century, and came out nearly perfect on the 175 

question true-false test in Am lit. The teacher remarked that he thought normal differences of opinion 

should lead to more difference than that. I was assuming he was questioning us on what he had said. 

 

He told me to come to Lehigh for my masters. 

 

In my second year I got a job washing dishes at the commons, which paid for my meals. Twenty-one 

hours of work for twenty meals, each valued at 35cents. I also became more social, meeting the others 

who worked at the commons, most notably Lawrence Parker, from Ten Sleep, one quarter English, one 

quarter Swede, one quarter Dane, and one quarter Oglala, the tribe of the Sioux who regarded themselves 

as the top warriors. He saw himself as Oglala, paying no attention to other ancestors, and he looked pure 

Oglala. He was a gentle soul, but I suppose he would have been great with lance and bow if he had lived 

at an earlier time. He was in charge of peeling vegetables, and he ran the mile for the 13W track team. A 

Crow from Montana ran the ten mile. His cousin also worked at the commons, and was also part Indian, 

but she was part Cherokee. At the time, if you could prove one-eighth or more Indian blood the 

government paid for your books.  

 

He stayed on for a masters, in agriculture, and became an expert on wool for the ag college. He gave 

Miriam and me a fine wool blanket for a wedding present. He later went to U of Edinburgh for his 

doctorate, and wrote that for the first time in its history the prep school he sent his two boys to had 

Oglalas at the head of two forms. lie once remarked, “The Indian problem will be solved when the last 

one of us is dead,” but generally he wasn‟t bitter. 
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He was something of a Sioux chauvinist, once remarking that the Shoshoni tribe had sent one after 

another of its best to the U, but none had made it through. I‟m sure that‟s no longer true. The Arapaho, 

who share the reservation with the Shoshoni, feel friendly to the U, pledging a half million to its 

development fund. There are oil wells on the reservation. 

 

There were others also. I have a picture of the crew as of 1938, but I wouldn‟t know many names now. 

 

I also came to know most history majors, such as Johney Winterhauler, who was not only a fine student, 

but the quarterback who threw the pass that made the game‟s one score, defeating Colorado on a day of 

freezing rain mixed with snow. The next day was a school holiday. Colorado‟s star was Whizzer White, 

who later went to the Supreme Court. Winterhauler went to the Marines and came out a colonel. After 

twenty years‟ service he retired to be UW alumni director. 

 

Another was Mike Cedar. He wasn‟t brilliant, but he played center for UW. Laura A White (sometimes 

called I am the Law White), head of history, liked to see Wyo win, but she wouldn‟t cheat on grading, so 

instead she assigned me to drill Cedar before every test. He became a VP at Ford Motors. 

 

Another was Lorene. I became so childishly infatuated with her that I wrote poems for her, and got them 

published in college verse magazines. She found me backward, but after graduating she began teaching in 

Cheyenne and met Paul Byrd, a SHS grad and probably Ernest‟s best friend. He wasn‟t at all backward. 

 

He had won the Ii‟s scholarship, but hadn‟t money enough to go, so he joined the army to save up the 

money. By the end of his first enlistment he was a corporal, took his enlistment bonus, and reenlisted. By 

the next, he was a sergeant, and was involved, with one medical officer, in inventing the Army Medical 

Administrative Corps. He retired as a major after Korea. He and Ernest had a great time arguing politics 
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and war at the Sundance Centennial in 87. 

 

As for Lorene, she married an undertaker. 

 

It was during that year I met Walter Clough, a young English assistant prof, and developed a new 

ambition. wanted to become professor of English, and be as bright as Clough. I began a second major: 

English. 

 

Clough felt the 25 people in his Am Lit class was too many for effective teaching, so he excused about 

ten of us from all tests, and instead assigned us a paper each week. We met to read them on Saturdays, 

either over pancake breakfasts at his home, or snacks at the Latter Day Saints‟ youth house. The wife of 

the pastor was in the select group. 

 

Clough lasted till 1996, a scholar and poet all the way. His son wrote that he had held on until his latest 

volume of poetry was in his hand. Probably his best known work is THE NECESSARY EARTH, a study 

of nature in American literature. 

 

I had learned to take PE and ROTC seriously enough to get A in them too, so that spring President A. G. 

Crane gave me the President‟s Honor Books in English and History. 

 

ROTC was becoming of some interest by 38, as we could see a war coming up. I thought of taking the 

second two years, which would have given me a monthly check from the army, and a commission at the 

end. Ernest discouraged me. If I had gone on, I would have been sent to the Pacific, like most new 

lieutenants in those years, and I probably wouldn‟t have survived. At the 50th reunion of the class of 38, 

there were only fifty present, but that included three colonels and one brigadier. There was no count of the 

ones lost in the war. 
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During my last summer at the U I took my required courses in  economics and speech. The speech course 

was in drama, and I played a Nazi Storm Trooper, with one line: “He is dead, Sir.” 

 

The Wyo National Guard then was cavalry. During summers the advanced ROTC cadets practiced with 

them. Jimmy Stewart starred in a western of that time, “The Plainsman,” I believe, and in one scene the 

Cavalry, including our ROTC cadets, came charging over the hill. There was a lot of talk about the scene.  

 

The Crow I mentioned earlier enjoyed going to such shows. Usually the Indians were Crows, probably 

because they had a poor reservation and worked cheap. When they came charging over the hill, shouting 

what were assumed to be curses on the Cavalry, he said they were more likely to be complaining about 

saddle sores. 

 

In the summer of 38 there were major war games in Wyo. The Wyo Cavalry unit slipped through gaps in 

the Laramie Range and captured the whole Blue Army HQ. The referees didn‟t let them keep it, saying it 

couldn‟t happen in real war. 

 

The summer after my second year I was home part of the summer, working with a road contractor, a job 

Butler wangled for me. I worked from 8 at night till 4 in the morning. I knew my shift was about over 

when I could make out white cattle in the fields. I washed the dust off in a wash tub in the back yard, 

trusting it was still dark enough to be safe. In my third and last year I began smoking a pipe. 

 

Ernest had been smoking for years, and found great satisfaction in it. I began to drink beer, usually at the 

Connor Hotel, with men who worked at the commons with me, mostly members of Sigma Alpha Epsilon, 

who kept singing their fraternity song. 
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I met Julius Chotvacs, a graduate assistant in history who had come to Wyo to study economic history 

with Frederick Nussbaum. His thesis was on the contributions of Sir Henry Palvacino to the English 

economy. He was more consciously intellectual than most at UW, but also fond of beer and sex. He 

worried about the German threat to Czechoslovakia, and talked of going there to fight for his ancestors‟ 

homeland, but he didn‟t go. He was denied his masters after being found in an embarrassing position on 

the concrete floor of the corridor outside his office. My father‟s old friend, Hill, Dean of Ag, cast the 

deciding vote against him, saying it wasn‟t the moral issue, but stupidity. Julius could have waited a 

minute, taken out his key, and led Josie in. Last I heard, Julius was teaching history in a Colorado high 

school 

 

John Kileen was another friend of the period, came from Minnesota. His father had let him attend a state 

college for one year, then decided John needed more guidance, so thereafter he attended St. Thomas. But 

he let him go to Wyo for summer term. I have no photo from any of my graduations (in fact got two 

diplomas by mail) but I have one of Kileen in my gown, with a tear in his corduroys below it. 

 

I took Lorene to a show in the fall. I began writing poems of a sort. The editor of a national college 

magazine was at Wyo that year. I enrolled in her poetry composition class, and the magazine, College 

Verse, published my poems. Some also appeared in another magazine. I became a member of Quill Club. 

I never tried poetry after that, but the year after I left Laramie I was surprised to see one of my efforts 

appearing, above the name of a student at the U. of Washington. 

 

That spring at honors assembly I received the Wergeland Scholarship in History, founded by Miss 

Wergeland, an early prof of history, who put $1000 into stocks or bonds. It paid $45. I placed second in a 

poetry contest, which brought another $12. I felt quite set up. First prize, all of $25, went to Allan 

Swallow, who later founded the Swallow Press, now a part of U of Iowa Press. 
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I was surprised again the next year, 39, to find I was honorable mention in a national college poetry 

contest. I hadn‟t entered it, but evidently someone at Wyo had. 

 

In my last summer session I had two directed study courses, from two department heads. T. 0. Larson 

arrived on campus that summer, and I took a course in Tudor England  with him. Walter Prescott Web, 

famous for his book on the great plains, was visiting from Texas, and I took his course on the plains. 

 

Larson was hired to teach British constitutional history, but fell in love with Wyo history and largely 

switched to that. After he retired he served many years in the state senate (Democrat). Gale McGee was a 

Wyo teacher, shortly after my time, who went to the federal Senate. Also a Democrat. When Fullbright 

came out with THE ARROGANCE OF POWER, in the sixties, McGee replied with THE 

RESPONSIBILITY OF POWER. He was later put out of office by a rancher named Wallop (B.A., 

English, Yale) who campaigned with a film that showed him riding out of the sunset, dragging a 

port&.pottie. He stopped in front of the camera and explained that the OSHA demanded that ranchers put 

one on every 40 acres, for the convenience of their cowboys. 

 

The year after I left, Wyo brought in Robert Frost as visiting poet. They got him for a quarter, and a room 

full of his manuscripts, for $1000. 

 

That year Wyo also got its chapter of Phi Beta Kappa.  

 

Wyo was a bargain in education at that time. Fewer people attended college in those days, and the states, 

or at least Wyo, felt they could bear most of the expense. $135 covered fees for the year. There were few 

assistants, and none of them taught. All classes were small, and most were taught by professors; the year I 

graduated Wyo began hiring a few new instructors. There was less of the “life of the mind” there among 

the students than I found later in graduate school. Is there more in more selective undergrad schools? 
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And, of course, one can question said “life of the mind” among college students. I recall one of the most 

brilliant students I met in grad school remarking to me that if he and I were really serious people we 

would join either the Communist Party or a Catholic monastic order. Really pretty silly. I do recall a 

rancher‟s son who had an interest in theology. He insisted that if people had souls and could go to heaven, 

cattle must also have souls and go to heaven. 

 

There was considerable concern over international affairs on campus. Our new instructor in German, a 

native speaker, spoke of his sister‟s new baby as another soldier for Hitler. That brought him into 

collision with the head of Languages, a retired Belgian colonel. The instructor went back to Germany, 

where he worked for the dept of propaganda. 

 

Most colleges had chapters of Young Communists in the thirties, but I don‟t think Wyoming did. 

 

Grade inflation had not struck at Wyo. I graduated with honor, but not high honor, though I know I was 

among the top four of my class in grade point. At Miriam‟s 50th reunion at Wellesley I heard that over 

80% of grades given that year were A‟s. Do more selective schools assume that if they let you in and you 

can pay their tuition you‟re entitled to B or above? 

 

I was elected to Phi Kappa Phi. Phi Beta Kappa was scheduled to grant Wyo a chapter during my last 

year, but an article in Harpers on cheating in college mentioned Wyo, so it was another year before Wyo 

got its chapter. 

 

During one of my summers at the U, Verda Smith and Velma (last name forgotten), and Mickey Roberts, 

all from my class in high school, came for summer term. Mickey and I took Verda and Velma to a circus. 

In my last summer I dated a girl from Gillette, Elizabeth. Ernest then had a 1931 Ford Victoria coupe, 

which, unlike earlier coupes, had two seats, with space for four or five, or sometimes carried six, even 
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though there wasn‟t really space. I borrowed it and went with various friends for a picnic at a favorite spot 

for students in the Laramie Range. 

 

After graduation I went to stay with Ernest for a few weeks. I had applied for scholarships here and there 

during the winter. Harvard had offered me $250, but warned me that the cost would be $1250 for the year. 

That cancelled that one. Wisconsin had made me an alternate for tuition and $250. Now I wrote asking if 

I was going to get it. The U. said yes. 

 

Ernest had promised he could send me $25 each month. appealed to Butler for 200 to get to Madison and 

get me through the first month. He was a bit doubtful, the number of A‟s I had made didn‟t seem normal. 

Ernest wrote to assure him I had made D‟s in ROTC, PE, and Educational Statistics, and he sent the 200. 

 

The U of Wis, and Wisconsin in general, struck me as aged, moss covered, and wet. I found a room quite 

a way from campus, found the Rathskeller in the Union a good place to eat, and got into classes. 

Enrollment then was about twelve thousand, and the campus was beautiful, with lots of open spaces--now 

filled with new buildings. In front of the hall where English classes met was a statue of Lincoln, seated. It 

was said that sometimes he arose when Professor Helen Constance White walked by. 

 

Harry H. Clark taught American lit, my chief interest. He was a New Humanist (look under Irving Babbitt 

if you are curious), and Conservitive. I thought of myself as Liberal in those days and disagreed with 

almost all he said. So did many others. When we went down the hill toward the Rathskeller, Clark would 

come running to join us, drink coffee or beer with us, and continue the discussion. 

 

Years later, when I was teaching at Northern, I sent him an offprint of my essay on Twain‟s Theory of 

History, from PAPERS OF THE MICHIGAN ACADEMY. At MLA meeting that year we met and he 

congratulated me, saying I had learned his methods in handling literary biography. He wrote the 
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recommendation that got me a job at Iowa State after the war. Over the years I came to agree with him on 

politics and society, at least to a greater degree. In 72 I had a paper on Hawthorne published that I thought 

would really please him, but I learned that he had recently died. 

 

Merrit Y. Hughes taught a course on prose of the late 16th and early 17th century. For him I wrote a paper 

comparing Erasmus‟s THE EDUCATION OF A CHRISTIAN PRINCE with Dewey‟s DEMOCRACY 

AND EDUCATION. Hughes held it up before the class and observed that it showed promise, but he 

feared I was somewhat touched by Deweyan heresies. Much later, after I had come to Northern, I met 

Hughes when I attended a Quaker meeting with Joe Elder. 

 

Though Hughes was a Quaker, he apparently was not a pacifist. Bruce Borcherdt, who lived with the 

Hugheses while at the U in the sixties, tells me that when students were bombing research buildings and 

such stuff, Hughes, in retirement, would put on his old uniform as Captain, Intelligence, and march 

around the campus. 

 

I took at least three classes with Helen Constance White during my two years at Wisconsin. She was a 

rather famous Catholic liberal, who taught 16th and 17th centuries. For twenty years or more she was the 

queen of Modern Language Association conventions. She stood out, a rather large woman with a queenly 

air and a large purple hat. 

 

My chief friends that first year were the Waters and Stallman couples. Primrose and Reginald Waters had 

come from U of Toronto. She was daughter of dean of Ed there, and he was an Irish orphan, adopted by 

the dean, I believe. She worked as a secretary to help pay expenses. They threw good parties. When they 

drove to Seattle for Reg to take a job at IJ of Wash, they stopped in Sundance to see my mother and 

father. I ran into them again later. 
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The Stallmans did not throw parties. Robert had taught at an expensive women‟s college, but left when, 

he said, too many pretty girls came into his office saying they would do anything for an A. Fearing for his 

reputation and tenure, he married a girl at a soda fountain who spilled ice cream on his lap. She limited 

the time he could be away from his books, and the times his friends could visit. I was present when she 

sent him back to the store to exchange a jar of pickles for a cheaper brand. 

 

He landed at the U. of Connecticut, and became a prolific publisher, playing all sorts of academic games 

to get ahead in the business. THE HOUSE THAT JAMES BUILT is the publication I remember. 

 

I should add Leslie Fiedler, from New York, who added a different note. He knew an immense number of 

dirty limericks, mostly his own compositions. I remember them but won‟t quote them. He did a fine 

translation of “The Battle of Brunanburg,” complete with “in the late unpleasantness at Brunanburg.” He 

learned Provencal in one semester so he could do a paper on Provencal poetry. He called himself a 

member of the third and one half International, the other half of the movement having been liquidated. 

 

He went to U of Montana, but published his way out with “Come Back to the Raft, Huck Honey,” and 

LOVE AND DEATH IN THE AMERICAN NOVEL. He went next to SUNY Buffalo, probably not 

nearly as prestigious as he had aimed for. 

 

I should add Earle Stibitz to my friends there. He had been a United Brethren minister, but later a teacher 

at a small private college. He never drank, but liked to accompany us when we went to the bars on State 

Street. He said he got the influence of the beer cheaper just by being with us. State Street was about 

equally divided between bars and book stores all the way from the Student Union to the Capitol Square. 

 

The next street over was sorority and fraternity row. I heard that the rule enforced by house mothers or the 

like was that couples embracing must have one foot on the floor between the two of them. 
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I did a poor job on a course in literary research  methods, but a kindly teacher gave me a B-. All the others 

I did well in. Still, my adviser (can‟t remember who) said I should stay for a summer and study before 

taking my orals. I hit Butler up for another $200 and spent the summer sitting on the terrace of the 

Student Union, by Lake Mendota (or am I confusing my Madison lakes), studying histories of British and 

American literature and occasionally having a glass of beer or cup of coffee. To a fair extent I lived on 

Rathskeller hamburgers, but sometimes I ate at a dining room with a string quartet playing. By state law 

at that time, no meal could be served at a state institution without a pat of Wisconsin butter being part of 

it. 

 

My orals were mostly just a friendly literary discussion. A visiting teacher from North Carolina Women‟s 

College asked how much of THE FAERY QUEEN I had read. When I said all of it, he said “Why?” 

