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Family Background
The background of the Bushnell family, up to my father's generation, was pure English.  To the best of my knowledge the Bushnell’s were Anglo Saxons and arrived in England sometime during the 4th or 5th century AD. They settled in the county of Wessex around the present city of Reading, in a triangle with Oxford and Windsor, close to the Thames River.  The first Bushnell’s (five brothers) immigrated to Salem and Boston, Massachusetts in 1635, then leaving there to go to Old Saybrook, Connecticut about 1637-38.  This was to be close to their father and sisters who had also immigrated to the Colony of Connecticut.  I’ve always been proud that they were what are known now as “old families.”  Sometimes, if I get to bragging about this, Grandma shuts me up by softly noting that her first ancestor in America came on the Mayflower -- Joseph Warren -- and she’s descended from him.  Your Great Grandma, my Mother, was half German and half Welsh.  Therefore I am half English from my Father and 1/4 German and 1/4 Welsh from my Mother.

The Bushnell’s have been a long-lived race since my Great, Great, Great Grandfather (b. 1731, d. 1811) fought in both the French and Indian War and the Revolutionary War.  His son, my Great, Great Grandfather Joshua was born in 1771 and died in 1865.  He was the first Bushnell to migrate to New York State in 1795.  His son, Joseph, was born in 1807 and died in 1897, and his son, Handley, (my Grandfather) was born in 1855 and died in 1938.  My father was born in 1890, died in 1971, and I was born in 1916.

Introduction
I was born 3 July 1916 in the big farmhouse, town of Stittville, NY.  My father had, just previous to my birth, bought the farm from my Grandfather.  My Uncle Roy, my Father’s older brother, had just been married and was temporarily living in the smaller of the two houses on the farm prior to moving to Oswego, NY.  According to the terms of the sale, my Grandfather and Grandmother would occupy the Big House during their life times.  Therefore, until my Aunt and Uncle moved out, we (Mother, Dad and I) lived in the big house with my Grandparents until I was almost one year old.

It seems I have a fairly good memory as I can recall things that happened in very early life.  Our farm was located 1/2 mile from the village of Stittville, and two miles from the slightly larger village of Holland Patent.  Therefore, both villages figured heavily in my life up to college age.  Our farm of 110 acres was the finest farm in the area, with nearly flat fields for crops, the ground was extremely rich and fertile, and fertilized by my Dad, who was a born farmer.  He was smart, hardworking and extremely frugal.  As a result, even during the depression years of 1929 to 1940, we never knew want of any kind -- as a result we were considered a fairly wealthy family.  As for me, I had many fights with my schoolmates who were jealous. ha!  Even during my early years we had motor vehicles, good clothes, and, of all my schoolmates (both grade and high school), I was the only one to go to college.

So that you will more readily understand the happenings of my “growing up years”, I have drawn a map of our farm and its location between the two villages, plus location of places that more or less influenced my childhood.
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You must understand that the period of my childhood, up to graduation from high school, was strictly agricultural or small village industries.  Except for the introduction of motor cars and airplanes and electricity (in a few areas), I lived in an era not much changed from that of the 1800’s.  We were only about fifty years beyond the Civil War and I knew several Civil War veterans.  They were about the  same  age  distance  from the  Civil War  as  my friends and I are now from WW II.

Motor cars were few and far between, roads were unpaved, I didn’t see an airplane until I was about six (1922), and most houses had no furnace (stores only), and certainly no bathrooms.  Every house had the famous back house (or out house).  We were very fortunate that electricity wires had been strung up my road, so we were one of the few lucky ones.  The few cars at that time were put up on blocks during winter and not used again until spring.  Horses, buggies, wagons, sleighs, etc. were our means of transportation.  Roads were not plowed in the winter (I almost wish they weren’t today), and no tractors were used until about 1924 (not sure of the date).  My Dad was the first one around to buy one, but the horses still were dominant.  

My Dad had a heavy wagon for farm use, and a Model T Ford, which today would be called a station wagon, for the warm months.  Come winter, he had a cutter and special horse, plus a small sleigh for several people.  He used a big heavy sleigh, pulled by our big horses for farm work, plus a hand made snow plow.  This was about 8’ wide, pulled by our horses, and cleared out the driveway to the road.  The road had to take care of itself.  We had no radio until I was about six years old, and then it was used only in the evenings.  Baths were taken in the living or dining room next to the stove, and we used a round tin tub.  In the summer the men (and I) would go skinny-dipping in the creek at night after work, while the women had to fend for themselves.  Doctors made house calls; telephones were beginning to be used.  Phone signals were by long and short rings, rather than by numbers, and houses went unlocked.

All in all, it was a much more peaceful, simple and really a wonderful period to live, as I think God meant us to live.  Men smoked wherever they wished and women didn’t; children were spanked when necessary; Sundays were for church and naps; no divorces (oh, heavens no!); and women didn’t vote and wore long dresses.  If you took a long trip, it was by train hauled by a steam locomotive.  This was the world Grandma and I were born into -- as they say today, “the best of times.”

A few more things I wish to add to this section:

You probably wonder what we did in the evenings.  Generally, we’d read, play games or sing songs or Hymns accompanied by the musicians of the family.  Mother played the piano, or Dad on his violin, or both.   I would try to lend my wonderful voice. Ha!  After the radio came, we would listen to various programs on the few stations we could get.  Generally, we went to bed fairly early -- 8:30-9:00 PM.  After all, we were a farm family and were tired out.  Getting up in the morning meant 5:00 AM to milk the cows.

We lived in small communities, and thus knew everybody.  Families were close knit and there was much visiting, especially on Sunday afternoons -- the church being the center of our lives.  Both Stittville and Holland Patent were people of English, Welsh or German backgrounds -- all Protestants until several Irish Catholics sneaked in, but they amounted to about 1/2 of 1% of the population and kept pretty well to themselves.  There was only one Negro in town who was the high school janitor and lived in the school basement with his dog.  I never had seen a Negro until I started high school -- what a surprise!  Very few of the young people finished high school (too much to do on the farm), but once in a great while one of the farm boys would break loose and go to college.  There were only very few occupations they could attain to:  a doctor, lawyer, teacher or minister.  The  remainder of the kids ended  up on the farm or worked in the town industries -- in other words, staying close to home.  Farmers generally didn’t have a great deal of special machinery such as lime spreaders, corn planters, or threshing machines.  Generally one farmer would have one of those pieces of equipment and would lend it to another farmer, who in turn would lend him his special piece.  In the big jobs, such as threshing or silo filling, the machinery would be moved from farm to farm until all the threshing and silo filling was completed.  That’s when you saw the big dinners furnished by the farmer’s wife whose farm was being taken care of.  All the farmers, of course, would lend their help to each other during these times.  This would also take place in the winters during ice cutting time.  Among the English old family population, not much Christmas was celebrated as they hadn’t observed Christmas until the late 1800’s and were just beginning to catch up.

Every spring the ladies of the house would observe spring cleaning -- and they meant it!  All the carpets would be taken up and hung out to be beaten good by the boys and men.  All dishes and pots and pans were carefully washed; curtains taken down and washed and stretched; new cupboards had new paper on the shelves and anything else the women could think of.  Needless to say, the boys and men folks heaved a big sigh of relief when all was accomplished.  The same thing happened in every church in the communities when all the members gathered on a Saturday and polished up the meetinghouse.  Great interest was taken regarding missionaries, and great care was taken to gather up all used clothing in barrels.  

Cars were not made for speed in those days as long trips were seldom taken.  Seventy-five miles away was a big adventure, especially at the top speed of about 25 miles per hour.  We would hear from time to time that wild, crazy people named Richenbocker or Barney Oldfield would get their racecar up to 70 miles per hour.  Surely they were not long for this world!  The boy’s heroes at that time were Babe Ruth or Jack Dempsey -- or both.  People who had been in other states were few and far between.  I can imagine a family hearing of a place called “Florida”:

“Florida...where in Goshen is Florida?  Emma, get out the old almanac and let’s find it.  Holy smokes, look where that’s located...we’d better see the minister about sending a missionary barrel down there to the missionaries”.  Ha!

Enough of my description of  life in general during the early 1900’s.  I’ve decided to show you all this in several chapters to show you how your Grandpa lived through this period.  Some of the activities will run into another chapter, but can’t be helped so please excuse.

CHAPTER 1

REG AND HIS PARENTS

My Mother and Father were married on August 13, 1913 at 1:00 PM (1300 hours) at my Grandpa Miller’s farm.  With all those 13’s at their beginning they were very lucky to have Reg (ahem!) three years later.  Dad was 25 when I was born, and Mom was 22.
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Neither graduated from high school.  Dad, I believe, finished one year of high school and then went to work in the Stittville shoe factory, later leaving there when it closed about 1912 or 1913.  Mom went two years to high school, got a teacher’s certificate and became a country schoolteacher in the little school not far from Grandpa Miller’s farm.  When the shoe factory closed, Dad lived with his parents on the farm, but got a job working in the Remington Arms in Ilion, riding an Indian motorcycle the twelve or fourteen miles back and forth until his marriage.  Then they moved to Ilion and bought a 
Earle Swezey & Katheryn Jane Bushnell

small home.  Work was good at that time because of the war in Europe.  Dad was a small man, about 5’ 5” and probably weighed about 135 pounds.  He had a youthful and handsome face with wavy black hair and blue-gray eyes.  Mom was a stocky build, about 5’ 1” with blue eyes and auburn hair.  She had a cute face and was very outgoing.

After marriage and getting the home in Ilion, they started going to the local Presbyterian Church.  Mom told this story about their first Sunday.  It seems after church, people congregated outside, visiting etc.  Some lady approached them and asked their names -- then said to Mom, “and this, I take it, is your son” (referring to Dad).  Well, that went over with a bang heard around the world! Ha.
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The first impression I have of Dad was his holding me above his head when I was about one year old.  I have a picture of this.  For some reason I had a very good memory even then as I can recall Mom mixing up my formula in lieu of milk which I hated and would not take at that age.  You can believe that or not, but it’s true.  Just before my birth on July 3, 1916, they had sold their Ilion home and moved to the farm that they bought from Dad’s father and mother – 
Ella Hines Bushnell & My Dad, Earle S Bushnell
paying (as I’ve heard) $10,000 for it, a large sum of money at that time. 
 The big farmhouse stayed in Grandpa and Grandma’s possession -- we were living in the smaller house across the drive.  In 1918 a terrible influenza plague swept across all of the United States and caused many, many deaths.  To cut down the possibility of my catching it (I guess), Mom and I moved in with Grandpa and Grandma Bushnell while Dad kept bachelors quarters in our house.  When this plague was over -- I think in 1919 -- I can remember Dad coming over to the big house to take Mom and I home.  I can remember very well when this happened.  

Dad was a pretty quiet, shy person, but he did have a temper which, when young, I thought was directed mostly towards me.  He was very strict with me and any time I got out of line he’d shake me until I thought my head was coming off!  Boy!  Did I hate that.  I can’t remember his striking me often though.  Mom was the complete opposite and was easy going and I could get away with my goings on.  Both she and Dad milked the cows together until I got big enough to help.  Dad had a fun streak in him, although it didn’t show often.  One incident happened during the winter when I was about two years old.  The Nine Mile creek in the back of our farm had frozen over, and he, Mom and I went down one sunny afternoon and Dad pulled me on a little sled while he skated up and down the ice while Mom applauded.  He also liked to try and slide down the hill back of the barn on a skipjack made with a barrel stave, a block of firewood and a board seat.  He and I would still do that while I was in high school.  Both parents were very lenient with me in many ways, although they made me take a bath both summer and winter in a big wash tub.  Boy!  I hated that.

The first time I can remember Christmas was when I was given a tricycle with red wooden handle grips -- Boy!  That was happiness and a real touch of heaven!  I can remember riding that thing around and around the pot bellied stove in the living room with all my might and Mom and Dad had a terrible time getting me to breakfast.  I will tell more about that tricycle and it’s predecessors in a later chapter.

Dad was a “whole farmer” -- at it all the time.  Besides the milk from the cows, he had a large strawberry bed and a big asparagus bed from which he got quite a good income.  More about this in another chapter.