 

I had had the University placement office looking for openings, but the only one they came up with was a 

Baptist academy in Beaver Dam, WI. It decided I wasn‟t a dynamic Christian. I went home, again by rail, 

to a fall and winter unemployment. More precisely, I took the train to Rapid City, and walked the streets 

till I saw a car with a Wyo, County 18 license. It belonged to one of the Harpers, same family I had 

hitched a ride to Laramie with. 

 

I don‟t recall much of interest during that winter. Shows at the Commercial Theater, every Saturday, cost 

a quarter, so I could attend. Most of them were adventures of Hopalong Cassidy, which reflected perfectly 

the elements of class feeling in Western fiction which I was later to read about in Henry Nash Smith‟s 

VIRGIN LAND. Smith taught at Minnesota. 

 

A Methodist minister--name forgotten--taught me how to make Hungarian goulash. 
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We had a dog. Mother had named him Hector, because he was a pup when she took him in. 

 

In the spring I finally got to use my temporary elementary teaching certificate. There was an opening at 

the Bo School, in district 2, which took in the whole north end of the county. Lots of territory, lots of 

sheep, but few people. 

 

The Bo School served the Bo family, which raised sheep. The Bo‟s had come from Norway a generation 

before. They had brought their hired man, named Bo, with them. The people at Ellis Island found Bo 

easier to handle than the family name, so everybody came out named Bo. 

 

The school building--or substitute for building--was a sheep wagon, modified and drawn up under a big 

cottonwood beside the farmhouse. The seat had been taken out, the front closed, and the back supplied 

with a door and steps. A small desk and chair for the teacher had been fitted in, and seats and desks for 

five children, though only four were there that spring--two eighth-grade boys, a fifth-grade girl, and a 

younger Bo--gender forgotten, along with grade in school. Occasionally a still younger child would 

wander in and join us, often accompanied by a goat. 

 

The teacher who had begun the year, a woman in her seventies, had quit in March or April, saying she 

could no longer stand those older boys. Bill Seeg, county superintendent of schools and a close friend of 

Dad‟s, who joined him in exploring for artifacts or minerals, decided I was right for the job. He took me 

to the school. I brought along the set of Stevenson the salesman had sold Grandfather, started one boy on 

TREASURE ISLAND and the other on THE BLACK ARROW, and they gave me no trouble at all. 

 

The pay was $75 a month, out of which I paid the Bo‟s $20 for board and room.  

 

The former teacher had misread the state syllabus, and had missed the point that she should have been 
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teaching American history to the 8th graders, so I covered the topic before the state tests in June. (Out of 

place, but Seig--or was it spelled Seeg) hired Mother and me to grade the county-wide tests at the end of 

the school year. 

 

The earlier teacher had also missed several days of school, and those had to be made up on Saturdays. On 

one Saturday I declared a day of Nature Study, and the two older boys went out to kill rattlesnakes, with 

me watching. The snakes were thick, and dangerous. It was especially bothersome to consider one coming 

out of the tall grass when you were on your way to the outhouse in the dark. 

 

One boy carried a forked stick, and the other a .22. When they came upon a snake, one would pin it down 

and the other would shoot it in the head. 

 

At least once, the three of us went riding. But the horse I rode had a bad knee, which made cracking 

sounds when going downhill, so we stopped that. 

 

Another time we put bits of bacon on our hooks and caught chubs; then we cut slices of chub as bait for 

bullheads, in the Belle Fourche River. The bullheads were tasty. 

 

The setting was pretty: a wide valley with big cottonwoods by the river, a clear, fast, curving river, and 

hillsides with pines on them. Red-winged blackbirds among the cottonwoods. 

 

I had all four students study those cottonwoods and try to draw them. I don‟t remember if that was art or 

science. 

 

At a wedding in Philadelphia, years later, I ran into a guest who came from Oshoto, also near the Belle 

Fourche. He said one of those boys had become a distinguished scientist. 
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It may have been that summer, or it may have been the next (summer of 40 or summer of 41) that I went 

fishing in the Bear Lodge with Bill Seeg (mentioned before, County Superintendent of Schools), and Bob 

Byrd, former County Sheriff. I caught one brook trout in Ogden Creek. Byrd was father of Paul Byrd, 

Ernest‟s friend. He and I were at one time both reading a continued story in some magazine. When I got a 

copy I passed it on to him, and he gave me copies he picked up. Another brother was a high school 

athletic star (not difficult in a school which couldn‟t field a second team in football), and later became a 

heavy equipment operator for a road building contractor. The youngest brother, Rex, was in my class. He 

died in an accident while training in the Air Corps. 

 

While I was in grade school, we had Thanksgiving dinner with the Byrds in their apartment in the old red 

brick courthouse. Mrs. Byrd took a plate to the one prisoner in the county jail, attached to the courthouse. 

 

After an uneventful summer I went back to teach the Bo school again, with pay raised to $80. Now it was 

grades one through nine, with the little one just starting, and the two boys beginning high school courses, 

including science and algebra. 

 

I had made a D in algebra in my last grading period when I was in high school, and I hadn‟t gained any 

knowledge since. I found myself increasingly lost. The same thing in a kind of general science course. I 

have no memory at all of what I did with the first grader. 

 

Fortunately, a telegram came from Wisconsin, offering me an assistantship, when the first month was half 

over. Seeg and Dad brought it out. I have no idea who took my place. Probably someone better equipped 

to teach algebra.  

 

Wisconsin was growing, expanding beyond its budget, and for the first time using cheaper grad assistants 
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to teach freshman comp. Hughes took me to lunch at the faculty club, and someone from senior faculty 

came in once a semester to watch me. Otherwise no direction. 

 

I studied with Clark again and had another course with White. I took a course on Tennyson and Browning 

from a  younger professor--one who wasn‟t given tenure, but ended up at N.Y. Buffalo. A paper on 

Browning I did for him I later modified and got published in PMLA. 

 

I drank coffee and beer and discussed literature and things with a man named Hanson, who was getting 

his doctorate in musicology; making his way by playing organ for the big Unitarian church. He said it was 

a pleasant enough religion but without enough body to it to justify attending unless one was paid. He was 

older, probably forty, and had a pleasant wife. Miriam and I visited the couple when he came to teach at 

Olivet. 

 

Bill Seltz was new at UW that year. Harvard had given him a free ride through his master‟s. He said it 

was because it wanted to have someone from Ohio attending. He drank more beer than was good for him, 

and discussed politics, literature, theology, girls, and other subjects. After the year he went back to 

Harvard, saying it was less demanding scholastically, and would again cover his expenses. 

 

A group of us used to meet on the terrace of the Union, but I have forgotten the names, except Ilse Dusoir, 

who was the dream of most male grad students in English. She taught at NYU, and published on 

Faulkner. Then there was a girl, name forgotten, who had a friend from somewhere in the South. She 

called him her Southern Comfort. 

 

Politics was exciting that year. England seemed to be in danger. We were expecting to be in the war soon. 

The local Communist Party was active. Once, on a stormy night when not many people were getting out, 

all members of the University CP walked in on a meeting of the University League for Liberal Action and 

took it over, putting its people in all offices. It did them little good: everybody else dropped out. 
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A girl from Massachusetts named Barbara declared that she could do better posing in the nude than those 

fat girls in the CP. When I was stationed in Mass in the Army I got in touch with Barbara by phone. 

 

In the spring, the English Department told me it would be happy to keep me as a student, but not as an 

assistant. They were right: I hadn‟t taken my teaching seriously; my mind was on other things, the war 

among others. However, one of my freshmen won the award for the best freshman theme. 

 

Home again that summer I suffered from my eyes. Earlier, the same thing. Coming from damp Wisconsin 

to dry Wyoming set them off. I probably could have found another rural school to teach, but I knew the 

draft was coming and thought I might as well go. I believed I could make corporal, and that that paid $36 

a month, and would be a nice, steady job for a year. After Pearl Harbor my enlistment was changed to 

“the duration of the war.” 

 

In October someone drove a truckload of draftees down to Fort Warren, at Cheyenne. There, the people in 

Personnel (Probably the Army had another name for it, but I can‟t remember it if so) went to work 

classifying us. If I had taken six more hours of psychology I could have become a lieutenant in that 

branch. Lacking that, the clerks noted my farm background, and tried to steer me into the mule- pack 

artillery. I insisted I had left the ranch at age ten, and had never met mules. 

 

Presently I was shipped, with many others, to Fort Leonard Wood, in Missouri. There, the Personnel 

people decided instantly that I belonged in the mule-pack artillery. For those unfamiliar with military 

history, the pack artillery used shortened 75‟s, which they disassembled, loaded on mules, and then led 

the mules into places where regular artillery couldn‟t go, discomfiting enemies who didn‟t expect to 

encounter artillery. See Kipling, “The Screw Guns.” 
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I resisted again, and didn‟t know how I was classified when I arrived at Fort Sill, Oklahoma. I found 

myself in a tent with seven others, all strangers, of course. I guessed fairly soon when we began talking. 

There was one new grad in Land Management from Montana State, one new grad in math from U. of 

Pennsylvania, a Nebraskan who had helped lay out irrigation ditches, a Texan who had only a seventh 

grade education, and a very bright Chicago boy fresh out of high school. We were in Easy Battery 

(Instrument and Survey) of the 39th Specialist Training Battalion. Other batteries trained cooks, clerks, 

radio and telephone men, and so on. 

 

The Texan took out a book and read Byron‟s “We‟ll Go no More a-Roving,” and we all went out to locate 

the PX. The Texan had worked on a survey crew. 

 

I learned later that my IQ, while high enough to qualify for officers‟ training, was lower than usually 

demanded for privates in Instrument and Survey. Apparently my master‟s was taken as equivalent. 

 

We moved into barracks, around 40 of us in a large barracks, with a sergeant in a small room of his own. 

If we talked after lights out he came out and yelled at us. 

 

I learned to sleep through snoring. We had inspections, with checks on beds, footlockers, cleanliness of 

the barracks, personal grooming. We had monthly pay days, and on the same day what were called “short 

arm” inspections to see if we had acquired any venereal disease since the previous pay day. Pay was $30. 

We slept head to foot, to reduce danger of colds spreading. Of course there were jokes about making the 

same arrangement with wives on leave. 

 

At first we were given instruction in military etiquette, learning that yes, we did salute warrant officers, 

and that one function of the salute was to show that we didn‟t have a weapon in hand. Our instructor was 

a first sergeant, USA (Regulars), son of another first sergeant in the regulars. He was assisted by a 
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corporal, rather old for that rank, who kept trying to get us enthusiastic about the field artillery, saying we 

should go around singing “The Cassions.” One day he wasn‟t there at roll call, and we learned that he had 

been given leave from his duty as corporal (USA) to accept the rank of major (AUS). Army of the United 

States vs. United States Army. The corporal had been working his way up in the reserves with maneuvers, 

classes, independent study, etc. 

 

Later, in Germany, I learned that the lt. col. commanding my battalion was delighted to learn of his 

promotion to captain in the USA. 

 

We were issued basic field manual 100, which contained most of what a soldier was expected to know, 

including areas for special attention when bathing. 

 

We learned the ten General Orders for guard duty, beginning “I will walk my post in a military manner, 

being alert to everything within sight or hearing.” An eleventh General Order, never written but passed on 

to every soldier, was “It all depends on the situation.” Another maxim, probably dating to the Roman 

Legions or before, advised us to never miss a chance to eat, to sleep, or to relieve ourselves. Further 

advice was “Keep your bowels open and your mouth shut, and never volunteer.” 

 

Before full light we policed the area, picking up trash. The slogan on that ran “If it moves, salute it; if not, 

pick it up.” 

 

Drill came next, close order drill in marching and the manual of arms with the rifle. Close order drill had 

been a vital part of tactics up to about World War I, enabling bodies of men to move together in attack or 

defense. The manual of the rifle (there was also a manual of the sword, but if the Army still had it, it 

wasn‟t passed on to us) was also vital. By the time I was in ROTC extended order was the rule except for 

parades, but the close order drill was maintained. The theory was that it got soldiers to do instantly what 
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an officer told them, without debate or taking a vote. 

 

There is a variation on that theory: that privates jump only when an officer gives an order and a non-

commissioned officer repeats it. 

 

The Army was not integrated at the time; African Americans were usually in non-combat units. But there 

was one black infantry squad that was sent to posts all around the country to demonstrate the manual of 

arms with real precision. 

 

I couldn‟t keep my attention focused enough to keep up with the drill, with its quick changes, and the first 

sergeant bawling us (especially me) when we didn‟t follow commands fast enough. At the time, I hated 

the sergeant. By the time I had finished basic training I had come to like and admire him. He was on the 

list to be invited to reunion of the 7th section, on July 7, 1947, assuming the war would be over by then. I 

was secretary of the section, and kept the list of names and addresses, but by July 47 I was married and 

teaching history at Fredonia State Teachers. All the rest of the section was also occupied. 

 

The sergeant was later sent to OCS, even though he didn‟t have the proper score on IQ tests. He was ok 

till fourth week (mathematics). He failed, and was sent back to the next class, to try that week again. After 

he failed two more tries he went back to being a first sergeant. 

 

After two or three weeks we moved into classrooms, with some outdoor practice, learning to use the 

aiming circle, a simplified form of the transit, with the circle divided into 6400 mils, and learning the 

formulas for finding the range to a target by measuring off a short base and measuring the angles from 

both ends between those ends and the target. 

 

Snow and dirt were by then blowing around the cannoneers out pushing artillery pieces around, and 
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practicing loading them with dummy rounds, so I worked hard on keeping up on class work. 

 

Basic training took twelve weeks. When my class finished we waited around a week till orders were 

prepared to send us out. Once during that week they kept us occupied by having an old 4-incher dragged 

up and fired against a sidehill while we watched. I saw what it did to the hill, and realized I would be up 

against that sort of fire some day. I believe it was the only time I was really frightened during my four and 

a quarter years in the Army. 

 

Meanwhile, of course, the US had entered the war. Women in Lawton, town nearest the post, were buying 

drinks for privates the night of Pearl Harbor. Our enlistment was changed, and our pay went to $50 a 

month. 

 

Finally a private Hill and I were sent to a camp in north Texas (Camp Barkley?), to the 45th Division, 

Oklahoma National Guard. It took us a while to reach the 45th, though, because a zealous young 

commander of a tank destroyer company met us at the train and snatched us. 

 

All such units had at that time (early winter of 42) were WWI 37 mm antitank guns, land mines, and 

trucks modified into halftracks with 75s mounted in them. It would have been a disaster putting them up 

against either the Germans or the Japanese. Fortunately, the 45th checked on us and rescued us.  

 

I became a basic instrument operator in some company, commanded by Captain Jones, in some battalion. 

I had met Oklahomans before, in the CCC, and generally liked them. They said “ever” for “every.” They 

sang songs about false love, and jail, and told stories about famous Oklahoma outlaws. “Ever time they 

hanged him he said...” 

 

The Army was trying to get a mix in all divisions, though, in order to avoid the loss of morale that came 
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when a successful attack by an enemy wiped out half of the young males in some one town. The sergeant 

in charge of my battalion‟s survey crew was a young Californian. The rest were Oklahomans. I don‟t 

recall any names, except “Turtle,” which is what we called one young man. He later died in Italy, when a 

German counter-attack went through the tanks, infantry, and the firing batteries, and finally lost steam on  

the beach, among cooks, clerks, and instrument and survey men. 

 

During RSOPS (reconnaissance, survey, and occupation of positions) I sat in the captain‟s command car, 

holding the aiming circle. When we stopped, I jumped out and set the aiming circle up behind the 

howitzers. Then the captain laid the battery (got the guns aimed at what we took as our target). I believe 

once he let me lay the battery. I remember one day watching a frozen lake as we drove by, then saw it 

going by again. The captain noticed it too, and we went on to where the battery executive (second rank in 

the battery) had chosen, and where scout corporal number one stood with an arm pointing to where the 

guns (actually howitzers: guns shoot a relatively flat trajectory; howitzers have high angle fire, better for 

hitting troops behind a hill, but less effective for anti-tank) stood. Our howitzers were WWI French 

155mm. American made 155s and lO5s were issued later). What a sentence that‟ was. Scout corporal 

number two stood with one arm out indicating the line of metal (the row of howitzers) and the other arm 

moving up and down pointing to line of fire. 

 

We practiced aiming (by gunner corporals), loading in dummy rounds, and pulling the lanyard, with the 

cannoneers doing the cannoneers‟ hop (trading places, in each crew, so that all members of the crew 

learned the duties of each of the five positions involved in serving the 105. Gunner corporals were bright 

and hard working men who worked up from cannoneer. 

 

The day warmed up. The field kitchen gave us a good meal by army standards, and we went back to the 

fort. 
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Captain Jones was a bit nonplussed at having an MA in his battery. I never got put on KP until the captain 

was away one weekend. Then First Sergeant Roberts put me to scrubbing tables. I scrubbed industriously, 

and after a while he came to advise me to use more soap, the half-lye bars the Army used. He pointed out 

there were some things not learned in universities. 

 

Roberts was an interesting character. He was single at the moment, but had been married and divorced 

seven times. He had been a grocer, making deliveries in early morning, when husbands were off to work 

and wives, in housecoats, were just having a second cup of coffee. He gave in to temptation, with his wife 

divorcing him and the housewife marrying him. Then he would be tempted again, with the same results. 

He wondered how I could stand being a teacher, standing in front of the room with all those things just 

snapping at me. 

 

The first sergeant of the battery I was with later, in the 104th, was quite different: a tall, handsome man 

with close cropped white hair who was studying for the priesthood. 

 

There was some talk of turning me into a bugler and orderly, first sending me to buglers school, but 

nothing came of it. 

 

Mumps went through the post, and I came down with it. Captain Jones once came to see me at the 

hospital, bringing my mail. I was in the hospital when the division moved to Camp Devon, Mass., but 

went with a later contingent. 

 

We were near Waltham, and not far from Boston. We sent our laundry to Boston, and Boston girls sent 

mash notes back with it. I remember being in Boston bars when Texans came in and put quarters in the 

juke boxes to hear “The Yellow Rose of Texas,” or “Beautiful, Beautiful Texas,” or “San Antonio Rose.” 

Texas A and M boasted it turned out more officers than West Point did, and many of them were in the 
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artillery. 

 

Our Oklahomans were intrigued with New England ways and speech. They were so taken with Mass 

people calling Coke and the like „„tonic „~ that our batteries got re-named for our communications 

system, becoming tonic red, tonic blue, and so on. 

 

We soon moved to Cape Cod, camping in tents on a bay. The rest of my battery went on marches, or 

some such thing, as physical conditioning, but someone had to hold down the battery area, so I sat in the 

hq tent and read WAR AND PEACE. We also went swimming in the bay, also for conditioning, but 

actually we usually walked, feeling for clams with our feet, picking them up and storing them in 

knapsacks we carried on our backs. In the evening, Anderson, our new captain, would cook them all in a 

tub over an outdoor fire, and we all ate clams. 

 

Bars in the area usually had clams in buckets of ice; you could eat them along with your beer. 

 

Our next move was to the area of Watertown, NY, an area famous for cold and deep snow. There was 

more space, for firing practice. We were in tents again, sleeping on straw mattresses. Rain got into the 

straw, and it got mouldy. 

 

I recall one march when my battery was directly in front of Skidmore College when a halt was called. 

Several of the girls were standing by the gate, watching us march past. We could not avail ourselves of 

one purpose for such hourly halts, but several of the soldiers did strike up conversations. 

 

I became battery clerk here, working in the tent with other clerks of the battalion. My line was personnel. 

We were just beginning a system which was probably ancestral to the computer. Personnel cards for each 

member of the battery were lined up, one behind another. Each had a line of cardboard at the top, which 
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we punched holes in. The holes corresponded to bits of info about the soldier-- education, health, marital 

status, special abilities or disabilities, etc. You could run a rod through the holes and find out how many 

men in the battery could speak French, had a criminal record, or what not. 

 

Someone even wrote a war novel featuring the system. In the novel, British Intelligence finds just the man 

it needs: high intelligence, education, perfect French, and a record of violent crime. 

 

I worked hard at it, and was promoted to corporal, with Lt. Col. Muldrow shaking my hand and 

congratulating me, and telling me to take my responsibilities seriously. Muldrow was my first part-

Cherokee commander; I had another later. 

 

Physical conditioning here included a knotted rope hanging from the limb of a tree. Since I was the clerk, 

I got first chance to try to climb it. I couldn‟t. Probably if I had tried it when I was eighteen and in the 

CCC I could have. 

 

At some point I got leave and went to visit Ernest, who was studying for the doctorate at NYU, leaving 

Helen and the children in Laramie. Probably that was while I was in Mass. 

 

Captain Anderson suggested OCS. I had my name in for personnel OCS, but there was no chance there. 

There were as many people trying to get into that as were trying for Judge Advocate General training. 

Even then there were lots of lawyers. On the other hand, the Artillery was training large numbers of 

officers. I later learned that a study had showed that artillery lieutenants acting as forward observers at the 

front were averaging two hours and some minutes in Africa, before Romtnel‟s men got them.  

 

The British had a more economical system: they used corporals as forward observers. However, their 

system placed different responsibilities--actually less responsibi1ities--on their observers. 
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I did not know those statistics when I accepted appointment to OCS. As it turned out, by the time I 

graduated and was commissioned, we were out of Africa; in Europe, the Germans weren‟t nearly as 

efficient at killing off forward observers. They were also getting short of ammunition. 

 

We were housed in small wood shacks, seven to a shack, same as in a squad tent. There were several 

lawyers among us, men who had tried for Judge Advocate General but didn‟t make it. There were a 

couple of Southerners in my house. One said that if he ruled Mississippi, he would limit the franchise to 

the 1000 brightest people, making no distinctions by color. The other said that when he went across the 

Mason-Dixon line again, he would stop and put up rows of razor wire. 

 

We marched to and from meals and classes. Once when I was acting as commander I turned the platoon 

in the wrong direction at the start. In class I did better. I, and all the rest in my hut survived the fourth 

week, featuring mathematics. In the seventh week, known as “Cut Your Buddy‟s Throat Week,” when we 

were given a chance to rate all our hut mates, we all declared that every one of us had the potential for 

being a fine officer and gentleman. I suppose the tack (short for tactics) officers running the school 

decided we were untruthful, but loyal. 

 

I was one of two called up for questioning the day before graduation. I was asked if I felt I had leadership 

qualities. I said certainly, and the next day, December 24, 1942, I graduated, received my commission, 

bought a uniform (we were given $150 for that purpose), and caught a train to Madison, with orders to a 

post in California, but with ten days‟ delay en route authorized. 

 

In Madison I found many of my friends gone, but the Rathskeller still in business. I talked with a 

sophomore who was intrigued with Hemingway‟s work, I visited the wife of the couple I had rented a 

room from (the husband had died), and I visited a girl named Virginia, who had been in my freshman 
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class. 

 

Before my ten days were up I stopped in Laramie, where Ernest was teaching again. Mother had come to 

Laramie from Sundance. 

 

At the post in California I found a surplus of artillery lieutenants. The Germans and Japanese were no 

longer eliminating us at the rate commanders had estimated. 

 

It was later that I found I had been among the last to be trained in an obsolete system of fire control. I 

learned (or at least I tried to learn) the French system, in which a lt. at the front, with the infantry, tried to 

figure out in his head the commands that would bring in one round, and then the battery, on the target, 

calculating both elevation and deflection. He watched the rounds hit, made corrections, and ordered fire 

when he believed he was within two mils of the target. Then the battery of 75s came in. 

 

Meanwhile, the Swedes, who were officially neutral but must have been positively crowded by British 

agents, took our military attaché out on maneuvers and showed him the Swedish way. The calculations 

were made by a fire control center in each battalion, led by a it and a master sergeant (in the 309th, on 

Amchitka, the sergeant was Jack Gates, formerly Vice Commander--which meant political commissar--in 

the Lincoln Brigade in Spain.) All the forward observer had to do was call the rounds of the one piece 

firing, right, left, short or over. The fire direction center made the changes until it believed it was within 

200 yards of the target. Then the battalion--twelve pieces instead of the four in a battery--fired. The 

assumption was that at least one round would find the target, especially if fire was repeated a time or two.  

 

I wrote “azmuth” hut proper word was “deflection”--mils right or left from basepoint. You always started 

by establishing a base point. 
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I had leave to visit San Francisco, and had coffee in a famous hotel--name forgotten--and watched a 

famous black dancer--name also forgotten. Virginia came to visit there. She believed we were engaged; I 

was less sure. If we were, the engagement dissolved while I was in Alaska. 

 

Next I was sent to Oregon, near Corvallis, with rain and a snow that was near rain. Again I was officer 

number five in a battery which was allowed four. It was here that my battalion commander recited the 

whole prologue to the Canterbury Tales, to show that he was literate. At the same party officerts were 

toasting the United Nations. “The United Nations: Great Britain. Drink it down.” Then someone else 

would come up with Guatemala, and we would drink it down. 

 

My division--I‟ve forgotten its number--moved to Washington, where there was more room for firing and 

maneuvering. Pretty, wild, country. The 104th, also there, adopted a new name and logo there. Some of 

the men dug out a den of wolves, and adopted a pup. The new commander, Terry G, Allen, whom we will 

meet again, immediately changed the division name from whatever it had been to The Timberwolves. 

 

It was here that I had my only experience playing battery exec. I would go out in a jeep, with driver and 

two scout corporals, the howitzers following. When I reached a place that would do to set up the battery I 

would drop off scout corporal number one, to guide the howitzers in, and turn off to where the battery 

was to dig in. Scout Corporal number two would mark the line of howitzers and the line of fire. I would 

set up the aiming circle behind the line and watch while the Diamond T trucks brought in the 155s and 

backed them into position. Then I would set them all on the elevation of my imagined base point, and 

count the time it took from the time the howitzers reached the spot. We got it down to two or three 

minutes. We would pretend to fire a few dummy rounds, and then move on. 

 

It was here too I encountered court martials. A private was tried on the accusation that he had said to a 

lieutenant, “Sir, you‟re a shitheel in my books.” He got off free because the officer defending him proved 
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he had used a different noun to describe the it, though not a more favorable one. From then on “or words 

to that effect” were always added to such charges. 

 

Next, I was sent to Alaska, with a wait for shipping in Seattle. I visited Reg and Primrose Waters there. I 

remember damp weather and heather on the U of Washington campus. 

 

While I was at the post near Seattle, a bunch of us were taken out to the firing range to go through the 

whole program: prone, kneeling,, sitting, and standing positions. In the sitting positions I put 14 rounds in 

the bull‟s eye and two in the next circle, in 50 seconds. Then I ruined my record in the standing position. 

 

In either Port Heiden or Amchitka--can‟t remember which--I was assigned to take the battery out on the 

range. I gave them a pep talk and then we all fired. The men did the sort of trick they have always loved 

to play on new lieutenants--they all fired on my target and demolished it. 

 

Or a senior officer might have suggested the idea. In OCS the officers in charge would always instruct the 

cadet in charge of a convoy to keep the trucks spaced out--don‟t let one plane wipe out our whole convoy. 

Then they told the drivers to hunch up. 

 

On the boat to Alaska I was commander of troops--one chaplain and one medic. They were both captains, 

but I was the only combat officer. They never mutinied or gave me other problems. 

 

The ship was an American Liberty Ship, but captain and crew were Danish. They had been in an 

American port when the Germans overran Denmark, so we seized the ship and put the crew on another 

ship. We followed Danish customs: 

 

breakfast at 8, a snack at 10. lunch at noon, a snack at 4, dinner at 6, and a snack at 8. 
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August 19, 98, continuing Adventures of a Draftee, to paraphrase DeForest‟s Adventures of a Volunteer. 

 

We followed an outside passage--no scenery to admire. We three officers spent most of our time on the 

bridge until we passed between two islands. Then we were ordered below. The ship was towing a barge 

and it was a tricky passage. When we reached Port Heiden, on the Bering Sea, not a tree or shrub in sight, 

one crewman threw a line over and caught a flounder. Flounders, so Navy man who stayed with Miriam 

and me a while said, are as stupid as rocks. 

 

Port Heiden had had a salmon cannery and been a small village, but the cannery had been closed down 

and no one was left but the Eskimo (Inuit?”) widow of a Norwegian fisherman who had drowned, as so 

many had, and her daughter. The Colonel arrived ahead of troops and sent the girl off to University of 

Alaska. He put the widow off limits to everyone except himself. They played cards. She was elderly. 

 

I joined Battery C (Charley Battery). How it came to be there is rather strange. It had been on its way to 

Amchitka Island, in the Aleutians, when the transport was wrecked off the Canadian Coast. It then spent 

some time training with the Canadian Scottish Artillery Regiment. One officer had an unusual mememto, 

a swagger stick made from the preserved penis of an Aberdeen-Angus. There were also memories of an 

indecent Scots song. 

 

From there, I don‟t know why, the battery was sent to reinforce Port Heiden, which had, I believe, one 

infantry battalion plus medics, engineers, quartermaster, and probably a chaplain, though if so I didn‟t 

meet him. 

 

It was equipped with four French-built 75s, modified to have split trails, high speed axles, and wider 

traverse. The doctrine was that if a Japanese cruiser or destroyer came in, and we survived till it came in 
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range, we would fire one volley; then the whole camp would retreat to the nearest other military 

installation, fifty miles away. I don‟t believe there were any roads. 

 

The 75 threw a 13-pound round, as compared to 33 for the 105 howitzer and 95 for the 155. 

 

We ate well. The fall before, the warehouse had burned down, and in the process of putting out the fire, 

all labels on the cans were lost. Until the harbor opened, cooks opened enough cans at random to feed the 

men, probably mixing contents. To make up for it, we had fine rations that summer. I was mess officer. 

The one big decision I had to make was to throw out cracked plates, as per regulations. My other big job 

was to see that at midnight sizzling steaks were ready in the officer‟s mess. The Camp Quartermaster, a 

major who had been a professor at Texas A and M, dined with us. He was a pleasant fellow. 

 

There was a midnight snack for the enlisted ranks too, but not steak. 

 

We never drilled. I never saw the guns, just took the other officers‟ word that they were there, aimed at 

the Pacific. We did very little. Two officers had applied for transfer to Air Transport, and practiced flying 

by having one drive with his eyes shut while the other gave directions. We played poker at night. I 

allowed $40 per month, and lost $80. On the ship to Amchitka I won $80, largely from an engineer who 

played worse than I. I would have been even if I hadn‟t played two more months on Amchitka. One 

lieutenant was a real expert. Others of us wondered what would happen if--contrary to regulations--he had 

been put up against a private whose name I never learned. He was called “Mouse.” 

 

One bit of excitement came when some of the men killed and butchered a polar bear. It took eight rounds 

from Ml‟s to bring him down. He tasted like second-hand salmon. 

 

One time, for variety, I walked around the post and wandered into the pen where sled dogs were kept. I 
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climbed in with them before remembering that they were real Alaskan huskies, probably half wolf. At 

least I heard that the natives tied their bitches outside at nights, hoping a male wolf would drop by. The 

dogs climbed all over me, looking for a bit of attention. 

 

In September we became busy, crating equipment for the move to join the rest of the 309th Battalion, 

Corps Artillery, on Amchitka Island, out toward the end of the Aleutian chain. 

 

Eddie Baer, who had been around the island in a machine combining tracks and skis, ancestor of our snow 

machines, said the north end of the island had streams and bushes, but where we were there was nothing 

but igneous (sp?) rock and a thin layer of mucky soil, with scattered short grass. There was kelp all 

around the island. One officer suggested we should give the Aleutians to Japan. The whole population 

could live on kelp, and wouldn‟t have to conquer new territory. 

 

The Japanese had occupied two of the islands in the chain. By the time I reached the islands, we had 

captured one, with the 7th division taking heavy losses, and the Japanese had withdrawn from the other, 

moving in and out behind a storm front so our radar couldn‟t detect them. 

 

Our island had been attacked by planes once. Then we had built an airfield and brought in a squadron of 

P40s. Two of them were left. Most of the rest seem to have gone up, run into fog, and run out of gas 

before finding the island. 

 

We were corps artillery, not part of any division. We had been part of Kansas National Guard, but were 

left out when the division was triangularized--reduced from 20,000 men to 12,000. 

 

Our it. col. was away at some artillery school, so we were under the command to Major Fuller, a 

Cherokee-Scot telephone worker, much loved by the battalion. He was something of an intellectual, who 
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was reading Santayana‟ s THE LAST PURITAN, and he kept trying to push it off on us. Once he walked 

in on our battery in deep snow and cold, so he greatly appreciated the hot, strong coffee the mess sergeant 

had on the back of the stove. From then on the sgt kept that sort of coffee on hand at all times, just for 

Major Fuller. He always pretended to enjoy it. 

 

We spent the fall digging in. We were to put the tents three feet down, and pile up three feet revetments 

around them, so a strafing or bombing plane couldn‟t wipe out the battery. Since the soil went down only 

three or four inches, that meant breaking a lot of rock. 

 

I was put in charge of blasting, along with Privates Cauldwell and Stufflebeam. First I had to find 

equipment. I found a jackhammer at one battery, and parts of another, which we combined, at others, and 

a Barko somewhere else. The Barko didn‟t drill holes, but it had a heavy blade that bounced up and down 

in cracks left by blasting, and sheared off hunks of rock. 

 

After the soil had been cleared away and the jackhammers had drilled two or three holes in the rock at 

each tent site, Cauldwell, Stufflebeam and I would use special pliers to crimp a blasting cap to a fuse 

(length adjusted for the time we wanted from time of lighting to blast), put a hole in a stick of dynamite 

with the same pliers, put the blasting cap in the hole in the stick, drop the stick in the hole in the rock, 

shout “Fire in the Hole” and run for shelter among piles of lumber till we heard as many blasts as we had 

put out sticks. Then the man with the Barko would do a bit more breaking up, a crew would pile up the 

shattered rock around the edge of the hole, and drill new holes for me and my crew. I seem to have 

forgotten the point that we lit the fuse before yelling. 

 

We enjoyed it. We may have been carried away and put two sticks in some holes. At any rate, a Medic 

captain came by one day to say that while he believed in fresh air, he didn‟t want any more rocks through 

his hospital tent. No more complaints after that. 
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When finished, the tents had wood floors and platforms to stretch the tents over. Two squad tents were 

placed together, so that they made accommodations for fourteen. Each had a second class B (pretty well 

worn out) tent placed above it. Somehow the officers‟ tent didn‟t get the second layer. Still, we were 

warm enough after bags and a load of straw came up. The bags were multi purpose--they were used for 

carrying bread, for mattresses, and as body bags. 

 

We were heated with Sibley stoves, design dating back to the Civil War, I believe, burning coal. 