Until I was about seven years old, I had a wonderful time on the farm -- just having lots of fun and playing.  But then a dark cloud came over me and I was told I’d have to help Dad on the farm -- not easily accepted!  Mom was then relieved of some of her farm duties and became more of a housewife.  One little story here:  I was always getting into drawers like most kids.  Dad kept his shaving equipment in a drawer in the kitchen.  This was before bathrooms and in the age of backhouses.  One Sunday after Mom and Dad had gone into the living room, I went into the kitchen where the crackers were kept.  (I was very fond of crackers and, believe it or not, that was the first word I said according to Mom).  Anyway, while I was in the kitchen I got into the shaving drawer.  Soon my parents in the living room heard a series of “ouch, ouch, ouch” from the kitchen, so they thought they’d better investigate.  I had gotten ahold of Dad’s razor and was busily cutting away at my fingers!  The razor went into a different place after that.

During  the haying and oats season,  Dad, the hired man and I would go down to the big pool under the railroad bridge and take a swim.  Although a small man, Dad was powerful.  His stomach was rippled like a washboard and muscled all over him.  Even while I’d be home from college and weighing about 180 pounds, he and I would wrestle out on the lawn.  Strong as I was, I could never throw him.  

Now for Mom.  She loved flowers and had them planted wherever she could find a spot.  The area between the side of our house and the road had many fine elm trees and maples growing, but no lawn.  Dad let the grass grow there and would cut it at haying times to get extra hay for the cows.  One day Mom made an announcement that was going to mean trouble, because she had made up her mind that that area would become a lawn...period!  We always had a small lawn in front and to the side of the house that was mowed by a small mower (the reel type pushed by hand).  In accordance with her ultimatum, she started mowing a small section at a time, helped by a 6-7 year old boy under great pressure!  She kept at it year after year until the whole area was a lawn.  It really was a big area and looked like a beautiful park when it was completed.

Her next project didn’t come out so well though.  She loved to play the piano we had, so she set her mind on teaching me how to play.  That wasn’t the “play” I wanted and she had a terrible time teaching me.  I love music -- good music -- but only when somebody else made it.  Poor Mom!  Every time she’d turn her back I’d be long gone!  Then she tried the trumpet with a little better luck.  Every time there was a program anywhere she’d get herself and I into it with much objection from me.  Finally the poor woman gave up on making a musician out of me.  She really was a wonderful Mother and when her grandchildren and great-grandchildren came along she couldn’t love them enough.

Both of my parents were very kind and really very lenient with me -- although at the time I didn’t always think so.  In retrospect however, they were wonderful parents and I’m thankful to God that I was their son and lived with them when I was a boy. 

CHAPTER 2

REG AND HIS GRANDPARENTS

I was very fortunate to have both sets of my grandparents.  Grandpa (William Phillip Miller) and Grandma Miller (Mary Ellen Pritchard Miller) lived up on the hill about four miles above us, while Grandma (Ella Hines Bushnell) and Grandpa Bushnell  (Handley Willard Bushnell) lived right across the driveway, in the big house.  Grandpa Miller was a good-sized man, about 5’10” but not heavily built.  He was pure German, but born in the US; his parents having migrated to the US sometime in the late 1850’s (I’m guessing because I’m not sure).  His parents went back to Germany to visit their parents when he was very young, but returned when he was about seven.  As a result he could speak fluent German.  Grandma Miller was pure Welsh, her parents immigrating to the US at about the same time as the Millers, but probably a little before.  I remember her saying, or heard the story, that she couldn’t speak a word of English until she started school at about six years old.  When a young lady, she moved into Holland Patent and set up shop as a dressmaker and seamstress (her parents lived on the main road to Holland Patent).  Early pictures we had of her show she was a very good looking girl with black hair and eyes.  It was while working in Holland Patent that Grandpa Miller saw her and fell in love.  He used to go to town quite often in the evenings to meet with several young townsmen to talk and probably drink beer (I’d guess).  Anyway, they got married in 1888 and settled on his father’s farm up on the hill after living a short time in Lee, New York where my Mother was born in 1893.  She had an older brother named Clarence and two younger sisters -- Rena and Edna.

Grandpa and Grandma Miller’s farm was mainly one huge field which slanted down to a big woods.  All the crops were planted in that field.  In the woods, Grandpa had a maple sugar building where he made maple sugar.  How I did like to go down there when sugar making was in progress -- yum, yum!  We used to go up there quite often, mainly on Sunday afternoons when, in the summertime we’d sit on the porch, or in the house in the winter.  That was the time I enjoyed most because Uncle Clarence played the violin and my Mom would play the piano.  I remember one time in particular when Mom and I went up there one afternoon in winter.  Mom drove our horse and cutter.  I was about three years old at the time, and the snow was deep and awfully cold, certainly below zero.  It was so cold that Mom put me down on the bottom of the cutter and covered me with the big buffalo robe we had.  Even there I was cold and very glad to get up to Grandpa’s farm!

Grandma Miller was a worrier and had a temper to go with it.   I surely heard it if I got out of line -- Boy!  How those black eyes could nail you to the wall!  But she was very kind to me and I liked her very much.

Now for Grandpa Miller -- how I loved that man.  He was very outgoing and so easy to get along with.  He chewed tobacco (as most farmers did at that time), and smoked cigars on Sunday afternoons.  He took his milk down to Holland Patent and at least once a week would drive down to our house to see us.  Oh, how I looked forward to his visits because quite often he’d bring me a present.  One time it was a beautiful red cart -- oh boy!  And what a long life it had being pulled behind my tricycle and later behind my invention -- a trike-bike (more on that in a later chapter).  Grandpa Miller finally sold the farm so he could retire and, since his son, Clarence, didn’t like farming he sold it to another German.  Grandpa and Grandma then moved to a new house in Boonville, New York.  Uncle Clarence and his family also moved to Boonville.  I used to go up to visit them on the train, which was a big adventure for me as I went alone.  I was about eight or nine years old then.

Grandpa Miller used to walk downtown in the evenings, and I used to go with him.  On the way we passed the house where an old German lived and most always we’d stop to visit.  They, of course, spoke in German, which I listened to with an open mouth.  I tried to get Grandpa to teach me to speak German, but we never got beyond one to ten -- I guess Grandpa gave up at that point.  After about two or three years my grandparents had to take the farm back because the man he sold it to couldn’t, or wouldn’t pay for it.  Uncle Clarence then moved down from Boonville to take the farm over from Grandpa, who in turn bought a house in Stittville closer to us.  After about two years there they sold the Stittville house because Grandpa became very ill, so they moved back to the farm where he died when I was thirteen years old.  How I did bawl at the funeral!  That was in 1930.  Grandma lived on at the farm until she moved down to live with my Mom and Dad.  She lived until our children were growing up and she died in the early 1950’s at the age of 85.

Grandma and Grandpa Bushnell were quite different from the Miller’s, although they were good friends.  Because they were so close to us I saw a lot of them and really knew them well.  Grandpa was a good-sized man who must have been about 5’11” or perhaps 6’, and strongly built.  Grandma was small, about the same height as my mother -- about 5’1” -- as was Grandma Miller.  Both grandmothers, being short, passed that on to my Father and Mother, and then -- to my dismay -- to me.  I always wanted to be 6’4” until I got in combat in WWII, then I would have preferred 4’2”! ha.

Grandpa Bushnell retired from the farm while in his sixties.  That was when my parents bought our farm from him.  Grandpa was a man of very few words, moved quite slowly and never in a hurry.  After retirement, he would, from time to time, help my Father -- especially at haying time when he’d drive the horses until I became old enough to take over that job.  Mostly he worked in his quite large garden, helped Grandma in her flowerbed, went for the mail in the morning, read the paper, and always took a nap after dinner.  The most vulgar words he ever used -- to my knowledge -- was “Oh, sugar!”.  He was a very nice man to be around.  Grandpa had a Chevrolet car which he drove down to Stittville for mail, to Holland Patent to church and occasionally, in the summer, to Oswego to visit with my Uncle Roy (My Father’s brother) and Aunt Florence at their farm.  When I was small I quite often would go with them.  The distance from our place to Oswego is about 70 miles, so when we’d go Grandma would make up a picnic lunch to be eaten at noon when we’d stop off the road.  Grandpa, never in a hurry, was no Barney Oldfield, so at 25 miles per hour we’d carefully make our way.  Grandpa was a great favorite of Elaine, even before we were married.  She attended his funeral, which I couldn’t because I was in college at the time.

Grandma Ella Bushnell was the exact opposite of Grandpa.  She was a busy little body, always on the move doing housework, working in the garden, or washing and ironing with my Mother on the big house back porch.  She was a very strong Christian woman who taught Sunday school at our church for years, and  was a strong advocate and member of the local WCTU organization.  She was dead against any kind of alcoholic beverages, and probably would have shot anyone with the stuff in her house.  She was not pushy but there was no doubt who ran her house.  She made her children -- my Dad, my Uncle and my Aunt -- take an oath never to take a drink, which to my knowledge they never broke.  She also influenced my Mother along the same lines.  I later found out why and so could understand her firm belief on this subject.  She was a pure down-to-earth Yankee -- no nonsense in other words.  She was a most handsome woman with delicate features and blue-gray eyes which she passed down to my Father and then to me.  Those eyes could be soft and loving, but turn steel gray if I displeased her, and believe me I didn’t like that.  I loved that woman with all my heart.  Every Sunday morning before church I’d run over to her house where she’d read me “The Little Jets” from the Sunday School Times.  “The Little Jets” were stick characters with dots for heads.  Generally, before I could read, I’d go to her house on Sunday afternoons when she’d read to me for hours.....books such as “The Timberlost”, about a family in Florida, etc.  She had a very smooth, pleasant voice which I loved to listen to.  She was of English background and from old Yankee families.  Her maiden name was Ella Sweezy.  Her ancestors moved from Connecticut to Long Island, after which they came to New York State after the Revolution.  Her father was Stephen Hinds Jr., her grandfather, Stephen Hinds Sr., was an Army Captain in the War of 1812, and later a Colonel in the New York State militia.  The entire Hinds family were fine people, except for her father, Stephen Hinds Jr. who married Sophia Sweezy (from whom my Father got his middle name).  They had a little girl older than my grandmother, but the little girl died as an infant.  When my grandmother, Ella Hinds, was about two years old, her father left my great grandmother, Sophia, and my grandmother to fend for themselves while he -- a drunkard and family blacksheep -- went to Missouri where he eked out a living capturing run-away slaves until raiders from Arkansas hung him.  My Grandmother and her mother were taken in by the Sweezy family.  My Grandmother grew up under their care after her mother passed away soon after being deserted.  I can certainly understand why Grandma Bushnell was so strongly against alcohol.

Until about 1900 the old Yankee Congregational church families did not recognize Christmas and even then it was very grudgingly.  Grandma Bushnell, having been brought up in that climate, as well as Grandpa Bushnell, did not go overboard at Christmas time.  Generally they would give me a small toy (unwrapped) or a book wrapped in brown paper.  There was no fancy paper for Grandma, and certainly no Christmas tree!  They liked music but I don’t think Grandma ever played the piano or any other instrument.  However they did have a very  fine  RCA Victrola  in the bottom of which they had a big supply of records -- mostly operatic music with great singers, band music and I think hymns.  I really liked that kind of music and still do.

Like most New England and upstate New York old families, she became a great cook.  I took every advantage of the small distance between her house and ours.  I’d check out Mom’s dinner, then run to Grandma’s to see what she was having.  Naturally I’d go to dinner to the place where the food most pleased me -- and not dinner alone but breakfast and supper as well.  Boy!  It’s a wonder I didn’t turn out to be a fat boy.  I can remember Grandma’s codfish gravy or boiled potatoes or Johnnycake (corn bread).  Yum, Yum!  I’d stay overnight to Grandpa and Grandma’s house quite often.  In spite of being strict with me, Grandma was full of fun also.  Generally we’d play, among other things, “hide the thimble”.  Grandma  would make  me shut  my eyes then she’d hide the thimble somewhere -- most usually on or around Grandpa.  Other times I’d spend making toy airplanes out of cardboard, glue and colored paper, and always she told me how great they were.  At bedtime, Grandma would kneel beside the bed with me for prayers.