 

We were especially comfortable after Lt. Grey moved in and assumed command. He got up early every 

morning and started the fire. He got popcorn from home, and popped it in the stove in the evenings. 

 

There wasn‟t much else to do in the evenings. There were no females on the island, no USO, no touring 

troupes, no library (though Ernest sent me two histories of philosophy at Christmas). I don‟t even recall 

any radio. 

 

Everybody on the island was trying to get out. Finally the two senior officers in the battery managed to 

get called to train for air transport, and I became battery commander for about a month, with one junior 

officer. He had had his commission for six months; I had had mine for nine. 

 

We continued to dig and build. I got a citation in the post paper for selling more bonds than any other 

battery or company commander on the island; probably got a citation in my file too. I caught Mouse the 

day after pay day and persuaded him that if he put the $1100 he had won with his dice into bonds the 

other men would have no chance to win it back. 

 

I went back to leading the survey and communication platoon when Lt. Grey came on post. He had been 
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back at Fort Sill taking a course preparing him for battery command. There are of course other army 

schools leading up to Command and General Staff, Army War College, and National University. National 

University isn‟t limited to armed forces, but takes in promising people from State and other departments. 

 

To give us some stimulation, Major Fuller would get all the officers in the battalion together and give us a 

set of orders, as from a higher headquarters. Then we had to pretend we were battalion commanders, and 

write the order which would put our battalion in position required by the order we received. 

 

He also assigned three of us to lecture to the others on the current situation of the German-Russian front, 

covering strategy, tactics, and technique. We got our information from copies of THE INFANTRY 

JOURNAL. I talked on strategy, concluding the Germans were probably going to win. 

 

Finally, our new, American-made 155s arrived, and we were ready to drill. I ran one survey, but we didn‟t 

test it by firing. Then I was assigned to be the survey officer for a demonstration, by oue of our batteries, 

of how we could support the infantry. I remember finding a place for the battery, and sending a man out 

to stick in a pole to act as base point, but for some reason I let the survey sgt, (name of Friend) run the 

short base and figure elevation needed. And I didn‟t check his work. 

 

As a result, when I and the officers of the infantry battalion hq. were lying in the snow looking toward our 

designated target, and I called in the first round, it landed sixty paces behind us. The sgt. had forgotten to 

change feet on the short base to yards. 

 

I did not get a good rating for that period. 

 

Everyone was waiting to get off the island. Constant wet gray days, on an island peopled by men in olive 

drab, were not good for morale. We sent two privates, both of Mexican descent, to Seattle a couple of 
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weeks before the battalion moved, to help prepare the way for us. Getting away two weeks early was a 

reward for the work they had done all winter. Digging latrines in that rock would have been absurd. We 

had half of a 55 gallon oil drum under each hole. The two men (commonly referred to as Gl and G2) 

burned out the barrels with gasoline daily.  

 

When we arrived at the fort near Seattle, we tried to take the two back, but they had both been promoted 

to corporal and taken by the Transportation Corps. 

 

I learned later that it was common to leave less promising officers at the port of embarkation, letting the 

transportation corps have them. Sometimes when the unit came back through the same port they would 

find those men promoted. Another device sometimes used to get rid of officers regarded as not competent 

was to trade, blind, between two battalions. I was never left to the Transportation Corps, nor offered in 

trade, but when Alaska command needed another lt, or someone had to be spared from the battalion to 

help stop von Rundstedt, my commanders found they could do without me. 

 

I find I haven‟t mentioned the commander of Alaskan sector--Major General Simon Bolivar Buckner. He 

was a descendant of Simon Bolivar. He must have been very busy while recapturing two islands, but 

when I was on Amchitka his main concern seemed to be protecting sea lions, seals, and the like. 

 

It was on Amchitka that I had my only experience as a censor. Soldiers wrote quite eloquent letters to 

wives and girl friends. Of course someone was reading my letters too; probably 1st lt Gray. 

 

Eventually, in June, we moved back to Seattle, on our way to Ft. Sill. We were at a post near Seattle for 

some time. I went to visit Reg and Primrose Watters, but found they were separated. I had to visit one one 

night, the other the next. Reg had found a drama student in one of his classes, and preferred her to Prim. 

Prim said she had asked him to leave her walking backward, because she had always liked the back of his 
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head, and couldn‟t stand to see it walking away. Then she went to a bar and dance floor in one of the big 

hotels, a place known to military personnel as “The Snake Pit,” and picked up a marine.  

 

Such places as the Snake Pit acted as a form of wife and sweetheart exchange or recycling system for the 

armed forces. Primrose was a civilian, but quite often the picking up was done by other soldiers or sailors. 

I recall hearing about an admiral‟s wife who came to Seattle to say goodbye and see him off to sea. She 

didn‟t then hurry back home, but stayed in Seattle as long as Lt. Paterno was in town. Paterno was a 

bright and handsome Princeton grad, in math, who found a beautiful and obliging woman near every post. 

I sometimes wondered if he ever wondered whether his beautiful wife back in New Jersey was meanwhile 

cheering a lonely sergeant or brigadier from South Dakota. 

 

There must have been a tremendous swapping around of DNA in that war. Probably good for the species. 

I remember hearing an officer, undoubtedly worried about losing his commission for conduct unbecoming 

an officer and a gentleman, whether anyone would notice if he took a girl up to his room in the elevator. 

Another officer said, “You could take a horse up in that elevator and nobody would notice.” 

 

That wasn‟t the Gramercy Park Hotel, which I stayed in some time during my army days. It was a 

pleasant, quiet place, with a park across the street. 

 

>From Seattle I was ordered to join the battalion at Fort Sill, but with ten days delay in transit. I took a 

train called The Portland Rose to Laramie. I got into the station to see newspaper headlines announcing 

the invasion at Normandy, and Ernest waiting for me. I stayed with him and Helen and sons Dick and 

Bob for a day or two, then borrowed his 37 Ford and the gas coupons he had managed to get for me and 

drove to Sundance. 

 

Dad was cutting pulp wood near Cold Springs Creek at the time, and I went there to visit him. I took my 
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old rod along, but couldn‟t interest any trout in the stream. Dad had lost his job at the County Museum, 

partly because the librarian, a Seventh Day Adventist, objected to his displaying bones he said were older 

than her version of the creation said they could be, but partly also because the County Commissioners felt 

that with the war on, manpower was needed elsewhere. The museum was in the basement of the library. 

 

At Fort Sill the 309th was school troops, helping to train new draftees. I was motor officer, responsible 

for keeping track of where the vehicles of the battalion were and having vehicles, with proper equipment 

and personnel at the appointed place at the appointed time. For example, a jeep with a roll of wire, field 

telephone sets, equipment for laying line, and a driver-telephone operator, and a second telephone 

operator at 3:00 pm at a place where new telephone men were being trained. 

 

The battalion commander had finished his school and taken over. He was almost unanimously disliked. 

Major Fuller showed his contempt too openly and was transferred out of the battalion, and probably had 

his chances for promotion shot. The commander (Lt. Col) kept checking to see If I had all vehicles 

located. I lost track of one small truck for quite a time, until I found it parked by the col‟s hut. 

 

At one point I became a map-reading instructor. We were part of a unit called a group, under a brigadier. I 

knew that he kept walking around the post, checking on all the training going on. Therefore, I had a 

corporal assigned to keep watch for him, and when he appeared to salute him and report on what we were 

doing. He appeared just in time to hear a private ask, in a very skeptical voice, “How do you know that 

we‟re at the point on the map that you say we are?” I told him to look up from the map and see if he could 

see anything obvious enough on the ground that it would show up on the map. He looked up and saw that 

we were on the northwest corner of a large parade ground, which occupied the center of the map. I could 

see the light dawning. It was probably the first time it had ever occurred to him that occasionally officers 

did know what they were talking about and not just deceiving the enlisted ranks. These are not the words 

in which he would have said that. The brigadier wrote a commendation for my file. 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 92 

 

Another time, while the battery commander was away, the executive officer took us out to occupy a spot 

in the woods around the post. I was officer of the day, on duty till midnight, when I curled up in my 

blanket among the roots of an oak. I had had a feeling we weren‟t where we should be, and I was right. 

One doesn‟t place howitzers in dense forests where they can‟t hit anything for oak trees. 

 

Another time the whole battalion went out to set up camp for the night on a hillside. During the night 

troops wandered about with flashlights, which wouldn‟t have been wise during battle conditions. The 

brigadier was watching that too. He ordered a double-time march for the four miles back to the post. I had 

to lead my platoon at double time, then run back to the rear to see who was lagging. I found quite a few 

resting beside the road. All of them had papers certifying that they were limited duty men, suitable for 

cooks, clerks, and so on, but not to be expected to march with the infantry. By the summer of 44 we were 

scraping the bottom of the barrel for troops. Not as bad as the Germans, though. They had sixteen-year-

old boys and men of sixty, and one whole division of men with stomach ulcers. It was known as The 

White Bread Division. 

 

Oklahoma summers are hot. The only time I was cool that summer was the time I went up with an air 

observer. He was required to fly a certain numbers of hours every week, and one Sunday he asked it I 

wanted to go along. At six thousand feet the weather was pleasant. 

 

I lived in a part of the old fort, in red brick rather than the wooden barracks. I shared a comfortable 

apartment with a lieutenant who kept reminding himself and me that sometime soon we would certainly 

be sent to some place where people would be shooting at us. 

 

That summer was also the only time during my stay in the army that I marched to music, or encountered a 

band. Every Saturday we marched onto the parade ground, facing a band and a reviewing stand, in time 
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with the band, playing familiar marches. We came in in column, then peeled off to form a line. At some 

point I gave some command, which I have now forgotten, and my platoon wheeled into line. 

 

We must have had some weekends off. I recall a major recounting in graphic detail his encounter with a 

coed at the University in Norman, eighty miles away. I never got to Norman, but I did get to Tulsa, where 

I was shown the town by a young woman whose daddy had a Packard and gas coupons. 

 

We had an officers‟ club too, with alcoholic beverages bootlegged into the day state of Oklahoma. I was 

supposed to be the club officer, so when the club owed money to the post exchange, a girl working there 

said she would keep me and Major Fuller as hostages until it was paid. Fuller sent the battalion out 

collecting cans and bottles, and we turned them in to clear the debt. I have a feeling another major was 

making a killing on the whiskey. 

 

At one point I was told to talk to the officers of the battalion about finding distances by the short base 

method. Someone (our Lt. Col?) told me I had explained it clearly, but didn‟t do much with the 

mathematical principles behind it. He was right. I didn‟t know them. 

 

Toward the end of the summer I was assigned to the Advanced Officers Survey School. I believe Eddie 

Baer was sent too. I didn‟t do well. I was starting too far behind. 

 

In the fall, at the time of von Rundstedt‟s (sp?) breakthrough in the Ardennes, there was a desperate call 

for more men. Eisenhower had been calling for more for months. There may have been a few units--

divisions, brigades, battalions--ready to send, but mostly replacements were sent, to replace men lost. 

Eddie and I went from the 309th. 

 

We were sent to New York first, with some free time on the way. I stopped in Chicago and took Betty 
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Lounsbury, who had been writing a senior honors thesis in English during my last year at Wisconsin )out 

to dinner. She had sworn off alcohol, joined the Methodist Church, and was engaged. 

 

In New York, Eddie and I found his parents‟ stove disconnected for religious observance. We ate out a 

lot. I don‟t remember much of New York from that time. I took dancing lessons with a young woman 

who wanted to know where I was going, and with whom. I didn‟t give away any secrets because I didn‟t 

know any. I recall walking down a sidewalk with Eddie and two girls, one a student at Julliard, the other a 

copy reader for NEWSWEEK. 

 

Replacements may have been gathered, but there was no shipping available. For lack of any other way of 

keeping me busy, the Army sent me to Virginia, where I and many other lieutenants were set to sorting 

socks. We made command decisions on which were salvageable and which became rags. I visited 

Washington, but at night, so I didn‟t see much of it. 

 

Finally, right around Christmas, I found myself on the Aquitania, one of a number of big British liners 

built just before WWI, with, I was told, 14999 other soldiers. It was not a happy ship, by and large. Large 

numbers of ASTP boys, who had spent their earlier Army years in college, being trained to server in 

Military Government, found themselves changed overnight into infantry privates. Their view of the war 

was much like that of a later generation toward American participation in the Vietnam war. The same 

thing had happened to the whole Coast Artillery Corps, and much, if not all of Anti-Aircraft Artillery. 

Then there were replacements like me. There was at least one British officer, because I saw one standing 

at the rail and shaking his fist at Ireland as we went past. He said the Irish harbored German submarines. 

 

I shared a cabin with eleven other lieutenants. The steward gave us a choice between kippers and oatmeal 

for breakfast, but advised us to ask for both; we did. The other meal of the day, at four, was toast, jam, 

and tea. 
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If I was seasick, I must have been only slightly so. 

 

We left the ship at the port of Glasgow, which reminded me of the Aleutians, and carried our barracks 

bags to a train. It took us to Edinburgh and then south to London, and east to, I believe, Southhampton, 

where we carried our bags to another waiting ship, this one a merchant ship with concrete reinforcing. It 

took us to a French port. I can‟t recall which. 

 

Note: Southhampton would have been south from London, but it‟s the port I recall. 

 

On the way between Edinburgh and London we stopped for a time, and a bunch of us got out and talked 

with the engineer. He said we were on the Royal Scot, which used to travel at sixty, or it may have been 

eighty (I believe that was it) mph, but the heavy rails had been taken up and lighter ones put down, so we 

had to go slow. He addressed us as Yanks. A lt from Florida said he was no damn Yenkee. When the 

engineer asked him what he was then, he said he was a Rebel. The engineer said, “Ah, a Mexican.” 

 

I don‟t recall what town‟s temporary docks we landed at, and from then on for a time my memory is 

confused. I recall incidents, but not their order. 

 

I was walking with a group of other soldiers when we were stopped by a sentry who was looking for 

German soldiers disguised in captured American uniforms. lie asked about ballplayers. I knew no 

ballplayers, but we had a guide who did. 

 

Another time I was in Paris, but my only recollection was meeting MSgt Jack Gates in Place Pigalle, 

called by soldiers Pig Alley. He had left the 309th and volunteered to become a paratrooper so he could 

get into more action, quicker. 
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At one time we were in a medieval or renaissance chateau which didn‟t have adequate plumbing. 

 

We traveled from some place to another by boxcar. 

 

We stopped in Belgium at a Replacement Depot (Repple Depple) to be sorted. A shipment of aid from 

America must have come by that train or one just earlier, since a side of rifles, and three rounds each. 

 

Most of the replacements were kept at Aachen to be trained in night fighting, but artillery officers were 

sent to the front, and I found myself in a small village near a canal at the edge of the Ruhr. I shared a 

basement room in a bombed house with a young it from Seattle, a student at the University of 

Washington, and battalion S-2 (intelligence and survey). It was soon after I arrived there that the British 

shared with us some good champagne they had been given by the French. The lt (sorry I‟ve lost his name) 

and I drank champagne from our aluminum mess cups. 

 

I was in the First Army, commanded by Omar Bradley; in the Ninth Corps, commanded by “Lightning 

Joe” Collins; in the 104th Infantry Division, commanded by Terry G. Alien. The other division in the 

Ninth was the Second Armored, commanded by General Rose, son of a Denver Rabbi and one of the 

Army‟s rising stars. The Brigadier General commanding the 2d‟s artillery was General Brown. 

 

The 104th retained two of its infantry regiments--the 113 and 115, while the 114h was attached to and 

traveled with the Second Armored. 

 

My commander, Allen, had been a another rising star, one of those in line for command of a corps and a 

third star as Lieutenant General, but he had run into trouble. He had been commander of the First Infantry 

Division (Big Red One), the prize assignment for any major general, in North Africa. There, he disobeyed 
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orders of both Eisenhower and Patton and let his troops go into North African towns. He undoubtedly had 

his reasons, but though I did talk with him once, I didn‟t ask what they were.  

 

He was pulled out of the First, and put in command of the 104th, one of the last divisions created during 

the war, out of what material was available. Tie set about turning it into one of the best divisions in the 

European Theater. 

 

I don‟t recall the name of the brigadier commanding the lO4th‟s artillery, though I worked for him during 

most of my time in Germany, but I recall General Brown, of the Second Armored. At one time I heard 

him talking on the phone in the lO4th‟s artillery hq, undoubtedly to some higher officer, quite likely 

Collins. His comment struck me so much that I still recall it: “Sir, I knew you wished me to use artillery 

freely, but I had not realized you wished me to pave the road to Cologne with steel.” Another time he 

came into our hq and said he was now ready to die at any time, since he had just seen a thing of perfect 

beauty--a unit of the First Infantry capturing a hill just the way infantry is supposed to capture a hill. A 

military romantic. He will reappear in my story. 

 

At first I was motor officer for, I believe, Div Arty Hq Battery, trying to deal with a sgt mechanic and a 

pfc mechanic, both of whom bitched constantly and demanded to be promoted. But I had a couple of 

other assignments along the way. 

 

Probably because I had had an advanced survey course, I was told to run a survey for a rear position, a 

place we could fall back to if our coming attack ran into a strong counterattack. Since we never had to fall 

back my survey never was tested. 