Both my Grandma’s and Grandpa’s were wonderful people and certainly no boy could have had better.  Enough to say I still think of them and miss them to this day.

CHAPTER 3

REG AND HIS COUSINS

Until I was about ten years old I had four cousins.  Uncle Clarence had two girls who lived at Grandma and Grandpa Millers.  Noreen was the oldest, being about four to five months younger than I was; Leota was about three years younger.  Evelyn Web was Dad’s sister Marion’s daughter, and Norma Doxtater was Mother’s sister Edna’s daughter.  Norma was about the age of Leota.  All lived close to me except Norma who lived in Western New York.  As you can see, all my cousins were girls for pete’s sake!  No boy cousins.  Norma was a really beautiful girl, curly black hair, big brown eyes and a very pretty face.  She was Grandma Miller’s favorite.  Grandma thought so much of her that when she’d come to visit us in the summer and happened to leave her hat or any piece of clothing behind when leaving, Grandma would allow no one to touch it until she came back again. 

Because Noreen and Leota were in the Holland Patent school district, they went there to school so I didn’t see much of them except on Saturdays or Sunday afternoons.  They were both very nice girls and I liked them a great deal -- except!  Noreen got her height early and was always nearly a head taller than me.  That went over like a lead balloon because every time I went up to their house I’d always be measured against her.  Then I’d always hear the phrase “oh dear, you haven’t grown an inch, aren’t you ever going to grow?”  Boy!  I loved that!  Also, she was smart in school with better grades than mine, and you can bet that didn’t exactly endear her to me.  To add to my misery, she loved music, had a gorgeous alto voice and above all, she could play the piano (she later became a music teacher).  Leota, being younger, didn’t give me the trouble Noreen did -- and you can bet I liked her best at that time.  She had a wonderful soprano voice that matched her sister’s alto, and everyone enjoyed their singing very much.

I didn’t see Evelyn too often -- mostly when she’d come to stay at Grandma Bushnell’s house.  She was a pretty spunky girl and gave Grandma a hard time.  With Grandma that was asking for it, and as a result, Evelyn did an awful lot of bawling and crying.  Grandma Bushnell was not Evelyn’s favorite person and that kind of turned me off from her because, with me, Grandma Bushnell could do no wrong!

Later on, when I attended high school, I’d see quite a little of Noreen, although we had different classes.  She remained taller than I was until my sophomore year,  when Hooray and Whoopee!  I became taller than she and didn’t have to hear anymore about her being taller than I was.  When Grandpa Miller sold his farm and moved to Boonville, Uncle Clarence and Aunt Viola moved there also.  However, when I would visit Grandma and Grandpa Miller in the summer I’d see the girls often.  I had just gotten a pair of roller skates and was pretty shaky at first.  They, however, had a sidewalk across the street from their house so I’d spend a lot of time there skating.  The sidewalk was on a fairly steep hill, so it didn’t take me long to discover that speed has its dangers and concrete is awful hard!  

When I was about ten years old my Aunt Edna had another girl (still no boy cousin for pete’s sake!).  I didn’t see much of her until much later after I was married.  Her name was Gail, a blue eyed blond and a regular tomboy -- a very nice cousin.  I was always a little hesitant around Norma because she was so pretty, however she wasn’t a bit “stuck up” and was always full of fun when she’d visit.

For most of my young years my cousins were my closest friends -- even though they were all girls for pete’s sake!  Later on, Aunt Edna did have a boy named Robert, but I never knew him much because he came along too late.
CHAPTER 4

REG  AND THE CHURCH

Until I started school in Stittville, at the age of six, I had very little social contact with others besides my parents, grandmothers, grandfathers and cousins.  I did, however, have contact with other children in my church and Sunday School -- most of whom I later went through high school with.

All my family -- everybody -- attended the Presbyterian Church, a fairly large greystone church built in 1813.  The interior was much like all New England and upstate New York Protestant churches -- an alter on a large platform in front with the pulpit plus three big old chairs -- one large arm chair behind the pulpit and two side chairs for visiting speakers.  The pews were painted white with mahogany arms on the ends.  They were pretty straight up and down with carpets on the seats.  A big, old pipe organ stood up in the right front.  It was originally pumped by someone behind it, however when I was there it had been electrified.  Occasionally the electricity would go off before or during services, in which case someone would be drafted to do the pumping.  When I was fairly grown I had to take my turn at it.  In the back of the church was a balcony, used mostly for adult Sunday School classes.  The church had a tall steeple that held a good-sized bell which was rung by the Sexton before every service.

The most wonderful times in our church, at least for us children, was at Christmas time.  The church had a high ceiling, as do most churches today.  About two Sundays before Christmas, a big Christmas tree -- and I mean BIG! -- was placed in the left front of the sanctuary.  It was always decorated with balls, tinsel, trinkets, etc., but I don’t remember it having lights on it.  Probably women and some men, plus Sunday School teachers, decorated it.  About a month before Christmas all of us Sunday School children were taken to the church where we were given parts, such as individual pieces to memorize, Christmas songs to sing and skits to take parts in.  Then every Saturday from then on we had to go to practice.  FINALLY about two nights before Christmas came the BIG NIGHT.  The church was filled with parents, grandparents and other members of the congregation, with the children in the front rows.  Then, with our teachers, the minister would give a short prayer to start, and then we children would get up on the platform to do the best we could to do what we had practiced.  I distinctly remember one tone-deaf man giving me a $5.00 goldpiece afterwards for what he called a good song -- WOW!  After all the children had finished came the GREAT thing we all were looking forward to -- Santa Claus!  With a jingling of bells and a loud “HO, HO, HO, MERRY CHRISTMAS!!”, a large, fat man dressed up as Santa Claus would come in from the back of the church with a big sack on his back.  WOW!!  What big eyes we all had!  Then, class by class, we’d have our names called off to go to Santa for our presents, which the teachers had gotten for us.  They weren’t great, but to us it was WONDERFUL -- mostly a box of hard candy and a game or other such little things.  It was a time none of us ever forgot.  Why churches don’t do the same today I can’t understand.  It was such a simple little thing that we all connected with the church itself and helped to endear the church to us in later years.

Grampa and Grandma Miller, my Aunt Viola, Uncle Clarence and Noreen and Leota attended our church also.  Both of my grandfathers were Elders who assisted the minister to serve Communion the first Sunday of each month as Presbyterians do.  I can see them yet sitting in a circle at the front of the church.  Boy!  I used to think we must be somebody ‘cause not everybody had grandpa’s as Elders.  That was something!  Later, both my father and Uncle Clarence became Elders also.

People in our congregation sat in the same pews Sunday after Sunday and, of course, we all knew each other.  I’ll never forget an old gentleman who sat opposite us across the isle.  His name was Mr. Pierce.  He wore the same old black suit every Sunday and chewed tobacco even during the sermon.  Where the spit went I didn’t know and still don’t know to this day, but it sure entertained me every Sunday.  Another old Welsh gentleman I really liked.  After church was over he’d be outside and always had pink and white mints in his suit side jacket, which he’d invite me to dip into for a mint or two.  Boy!  I liked him!

As I remember it, morning church was at 10:00 AM followed by Sunday School when everyone left for home until the evening service, which was at 7:00 PM and lasted until the sermon was finished.  In the rear of the church proper was a good sized stone building attached to the church, but at a lower level, and reached from the sanctuary by two or three steps.  This area was where the children attended Sunday School while the adults held theirs in the sanctuary.

Until I was about three to four years old, I was kept upstairs with my mother in her Sunday School class.  She then decided I should go downstairs with the other children.  Boy! That was a big mistake.  The teacher, surrounded by six to eight boys and girls of my age, greeted me.  For us to sit on were little chairs all in a circle.  I went to take one when another little boy wouldn’t let me have it.  Well!  I was a little guy with a pretty hot temper, so I picked up the chair and hit that kid right in the stomach with it.  Wow!  That apparently wasn’t the right thing to do because the kid I hit started to bawl and scream, the other kids got in on the uproar, and the teacher was having a nervous breakdown.  Someone finally went up to where my mother was, and she came down and hauled me out of there.  I was in disgrace.  The first kid to be kicked out of Sunday School!  About a month later I received my parole and was allowed to try again.  This time all went well -- no fighting!    The other boy kept a long way from me, however, and that same little boy went through high school disliking me!  I can’t say I like him to this day.  I made an enemy early, but I really didn’t care!

During this time my Dad had a Model “T” Ford truck which today would probably be called a station wagon.  One Saturday, in the early fall, all the church members gathered at the church to give the building its yearly royal cleaning.  When finished we started for home with my mother behind the wheel because she was trying to learn to drive.  Dad was beside her and I was in the back.  She did fine until she started up the hill past the bridge next to the sawmill.  There she apparently lost her courage and started to run off the road -- right where there was a very steep incline.  Apparently Dad hadn’t been paying much attention until both Mom and I let out a holler.  Then he looked down to see what she was doing with the pedals -- mistake number two!  While he was looking down, the car kept going with Mom and I still hollering.  Dad, however looked up in time to keep us from going over.  Poor Mom!  She said she’d never drive again, and she kept that promise until I was back from the war.  Then she tried again and somehow she passed her driving test  -- to our dismay!  She was really a lousy driver, and we all worried when she went out alone.

For a young boy (and maybe a girl also), Sunday was kind of boring.  The same thing every Sunday.  First, in the morning, we went to Grandma Bushnell's for the Jets.  Then we had to get ready for church, go to church, and then to Sunday School.   We’d drive home to dinner, walk back to Grandma Bushnell’s for her to read to me, and later while all the adults were napping, I’d read to myself.  I wasn’t then, or now, a napping person.   By then it was milking time, and a rush to change clothes and go to evening service.

One Sunday when I was about eight years old, I decided to rebel.  I thought up a scheme I thought was foolproof.  When it came time to get ready for church, I moaned a little and said, “I feel awful sick”.  Surprisingly Dad said, “Well, that’s too bad.  I guess you’ll have to miss church today”.  Halleluiah!  My scheme had worked!!  BUT, then a dark cloud floated over me because Dad also added, “Sick as you are, you must take some medicine and there’s no medicine like CASTOR OIL”.  Oh, No!!  Not That!!  However, he took me into the kitchen and gave me (I think) two tablespoons of that AWFUL STUFF.  Yeeaaaaaakkkkk!  BLAAAAAAAAA!!!!   Plupppppppppppffffffffffffff!!  Now Dad said, “Sick boys must lay down to recover”, and I had to lay down on the couch while he stayed home with me.  From time to time the castor oil would come up on me and I begged to get up for water.  “Oh, no”, he said, “we must let the medicine work”.  I thought I was dying, and had to stay there until my mother came home from church.  Guess who was the first one ready for church the next Sunday???  ME!!

Those were wonderful times and wonderful people, even though I don’t always practice what I was taught there to my own sorrow.  However, the older I become, the more I appreciate and attempt to follow the strict Christianity of that dear old church.  It’s too bad there aren’t more churches like it was then.  There’d be a lot less crime today!

CHAPTER 5

REG AND THE STRAWBERRY PATCH

Ever since I can remember, Dad had a large strawberry patch that I would guess was about an acre.  All through the depression, and well afterwards, he kept this sideline.  He would hire young people from about 8 to 14 years old from the village to come up to pick berries during the season.  His going price for a quart of berries was $.10, less the $.01 he’d pay the kids for each quart picked.  He was very careful that the quarts were filled to the top with only good berries -- no green or overripe ones.  In other words, top grade was his way!  The quarts would be put into crates that, as I recall, held 30 quarts.  During the season about three to four crates would be picked during each day.  Up until I was about seven, I was told to stay out of the patch.  I guess I’d step on too many or eat more than I could pick.  Dad would deliver to the local stores daily, then pick up the empty crates the next morning.  The quart containers, of course, went with the customer; therefore, he lost the cost of them, and that brought down his profits.