 

Another time I was sent to check on the survey of the regular battalion S-2. A battery of corps artillery, a 

medium, self-propelled, black, National Guard unit from Pittsburgh had been attached to our battalion, 
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and the regular s-2 had surveyed it in and tried to bring it in on the base point. In bringing a battery in on 

a base point, only one howitzer--no. 2--fires. The s-2, my roommate, had had it fire 17 times (95 round 

rounds costing $95), trying to correct by bringing it up, down, left, or right, and hadn‟t come close. 

 

I didn‟t see much hope of doing better than a recent math major from the U of Washington, but just after I 

had laid number 2 we were called to lunch. On the way, I stopped to look at no. 2, since I hadn‟t seen 

self-propelled pieces before. The gunner corporal politely asked me to come up on the platform with him. 

I did, and saw that he was mis-reading his sight by 1000 mills. When we straightened that out we were on 

target first round. My roommate‟s survey was justified, and I got good marks at battalion.  

 

I did not stay motor officer very long. Before the start of the Rhineland and Central Europe Campaign the 

European command created a new office, not in the Table of Organization in other theaters--Division 

Artillery Liaison Officer--and I was appointed for my division. The main idea behind it was to cut down 

on casualties from friendly fire by keeping the artillery of each division up on what was going on in 

divisions to left and right. It also served to give quicker arty support from one unit to another. 

 

I was supplied with a Dodge command car--an open touring model--Signal Corps Radio 194, a driver 

who was also a telephone man (and with telephone equipment), and a radio operator. The radio operator 

was a Brooklyn boy named Torre; I forget the name of the driver--a pleasant young man but tending to 

seasickness when driving over cobbled roads. 

 

The unit on our left when I began the job was the 30th Infantry, with its arty hq a mile or two away. I 

drove back and forth daily, carrying orders, reports, and what not from the two divisions, plus the same 

from two corps. I don‟t recall if I carried between two armies. I acquired somewhere a plastic map case 

for carrying them, along with the map of the area. 
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At one point an intelligence officer from some unit decided that no one had translated Caesar on bridging 

the Rhine correctly, so he did the job and sent it along. 

 

At one point I got a special mission. It came about because a German doctoral candidate had had his 

dissertation judged politically incorrect, so he had been thrown out of university and sent to the front, on 

the other side of our canal. There, he took his first chance to swim the canal at night and report in to our 

regimental intelligence. The officers there questioned him and found he didn‟t know much, so they put 

him back in the canal with orders to return when he had answers to their questions. 

 

He came back with answers about German preparedness in that sector that made them decide not to try a 

direct attack across the canal. I was told to speak to the 30th about that regiment following their troops 

across and then swinging right to attack German defenses from the flank. 

 

I batted back and forth between the two divisions for nearly a month before the offensive began. Later, 

our troops captured a document labeled Skitze der Nichtsinzuschauenraume. Someone brought it to me to 

translate, but I gave up. Actually, if I had thought about it, it was easy--sketch of not see into room; in 

American terminology an observational dead-space chart. It showed that a German artillery observer had 

been watching me every day. But the Germans were saving their ammunition for bigger game. 

 

A couple of minor notes on the job: at one point a brigadier commanding the div arty of some div told my 

brigadier that my jacket was a disgrace to my division. It was a stained old field jacket, with a few holes 

from my pipe. I bought two new Eisenhower jackets and even a new pair of pants, and apparently 

satisfied the brigadier. At another point, when we were not in combat and I had been called back to the 

104th, the commander of arty of some division called my arty hq and asked, if I wasn‟t doing anything 

useful there, to send me back to his unit. He said he had become so used to having me and the in. officer 

of the 2nd Armored around that he missed us. I was sent back. 
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That in officer from the 2d Armored had an interesting story. He was a captain who had served in Italy. 

During the bombing of Monte Cassino (sp?) he had been one of two thousand who had gone up to a 

hilltop to watch the bombing. Somehow, the bombers hit the wrong hill. He was patched up and given a 

new assignment. He traveled in a Jeep with a machine gun mounted in it; sometimes he and I traveled 

together. Otherwise my crew was armed with a .45 with eight rounds, and two carbines. I don‟t know how 

many rounds they had. One more thing I had done back in France had been to fire at a target--a silhouette 

of a German soldier--at 25 paces, with my 45. I missed it with the whole clip. That left me feeling 

unprotected. So somewhere along the road toward Berlin I stopped at a battle field and picked up parts on 

a German army rifle and assembled them, and added a cartridge belt and several clips. My crew were 

armed with the carbine, but they didn‟t like it, so they picked up regular infantry rifles, Ml‟s. 

 

For several days before the offensive I stayed with the 30th. We were bombed one night. I got up and 

went out the first time; after that I concluded that the bombs were as likely to fall beside the building as 

on it, so I slept through the next few planes. In he morning we found that they had destroyed a couple of 

vehicles in the motor park. 

 

A few of the new German jets also came over. Our planes couldn‟t keep up with them, but they patroled 

the line after the Germans had passed it, hoping to catch them on their way back. 

 

At three in the morning, February 23, 300 artillery pieces opened up. Since they were our guns, I went 

back to sleep, waiting for the 30th to move. 

 

With tanks, infantry, and the guns ahead of us, our hq pulled out about ten in the morning, crossing a 

bridge that must have been put in by the engineers after infantry had crossed in boats and cleared out the 

German troops. 
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Along the way we passed two or three burned-out tanks, and one German infantryma2, or what was left of 

him. He had fallen half on and half off the road, and three divisions had gone over him. A dead American 

soldier was beside the walk leading to the house we set up div arty hq in. 

 

That house was the summer home, or rural retreat or what not, of the German Foreign Minister, whose 

name I remembered a while ago, but didn‟t write down. It was a fine house, with plenty of room and 

pleasant surroundings. A platoon of 8-inch guns started to set up in the front yard, but our general ran 

them off. 

 

John remembered the foreign minister‟s name: von Ribentrop. 

 

I don‟t remember whether we were one day or two from there to Cologne. 

 

There was some trouble taking the city. The 106th was assigned to take a sector, but it had lost half its 

men-- killed, injured, or captured--in four days in the Ardennes, and its morale wasn‟t high. A regiment of 

the 104th took it fairly easily. General Allen made it easier by making contact with the German 

commander, a WW1 naval hero who had been given the job. He and Allen worked it out so that our 

troops attacked areas held by over-age veterans, and avoided areas held by the Hitler Jugend, who still 

believed and hoped. 

 

I remember coming into Cologne, down the street toward the cathedral, undamaged. A man in 

concentration camp uniform waved down our car and gave the driver a half bottle of wine he had been 

drinking from. The driver and radio man shared it; I wasn‟t tempted. 

 

On our left in Cologne, the people I liaised with (if there is such a word) were a British-American cavalry 
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unit-- British Bren Gun Carriers and American light tanks. They patrolled the west bank, watching 

German families crossing the river in row boats, and not interfering. 

 

It was here I heard of a private who drank too much, raped a German girl, and shot her father. He was 

sent to Paris to be hanged. 

 

One day I returned to the Div Arty Hq, at a flour mill, to find it gone. I took the road up river and soon 

came to a six-sided sign in white, with a wolf‟s head in green, howling. Beneath it the word “UP.” I 

followed those signs till I reached a newly-built wooden bridge sagging across the river. On the other 

side, up a ways and into a range of hills, I came on the 104th and the 1st, stopped in a small town that had 

been bombed till the streets were filled with rubble, stopping the tanks. 

 

We were stopped there by German infantry for quite a while. When we showed a film outdoors the 

Germans came down through the trees and picked off the audience. 

 

When we finally broke through the hills and forests I remained behind, with some division, keeping 

contact by radio, but as the 104th moved north and west on the plains, sometimes gaining 30 miles a day, 

it became harder and harder to reach. We kept in touch for some days by calling from the highest point 

we could find in the hills. When even that didn‟t work I decided I should move, since I wasn‟t doing any 

good for my division. 

 

We reached Kassel, the major city of the area, at dusk. We started on, looking for Timberwolf signs, but 

finally found them on a road leading more sharply west than I had expected. I wondered if German 

civilians had been switching signs about, and decided not to try to find out at night. An engineer unit said 

we could put our sleeping bags on their floor for the night. 
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During that night Generals Rose and Brown, of the Second Armored, set out to check their Main Supply 

Route (the Line of Advance run backward--signs on the back of the UP signs, reading DOWN) by 

themselves, apparently no driver, no troops. A Tiger tank came out of the pocket it was supposedly 

trapped in and opened up on them. Rose was killed. Brown jumped out the side and crawled away in the 

ditch. He became division commander. 

 

Next day we reached Paderborn, where American units moving north had joined British and American 

units moving east to seal off the Ruhr, the center of German industry. In Paderborn we visited a 

Volksturm arsenal, meant to supply civilians who were to take up arms when the German army retreated. 

However, civilians hadn‟t cared to do so. We had broadcast ahead of our troops warnings that if our 

troops were shot at after they had occupied a town, we would withdraw and shell the town with white 

phosphorus, and Germans valued their homes. 

 

I was sent to First Division, where my crew and I were quartered in a barn, sleeping in the hay loft. It was 

pleasant enough. The farm wife told us if we wanted eggs we could have eggs, but we were to bring them 

to her. She didn‟t want us starting fires and burning down the barn. 

 

While I was with the First, General Allen called to tell me to report to him with information on what 

artillery support the First could give the Hundred and Fourth in case of a German counterattack. The First 

told me they had a platoon of eight-inchers in the middle of their sector, and unlimited ammunition. I 

carried the message to Allen. 

 

I could as well have phoned the message, but when a major general gives an order one doesn‟t tell him 

he‟s being silly. 

 

We started east, across northern Germany, scenery not spectacular as in the Rhineland or Bavaria, but 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 104 

pleasant enough, with spring coming on, reddish soil, a general air of prosperity. Lots of new houses. 

Civilians no longer retreated east ahead of us, but watched us go by. Torre, the radio man, was handsome. 

When we drove through villages he switched the radio to BBC, and girls came out on the sidewalks to 

listen to the music and admire Torre. 

  

We must have listened to German stations too, because I remember hearing “Lili Marlene.” 

 

We were not supposed to fraternize, but there was some contact. A German man gave me map, better than 

the ones issued to us. A German woman told someone in my unit that Americans didn‟t accidentally park 

their trucks on flower beds; they looked for flower beds to park their trucks on. 

 

Usually we were quartered in German homes, and I read current publications. The government was 

pushing the populist line, workers republic sort of stuff, accusing the British of being aristocratic, but the 

Americans and Russians of being barbarians. I read copies of a periodical put out by a Dutch professor, 

called FIVE MINUTES TO MIDNIGHT. It called for Europe to unite behind Germany to save European 

culture from Russia and America. 

 

I also read some German books. I began one called, I believe, THE CORONET, in one home, and took it 

along to finish it in another home. It was in fine, poetic prose, by Hesse? Rilke? It told of the Duke‟s rider 

coming to the landowner‟s hof carrying the Duke‟s regrets at the death of the older son, and asking for the 

next son. So the young son rode away and had many adventures, including an evening in a castle garden 

with a beautiful girl in white who looked like a fountain in the darkness. Then one night the Turks come 

over the wall, and the Duke‟s rider went to the landowner carrying the Duke‟s regrets and a request for 

the next son. 

 

I hope the book either found its way home, or that the family in whose library I left it enjoyed it.  
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Sometimes we traveled with our Div Arty Hq., sometimes with the Div Arty Hq of unit I was sent to, 

sometimes we traveled alone, moving between them. We had disagreements when we traveled alone, with 

Torre favoring one route and the driver and I favoring the other. The two of us were a majority, and 

besides I was the lieutenant. We were never lost. Sometimes we did change roads when Torre repeated a 

favorite comment, “This looks like fresh corpse country; let‟s try another road.” I remember once being 

blocked in a narrow village street by a dead Holstein cow. 

 

We carried bedrolls with us, and could put them down anywhere. We ate with whatever unit we were 

with, or dropped in on units we were passing at meal time. We carried K rations in wax boxes, for times 

we couldn‟t find a unit to feed us. I remember being surprised when we came across a group of freed 

British PWs heating their rations and making tea beside the road. 

 

General Allen‟s orders were always the same, day after day: 1. The Timberwolves will continue their 

advance in assigned sectors, 413 on the left, 415 on the right (see attached overlay) destroying all 

opposition in their path.  2. No Timberwolf will be taken prisoner. 3. Remember:  Nothing in Hell can stop 

the Timberwolves. By order of Terry G. Allen, Major General, Commanding. 

 

Usually we were behind the column, but once I was with the 104th Arty Hq when someone grew 

concerned and sent the message to Div Hq, “Where are leading elements?” The answer came back, “As of 

now, you are leading elements.” That must have been the day when the Col‟s driver explored a barn and 

took thirteen prisoners. He turned them over to the colonel, who had French officer friend write him up 

for a French medal. In turn, he wrote the French officer up for an American medal. Regular army officers 

were working hard to gain a little rank in the regulars while the war was on. 

 

The colonel‟s driver kept the pistols of the thirteen prisoners and sold them, probably to the Air Corps, 
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which didn‟t have chances to pick up pistols. Sometimes they sold for as much as $300. 

 

I was given a German reserve officers‟ pistol by someone who had found a box of them in a bombed 

train. It was by Suel & Sohn, Solingen. Later I found in a British museum a sword of the period of the 

English Civil War, likewise made in Solingen. I gave my pistol to Bob Vandenberg‟s son, who collected 

arms. 

 

At one time along the way east I was pulled from regular duty to lead an ammunition convoy up to the 

howitzers. 

 

There didn‟t seem to be any major cities along our way, but I remember Seibenhausen, which had seven 

houses. At Bitterfeld there had been a huge airfield, used mostly for experimental aircraft. It was 

abandoned and overgrown with clover when we arrived. Rabbits multiplied in the clover. French POWs, 

who had been freed or had freed themselves, set snares in the rabbit runways and subsisted on rabbit. 

While we were there a flight of Russian dive bombers dropped in on us. The pilots said they were 

supposed to be bombing Prague, but had decided to visit us instead. They boasted of their abilities with 

women and Vodka. 

 

I was called on to borrow fire only twice. Once some unit on our left asked me to bring in artillery on 

coordinates from which Germans were firing on their vehicles as they travelled along the road. Our Div 

Arty said that point was too close to our lines to put artillery fire on it, but it asked the heavy weapons 

company of an infantry regiment to hit it with mortars. 

 

Another time the 169th Infantry Regiment, acting as an independent combat unit, called our Artillery 

Headquarters to ask if it could borrow a medium battalion. Some wit told them we didn‟t lend battalions, 

but not to worry: we would send Lieutenant Hilton. 
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So I took my command car, my driver-telephone man with his telephone equipment, and my radio 

operator with his radio, and reported in to the 169th headquarters. I parked  the car in their motor park, 

and we ran a line to their headquarters. Their problem was infantry in an abandoned factory, holding up 

their advance. They told me they could have an air observer up at ten the next morning. 

 

I called the driver, who passed on the message to the radio man, who sent it to Div Arty, requesting fire 

on such and such coordinates at ten next morning, when an observer would be up. I was told they would 

fire medium battalion plus attached battery, but how many rounds did we need? While I was thinking 

about that the driver said, “Three ought to do it, Lieutenant.” That seemed reasonable, so I said three.  

 

At ten the next morning the 169th pilot reported ready to observe, someone at Div Arty said, “On the 

way,” and forty-eight rounds of high explosive hit the factory. The 169th then went on to the next place 

where the Germans decided to make a stand. 

 

I worried a bit over those German troops, but not excessively. I think I was more concerned over the 

soldiers who didn‟t get killed quickly, but had to go on fighting a rear-guard action, their chances of 

survival falling every day, in a war they now knew they had no chance of winning. 

 

I was playing tiddley-winks on the carpet of a German home with a group of officers when the news of 

Roosevelt‟s death came. 

 

Somewhere along the line I was in a barracks, buildings arranged around a central rectangle, looking 

down from the second floor on Field Marshall Montgomery moving about among the troops and talking 

with them. He had given orders that all officers should stay in their rooms: he wanted to talk with the 

enlisted ranks. 
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There were increasing signs of disintegration. Hitler had been enormously popular while he was winning. 

Clinton‟s polls were never so high. Now, every morning the sky was filled with bombers going over, on 

their way to bomb Berlin, and the public was saying, “Er muss fur das bezallen”--he must pay for that.  

 

That bombing of civilians in Berlin, Hamburg, and other cities was, of course, an atrocity. But in that war 

we didn‟t seem to mind our own atrocities. The only protests I can recall reading were by an English poet 

named Bejtman, and in Cozzens‟ novel, Guard of Honor, in which Cozzens had General Arnold tell 

Roosevelt that he could bomb Germany flat and kill most of its population, but then add, “if you really 

want that.” 

 

Displaced persons--workers brought in from other lands-- and POWs, either released by their guards or 

broken free, lined the roads.  

 

Germans began appearing around our mess lines, usually looking but not speaking, but sometimes asking 

for “nur was ubrigens ist,” only what‟s left over. One appealed for coffee for his dying grandmother, who 

hadn‟t had coffee since 1940. Giving out coffee was forbidden, but I did give away my two slices of 

bread.  

 

Casualties in Div Arty Hq were light--only two men. One was coming back from delivering mail to the 

front when an American pilot who remembered that road as being enemy territory when he had gone over 

in the morning came down and strafed him. The other was looking at a graveyard with a friend when a 

German plane came over. His last words were reported as being, “Look at all those pretty green flashes on 

the wings.” 