Being the only kid on our road until that point, I looked forward every morning for the pickers to show up.  It wasn’t the kids so much that interested me as it was their BICYCLES!  All I had was my tricycle, then later the Trike-Bike I had invented (more on that in another chapter).  Boy, I was only four or five, but I did like bicycles.  Even at that early age, while the pickers were working (and not looking), I’d take a bike and try to ride it.  I didn’t have much luck at first, but as things went on, I learned to step on a pedal, tip the bike for balance and push it along like a scooter.  Finally, as I got to about six years old, I came across an idea!  I’d step on one pedal, put my other leg through the bars and by leaning the bike I learned to balance it and go pretty good distances.  Of course, this couldn’t go on forever because those bad ‘ol kids would notice I’d swiped their bikes.  They’d complain loud and long about my thievery, so Dad would give me a good scolding.  However, he was too busy so my game went on -- until those bad, bad ‘ol kids got padlocks to stop my using their bikes.  That was terrible -- cut off at the pass -- my source of pleasure gone!  From then on, any kid at school who had a bike was begged to let me ride it.  Once in a great while someone would have pity on me and let me ride.  This black era went on until my Dad finally bought me a second-hand bike that I rode not only to school but also everyplace else.  I eventually got a new one!  Boy!!  (that will be in a later chapter).  However, it was the strawberry patch that allowed me to learn how to ride and have such an enjoyable time in my life.

CHAPTER 6

REG, CHRISTMAS AND SANTA CLAUS

The word “Christmas” is one of the most wonderful words in the language of all Christian nations.  For adults, it brings back the many wonderful memories of their past Christmas holidays;  first of all, for our celebration of the birth of Jesus Christ; and, secondly, for the gathering of families, the exchange of cards, gifts, and hearing all the nostalgic Christmas Caroles.  To children, though, it first of all brings thoughts of presents, Christmas trees and Santa Claus.  To merchants, especially these days, it means sales and money passing in.

The first Christmas I can recall was when I received one of the three most outstanding gifts I ever received -- a tricycle with red handles.  I was absolutely overcome with pure joy.  It took me no time to learn to ride it, then around and round the living room pot bellied stove (except for the kitchen, the other rooms were closed off because of the cold).  I recall very strongly the difficulty my parents had to get me off of it to have breakfast.  You can bet that living room took a tricycle beating until spring when it was taken outside.  Grampa Miller bought me a little red cart, which was quickly tied to the trike.  Now I had it made!  That outfit was ridden up and down the driveway, across the lawn, down to the cow barn and even onto our dirt road until the trike was actually worn out!

Until I was about eight years old we didn’t have a Christmas tree -- instead I hung up a big stocking which was filled with oranges, apples and candy on Christmas morning.  Other presents were just placed on the floor.  The few toys I got from my parents or grandparents were not wrapped up.  Later when I received books they were wrapped in brown paper.

I was, of course, told about Santa Claus.  I saw pictures of him and his reindeer and he rapidly became my best friend.  We had no fireplace, so I was told he came down the stairs, which opened into the living room.  Well, it didn’t take long for me to figure out how to see Santa when he came.  I had Dad tie tin cans across the door before I went to bed – that should do it!  But, Heck!  It never worked because the tin cans would be gone when I got up Christmas morning.  He’d gotten past again!  The piece of cake I had left for him was also gone though, so for sure he’d been there.  More importantly, there were gifts for me!  This went on for several years until we finally had a Christmas tree and I no longer believed in Santa.

When I was about five years old, Dad bought our first radio.  It was an Atwater Kent with a big speaker on top.  Hooked to it was a long copper wire from the house to (I think) the horse barn.  We could get two stations – KDKA from Albany and WIBX from Utica.  It didn’t take me long to be taught how to set the several dials on the radio to bring in WIBX.  This was very important because Santa came on about 5:00 PM each evening while my parents were milking.  For about two weeks before Christmas, I’d set the radio and be glued to Santa.  He’d read letters from little kids who told him what they wanted, and I think he talked a little about his reindeer and the elves at the North Pole.  A team of horses couldn’t have pulled me away from that wonderful program!

When I was about seven, I got my second most memorable present.  It was a good-sized box, and when I opened it I found about eight to nine (I’m guessing) thin, smooth boards, a coping saw, patterns for houses, birds and all kinds of animals.  There was also carbon paper, sandpaper, and a cutting board and clamp.  The cutting board was about 4” wide and 10-12” long.  The end had a “V” cut out with a hole at the point of the “V”.  Boy!  Now I could do some real woodworking, but I didn’t know how to use all that stuff.  Dad then came to the rescue.  He taught me to clamp down the cutting board, place a piece of carbon paper on that, then put the pattern I wanted to cut out on top, draw the pattern through the carbon paper and onto the board.  Finally, he showed me how to place the board on the cutting board with the saw through the hole and carefully cut!  Well, once I learned how, I would cut for hours.  I clamped the cutting board on a stair step and went to it.  It was there that I learned the basics of pattern use that I later used in making furniture.  A wonderful toy, which kept me out of mischief all winter.

When I was eight (I think) I received my third most memorable gift – a big sled.  Before this, I had been using my Dad’s old wooden sleigh.  I saw a beautiful sled in Blust’s store before Christmas, and I let anyone and everyone know I wanted that sled.  Each noon hour I ran down there and looked for it, but finally one day, when I looked, it was gone!  I think I swallowed my heart!  “Oh, please, please…let the one who bought it be my Dad!” Well, on Christmas morning, there was my sled!  WOW!  After jumping up and down, I took it outside, got a sharpening stone and got that darn old paint off the runners.  I was just trying it out when the William’s kids came down.  They had received a sled too, a Flexible Flyer the same size as mine.  Mine wasn’t a Flyer but another make.  I just knew, though, that my sled was faster!!  We had plenty of snow, so after dinner we all (including Charlie Taft with his sled) went to the hill going down to the Nine Mile bridge.  Being the “boss”, as usual, I said, “I’ll go first because my sled is the fastest”, and sure enough it was!  All that winter you’d find us on that hill.  What great times we had!  My grandsons got that sleigh eventually, and I hope they had as much fun with it as I did.

Even though I’m a Great Grandfather now, I still get excited when Christmas rolls around and I guess I always will!

CHAPTER 7

REG AND THE MEDICAL PROFESSION

Although doctors and dentists are wonderful people, and we’re glad to have them when we have something wrong with us, to this day I dread going to see them and guess I always will!

My first encounter with a doctor occurred when I was four years old.  It was late spring and Dad had burned a pile of brush out in the barnyard during the day.  I had watched him with interest while it burned, so after supper I went down to see if it was finished burning.  Yep!  The flames were all out and there was some nice, fluffy stuff where it had burned.  It looked so inviting, I thought I’d like to jump in with my bare feet (I was always bare-footed in the spring, summer, and fall on the farm).  Well, I jumped into the fluffy stuff, but there were still hot coals beneath.  You can just imagine how I screamed and hollered, and it wasn’t long before folks ran down to see what happened.  What happened was that the bottoms of my feet were badly burned and THAT HURT!   I had to stay on a couch all summer with my feet bound up in poultices.  My left foot (I think) didn’t heal as soon as the right one, so Dr. Lewis from Holland Patent  said it had to be lanced.  While I laid across my father’s lap, ol’ Doc lanced it without anything to deaden it.  WOW!  It was a good thing Dad held my leg in a vice grip!  I decided right then that doctors were dangerous!  The feet did heal up all right and they never bothered me afterwards, but to this day I am deathly afraid of fire.

When I was six years old my parents were told I should have my tonsils and adenoids removed.  Why they didn’t have Dr. Lewis do it I don’t know.  Maybe he didn’t have time or something.  Anyhow, I was put on the train and sent up to Grandpa and Grandma Miller in Boonville to have it done.  Noreen had it done about a week before and she told me there was nothing to it.  I, however, was very suspicious of the whole thing. Everyone tried to tell me it was nothing to fuss about, but that didn’t lower my dread of having to be treated by another doctor.  Finally, the horrible day arrived and Grandpa Miller took me to a doctor’s office and turned me over to this strange new doctor and nurse.  I saw the operating table and immediately turned into a first class coward!  They finally coaxed me onto the table, but worst of all, Grandpa had left the office as soon as he’d delivered me.  His soft heart couldn’t take it.  There I was on the table in the hands of a bunch of torturers and executioners!  I laid on that table and the doctor told me I’d be asleep and never feel a thing.  HA!  Then he slapped a mask on my face full of ether.  That did it!  I came off that table like a skyrocket, yelling like a banshee.  It finally took the doctor and two nurses to get me back on the table and strapped down tight.  “Good-bye cruel world, and why did you do this to me, Grandpa?”  Again the ether, and choking and coughing, away I went!  The next thing I knew I was waking up in a bed in Grandpa and Grandma’s house and Grandpa had brought me home and Grandma had put me to bed while I was out cold.  Oh, oh!  When I swallowed,  my throat was awfully sore, but Grandpa came in with ice cream which helped a little.  But that throat was sore for quite a few days!  Can’t you readers feel a lot of pity for such a miserable, hurting coward?  Can anyone blame me for staying as far away as possible from doctors?  I can’t remember going to Dr. Lewis’ anymore during my school days.  He was a good doctor, a patient and kind man who made house calls all morning and office visits in the afternoons.  He cared for my grandparents, my parents, myself, and later, my three children.  I guess most of the kids in the Holland Patent area were delivered by him.  When he finally retired, the whole area pitched in and gave him a huge party with many presents.  They just don’t make doctors like that anymore!

My doctor experiences were only half of my problems.  The other half were mean, terrible people called “dentists”!  They were continuously trying to get me in their chairs and torture me.  When I was about six or seven, Dad took me to a dentist (I think it was in Utica) to have a check-up and cavities filled.  Well, I was very fond of animal crackers, and Dad tried to bribe me into being a good patient.  He promised he’d get me a box of animal crackers if I’d be good.  I promised I would, but there he made a big mistake!  I said I would be good, but he’d have to get the crackers first – so the poor man did.  Well, we got to the dentist and he sat me in the chair.  So far, so good.  But then, the dentist started towards me with a sharp looking thing that made buzzing sounds.  That did it!  I slipped out of that chair like a greased eel with Dad and the dentist trying to catch me.  They finally cornered me and got me back in the chair, but not for long!  Out I went again, and the whole process started all over again.  I think that happened a third time, until they finally gave up.  I was very happy because I had my animal crackers and didn’t get tortured.  Funny, but Dad didn’t seem happy at all on the way back home.  I think it was about a year later that they tried again – this time with a nice, kind old dentist up in Remsen.  This time I behaved myself and with no bribes!  I went to him thereafter until high school.  My teeth came in pretty crooked and my mother decided that when I was in high school that I should get them straightened.  Dad then took me to Utica to have it done.  So, for every week or two I’d have to go back to have the wires, rubber bands and other miscellaneous junk in my poor mouth changed.  My teeth finally did get pretty straight, but whenever I see a kid with those contraptions in their mouth I really feel pity for them.

I was strongly built with a very healthy constitution, so I never had to go to a doctor’s or dentist’s office again during my school years, other than having a few cavities filled or to be treated for a cold.  I take that all back!  When I was about six years old I got Chicken Pox and had to stay in bed in a darkened room for several weeks.  This period was brightened only by Grandma Miller dropping in to see me every once in a while, with a little present to cheer me up.

I almost forgot one other character too.  My mother seemed to feel that I might need glasses, so down to Utica I went again to see an eye doctor.  After the examination, he said, “Yes, he needs glasses”, so glasses I got.  I hated them.  Didn’t want anything to do with them, especially when the other kids called me “four eyes”.  That was the last straw!  I wore them about a month, then slowly – a little at a time – I wouldn’t wear them, until I finally stuck them in a drawer and never wore them, or any others, until I was 45 years old!  Ha!  Of course, my school had me and my schoolmates have a group picture taken (which I still have), and there I was – the only one with glasses on!  End of sentence and chapter, period!