 

Probably the artillerymen at the firing batteries took more. The infantry took a lot. One regiment was 
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given as replacements a platoon of black soldiers. They were men who had been in non-combat positions-

-as most black soldiers were--but who had volunteered to transfer to the infantry. Usually they gave up 

their rank in order to do so. They were said to be good soldiers. Some scholar should follow up on what 

happened to the men of that platoon after the war, before it‟s too late. 

 

We reached Halle-am-Salle in good shape, ready to go on to Berlin. One soldier even liberated a sixteen 

cylinder Cadillac from the early thirties for General Allen‟s triumphant entrance. 

 

But there we stalled. While we waited I was sent to look for insignia for officers recently promoted. I 

found the Fanenfabric or flag store, with a huge green wolf‟s head hanging in the window. The people 

there didn‟t have bars or leaves but they had gold and silver thread, so they made insignia out of those. 

 

I was next assigned to find 12,000 pretzels for a division party. My driver and I (a different driver now, 

and a two-and-a-half ton General Motors truck) found a bakery, but the baker had no flour. He had also 

never heard of pretzels. When we described them he said he could make them if we provided the flour. 

We found whole wheat flour, and the baker produced large objects twisted in pretzel shape. I have no 

memory of the party. Must have missed it. 

 

Another time I was sent to buy paint. There was no paint in Halle-am-Salle or vicinity, but one man had 

powdered colors, and he suggested we try mixing them with rich cream. I got the cream, and apparently 

the system worked. 

 

The war ended, without much celebration on our part. We learned that we were stuck in Halle because 

Roosevelt had signed a secret treaty giving Berlin to Russia. 

 

We settled in in the town, which was a pleasant place. Rules against socializing with the Germans were 
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suspended, and a group of officers started a club that became notorious. The era of the chocolada ladies 

had arrived. 

 

I was sent back to my old battalion. A group of officers from it, including me, were quartered in a suburb, 

in an apartment formerly held by the family of a German colonel and baron. They had moved in with 

someone else in the neighborhood. (The infantry said the artillery always spared the best homes in every 

town, and moved into them.) 

 

The wife, Herta, full title die Baronin Herta, Freifrau von Pekenzel, and her two young daughters must 

have lived fairly near by. They all came to care for their garden and to pick strawberries. All three were 

pretty, and a group of officers would appear on the terrace to watch as they picked. 

 

Herta also checked to see what we were doing to her apartment. When she found our boots made marks 

on her tile kitchen floor, she complained. Since I was the one who spoke some German, I caught the 

complaints. Since those boots were parts of our uniform, there was nothing I could do about it. 

 

She also talked about her husband. She reported that he had said that when Hitler had finished killing the 

Jews he would start on the aristocracy. Could have been true, since Hitler was out to remove all possible 

power bases outside of the Party. She brought me the letters she received from the Army Hq, replying to 

her questions about her husband, apparently thinking that since I was in an army too, I might understand 

the unstated messages in army correspondence. 

 

One letter contained the word of a man in his unit saying he was last seen taking up wire (he was in 

Signals) with Russian tanks already visible. That suggested to me that he was gone, but I didn‟t tell her 

that. Later, when I learned how the Russians were keeping prisoners. especially officers, for years and 

years, training some of them to run East Germany, I thought he might be alive. But when Miriam and I 
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sent her a care package and heard from her, he hadn‟t returned. She had by then escaped from the Russian 

zone and returned to her parents in the American zone. 

 

I gave her daughters my candy ration, and her a carton of cigarettes before we left the town. Cigarettes 

were better for trading purposes than occupation marks. 

 

We were in the zone given to the Russians, so as they came nearer we were ordered to the west side of the 

Oder, the dividing line. If we were near any town I never learned ot it. I don‟t remember what we lived in, 

but I don‟t believe we were occupying anyone‟s houses. We were in woods beside a river, in late spring 

or early summer, all very pretty. 

 

As the Russian troops came nearer, people fled before them. A group of officers crossed the river in a 

plane and found a long procession marching west. They landed to check and found it was a group of PWs 

and German soldiers guarding them. They had marched some hundreds of miles east, to 

evade the advancing Americans and British, then turned and marched west again as the Russians came 

near. Our officers told them where we were and promised to have a bridge ready when they arrived. 

 

There were around seven hundred of them, mostly British but including some Veitnamese who had been 

with the French. Some were nurses. Some had been prisoners since Dunkirk; some had been captured in 

an unsuccessful British raid in 1942. 

 

I went back on convoy duty, taking British soldiers to a camp established up river. I took a group of 

Russian prisoners to a camp the Russians had established. I didn‟t have a clear idea of where the camp 

was, and I kept having to stop the convoy to ask directions. Lilacs were in bloom. The Russians had 

dysentery, and disappeared into the lilacs. I didn‟t know then that Stalin had ruled that all PWs were 

deserters and would be sent to labor camps. 
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I was sent with three trucks to pick up a group of Poles and start them back toward Poland. When we 

arrived we found the Poles didn‟t want to go. I had orders to move them, but they clearly were going to 

resist going. I had three men and one 45 with seven rounds. The only police in the camp were Poles 

armed with clubs. I had listened to a chaplain of Polish descent and knew that the Poles feared and hated 

Russian rule, with good reason. My drivers and I consulted and decided to go back to camp and report. I 

was not court martialed or any such thing. I suspect my superiors also sympathized with the Poles. 

Probably those men were allowed to stay in the American zone until they found some other place to go. 

Maybe some landed in Hamtramck. 

 

The French came out from Paris in civilian cars to take their men home. 

 

One convoy carried Russian civilians who had been taken by the Germans to work in Germany across the 

river to a place the Russians had prepared for them. There were banners along the way, saying welcome 

to the Timberwolves, and when I climbed out of the truck a Russian officer, a major, I think, saluted me. 

He also told me to be out of there in five minutes. One driver reported a flat tire, so we were longer than 

that, but the Russians didn‟t shoot us. 

 

There was a ceremonial meeting of the two armies, and the Russians invited a group, both officers and 

enlisted, to their party. At the party, glasses were filled and refilled with vodka. General Allen gave the 

order, “For the honor c the Timberwolves, match them glass for glass.” The group returned with the 

General riding beside the driver (how he was kept able to drive, I don‟t know), and the rest stretched out 

on the steel truck bed. 

 

Here I will insert something that should be included, but I don‟t know where. Somewhere along the line, 

but I don‟t remember where, my unit was quartered in the Schlosswaldvonleinigen--the hunting lodge of 
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the princes of Hesse. It was a large timber structure set in a deciduous (sp?) woods, with the walls lined 

with the heads of stags killed by Prince Ernst or Prince Eugene, and a stuffed wild boar facing the door, 

his teeth gleaming in the dim light. The present Prince of Hesse, we were told, was a prisoner in England. 

Since he was a cousin to King George, he was probably treated fairly well. 

 

In spite of all the convoys I had run, there were still a lot of hungry-looking men around our camp, and 

there didn‟t seem to be anyone doing anything for them. One time I got a carton of cigarettes and began 

passing them out, a cigarette at a time, as a line formed to pick them up. They could be traded to German 

farmers for potatoes. 

 

The end of a rating period came. My captain, name of Richards I believe, though why I remember him 

when there were many nicer things to remember, said I was Unsatisfactory, remarking that I hadn‟t done 

a thing for him during that period. Someone sent the card on up to the brigadier commanding div. arty., 

the chap I had been working for. He rated me either Superior or Excellent, I can‟t remember which, but it 

was enough to get me promoted to first lieutenant. My captains‟s rating got me out of the Hundred and 

Fourth. I went off to another repple depple, in some ancient German city (was it Trier?”). The foundations 

of its church were said to have been laid in Roman days. The next step would have been to send me off to 

some unit needing one more lieutenant before it headed toward Japan, or perhaps sent into retraining 

before that journey. However, Truman had the bomb dropped, and the war ended. I was then among 

hundreds of thousands of troops who were ready to be sent home, but there wasn‟t shipping for nearly all 

of them. Higher command was left with the problem of what to do with us while waiting, with our turns 

depending on years of service and years overseas. 

 

One whole trainload of surplus infantry and artillery lieutenants was assigned to Quartermaster Rear, 

Cooks and Baker‟s School. Through some confusion we ended Up in Quartermaster Hq., in Versailles. 

The people there were astounded, and didn‟t know what to do with us. I toured Versailles, and went to 
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Paris, where I visited the usual spots--Notre Dame Cathedral, another cathedral from the late nineteenth 

century, the Louvre, bookstalls on the Seine. believe my memory is accurate in picturing a man fishing in 

the river. 

 

Eventually the Quartermaster people got us sorted. Where the others went I don‟t know, but I got a choice 

assignment--a search unit of Graves Registration, in a little town in the French occupation zone, reached 

by turning off the highway beside the Rhine at a sign saying Zwelf Kurven. Don‟t remember the name of 

the town. We were quartered in a teacher‟s resthouse. 

 

Our mission was to look for and retrieve the bodies of servicemen in stray places, where they were missed 

by the regular graves registration people. Air crews from planes shot down in rural areas were one 

example of the kind of people lost. 

 

We found no more bodies while I was with the unit, but the company had obviously found many before. 

There was a heavy smell of disinfectant about our trucks. When our men told German girls about their job 

and the girls were skeptical, the men said, “Come out and smell our trucks.” 

 

Our 1st lt commanding was a thoughtful man whose name is lost, with so many other things. The other 

officer was 2d lt Maloney, who claimed to be the senior second lieutenant in the US Army. Actually, he 

was young, probably in his twenties, but he had been passed over for promotion. Our enlisted personnel 

was made up of people who chose a non-combat branch, a rather shifty lot. 

 

One stole my socks from the laundry. Another sold the truck he had been driving to a farmer for 400 

marks. I had to placate the farmer with four cartons of cigarettes before I took back the truck. I don‟t 

recall ever hearing what happened to the driver. 
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There wasn‟t much work for us, but I had one other assignment, to check the cemetary in the small town 

of Rhineberg to see if any American servicemen had been buried there. I went with Sgt. Kelly. We found 

no American bodies. I had dinner and stayed the night with a family, which invited several other 

townspeople in for the meal. Everybody spoke good English. I heard what happened to people in the town 

who had voted “no” on Hitler‟ s referendum in 1934. 

 

The town we were stationed in had an outdoor oven in which everybody baked their bread, a castle or 

what was left of one, where everybody went to dance the polka and the schottish, and a wine bar beside 

the bridge. New white wine was ten cents a glass. I went there with Lt. Maloney a time or two. There I 

met a young woman whose name I have forgotten, or maybe never learned. I always thought of her as 

Blondie aus Dorebach, since she was blond and walked the two kilometers from Dorebach to see the 

action in our town. 

 

She had been a medical student in Prague, but now that Germany had lost the war, she said, she would be 

cooped up all her life in this horrible little country. She brought a volume of Goethe‟s lyrics, listened to 

me read them, and corrected my pronunciation. Her evenings she spent with Sgt Kelley.(Does it have an 

e?) 

 

Once Maloney and I crashed the French non-coin‟s club. A German woman was serving white wine with 

a touch of sugar heated on the stove. It seemed harmless but it wasn‟t. During the evening a French major 

also crashed the club. He and the hostess waltzed to a record-player. She said the German occupation 

forces had taught the French to dance fairly well. He said the Germans had learned the waltz from 

Napoleon‟s troops. 

 

On All Souls evening French troops led the way to the town cemetery in Bren Gun Carriers, with the 

townspeople following on foot. It must have been soon after that that I left the Quartermaster unit. 
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During the summer and fall I went on leave twice. In July I went to London. On successive evenings I 

saw a famous actor, name now forgotten and I seem to have lost the playbill, in “Hamlet” and “Duchess 

of Malfi” at the Haymarket Theater. A volunteer guide named Buchanan--why I should remember him 

and not the actor I don‟t know--gave a group of us a tour of London, including Westminster Abbey and 

the Victoria and Albert Museum. Probably other places. I saw the Houses of Parliament, and I rowed on 

the Thames with a Methodist chaplain, a young and handsome man whom all the girls along the shore and 

in boats smiled at. 

 

I wanted to get out in the countryside, but the people at Grovesener House (sp?), the center for American 

troops in London, told me that everybody in London was heading for the country, first chance since 1939. 

So I went to Edinburg with the chaplain. He went on a tour of Scottish churches, but I stayed in town. I 

saw the castle, and Mons Meg, the famous mortar used by Scots kings to knock down the castles of 

rebellious nobles. I tried to buy tobacco and matches, but found no tobacco. The proprietor of one shop 

gave me a packet of matches from his pocket. 

 

I bought a newspaper, and recall two items from it: the first shipment of Algerian briar in six years had 

come in, so pipe production could resume; and that John Knox some- number had joined a Catholic order. 

 

In November or December I went to the Riviera, to Cannes, by train, following the Rhone and with 

mountains on the left. A bit chilly but warmer than Germany. I rented a bicycle and explored the town. I 

went up on the hill, to the towns that grow flowers and make perfume. In a bar in some village I bought 

brandy for all the men gathered there. I took a girl named Arlette out for brandy at Alex‟s Bar (I think I 

have that right). The cherry brandy was excellent, but Arlette was more impressed by the tea offered daily 

by sailors of a British ship in the harbor. The French had been cut off from tea since 1939. 
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Arlette‟ s ancestors were Italian, that part of France having been taken by Napoleon II in the 1850‟s. She 

said democracy might work in America, but the French needed a king to keep them under control. 

 

One evening the waiter brought a prostitute to my table. She told me about her daughter, attending a 

convent school. She showed me the location of her apartment and told me that she had to earn some 

money to keep the daughter in school; I could come by later and have the rest of the night free. I spent the 

evening reading Algernon Blackwood‟s stories, making my first acquaintance with the Wendigo. 

 

Meanwhile, my points counting for departure were adding up, and I was sent to another division slated for 

quick shipment home. Woodchopper Division? Illinois National Guard? I‟m not sure. I pulled guard duty 

once, but otherwise had little to do. We were located in a beautiful wide valley, with a river wandering 

through, and an ancient university on the hill. I went there to try to buy some volumes of German poetry, 

but was told it was all the school could do to provide some texts for the students. Could it have been 

Wurtemburg, or am I just remembering Marlowe‟s Faust? 

 

In December we were loaded on a train and moved out to the coast. We had heat in the cars while in 

Germany, but none in France. The opinion of the troops was that the French wanted us to be cold. 

Frenchmen had been quoted as saying France could endure another German occupation, but not another 

American liberation. 

 

We sailed on another overcrowded Liberty ship. Big time gambling every night. One American warrant 

officer and one low-ranking British officer took money away from officers of several nations night after 

night. 

 

We were discharged in New Jersey, Fort Dix I believe. I headed for Long Island, where Ernest was 

working for his doctorate at NYU, this time with Helen and the two boys with him. In Paris I had looked 
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confused at a station in the subway and a pretty woman in French air corps uniform had asked where I 

was going, put me on the right train and stayed with me till I reached my destination. People in New 

Jersey were less helpful, but I found my way. 

 

I brought two service ribbons and a toy bayonet with a swastika on the sheath for Dick. Remembering the 

cherry brandy at Felix‟s bar, I brought an American cherry brandy. It was sickly-sweet, but we had no 

trouble getting rid of it. Dick got up early one morning, sampled it, and poured it down the sink. 

 

At that time Ernest was finishing his work on the doctorate, and teaching a course for NYU in 

Washington to support the family. Dick had to have an operation to equalize the length of his legs. I had 

eighteen hundred dollars in my wallet--must have been saving for some time, or perhaps I was given three 

months‟ pay on discharge--so I could repay five hundred of what Ernest had invested in me at Wyo and 

Wis. 

 

I tried to wangle a free trip to Chicago on an Army transport plane, but didn‟t succeed, so I had to pay my 

way by train. There I put up in some downtown hotel, and looked up Bill Seltz, from the Wisconsin years, 

who was then teaching at U. of Chicago. It may have been on that visit that I visited a bar in which a 

buxom woman sang “God Bless America,” while popping alternate breasts out of her bodice in time with 

the music. 

 

I also visited the Fiske Teachers Agency, which hadn‟t found any vacancies for me during my years of 

unemployment, but now found six instructorships to choose from, or to try all of. I believe I did apply at 

all, but Iowa State beat the others by calling instead of writing, so I went to Ames. Fred Lorch, chairman, 

told me that, though he happened to be a pipe smoker himself, it was still bad tactics to drop in smoking, 

without asking the prospective employer about it. He looked over my papers and apparently had some 

doubts, saying he would get in touch later, but then said to wait a minute. A letter from Harry Clark, at 
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Wisconsin, had just come in. Apparently Harry said something nice, because I was hired, beginning 

spring quarter, at twenty-four hundred. I had said that I could stay in the Army at that pay and extras. I 

later learned most instructors were at two thousand. I realize now that the Army was downsizing, and 

probably wouldn‟t have kept me on in any rank. Promotion to first must have gone to my head. 

 

I toook the train to Upton (certainly now not served by Amtrac). Dad persuaded a neighbor to take him 

there and pick me up, in a recent model Willys. The neighbor held a county office. 

 

I have little memory of the two months spent at home, but I remember arriving in Ames by bus. I rented a 

room in the home of a graduate student, in walking distance of the campus. I bought a radio, probably my 

first investment in anything beyond clothes and food. 