CHAPTER 8

REG AND HIS SCHOOLS

As I previously mentioned, there were no other boys on our road, and except for my girl cousins and Sunday School children that I saw only on Sundays, I was a loner.  Oh, yes, I saw the big kids who came in the summer to pick Dad’s berries, but they were only interested in me in so far as me swiping their bikes was concerned.  All of this suddenly changed one September day in 1922 when my Mother took me by the hand and walked me down the dusty road to the schoolhouse in Stittville.  The schoolhouse was a two-story building.  The bottom story had the children from the First to the Fourth grade taught by a woman.  The upper story contained the Fifth through Eighth grades, and the male Principal taught them.  When Mom took me in, all I could see was a sea of kid’s faces.  I was scared!  The teacher was very nice when she introduced me to all the children, but I was scared, particularly when Mom left me a lunch bag and deserted me!  That was the start of sixteen years of a lot of misery, but many good times also.  

When I started to learn, some subjects came very easily to me – mainly reading, geography, history and English.  But of all my subjects there was one horrible subject call arithmetic, which encompassed me in a cloud of misery.  I just couldn’t understand what the figures were or why they even had to exist.  Math had me floored and kept me there not only all through grade and high school, but even into college.  It was only then  that a math major friend taught me the secrets of the stuff.  From that time on, I got good at it and still use a lot of math in furniture making – but that’s another story.

At the time I started grade school, however, the subjects got the same procedures as they did back into the 1700’s.  Reading, writing and arithmetic!  I had to learn the alphabet and how the letters made sentences – as you did.  They also pounded into me the multiplication tables – you know – 1x1=1; 1x2=2; 2x1=2; 2x3=6, etc.  At that time we also had to learn how to write properly, how to hold the pencil, and how to carefully write the letters like the textbook showed.  Even in the lower grades we also received some geography, history and English.  The way we were taught at that time was to conquer the basics of the subjects so they would properly follow us through life.  Today’s schooling, with fancy computers and new teaching methods that leave a lot of kids blank through high school, can’t compare with the good old methods!

I finally got acquainted with the other kids and I liked most of them.  I learned where the water jug in the entryway was located, where the toilet was (separate little rooms with a non-flush john), and how to notify the teacher with a finger signal to get out of class.  We got a recess in the middle of the morning and afternoon for about fifteen minutes each, and I think about a forty-five minute lunch period.  We were always called back into school by the big bell in the cuppulo on top of the school.

The desks were pretty much the same as schools today, but equipped with an ink well on top.  The desks were also carved up by former occupants.  They were arranged in rows, the lowest grade on the left, the higher grade in sequence towards the right, with isles in between.  The group picture I have of my classmates (fifth to eighth grade) shows 22 pupils – there were about the same number in the lower grades too.  At the front of the room was a huge blackboard where, when called on, we had to operate on when the teacher called us up.  Discipline was quite strict and from time to time some unfortunate urchin was made to stand up in front, facing the wall.  I don’t remember a dunce stool being used, however.  If one got out of line, they would get a good shaking, or five to six good whacks on the palm of the hand with a ruler.  Further, we were all frightened of the Principal – all in all a very well disciplined school.  

To the right front of the school was the town water well, with a pump and a big handle.  A cup was always there to drink from (no AIDS in those days).  Next to that was the blacksmith shop, and we could hear Mr. Barns, the blacksmith, pounding while we were in school.  I was fascinated by that place, and quite often I’d run over to see him shoe horses or making something at the forge.  During recess we’d generally play games, talk, etc.  In the winter, when there was lots of snow, we’d all participate in a game that can only be described as “scared cat”.  Close to the left of the schoolhouse was a small barn against which one kid would have to stand, back to the barn and face all the boys of the school.  Then everyone would throw snowballs at him until someone nailed him, then the one who hit him first had to go up.  The one up there couldn’t turn his back, or face sideways, but had to face his executioner’s face on without flinching.  If you flinched, you were in disgrace and called a coward – and nobody wanted that!  In the spring and fall months, we’d play baseball, ride our bikes, watch the blacksmith, etc.  Sometimes a fistfight would break out, but usually no bad feelings were kept for very long, and they were friends again.

When I was seven years old, all of a sudden things changed.  A family named Hoffman moved into the farm north of us (where Charlie Taft later lived), and they had two boys older than I, and a girl my age named Dorothy.  Then I had some kids to walk to school with me.  Also, a little later, a kid named Joe Williams moved into the house next to the railroad track, and also a little later a kid named Raul Yeman moved to the farm above the Hoffman’s.  Mercy – the old place was getting crowded!

With all those kids on the road, there was only one that became my friend and nemesis – Joe Williams.  He was a tough little Welsh kid, almost exactly the same size, same age, and temperment as myself.  After he moved in (I think it was our first encounter), he stopped me on the corner by the train station on my way to school.  He stopped me and showed me his new leather boots with a knife in a side pocket.  We both admired them until he told me they had to kick somebody before they’d be any good, and I -–poor me – agreed.  So he hauled off and kicked me, and it hurt!  Well, I thought about that all morning until noon hour, thinking that was not nice, so I caught up with him on the way home and punched him in the nose!  Well, from that time on the war was on!  We were almost evenly matched, so generally we’d bang each other up until the bell would ring and stop us.  This would happen about every two weeks or so, usually coming out about even, but we sure respected each other, and between fights would stay away from each other.  I remember one time after school, when I wasn’t in a fighting mood, he chased me on my bike beyond his house!  All that night I muttered and fumed about that, and decided that something had to be done!  I think it was the next day that I caught him in his yard, and we went at it.  We’d probably would have stayed at it until it was too dark to see if Merritt Pritchard hadn’t seen us, pulled us apart, and made me go home.  Once in awhile I’d get into a fight with some other kid, but they were no fun because they couldn’t fight like Joe!  Shortly after this his mother went to the hospital, lost her mind, and either jumped or fell out of a window and killed herself.  I don’t remember ever having a fight with Joe after that.  He later married a girl from Holland Patent and we were the best of friends.  I hope he’s still living!

The Yeman kid was about my size, so I thought I’d try him out.  But he was a softy – not like Joe – and it got to where I’d beat him up every night going home from school.  Finally his mother got the teacher to let him out of school early so that he could stay whole and get home safely.  I should have been ashamed of myself because he wasn’t in the same class with Joe Williams!  

When I was in either the first or second grade, an incident happened to me I’ll never forget.  I sure liked my teacher very much as she was patient and very nice to me.  She was a fairly good size lady, about the size of Carole but perhaps a little heavier.  One afternoon, as she was walking down the isle, she came to my desk, had a fainting spell, and fell – kerplunk – right on top of me, pinning me against the desk!  In no time the whole room was in an uproar, plus me squawking like a plucked chicken and scared to death!  One kid finally ran upstairs for the Principal, who came right down and lifted her off from me, got her on her feet somehow, and then she regained consciousness.  The Principal let the lower grades go home for the afternoon.  The next day the teacher was all right again, but it was something I’ll never forget.  

After four years in the lower lever, if we had passing grades before summer vacation, we’d be promoted to the fifth to eighth grade upstairs.  There we’d take basically the same subjects but at a more advanced level.  When we reached the eighth grade, we all were greatly primed to take state Regents exams, which we had to pass before we could go to high school.  For many kids, they didn’t go on to high school as it wasn’t mandatory at that time, and they would go to work at some job or work on the family farm.  My Mother was very adamant that I must go to high school, so then I knew I’d have to pass the Regents.  Come June and the Regents exams, I passed them all – except arithmetic!  Blast!  So, back to grade school I had to go until the Regents came again.  This time the Lord was good and I finally passed!

Every morning in grade school, school was always started by giving the Pledge of Allegiance, and I think (although not sure in the upper grades) we’d have a prayer.  Then we’d sing a song like “My Bonnie Lies over the Ocean”, or “Tenting Tonight on the Old Camp Ground”, or such as that.  Then school would start.  Christmas time was always a very enjoyable time because the teachers would send three or four older boys out to find and bring in a Christmas tree,  which would be set up and decorated in the schoolroom.  We had to learn “pieces”, Christmas songs and have skits like we did at church.  Finally, the day before Christmas holiday arrived.  In the afternoon, the mothers would come to school to see their kids perform, followed afterwards by small gifts and candy.  Then school was OUT!  I can still remember most of the words to ‘We Three Kings of Orient Are”.  It was a great time.

Finally, on to high school in Holland Patent.  I started in January of 1931, so I got a little start on the other members of my 1934 class.  There I was introduced to gymnastics, wrestling, French (blah!), Algebra (blah!), Civics, and Ancient History.  I hated Algebra, and didn’t care for French very much, mostly because of the teacher.  I loved English, especially when we got into the Classics; History was my most liked – and best – subject; Civics I loved, but that Algebra --BLAH!!  I hated it.

Gymnastics and tumbling I took to like a fish to water.  I was very lucky to have perfect coordination.  Best of all, Coach Hurd started up a football team in September of 1931, the first football team he had in about 20 or more years.  Hurd was lucky because, at the time, we had a group of fairly large, strong, athletic boys who averaged about 180 pounds.  That was big for those days.  Hurd was a good coach, and molded them into a great team.  Of course, I couldn’t wait to try out, but at 5’7” and 130 pounds, plus not being a fast runner, I didn’t have much of a chance.  But I stuck with it for every practice and game.  I not only didn’t get to play, but Hurd assigned me to carry one end of the chairs for the sideline umpire.  Hurd kept most of those boys for three years (including me), and I think we beat most of the teams we met.  The next year was different for me, because I was then nearly 5’9” and had gained up to nearly 180 pounds.  That year, and until my post graduate year, I was on the first team.  Hurd put me in at tackle and how I loved it – the rougher, the better!  The next year Hurd shifted me to center, where I could get out faster as he found I was an excellent tackler.  These were the days before linebackers.  We had to play the whole game with only the half-time break.  Any substitutions were on a player to player basis only.  I played first team from 1932 to 1934, and also in 1935 when I was a post-graduate.  We had a new coach then and a lousy team.  In one game in 1934, playing West Winfield, I broke the leg of one of their players tackling him, and in 1935 I crushed the coach’s knee when he encountered me when he entered a play during practice.  If I had only reached 5’11” and 200 pounds, I’m sure I’d have made the Alabama team, but I was still too small.  They had guys 6’ to 6’4”, weighing over 200 pounds, which was big for those days.  I did go out for the team, and scrimmaged with them for a time, but I could see it was a lost cause and soon dropped out.  If I had attended a smaller school, such as Colgate or St. Lawrence I think I’d have made it.

Each year Coach Hurd would put on a gymnastic exhibition for the parents and there I was the star!  Amen!

Also, we had tryouts in Public Speaking each year, where the contestants spoke during auditorium breaks, and the audience then voted for the best one.  This went on for several weeks until finally three of the best speakers were selected to compete at the Town hall for the championship.  There I was beaten out by one of my football buddies, as I took second place, not the first prize.  I was just as happy since he had to go on to the county contest and I did not.

Coach Hurd also instigated a wrestling contest for school champion in each weight class.  All gym boys were divided into two sections and during each gym class we’d have to wrestle someone of our size in our group.  When both groups had finished, the whole school watched the championship match.  I was a good, strong wrestler, and the best in my section and weight class of 170-180 pounds.  That meant I had to wrestle the other section champion in that weight class.  I had no qualms until I saw the one I had to wrestle.  He was a Polish kid, built like a ball of muscle, with small legs and arms.  How was I ever to beat him?  The answer was, I didn’t!  I couldn’t get a good grip on him anywhere, and he finally beat me – but it was a long match!  As an aside, the next day I was standing in the hallway, talking with a friend, when a girl came up behind me, gave me a clip across the back of my legs, and down I went!  She went away laughing saying, “so much for wrestling champions”.

I was a good scholar and a poor scholar.  In the subjects I really liked, I excelled.  But the other subjects I was lousy in!  Mostly because if I didn’t like them I wouldn’t study them.  Each year we had to take Regents exams at the end of the school year, one for each subject coming under the state regents program.  I had no trouble except with -–guess what?  Algebra and Geometry, and both were required for graduation.  I flunked Algebra once, but sneaked by with the lowest possible passing mark.  Geometry was something else – that I flunked three times, and with graduation coming up I was in trouble!  Not only that, but I had to pass two extra subjects I’d never taken to graduate with my class.  I WAS IN BIG TROUBLE!  The principal had given up on me, and so had the class.  Well, something had to be done!  And so, I did it!  I talked, no begged, the teachers of the two extra subjects to take the tests by reading the textbooks only.  Then, I got ready to work on the Geometry!  I fooled them all -–I passed and graduated!  My parents had to hurry to get graduation notices out, and the class had to add me onto the roll of graduates, etc.  I got in on the class picture taken in Utica, but my tie was a little different from the other boys who had bought them all at once.  I didn’t care a bit!  Yep!  I’d made it just in time for the class of 1934 to have 34 members.  

I applied to the University of Alabama for entrance because I had their catalog, liked the pictures of the campus, and believe it our not they immediately accepted me for the 1935 class.  I took a post graduate course at Holland Patent High School, mostly to fill the time until I was to go to Alabama, but also to play my fifth year of football.  I also took two subjects that I didn’t care whether I passed or not.  I was by then safely beyond the school’s clutches.  I took Physics, which I liked, and Advanced Algebra, which as usual I hated.  To this day I’m not sure whether I passed the Physics or not, but I know I flunked the Algebra, and I didn’t care!!

I was nineteen years old, in top physical shape; I’d grown to 5’9” (I think), and a good solid 180 pounds.  

As an aside:  when I worked at Griffiss Air Force Base as a Division commander, with scads of people under me, I had a good portion of my high school class working for me.  Some I didn’t even know were there until our 50th class reunion.  So, you see the Bible is right – “The first shall be last and the last shall be first”.  End of chapter and AMEN!

Note:  I cannot be certain regarding the way and circumstance of how my fights with Joe Williams started because time dims memory.  But, fight like alley cats we did!  I can’t recall any fights in the summer or winters.  We were too busy sliding down hills, skating, etc., but in the spring and fall we’d go at it again.  We didn’t hate each other, it was just a case of two perfectly matched kids in size, strength and temperment saying, “I can whip you”, and the other one saying, “No, you can’t, I can whip you”.  This went on for four to five years with breaks only for the split lips, black eyes, bloody noses, and bruises to heal.  Then we’d be at it again.  We always had a good crowd around us when we fought, and it was few and far between that other kids would fight with either of Joe or I.  We were just too much for them and they knew it.  Our fighting stopped after his mother died and I left for high school.  I don’t remember that Joe went to high school, and I believe he entered an apprenticeship to become a machinist.  With us it was two perfectly matched dueling pistols – Flint and Steel.

CHAPTER 9

REG, THE HORSE BARN AND WOODWORKING

The horse barn was a fairly good-sized barn located at the end of the circular driveway on Dad’s farm.  It was centered between the two houses and slightly back from their centers.  Like the big cow barn, it was a rusty brown, probably red many years before.  It had a large sliding door, about 14’ wide, right in the middle of the front with a window centered on each side.  Attached to the rear of the barn was a large shed that Dad used to store machinery out of the weather.  When you entered the big door, on the left was a big cupboard that held all kinds of wonderful things such as nails, screws, small pieces of metal, etc.  On the wall beyond the cupboard hung the harnesses for the three horses, then another good-sized door, which opened to the three horse stalls.  Old “Kit”  was kept in the stall on the left while “Maude” and “Mollie”, the big work horses, were in separate stalls on the right.  Just beyond old “Kit” was stairs leading to the second story, where the hay was stored.  Just behind old “Kit” (as I remember) was a big box which held the oats for the horses.  The remainder of the barn was open.  On the left, beyond the door to the stalls, was where Grandpa kept his blocked-up car during the winter, and next to that was Dad’s Model “T” Ford truck.  In the back, on the right side,  were the cutter and the two seated sleighs,  plus an old buggy which I can’t remember being used much.  On a platform above was stored a small wagon, a summer companion to the two seated sleigh.  I never remember it being used either.  To me, the best part of the barn was on the right side – a wonderful place that had a long bench against the front wall, another wall cupboard, and a big cabinetmaker’s chest.  The cabinetmaker’s chest held all kinds of wooden planes, saws, chisels, etc.  On a big stump near it was a big anvil used by Dad to repair mowing machine blades, and other farm machinery.  The long bench had a large vice on the right end, leaving the remainder of the bench open.  One item, which I hated and forgot to mention, was a big grinding stone in a water trough contraption, with a crank to turn the darn thing.

That barn was the place, other than the houses, that I loved best on the whole farm.  From three years of age on, I took possession of the place and was most always to be found in it.  I loved to make things – anything that came into my imagination.  In the winter I made skip jacks at first, then later a bobsled with barrel stove runners for the soft snow of the hills behind the barns.  I also made model airplanes; my “Trike-Bike”, a dentist setup complete with chair and drilling equipment; cars; a whole set of model farm machinery (which Uncle Scott still has on display); riding cars, and whatever else came into my mind. I finally had pretty well worn my tricycle out by the time I was six, so I said, “Reg, something has to be done”.  Well, hanging on the wall upstairs in the barn hayloft was the frame of an old girl’s bicycle – it had handlebars, but no wheels, sprocket, or chain.  “Well”, says Reg, “maybe we can do something with that”.  So he got his Dad to bring it down to the shop area.  After a lot of plotting and planning, Reg invented the Trike-Bike.  I took the best rear wheel and the front wheel, with the pedals, off the poor old tricycle.  Then I mounted the rear wheel and put on the back of the frame and the front wheel in the forks.  What to do about a seat?  After some study, I cut a board, at what I thought was the right height, cut a “V” at each end, and wedged it into the frame.  Yahoo!  The thing worked!  It was faster than the tricycle and easier to ride; also I used my experience with the “strawberry bikes” to balance, and away I went.  My first invention, and it worked!  I have a picture of it with Norma sitting on the seat.  Wheels, wheels, wheels!  I needed wheels for my next project, but where to get them?  Well, I’m going to go off on a tangent now to tell you how Reg licked that problem.

When I was young, the Nine Mile Creek ran as freely as it did after the last ice Age.    Ordinarily it ran an average of approximately three feet deep with deep holes under the bridges.  In the early spring, when the ice went out, it became a roaring torrent from about 30’ across to about the width of three football fields.  It would be full of ice then, which cleaned out and deepened the bridge holes, and sometimes coming up to about two feet below the bridges.  This would cause flooding in the lower areas around the canning factory in Stittville and the saw mill area.  Poor old Mr. Miller, who owned the sawmill, had to open the doors of his cow barn to let the water, ice and all run right through when he was milking.  I’m telling you all of this because not only ice, but all kinds of floatum came along also – trees, drowned cows – just about any kind of stuff.  Why did I digress to tell you all about the creek?  Here’s why.  My project was this:  I had an idea, tools, and some wood to make a car, but no wheels!  At this point the Good Lord stepped in.  The William’s kids lived up above the sawmill bridge, and guess what they found washed up on the creek bank after the water went down?  The front end of a little car – complete with both disk wheels and the steering gear with the rod and steering wheel.  They told me what they had found and I went up real fast to see it!  Oh my!  It was just what the doctor ordered.  I wanted that stuff so bad I was ready to do anything to get it – although for once I kept my mouth shut.  How I got it I don’t exactly remember, but somehow I got them to trade for something they could use – all the time pretending it was a piece of junk, I guess.  Actually, I was ready to give my right arm for it.  Anyway, some kind of trade was made and I took it home as fast as I could go!  I think that at this point Dad came into the picture to give me some advice.  He had me find two long, square sticks about 2” square.  They were the sides of my car, placed far enough apart to fit those front wheels.  He probably had to help me on the length because I had no ability to measure the length – couldn’t have used a rule if I had one.  Anyway, I got the front end mounted to the side sticks and a seat put on the rear.  Then I anchored the steering wheel, but I was still in trouble.  I had no rear wheels!  Somehow or other, two old hand mower wheels were found, but no axle.  I can’t remember, but probably Dad came to the rescue again.  The rear axle was finally made of a piece of hardwood, using a drawknife to whittle the ends down round enough to fit the wheels.  The space between the seat and the hood was where the engine was – my feet and legs.  There now!  I had my car and used it until I got tired.  Eventually I knocked it apart and built a new model, much more sophisticated but still the same old power source.  The Trike-Bike and the car were my two main projects, and both worked.  But furniture making was still a long time away.  That didn’t start until I returned from the war.  I spent many a happy hour in the dear, old horsebarn – summer and winter – cold hands or not, but it was the Taj Mahal to me and helped keep me out of mischief.

CHAPTER 10

REG AND HIS ADULT NEIGHBORS

Until I started school at six years old, I had no companions of my own age.  Of course, I knew the kids in Sunday School, but that was only on Sunday.  During strawberry season I’d see the town kids who worked for my Dad – but they were all older and didn’t like me very much because of my habit of trying to ride their bikes. 

Our road was really a back road between Stittville and Holland Patent, with almost no traffic other than an occasional slow car of that period, or a horse and buggy.  My make believe brother, “Howard”, wasn’t a very interesting person, so my attentions turned towards my neighbors.  The farm next to ours on the right side of the road was owned by Mr. and Mrs. Frank Brooker (No. 7 on my map).  Mr. Brooker was just a common farmer, about 60 years old, so I didn’t pay much attention to him.   Mrs. Brooker was a pretty fat lady, so she was more interesting.  Living with them was Mr. Brooker’s mother, Mrs. Alvard, who had a little apartment in the back of their home.  She was very, very, very old (she must have been ninety or more at that time).  She wore a little white cap and a long black dress (about like the picture of Whistler’s Mother).  I’m sure she was a very nice person, but I was scared of her.  My Mother thought it would be very nice and neighborly if I would call on Mrs. Alvard.  Well, I didn’t think so, and put up a fight, but to no good.  So, about once a month, I had to visit old Mrs. Alvard.  I didn’t know what to say to her, and she didn’t know what to say to me, so for about 15 minutes we’d mostly stare at each other until I made my escape.

Just down the road on the left hand side of the road was the Pritchard farm. (No. 8 on the map).  Well, these were very interesting people, so about once a day I’d ride my tricycle about an 1/8 of a mile to their place to see what they were doing.  Mrs. Pritchard was the nicest, sweetest and kindest person you could ever know, so it wasn’t hard for me to love her.  She was also a good source of cookies!  Mr. Pritchard was a rather short, stocky man with a big, fierce mustache.  He was pretty gruff and I was a little scared of him.  They must have been in their middle 60’s then, just a little younger than my Grandpa and Grandma.  They had a son named Merritt, a bachelor about my Mother’s age.  He had a heavy, solid build – like his father – but he was a happy-go-lucky type and a lot of fun to be around.  I later found out that he had been engaged to a Stittville girl who died just before their wedding, so he never married.  The Pritchards had two daughters too.  The eldest was named Winefried, a heavyset person who was kind of gruff like her father, so I didn't like her very much.  I told her so too, which really endeared me to her!  Her younger sister was named Ada, who was much like Merritt, and I really liked her.  At that time she was in high school.

A short distance beyond the Pritchard’s, on the right hand of the road next to the Brookers and right next to the railroad, were the Bartlett’s.   They were probably in their 60’s also, nice people so I was interested in them also.  Mr. Bartlett was in charge of the milk station (No. 9 on the map), and I used to see him quite often when I went with Dad as he delivered the morning’s milk.  Mrs. Bartlett was a plump, jolly woman who I really liked – also a good source of cookies.  Mrs. Bartlett had a younger sister named Lizzy, who was mentally impaired.  She sat every day in a corner making paper twists, used by people in those days to start fires in their stoves.  Now, there was a real interesting person who fascinated me.  She was a poor soul, absolutely harmless, but a different kind of person I’d better keep track of.

Those were my neighbors and besides my parents and grandparents, were my world.  It’s too bad there aren’t more people like them in today’s world.  They were serious, but generally happy; honest as the day is long; no fancy put up front; saying what they thought, and meaning what they said – real neighbors who lived in peace, helping each other whenever trouble or problems arose; devout religious people who never considered locking their doors.

Well, now that you’re introduced to my adult neighbors, I’ll relate some of my episodes with them.  First I’ll tell about before I went to school, and then shortly after starting school.  