 

This time my teaching went fine. I liked the members of the department, and I liked my students--almost 

all of the men veterans. I had just discovered Hemingway, and since that quarter was given to narrative 

and descriptive writing I held up Hemingway as the model for style. 

 

I discovered a young instructor named Dorothy, or perhaps she discovered me. She was one of the two 

thousand dollar instructors. I didn‟t mention my salary to her. Perhaps I made up some of the difference in 

pay by taking her to lunch at the one restaurant in walking distance of the campus. Wartime shortages 

were still with us, and the menu featured mostly rabbit and catfish. 

 

Back to Sundance at the end of the quarter. I dug a cesspool so we could install a bathroom. Later the city 

put in sewers and Dad hooked on to that. I‟m not sure what else I may have done that summer, because I 

mix it up with other summers. I believe that was the summer Dad and I visited Ed Matthews and his 

second wife, on his second ranch. He had prospered during the war years; most of the county had. Dad 

reported that Partlow and Binney, grocers, had carried $40,000 in credit over the thirties. Equivalent to 
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$400,000 now. I don‟t see how they did it; it must have kept a number of people from going under. 

 

On another trip with Dad we stopped by the gate of a ranch in a wide and fertile-looking valley, with a 

stream flowing by the gate, while Dad and the rancher talked. I found string and a paperclip in my pocket, 

and combined them with a red berry from a bush to lift a number of chu1~ out of the creek. I let them fall 

back in. 

 

Those trips obviously came after I bought my first car. I went down to Laramie to visit Ernest and Helen. 

Ernest had been following used car adds (no chance of getting a new one at that time) and had found a 

used Chevie for me. I didn‟t care for it, so we sold it, and I went to Denver to see what I could find. I 

found a 1936 Terraplane--a light Hudson. It ran, though I learned to park it on hills so I could start it by 

coasting and throwing it into gear. 

 

I visited Butler and Agnes in Pinedale, then took the Terraplane to a Hudson dealer in the Black Hills and 

had the motor rebuilt. The charge was about $250. I believe the garage cut the price because I was a 

veteran. The Terraplane cost $368, though later the price control people forced the company to refund $6, 

which they had overcharged. 

 

It must have been an earlier summer that Dad and Bill Seig (County Superintendent of Schools) and Dave 

Frazer (janitor at the Sundance Schools) started locating rare earth claims in the Bear Lodge. They made 

nothing from it, but they enjoyed doing it. 

 

Probably it was another earlier summer when Uncle Frank Thompson and Dad and I camped overnight on 

the rim of the Belle Fourche River valley, among mosquitoes, so that Frank could get a sunrise shot of the 

Devil‟s Tower. I have now a fine photo of Sundance Mountain against dark clouds that Frank took. 
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As the summer drew toward its close I started east, driving at the thirty-five miles per hour the mechanics 

said I should for the first five hundred miles on the rebuilt engine. I crossed Nebraska slowly and on into 

Ames. There I picked up Dorothy, who was headed back to Harvard to study 

 

for the doctorate in American Studies.  She resented that thirty-five mile limit. When we ended the 500 

miles we couldn‟t travel a great deal faster.  

 

Dorothy is worth a further note. At Harvard she met and married a Norwegian named Olaf, working for 

his doctorate in psychology. She went to Norway with him, where he taught psychology and she taught 

American Studies at the University of Oslo. She attended and spoke at many conferences, wrote many 

scholarly essays, and was knighted by the king for her services. We still exchange news, mostly about 

children and grandchildren, each Christmas. In Cambridge I visited Bill Seltz, who had moved back to 

Harvard after a year or two at Chicago. He showed me the University and something of the town. On my 

own I went to Lexington and Concord, visited homes of Hawthorne and Emerson, stayed at an inn with 

steps up and down in corridors and rooms, and attended services in the Congregational Church.  

 

I went north a bit along the coast before turning west again. In Manchester, NH I locked the Terraplane 

with the keys in the ignition. However, the floor on the driver‟s side was rusted out, and replaced with a 

wooden grid. I lifted it off and reached up to retrieve the keys.  

 

That year Freshman English included semantics in one quarter. Claims for it were exaggerated: books 

written before the war by isolationists said the study of semantics showed we should remain neutral; 

books by interventionists said application of semantic principles showed we should be involved. Still, 

there was some use in it. Another semester seemed based on study of American history and culture 

through our reading. That semester we read Autobiography of Lincoln 2teffens. I have since learned that 

Steffens (ans?) had joined the CP before he wrote it; but he was being so careful not to frighten his 

readers off that I remember the book is one of the conservative influences in my life.  
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The department continued to be helpful. The Dept Head, Fred Lorch, gave me a raise ($180) when I had 

an article accepted by College English. He also told me I had better get started on my doctorate the next 

year. The director of freshman English talked with me about Sherwood Anderson‟s Winesburg, Ohio, 

saying it had an emotional tone unlike any other book he had ever read. I read it and agreed. It became the 

start of my dissertation. Pearl Hogrefe, who taught creative writing, gave me a copy of the book on the 

subject she had written. It was highly useful. 

 

I moved into a semi-apartment that fall with Spike Kratochvil, instructor in English and formerly the 

Marine with the most highly polished shoes in the Corps. Much more comfortable and convenient--the 

apartment, not the shoes. 

 

When he invited some of his students in for drinks and sandwiches, it turned out that the wife of one 

student worked in the same office Miriam worked in. Miriam hadn‟t met many people at Iowa State yet, 

and found the idea of the party interesting. The wife then had the husband ask Spike if she could come, 

and of course he said yes. 

 

When everybody else was talking and putting down drinks she went into a pantry and made sandwiches. I 

noticed a girl in a bright and rather short skirt, and went in to help make sandwiches. When I kissed her 

she didn‟t seem to mind. I took her home, to the home of an econ professor where she did some cooking 

in exchange for board and room. 

 

After that I ran into her on campus a few times; I called her once, and she called me. Presently I was 

taking her out to lunch at the same cafe where I had taken Dorothy. Later, we both ate at a lunch room run 

by the Home Ec Department. When Ellery Queen‟s mystery magazine rejected a story she came to the 

apartment, read the story and was properly sympathetic. She was properly appreciative when College 



Earl R. Hilton memoir p. 123 

English accepted my essay on teaching literature to students of agriculture and engineering. 

 

She wasn‟t happy with economics at Iowa State. She had been brought up Christian Socialist, but the two 

women she worked with (one a Wellesley product) were market oriented. Besides, she couldn‟t footnote 

to suit them. She asked me to go over one paper with her, but her teacher didn‟t like my footnotes either. 

 

She went to California over Christmas break; I believe her friend from the Iranian mission, Louise, was 

there, and Louise‟s brother Lincoln. There had been some romantic attachment to Linc, I believe, but 

Miriam was not engaged when she returned to Ames. She spoke of applying in the mission field. It 

occurred to me that I didn‟t want her to go off to Africa or the like, so I offered marriage as a substitute. I 

had some savings from the Army and prospects of $60 a month under the G.I. bill, while in graduate 

school. She accepted, and we announced our engagement at a lunch with another couple on Valentine‟s 

Day. 

 

During spring quarter I taught at a branch of the school at Fort Dodge. Miriam came with me to a dance 

there. The defroster on the Terraplane didn‟t work, and she had to keep scraping the windshield. 

 

Lorch, the department head, had told me I must hurry and get the doctorate if I wanted to stay in college 

teaching. I wrote to a number of schools. One was Virginia. I believe it was one that required Latin, and 

possibly Greek. One member of the staff had gone to Minnesota, and spoke favorably of it. I applied there 

and was accepted. 

 

In the meantime I wrote to Ernest, then teaching at what is now SUNY, Fredonia, and he arranged for the 

wedding there. He located Luther Bostrom, who had been pastor in the Sundance Methodist Church, but 

had since changed to Presbyterian, and asked him to come and perform the ceremony. 
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I hadn‟t worried about funds for the summer, or for school, being accustomed to regular income in the 

Army. However, in the last few weeks before summer term at Fredonia the rather famous historian from 

U of Wisconsin who was scheduled to teach there that summer backed out. Ernest persuaded the dean 

there that I was just right for the job. 

 

We started out for Fredonia with Eleanor, Miriam‟s friend from sociology in Ames, with us for part of the 

way. The Terraplane kept stalling, but a man at a service station replaced the frazzled wire leading from 

the ignition, and we had no further trouble. 

 

On June 21, 1947, I married Miriam at the Presbyterian Church, and lived happily ever after, or at least 

reasonably so; if I wasn‟t happy it was never Miriam‟s fault. Ernest was best man, Miriam‟s sister Alice 

was bridesmaid. Her brother Joe and uncle Livingston were also present. There was a modest reception on 

the church lawn. 

 

Someone, probably Joe and Ernest, put pebbles in the Terraplane‟s hub caps, but Ernest warned me about 

them, and we went to a cottage belonging to an Elder family friend in the Finger Lakes area for our 

honeymoon. We had received three waffle irons as wedding presents, so Miriam cooked with one of 

them. The blackflies were terrible; we couldn‟t go outside. I spent the time studying American Intellectual 

History, in a text by the man who hadn‟t been able to take the summer job at Fredonia. 

 

I usually don‟t make such sound decisions as I did in marrying Miriam. She says she helped make the 

decision. 

 

It was a fine summer. I was relatively young, perhaps a bit simple, and enthusiastic. My students were 

mostly older women who came back to school to keep up their certificates. They were simple and 

enthusiastic. We got along well together. 
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We lived in a large old house. We ate in the kitchen, looking out across a sunny street at lawns, large old 

trees, and the town library. I taught two hour-and-a-half classes in the morning, came home for lunch and 

a nap before preparing for the next day‟s classes. We took some time off. We visited with Ernest and 

Helen and the two boys. Once Ernest came by at 1:00 on a Sunday afternoon and found us still in bed. He 

was somewhat shocked. 

 

Once we drove into Pennsylvania to see one of Miriam‟s relatives. I‟ll ask her, and perhaps write the 

name. 

 

At the end of the term we headed toward Wyoming, stopping in Minnesota to see an Elder family friend. 

We camped one night in a park just below the dam across the Missouri. How we camped, I can‟t 

remember. I didn‟t have any tent then, or sleeping bags. It must have been three or four days to Sundance, 

but we made it, and I presented the new wife to Mother and Dad. We visited some of the neighbors, and 

once went to a dance at the Legion Hall. There William Crago, an SHS classmate, gave his version, in 

rhyme, of what one did at such dances. Can‟t repeat it here. 

 

Correction by Miriam. I had bought sleeping bags and a pup tent. 

 

We went on to visit Butler and Agnes, and I believe Jane, possibly Kathy; then on to Jackson Hole and 

the Yellowstone. We camped over night in the park, with bears rummaging in the garbage cans. Then out 

across the mountains east of the Park. Miriam had morning sickness--we hadn‟t waited long to start our 

family--and had to keep getting out of the car to throw up among the Herefords grazing in the national 

forest, 

 

We stayed a few days in a hotel while I enrolled and began classes. We looked at prices of rooms and 
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apartments, and saw we were going to have financial trouble. Miriam found an ad in the paper asking for 

a cook and nanny, offering food and a room in exchange. She applied and was accepted, so we moved 

into a basement room in the home of Bill and Sandy Baker in a suburb in the south edge of town. They 

had two children. Bill was managing a store belonging to the family. 

 

Minnesota proved to be just right for me. The English Department had just acquired two outstanding 

teachers, Theodore Hornberger and Henry Nash Smith, who had been at U of Texas together and left 

because of fights in the department. They were at Minn while I was there; then both left, because of fights 

in the Minnesota department. Joseph Warren Beach had joined the department and stolen the affection of 

the wife of a distinguished professor of American literature--that was part of the trouble. Anyway, I got to 

study with two outstanding teachers before they left. 

 

I started with a seminar on William Dean Howells, taught by Hornberger; a class on symbolism taught by 

a lady with some remarkable Freudian hang-ups; and a study of the techniques of the novel, taught by 

Beach. Maybe another course, but it didn‟t count. 

 

I read many Howells novels; Miriam read some others and took notes for my topic. I studied the symbols 

in Hawthorne and turned out a paper I later modified and got published in Studies in the Novel. Beach 

offered an approach to literature that suited me perfectly. Clark, at Wisconsin, had emphasized biography, 

and in biography, politics. Beach said he wanted to make the study of literature resemble the study of 

music--more technical, less impressionistic. He, and such others in the movement as Brooks and Warren 

used such terms as “texture,” “tone,” “point of view.” For him I did a study on the tone of Winesburg, 

Ohio. 

 

Hemingway said in the 20‟s the “in” words in literary circles were pity and irony. In the forties and fifties 

the “in” words were irony and ambiguity. Hawthorne and Melville were in because they had lots of those. 
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Critics were also concerned with images, vocabulary, sentence and paragraph structure, rhythm in 

sentence and paragraph. I found eleven images of a decaying body (usually smelly) under water in 

Hawthorne‟s novels, and of course got a paper published. Publication, of course, is necessary for tenure 

and promotion.  

 

I made A s in those three courses, as I did in almost all later ones. Hornberger submitted my paper to a 

writing honorary and I was taken into that. Never attended a meeting, but I have the pin somewhere. I 

worked hard and did well in the rest of my time at Minnesota. With Miriam earning food and lodging for 

us--and Ann later--and my $60 a month--$9O after Ann arrived--we were comfortable. The Terraplane 

kept running. 

 

After Beach‟s class I often went to a restaurant across the street for coffee, and was joined there by Fred 

Kroeger, Hugo (Bud) Hartig, and Frank Bliss. They and their wives became our main friends in 

Minneapolis. 

 

Bud Hartig failed his master‟s orals.  Thereafter I came to lecture him on reaction to Shakespeare over 

different periods while he lay on the couch and drank beer and his wife, Mary, looked on critically. He 

later got his doctorate in Education (Teaching of English) at Washington State and ended up at U of Wis 

at Oshkosh. We visited them and they came up to visit us. Ann was quite taken with Bud‟s handsome son.  

 

Fred Kroeger passed his master‟s exam, but just barely. His committee told him he should go out and 

master the corpus of English literature before returning for his doctorate. Thereafter, whenever we met 

him, he said he was mastering the corpus. He finally got a doctorate, same as Bud‟s, from University of 

Michigan, and taught at Northern Illinois. Both Bud and Fred gone now. 

 

Probably should mention that Bud and family once stayed with us over a Christmas vacation, and Bud, 

always optimistic, volunteered to rebuild the motor of my Hudson. It had been in bad shape before, and 
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that finished it. 

 

Frank Bliss finished at Minnesota and became department head at Davidson College, in North Carolina. 

Now retired, he writes a column on fishing for a local paper. 

 

The University hospital took care of Miriam. An intern, I suppose. After Ann was delivered, April 1, 

1948, I asked what I owed that intern. He said a fifth of Scotch. I got him one of the better brands.  

 

For our first anniversary Miriam gave me a pocket knife, an Amy surplus telephone lineman‟s knife. I 

still have it, though now it‟s wobbly. I hope I gave her some suitable present, but I don‟t recall doing so. 

 

That spring I took two note cards with on outline of a dissertation on Sherwood Anderson--The Purpose 

and Method of Sherwood Anderson--and took it to Hornberger and Smith for their approval. They 

approved it, and agreed to be on my committee. The two others were a professor of American economic 

history, who gave me a history of flour milling in America with special reference to the Twin Cities to 

read, and a quite famous professor of American culture. 

 

That summer I took a seminar on Twain from Smith--an excellent scholar and teacher. Then I went to 

Chicago to start work on Anderson. His letters, etc. were at the Newberry Library, next to the park 

commonly called Bughouse Square. The taxi driver who took me to a rooming house warned me against 

the girls on Rush Street. 

 

I should have added re Smith that he was well aware of being an outstanding teacher and scholar. Besides, 

Nash seems to have been an eminent name in Texas, going way back. 

 

In August we headed toward Wyoming, with Ann in a basket in the back seat. No trouble along the way. I 
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don‟t recall details of that visit. On the way back to Minnesota a piston broke four miles out of Lusk, but 

we drove on, with clanking sounds. The town had two garages. The mechanic at the one I took the 

Terraplane to (we called her Tessie) called the other mechanic in town to come and look at egg- shaped 

cylinders. I sold her for $50 credit on the only used car in town, a 37 Hudson, which I bought against 

Miriam‟s advice. It took us back to Minneapolis. 

 

There, I found that U. of Idaho needed an American Lit teacher, and would give me an associate 

professorship and three thousand. It had no money, so it offered rank. I considered it, but Miriam said no, 

firmly. She had just been on a two thousand mile trip in hot weather, with a baby, in an couple of 

unreliable cars. Besides, she had heard many stories of people who had taken a job before finishing their 

degree, or even passing their prelims, and never getting back to finish up. She was right; we could never 

have lived on $3000, let alone saving money to come back to finish.  

 

More cooking and baby-sitting for Miriam, more courses for me. I remember Shakespeare, taught by a 

chap named Brown, of whom it was noted that he was paid $8000 a year and had just bought a Nash 

Ambassador. He also did a pretty good job with Shakespeare. He was the first teacher I studied with who 

spoke of prose rhythm, saying Hemingway was the first since Shakespeare to give each of his characters a 

characteristic rhythm and pitch. 