As I said, Merritt Pritchard was a solidly built Welshman who actually ran his father’s farm, and like most farmers, chewed tobacco and smoked when not in the barn or hayloft.  I mentioned previously that the farmer’s helped each other out during threshing and silo filling.  Once, when I was about five years old, all the farmers had congregated at our farm for silo filling, and as usual, I rode on Merritt’s wagon when he started out for another load.  I watched him take out a big chaw of chewing tobacco and stuff it in his mouth.  “Hmmmmm”, says Reg, “why can’t I do that too”.  So, I asked him for a chew too.  He said to me “do you really want a chew?”  “Sure”, says Reg, so Merritt gave him one.  Reg manfully chewed it for a minute or two until I swallowed my spit.  Suddenly I didn’t feel too good – then immediately horrible!  I jumped off the back of the wagon and spent the rest of the afternoon lying flat in misery under the trees.  How Merritt did laugh, but it was a long, long time before I tried another chew, and it kept me from one bad habit!

Merritt was always full of fun and making jokes.  One day he told me that Mrs. Brooker made awful good “rat tailed soup”, and that one day we’d ask her to make some for us.  This went on for quite some time, my asking Merritt “when is Mrs. Brooker going to make us that rat tailed soup?”, and his answer was always, “pretty soon…pretty soon we’ll ask her”.  Well, I got tired of waiting for Merritt to act, so I went up to Mrs. Brooker’s and knocked on the door.  When she came to the door I said, “Mrs. Brooker, when are you going to make some rat tailed soup for Merritt and me?”  I got a long, icy stare from Mrs. Brooker, followed by the door slamming shut!  I immediately went over and told Merritt that I’d asked Mrs. Brooker when we’d get the rat tailed soup and what had happened.  For once, Merritt didn’t laugh, and that ended our chance for the rat tailed soup!!  

Both my Dad and Grandpa Bushnell didn’t smoke, so I’d been told every since I was little that it was bad for people to smoke.  One day I had ridden my tricycle down to the Pritchard house, and of course went directly in.  There on the kitchen table lay a brand new pipe.  I asked somebody, probably Ada or Mrs. Pritchard, if it was Merritt’s new pipe.  Well, I sure didn’t want Merritt to have something bad, so when no one was around, I took it out and threw it down the out house hole.  I felt good because I’d saved Merritt from doing something bad.  I should have gone on home, but I was still there when Merritt came in looking for his pipe – and found it not there!  I manfully told him what I’d done to save him, and for the first time I could remember, Merritt was a little mad at me.  He said, “You threw my new pipe in the back house, so I’m going to throw your tricycle there too!”  EEEEEEEHHHH!!  He grabbed the trike and headed for the back house, with me hanging onto the trike too – screeching like a scalded cat.  We made so much noise that Mrs. Pritchard came out to see what all the noise was about.  To my great relief, she made Merritt give me back my tricycle – Oh, thank you Lord!!  I then and there learned a great lesson – an apparently good deed from your viewpoint might not be so good from the other person’s outlook.  Advise but don’t act!

Many other things happened between Merritt and I – too many to write about, so my next happening of any great mention was with Mrs. Pritchard.  It was early spring, after I’d started school.  The snow had just left, it had been raining and the road was pretty muddy.  My Mom had put up my lunch in my little lunch box as usual, and I was trudging to school through the mud.  Like any foolish kid I got to swinging my lunch box, which suddenly came open, and deposited my lunch into the mud.  Oh dear, what now – should I go back home to Mom for another lunch and a scolding, plus being late for school?  Or, should I just go onto school with no lunch?  I looked to where I was, and I was right opposite Pritchard’s.  I thought maybe Mrs. Pritchard could solve the problem, and she did, God bless her soul.  She packed me up a new lunch and sent me happily on my way.  That meant an awful lot to a stupid little boy!

My next story with my neighbors happened (I think) just a few days after the lunch box incident.  It was raining and I was getting pretty wet on my way home from school.  As I crossed the railroad tracks and approached Mrs. Bartlett’s house, I saw a man with a horse and buggy in the driveway and Mrs. Bartlett was on the porch.  She called me up on the porch and told me the man was going right up past my house and would give me a ride home.  I looked at the man very closely, and he appeared okay, but I didn’t know him.  Mrs. Bartlett said he was a nice man and would keep me from getting any wetter.  I thought about it for a minute or two then made my decision.  I said, “I’ll ride home with you if you are a Presbyterian”.  The man said he wasn’t a Presbyterian, so I said, “I can’t ride with you”.  Well, after a lot of talk by Mrs. Bartlett and the “unsaved man”, I said I guess I would ride with him, much to my apprehension.  I went with him wondering why they laughed at me.

A lot of things happened between my neighbors and I, but this chapter must come to an end.

CHAPTER 11

REG AND FLYING MACHINES

I saw my first airplane when I was just about six years old. It was a bi-plane and was flying toward Marcy, up about 1000’ in the air.  They had started up an airfield with a grass runway and a small hanger in Marcy, about six miles from Stittville.  That would have been in the summer of 1922.  

Immediately I was fascinated with airplanes and decided then and there that that was the life for me.  Naturally, I headed for the horsebarn, found some boards, nails, etc. to make me one.  Two sticks about 5’ long at an angle, a wide board up front for the wing, and a smaller wing in back was what I came up with.  Okay, I’m ready, but how to get it up?  Ah, ha!  The smokehouse, which I climbed up on all the time anyway, would be a perfect spot.   I carried my plane out to the smokehouse and leaned it up against the building.   Then I climbed up onto the smoke house roof, pulled my plane up so I could get in the middle.  I was ready to go!  Then I looked down at the ground, which was about 8’ below, and immediately had second thoughts!  For once, prudence took over and I climbed back down, thereby not causing the first airplane crash in Oneida County.  

Though I botched by first opportunity to fly, I was ready to do something about this flying business.  Maybe little airplanes would do for right now.  My next stop was to see Mr. Brown, the village carpenter, to have him make one for me.  The dear old man didn’t know anymore about planes than I did, but after a fashion he did make me one.  The best thing he did, though, was to teach me how to make a propeller that would whirl when I ran with it.  From then on, I made airplanes by the dozens out of everything from cardboard to anything else I could get a hold of.  I’d hold them up to my face and pretend I was a pilot looking down at the ground and flying.  I found a book which described how the airplane flew, how the controls worked, how the wings tapered, etc.  The more I progressed into all kinds of model planes, including rubberband models, the more I made up my mind to be a pilot.

After I got my first bicycle at age 8, I’d have Mom put up a lunch on Saturday mornings and I’d ride down to the Marcy airfield and just hang around the planes down there.  There weren’t really that many planes, and of the few there were, most were bi-planes.  I’d look inside at the cockpits and dream about flying them; I’d hang around the hanger where the mechanics worked and so on.  From time to time one of the pilots would take up one of the planes I’d been looking at.   As I’d watch, he’d go through all kinds of stunts.  Finally I’d have to go home and dream about airplanes until the next Saturday.  I was a real airplane-oholic!  When my thirteenth birthday came, I told Mom and Dad all I wanted for my birthday was a ride in an airplane.  With misgivings, they took me down to the airport and I got my ride.  Oh, Boy!  It was wonderful – just what I’d expected.  I knew now for sure I wanted to be a pilot! 

From then on, until the end of my sophomore year in college, there wasn’t much action in the way of flying for me.  At that time I applied to the Army Air Force in Washington and they told me to report to a government field on Long Island.  I was in perfect health and expected no trouble.  I passed all the tests until they found I had a stigmatism in my left eye – not much, but it was enough so they wouldn't pass me.  What a terrible disappointment!  When I received my ROTC Commission from college in 1939, things in the Army Air Force had changed, due to the war in Europe, so they were sending people around to the universities to test all ROTC commissioned officers to get pilot recruits.  I tried again, and again I was rejected for the same reason.  I tried no more, but later I took flying lessons and had no trouble at all.  My right eye was very strong at 20/10, and it was compensating for my left eye.  

It’s just as well that I didn’t pass, I guess, as some “Kraut” in Germany would have gotten badly hurt if I had been flying a P-47 fighter.  Ha!  That ended my attempts to be a pilot though – my life’s greatest disappointment!

CHAPTER 12

REG THE ATHLETE

Like most boys, Reg was outstanding in some sports and average or below in others.  I was a very good football player, as I’ve previously mentioned, and if I had three more inches in height – plus twenty more pounds in weight, I could have been a great player.  When I attended the University of Alabama, I tried out for the team, which was the country’s number one team at the time, but I just couldn’t match up against the size players they could obtain.  Probably if I had attended a smaller college, such as Colgate, Union, or St. Lawrence, I would have made the team.  I was very strongly built for my size and had perfect coordination, so as a result, I was quite good at tumbling, wrestling, and boxing.  But, I was no good at basketball, a sport that I didn’t like anyway.  I think I could have been a very good baseball player, but I never could go out for it because the spring season they played conflicted with work on the farm, and my Dad needed me.  Later, in college, I played catcher for our fraternity softball team, in which our team won the championship (as I remember it).  

Besides football, I was outstanding in high board diving, and I feel certain that if the university had had the facilities and a good coach, I possibly might have even made the Olympics.  In this sport I was self-taught.  On the bridge by the sawmill, a diving board had been fastened to the bridge about 15’ above the creek, which at that point was about 15’ deep.  After work on the farm I’d go up there and dive until it was almost dark, doing every kind of dive I could invent – swans, jackknifes, front and back flips – every contortion I could think of.  It was because of this ability that I caught your Grandma’s eye, and finally her for my wife. 

 I was a strong runner, but not fast because my legs were not long, although they were powerfully built.  But that left out track.

Just outside the campus was a nine hole golf course, so I read up on the rules of golf, got some of my friends who played to show me how to use the various clubs, bought a few clubs and learned to play golf.  I had no real teacher, so basically had to teach myself.  I had very strong arms and hands, so after awhile I learned to drive.  If I hit the ball right with the driver, I’d drive just about 250 yards, but not always in the direction I wanted it to go – it was the same with irons.  I played every chance I could (and had the money), and got to play just “fair”.  Later in life, when in Oklahoma, I was playing a lot and my game improved to the point where I was playing in the low 90’s and sometimes in the upper 80’s.  But, I never could beat some of my close friends.  I love the game though, and miss playing now because of my eyes.

When it came to hunting, I was very good, since being a farm boy, I had handled guns from a BB gun to a 22-caliber rifle and then to a shotgun.  When I had completed my Junior year of ROTC, the Army sent me to summer camp for field instruction and weapons firing.  That was my first experience firing the 30-caliber Springfield rifle.  It kicked like a mule, but I loved to fire it and took to it like a duck to water.  I fired it daily in all positions – standing, kneeling, squatting, prone, etc. and with my strong right eye, I fired “Expert” in every position.  As a matter of fact, I fired every weapon the Army had at that time and made “Expert” except in the 38-caliber pistol.  With that I qualified, but not “Expert”.  Later, in the Army itself, I also fired every weapon in its arsenal – the M-1, the 45-caliber pistol, the light and heavy machine guns.  Again I qualified “Expert” in all but the 45-caliber pistol, although I did finally qualify as “Marksman” in that.  That’s funny because in actual combat I only carried a 45-caliber pistol or a captured 7.65 Walther pistol.  If I was in a tight spot though, I’d grab an M-1.  After the war I used to go pheasant hunting with a beautiful Browning automatic 16-gauge shotgun, but I lost all my desire to kill anything – deer, pheasants, whatever -- after the war.  I guess I saw too many dead people.  When I finished my ROTC course at Plattsburg, NY, I was in line to fire at the big competition that the armed forces held once a year.  There, all ground forces from the Army, Marines and (I think) Navy met in an all-out competition in Pennsylvania.  As I said, I was in line to fire as one of the best in the ROTC Branch, but I had to return home to help my Dad on the farm.  Because of my record at camp, however, they made me a Company Commander with ROTC rank of Captain in my last year at the University.

This is the whole story of my athletic life.  I’ve tried to be as factual as possible and to stay away from any bragging or excuses – AMEN. 