 

I suggested staying another year before my orals, but Hornberger said I shouldn‟t become one of the 

many who spend most of their lives as graduate students, so I had a time set for my orals. The teacher of 

American thought and culture had been against me ever since, in a course with her, I had suggested that 

Howard Fast‟s picture of Tom Paine had been distorted by the author‟s Marxist thought. She was furious 

that anyone should accuse anyone else of being a Communist. Probably would have denied that Stalin 

was. So Hornberger managed to find what time in the spring she always went to North Carolina to look at 

blossoms, and set my exam for that period. Probably her absence was why Brown was added to my 
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committee.  

 

My first question was something like this: You know, of course, of Arnold‟s satiric treatment of the 

business classes, the Philistines in his words. Could you trace that attitude backward or forward among 

other writers? I started with Wyatt and Surrey in the fifteen hundreds, and went on to Eliot, Mencken, etc. 

in the twentieth. It took about an hour. When I stopped, Brown told me I had passed, but we should have 

a little literary chat. Usually committees don‟t let candidates get away with what I had done.  They 

say something to the effect of “So you know that one. Now let‟s see what you don‟t know. 

 

We moved to Chicago, finding a place not too far from the Newberry Library. Ann was just beginning to 

walk. I remember her falling down on our sidewalk and skinning her knees. Miriam‟s brother Bill was 

with us part of the time. He had been studying at McCormick Seminary. Miriam found a job as a waitress, 

and a Japanese woman working there who became her friend. There were several Japanese in our area, 

and just beyond them the black area. 

 

I took notes, notes, notes on Anderson.  A chap named Philips was also working on Anderson, as was 

another man who became a somewhat famous critic, associated with Partisan Review and the like. Philips 

and I sometimes went out for coffee, but what‟s his nane just worked and worked. He left while Philips 

and I were still taking notes, and in less than a year he had a book on Anderson published.  

 

Philips went to University of Washington. I was interviewed by head of English at Central Washington 

College, in Ellensburg, and got the job. 

 

After six weeks we moved on to Laramie, found a place to live in a trailer house owned by the U of W, 

and I went on working on Anderson in the UW library. Miriam worked as a waitress in a Chinese cafe--

called the Paris Cafe--where the proprietor figured finances with an abacus. The hourly pay was higher 

than in Chicago, but tips were smaller. Before we left Laramie a truck lost its brakes on Sherman Hill and 
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rolled on into Laramie, coming to rest after hitting the cafe. Didn‟t damage the cafe a great deal.  

 

Ernest had a summer appointment at Wyo that summer, and was there with Helen and the two boys. We 

joined them in a picnic at a lake in the Medicine Bow Range. Helen and Agnes will know the name of the 

lake, but I don‟t. 

 

We started toward Ellensburg (erg?) after visiting Butler in Pinedale. Agnes and the girls were away, in 

Salt Lake City, I believe, and Butler was building his house. He had tried a rammed-earth technique, but it 

didn‟t work, so he switched to lumber, using his own plan, partly based on trailers the highway 

department furnished its engineers. He had given up the motorcycle and drove a second-hand Oldsmobile.  

 

Miriam got word of a reunion of her brothers and sisters at a farm belonging to a family friend in Ohio, so 

she and Ann took a train back to Ohio. We have pictures of Ann and a farm tractor. 

 

I went on to Ellensburg, moved into faculty apartments, and went to work on the dissertation. I read over 

all my notes and marked them with crayons according to the chapters I expected to use them in; some 

were marked for three or more chapters. I may even have started writing chapter one before Miriam and 

Ann returned. For the rest of the year I worked on the dissertation every spare hour, or fraction of. 

 

As I finished a chapter I sent it off to a friend named Nagle, grad student in history, who took it to the 

secretary of the history dept. After she typed it up in proper form he took it to Hornberger, who accepted 

it, and even sent me encouraging words from time to time. 

 

Nagle became president of a small private college in the South, and wrote The Lees of Virginia, Oxford U 

Press. If I find it fairly cheap sometime, I will probably buy a copy. 
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I don‟t have many memories of that year; I just taught and wrote. I recall a couple from the Ed dept who 

were trying hard to produce pregnancy.   They moved to Hawaii, and split. No pregnancy, I believe. I 

recall walking with Ann across an irrigation ditch to a small store in the neighborhood. 

 

I never felt at ease with the English Dept chairwoman, or the president of the school. Still, when 

Hornberger told me in March that I could have an assistant professorship at Nebraska, I turned it down, 

having somehow got the idea that one ought to stay on one s first job for at least two years. Then, in 

April, the president told me I wasn‟t rehired. Two of my students, both mountain climbers, roped 

themselves together, carrying climbing picks, and led a parade of students around the campus in protest, 

but of course that didn‟t change anything. Lots of faculty expressed sympathy. A sociology friend left for 

U. of Iowa that year, and my office mate went to U. of Colorado. When I reported to Hornberger, he said 

that there were schools it was an honor to be fired by. 

 

I rushed through the remainder of my dissertation; I needed to have the doctor‟s to find a job, which were 

scarce that year. Nagle reported that Hornberger shook his head over my last chapter, but then remarked 

that I had a second child coming, and approved the chapter. 

 

The child was overdue when I flew to Minneapolis to defend my dissertation, and still hadn‟t arrived 

when I returned. The defense was no problem. 

 

Susan was born June 2, 1950. I found myself thinking of the flower, the Brown-Eyed Susan, and also of a 

mare on the ranch named Sue. Susan has sometimes seemed resentful of being named after a mare. I have 

tried to tell her that if she had known Sue she would have felt it was an honor. 

 

My father had bought a small house and moved it to a lot behind his house. He had no tenant at the 

moment. I could have it for $20 a month. I bought a trailer to move part of our stuff, including book cases 
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I had built, and we started toward Sundance. 

 

We stopped at Pullman, Washington, while I applied there. No luck. No vacancies, and besides the 

chairman had hired a teacher from Iowa State the year before and hadn‟t liked him. He didn‟t want 

anyone with any connection with Iowa State. At Lewistown, Idaho, the dept head didn‟t need any 

instructors or assistant professors, but he sat with his feet on his desk and chatted quite a while. He 

pointed out one letter in my file which I should take out. A critic teacher at UW had had a dim view of 

me. 

 

The Hudson and trailer had traveled slowly. About a mile from Powder River, WY, the bracket holding 

the fan broke, with the fan slashing into the radiator. We spent two days in a motel while a mechanic tried 

to repair the radiator. No new ones to fit a 37 model available. Finally, he ran the motor till the radiator 

was boiling and dumped in two bags of Bull Durham tobacco, and told me to take it away. 

 

All seemed well until we turned north beyond Casper. There I blew the horn, a cloud of smoke came from 

under the hood, and the Hudson stopped. Ann spoke up, telling Daddy not to worry; a nice man would 

come with truck. A nice man came with a Diamond T, hauled us to a garage where some repairs on the 

wiring were made. No trouble from there to Sundance. 

 

We moved into the little house. We ate with Mother and Dad. Dad had a garden, and a goat. Ann tried to 

be friends with the goat, but the goat was unfriendly. Ann also disliked goat milk. I don‟t recall much 

about the milk, but I liked a kind of cheese Mother made from the milk. 

 

I sent out more applications and had the Universities of Wisconsin and Minnesota and the Fiske Teachers 

Agency looking for vacancies. The only vacancy I heard of during the summer was at a state college in 

Nebraska where a teacher who had not been rehired had shot the dept head. 
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One afternoon Miriam and I left the children with Mother and climbed Sundance Mountain. That was 

pleasant, but Sue had been left beside Mother on Mother‟s bed, and she fell off. It didn‟t hurt Sue, but it 

did Mother, who had always been able to do so many things. But now she had multiple sclerosis. Dad had 

retired on Social Security and the little income from the second house, plus the garden and the goat, and 

was taking care of her. 

 

Presently Dad heard a lumber piler was needed at the sawmill Johney Grice had set up just west of town, 

and I went to work at 75 cents an hour. The job was interrupted briefly when all available men were 

drafted to fight a fire in the Bear Lodge. The work wasn‟t hard, and often the other piler and I were ahead 

of the mill. When we sat on a pile of lumber and chatted, Grice came running, climbed up the pile, and 

joined in the conversation. 

 

He didn‟t need to turn much, or any, profit on the mill. He owned a lumber yard and a hardware store, and 

probably had funds left over from when he had run a gambling hail in the 1890‟s and early twentieth 

century. He still had a wheel, and when he lent it to a high school class that was putting on a fund raiser 

he showed how to control the wheel so the house won. There was a story of the time when the Methodist 

church got a bell, from Scotland. People began boasting of the great new developments in town, and 

Johney got carried away and put in that he had added some of the finest girls in Deadwood above his hall. 

 

He was called “Shakey Johney” because he had a tremor, and he stuttered. He explained that he had made 

it his rule to play with any of his clients as long as they wanted to play, and after a while the strain had got 

to him. 

 

As the summer wore on things began to look desperate. Dad had promised the cabin to someone 

beginning in October. No place I had applied needed me, and Wisconsin, Minnesota, and Fiske found no 
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vacancies. Dad found that some land was being opened to homesteading near Belie Fourche. I have often 

wondered since how I would have done as a homesteader. Then, in early September, a call came at six in 

the morning. It came to Dad‟s house. It was eight in Marquette and Drs. Thomas, English, and Tape, 

President, were on the line getting their American Lit vacancy filled. They said that the state, in a move 

dictated by declining car sales, had cut pay of beginning assistant profs from 4000 to 3800. On the other 

hand, there was fine fishing in the area and Marquette had a good concert program. 

 

I didn‟t trust the Hudson to make the trip, so I used up almost all our savings on a 47 Frazer. I put a 

luggage rack on the Frazer and we started north and east, with the girls in the back seat. The bookcases, 

knocked down, went on their second move. The Frazer had been a terrible mistake. It heated up and got a 

vapor lock any time we went above 45. In Bismarck we had to lay over while the transmission was 

repaired. 

 

I had assumed that Marquette would be another factory town, a second Detroit, but as we reached eastern 

Wisconsin, with woods, farms, and Lake Superior, and then on into nearly solid woods in Michigan, with 

very minor towns every thirty or so miles, I believed things were looking up. Miriam was delighted to be 

back among maples and lakes, such as she had known at Wellesley. 

 

We stopped at a motel at what was then the west end of town. Mrs. Thomas came to call, and Miriam was 

embarrassed because our room wasn‟t neat. I talked with Tape and Thomas and looked at the school, then 

with about 800 students, and backed against woods. A bear had come out of those woods and visited the 

campus. A group of students had a fine time chasing him down town. 

 

I found why the vacancy had come up. A chap named Schorer, who had been at Wisconsin with me, 

decided in September that he couldn‟t stand another year at Northern State Teachers College. The library 

then had been in one room, and was not open much at night. Schorer had climbed in through the transom 
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when he needed a book. He got a medical degree next, and went on to become a psychiatrist. He reported 

that the M.D. was easier than the Ph. D. but more boring. 

 

Mrs. Thomas told Miriam early on that if she wished to stay in Marquette and be accepted by Marquette 

Society, she would have to take up bridge. Miriam had other things to do. 

 

I liked the Northern students from the start. In the first class I met, Freshman English, Laurianne Gant and 

Rod Fink. I can‟t remember Laurianne‟s first theme, but Rod‟s was on his plan to become a roving 

correspondent and see and write about exotic places. He wrote many good themes after that. After 

graduating he worked for United Press for a time, covering India, Nepal, and so on, then became a 

manager in UPI headquarters, and finally left that to teach journalism at the University of Georgia. Must 

be retired by now. 

 

Laurianne was daughter of the registrar. She must have taken home good reports on me, and Gant must 

have carried them on to Tape, who told me he had heard good things about my teaching. Thomas 

suggested that he, not Tape, was running the English Department. I believe he decided I would do after I 

had given a paper on Twain to the Michigan Academy of Science, Arts, and Letters, had it accepted for 

publication, and the American lit man at Michigan had sent Thomas a good report on the paper. Thomas 

later became a good friend. Mrs. Thomas accepted the fact that Miriam wasn‟t going to take up bridge. 

When Miriam started inviting the department to Twelfth Night dinners each year, Mrs. Thomas always 

furnished the rolls. She was famous for her rolls. 

 

Teaching went well, but pay was inadequate. If I didn‟t start teaching off-campus classes first semester I 

did soon afterward. I also began judging high school debates for a little extra. The best feature of that was 

that Thomas took all judges out for an Irish whiskey after it was over In later years too I took over the 

school annual, but there was no extra pay for that. Sometimes I taught 18 hours, never less than 15 until 
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some time in late sixties, when it was cut to 12. 

 

I was younger then, and survived it all, even enjoyed it. Almost all teachers claim to hate teaching 

freshman English. One young instructor at Northern compared it to the Plains Indians „ custom of 

sacrificing a joint of one finger to appease the gods every time something went badly wrong. He swore he 

wasn‟t sacrificing any more fingers, resigned, and became a carpenter. His wife, one of my better 

students, got a doctorate in American history and came back to Northern, but to work in the Registrar‟s 

office. She presently became Registrar, and I presume they are living quite comfortably. 

 

The point I started to make, though, was that I rather liked teaching freshman English. I varied the way I 

taught it, experimented, tried a variety of theme assignments. I once assigned a unit on words, and as a 

theme I asked them to pick one word from a field they knew and give the history behind the word. A man 

who had recently been a sergeant in the First Infantry wrote well on “Infantry.” He stayed for his masters 

in English and got a job teaching at Michigan Tech. I advised him to stay in the reserves, and he did. 

When Tech let him go because he wasn‟t gaining on his doctors he went back on active duty as a 

lieutenant. 

 

I could go on and on about interesting students, but I‟ll  hold it down to one or two or three. One, David 

Nordin, came from being a forward observer for a mortar platoon in Korea. He wrote fine themes from 

that experience. He came to Northern planning on pre-mortuary training. Morticians made good money 

and he had seen lots of bodies. But before he finished his first semester he had switched to English.  

 

He went fishing with Jay Scriba and me. At one point we were scattered out along the stream, when he 

began calling for Jay. I answered, and he came to me, saying it was me he wanted all along, but as long as 

he was in my classes he couldn‟t call me Earl, and he would feel silly shouting “Doctor Hilton” on Cedar 

Creek. I thought that showed a refined sensibility. 
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Another, in his freshman year, organized and put out a booklet of student ratings of the faculty. It made 

one teacher so angry he left the school. The boy grew up, got a doctorate from California, and is now in 

the administration at Washington and Lee. 

 

Still another was so determined to master the corpus (corpi?) of English and American literature that he 

tried to read while driving back and forth between Ishpeming and Marquette. He never killed or injured 

himself or his passengers. 

 

One dedicated his book on mayflies to me. Another dedicated a fairly good poem. I ought to mention too 

a couple of boys, a down stater and a Yooper, who started toward the home of the Yooper one fall 

evening. One remarked, “It‟s a fine night. Let‟s go to Wyoming.” They stopped to pick up rifles and 

sleeping bags and went on. They returned to my class a week later, boasting of the bucks they had shot. 

 

We made friends among the faculty and among Presbyterians. I remember picnicking with the O‟Dells-- 

he was in American history. I could probably count President Tape as a friend too. On one hand I have 

been told that he left warning to his successor that Durocher and I were dangerous radicals and should be 

watched. On the other, I came out of my office one day--must have been a few years later--and found 

Tape sitting on the steps in Kaye Hall, with Ann and Sue, chatting with him. Once, clearly a few years 

later, he asked me to take him fishing. We caught none, but he got out of his office for a day, and we 

watched a buck swim Dead River. I gave him two twelve-inch brown trout one sprung. 

 

Holmes and Bea Boynton invited us to dinner one day, along with Homer and Margaret Hilton. Holmes 

was head of math. More important, he was a fly fisherman and fly tier who had caught trout in Iceland 

and salmon in Ireland, probably on his own flies. Holmes drank quite a bit of wine that night and looked 

at Miriam admiringly with his big brown eyes, and invited me to learn fly fishing. I fished the Chocolay 
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with worms while he used flies, and I saw he had the better system. Next summer I got money ahead to 

buy fly equipment and fished the Dead with him; I astonished him by catching a large brown. Thereafter I 

was his fishing companion for the rest of his life, sometimes with a rod borrowed from him. 

 

The pay did not meet expenses. We took out the two hundred I had put into Washington State retirement. 

After spring session I taught a special two week course on something or other, and then the regular six 

week course. Thus I acquired not only groceries and rent but a fishing outfit. Correction here: In addition 

to taking out retirement money I also had another two hundred from the State of Michigan. The 

legislature, or somebody, had cut the pay of all beginning assistant professors in the teachers colleges to 

balance the budget. In the spring, car sales increased, the state had more money, so it gave back the two 

hundred it had cut. 

 

During the winter the Ford Foundation announced grants for beginning college teachers. It would pay 

their regular salary, and tuition, to go study elsewhere, or at least do something to increase their abilities. 

The school was required to hire someone to take the place of the grantee. The theory was that there was at 

the moment a glut of college teachers, but demographic study showed there would soon be a shortage. So 

the Foundation was trying to keep capable people from leaving the field. 

 

Tape and Thomas huddled and agreed that I should apply. I did. At first I thought of a year of post-

doctoral courses in American lit at Virginia or North Carolina, but Miriam didn‟t like that. I applied for a 

year of study in undergrad courses I had avoided in my own undergrad years, at Oberlin, where Miriam s 

brothers Joe and Dave were--or at least Dave would be in the coming year. I was given the grant. Dr. 

Thomas took me out for a beer at the North End Tavern to celebrate. 

 