CHAPTER 13

REG AND HIS SCHOOL AND NEIGHBOR COMPANIONS

I have a school picture taken of the fifth to eighth grade students, which was taken about 1925.  I think about three to four in the school didn’t get in the picture, and one of the missing kids was Joe Williams.  Maybe he was home nursing a black eye – ha!  I was about eight or nine years old at the time the picture was taken.   About half the students were village kids – the remainder were from surrounding farms.  On the whole, they were good companions with no bully that I can recall.  We were just average kids of the period, and as far as I can recall, I generally liked them all.  Many of them, who remained in the area in later years, remained my friends up through my latter life, including Joe Williams.    I believe I was the only one in the group to go on to high school and then to college.  

During recess we’d play a quick game of baseball – using a hard rubber ball – or maybe have a wrestling match.  In the winter, of course, there were snowball fights or our game of standing someone against the barn to pelt him (no girls allowed) until somebody hit him – then the sharpshooter had to take his place.

During lunch hours we’d generally play more baseball, watch the blacksmith, ride our bikes, or wander to the store.  By that time they had macadamed the street in front of the school.  One day three or four of us had a bike race down the little slope in front of the school, and about half way I was in the lead.  Then I made the mistake of looking behind to see how close the others were to me, lost control of my bike and went head over heels on the macadam pavement.  My bare right arm hit the pavement and it seemed like I lost all the skin there – man how that did hurt!  The principal sent me home to get patched up.  

Most of the boys had nicknames if they weren’t lucky enough to be named William (Bill), Joseph (Joe) or Jasper (Jake).  Others, like me, had to suffer with other nicknames.  Milton Farr was called “Beany”, and so forth.  My nickname was “Strawberry”, because of my Dad’s strawberry patch; but I was sometimes also called “Major”, I guess because I was so busy.

Most of the homes in villages at that time kept chickens in their back yards, so they had to get chicken feed from the Feed Mill up by the railroad tracks.  Another boy, Merritt Hammond, went into the business during lunch period to scurry up to the feed mill and try to get a job delivering chicken feed to their customers.  Usually we got the job and would get paid 10¢ for our work.  Immediately  afterwards we’d hurry to Blust’s store to spend it all on penny candy – Wow!  We’d take it over behind the Methodist church and gobble it all down before school started again so we wouldn’t have to share any of it!

During the summer, when I was about six years old, I went down to the bridge by the Inn where most of the Stittville kids swam.  Down there we had to wear our underpants because the girls were there too.  I thought I could swim, but really I couldn’t.  I got into deep water and started to drown.  Reg was in real trouble when Jake Wall saw my trouble and came in to pull me out.  He was about four years older than I was, and gave me a real bad scolding.  I took his advise too because he had really saved my life!  In the summer, a lot of the village kids -–especially the four Farr boys – would come up to the farm and we’d all go swimming above and below the railroad bridge.   We’d never swim under the bridge though because of all the snapping turtles there.  These boys would also come up to the farm on Saturdays after haying, and we’d all climb up on the upper beams of the big cow barn and jump off into the big piles of hay on the barn floor.  That was really fun and we’d spend most of the afternoon doing that.  The boys, at that time, liked to sleep out in the warm summer nights, so I invited Bill Thomas, a good friend of mine, to come up to sleep in the newly filled horse barn.  He said “sure”, so just before dusk he came up on his bike and my mom gave us some cookies and we made our way up to the haymow.  Well, we settled down for the night with a couple of blankets my Mom provided.  We hadn’t been there long before the old barn made some creaking noises, plus the noises from the resident mice and birds.  Bill couldn’t take that!  He said, “I’m scared”, and took off for home.  That finished sleeping in the barn!

After school one day several of us got to wrestling in the schoolyard, just having a good time, until Bob Buell got his arm broke.  I had nothing to do with it, but because I was there I got the blame.  His grandmother came roaring down yelling at me that my Dad would have to pay for it.  That made me mad so I yelled back, “No he won’t pay for Bob’s arm and I didn’t do it!”.  I guess it took her back to get yelled at too, so nothing more came of that!

My Dad, when I got to be about fourteen years old, paid me $10.00 for my working for him in the hay field, plus cultivating and other farm chores.  My old second-hand bike was in pretty sad shape, and I wanted a new one.  Dad told me if I’d give him the money I earned that summer, he’d pitch in the difference to get a new bike.  Did Reg agree?  You bet!  So, when the summer was over, Dad sent in our order to Montgomery Ward  for the new bike.  It was beautiful, a royal blue with a tank under the front bar, a bell and a carrier on the back.  Oh, I was in my seventh heaven!  When summer was over, I proudly rode it to school – too proudly I guess.   Bill Thomas begged me to let him ride it, and I really didn’t want to.  But I remembered a story that my Sunday School teacher had read to me about a little boy who’d gotten a new toy car but wouldn’t let any other kids ride it.  Soon it began to squeak until he finally let the other children ride it.  Well, I didn’t want that to happen to my new bike, so I reluctantly let Bill take my new bike for a spin.  He rode it down to Blust’s store (with me watching like a hawk).  Just as he got in front of the store, a farmer that lived on the other side of Stittville ran right into Bill and my new bike – ooooohhh!  What have they done to my bike?  Bill was not hurt, thank goodness, but my bike!  My bike!  The forks were mashed in, the front wheel was twisted, and the handlebar was knocked sideways.  Talk about a sick kid!  That was me!!!  I took my bike up and showed the principal and told him my awful plight.  He was a very nice man who sympathized and let me walk it home.  I got home and poured out my grief to my Dad, who calmed me down and commiserated with me.  He told me he would send to Montgomery Ward for a new pair of forks and a new front wheel, or any other parts necessary, and said he could fix it up as good as new.  This he did, and in about a month it was back together and running like new, but I never let anybody borrow it again!  

When I was about fifteen, however, that bike was stolen.  I was up at the sawmill bridge, fooling around with Charlie Taft, Al Williams and his younger brother, Mickey.  When I wasn’t looking, Al Williams grabbed my bike and took off to Holland Patent.  Boy, was I mad, and the longer he was gone the madder I got because I had to go home to help Dad.  When he finally got back with the bike and got off, I walked up to him and hit him with all my might right on his nose and eye.  I must have nearly knocked him out because I floored him on the bridge, where he lay bawling and crying, holding onto his bloodied face.  His brother, Mickey, yelled at me and I took off after him too, but he got away from me.  I went back for my bike and Al was still on the bridge floor, sobbing and crying  -- all this even though he was no taller than I was.  I was about 5’8” tall and weighed about 175 pounds, while he was lighter, but taller.  I took my bike and went on home, leaving the body of Al on the bridge.

This was the last time that I ever had a fight – if you can call that a fight.

CHAPTER 14
REG AND HIS NEW COMPANIONS

When I was about seven years old, I found I had neighbor kids on our road.  The farm just up the road to Holland Patent had a family named Hoffman move in.  There were three boys and one girl in their family.  One boy was much older than I was, one boy was about two years older, the girl was my age, and the youngest boy was about two years younger than I.  Because of the difference in our ages, I didn’t have much to do with them except to walk to school with them.  The little girl’s name was Dorothy (Dottie), but she was a girl, and what can you do with a girl?  About all I can really recall about her was that once after school one of the kids bet me one cent that I wouldn’t kiss her.  The lure of money was too much and I ran up and kissed her on the cheek.  Today I suppose I’d be expelled from school for that – ha!  

The Hoffman’s didn’t live there long, however, and then an older couple and their grandson moved in.  He was a red headed kid my age named Charlie Taft.  He went to school in Holland Patent instead of Stittville.  His grandparents didn’t go to church, so my Dad and Mom would pick Charlie up on Sundays and take him to church and Sunday School with us.  I used to wander up on Saturdays and play with him and we got along very well.  

On the next farm above Charlie’s was a family named Yerman.  Their son went to school in Stittville and used to walk to and from school with me.  We were about the same size but I didn’t like him very well and used to beat him up every night coming home from school.  It got so bad his mother got the teacher to let him out of school so he could get up the road ahead of me.  I wasn’t then, but am now, ashamed of myself because he was no real fighter.  The Yerman’s didn’t live there long, and another family named Williams moved in with a girl and two boys near my age, plus a younger boy.  I had nothing to do with the girl, but the two boys – Albert (Al) and Mickey -- plus Charlie Taft and I, used to play together, slide downhill and swim together all the time.  We got along fairly well, but guess who was the “Godfather”?  I don’t remember the Williams’ kids going to high school, but Charlie Taft did.  About the time we were about seven years old, Jack Dempsey was our hero, and we wanted to be able to fight like him.  We made punching bags by stuffing feed sacks with sawdust and tied them up somewhere and punch the dickens out of them.  I had one and Charlie Taft had one for sure.  About that time, Charlie got a weird contraption that was supposed to be a bike, and in spite of its funny looks I’d go up and ride it every chance I’d get.  One afternoon – probably a Sunday afternoon -- I went up to ride the bike and then and there I found out that Charlie had cousins who had come up for a visit.  Besides the mother and father there was a boy about my age and two girls, one of who was quite small.  I paid no attention to them and rode the bicycle as usual.  As I passed the barn door I happened to look in and couldn’t believe it when I saw the older of the two girls – who was about five years old – punching Charlie’s punching bag.  I had to stop riding the bike to look at this desecration!  She had a black haircut with bangs and she looked ugly to me.  Good grief!  Phagh!  What next??  So, I continued to ride the bike and try to forget her – which I did for the next nine years.

This pretty well ends up my relations with my same age companions.

CHAPTER 15

REG AND THE ANGEL

I think every Christian believes in angels.  The Bible all through both the Old and New Testaments tells us about them – both good angels who are with God, and bad angels who are under the control of Satan.  Some people believe in Guardian Angels, and I am definitely one who does!

I think I was about six years old when this happened.  Our church, as I mentioned before, had evening services.  It was winter, with snow on the roads and we went up to our church in Holland Patent in the two-seated sleigh.  When we arrived, Mom and I went into the church while Dad, with other men, went to put the horse in the horse shed out back.  When the men came in, the service started.  In the front of our church was a platform with several steps going up on the left side.  The platform held the pulpit with three chairs – a big armchair directly behind the pulpit and two side chairs on either side of that.  I think Mr. Coleson was our minister then, an elderly man and one of the finest and most kindly men I have ever known.  We were sitting in our regular pew on the right side of the church, about 25-30 feet from the platform.  Mr. Coleson was right into his sermon when I saw a young man of about average height and build, wearing a white robe, approach the steps to the platform and take the left chair.  He had a handsome face, with a nice smile; his hair was brown and was braided into a tail on the right side of his head.  I couldn’t tell the color of his eyes, but they were looking directly at me.  I was fascinated and couldn’t take my eyes off him.  He must have sat there for five to ten minutes, when suddenly he disappeared.

When we were going home it was a beautiful night with thousands of stars in the sky.  I was in the back seat and leaned over to my Mother in front and said to her, “who was that young man in the white robe that sat next to Mr. Colson?”  She said, “there was no young man on the platform in a white robe up there.”  I said, “Yes there was – I saw him”, to which she replied, “there was no young man up on the platform”.  I didn’t argue anymore, but I definitely had seen him!  I have never forgotten this incident, and I’m positive he was an angel – maybe a Guardian Angel – and I know I saw him!

Very definitely in my later life – once in combat and later when we lived on Cape Cod, things happened to save me from death and terrible danger.  Also, once when I was still helping Dad on the farm, I was miraculously saved from being hit by a train.  To this date, I am still positive that I really saw Mr. Guardian Angel, and what a busy angel he has had to be during my lifetime!

CHAPTER 16

REG AND THE BOY SCOUTS

Several months before my twelfth birthday, the Rev. John Martin, pastor of the Baptist church, formed a Boy Scout troop with about 15-16 boys of Holland Patent.  The minimum age at that time was twelve and maximum was about fifteen to sixteen, and there wasn’t any such thing as Cub Scouts then.  I heard about the troop, probably from Sunday School acquaintances, and I surely wanted to join, but I lacked about a month to being twelve years old.  I talked to Mr. Martin and he told me I couldn’t join until I was twelve, but he gave me a Boy Scout handbook to get ready to join.  

To become a Tenderfoot Scout (the rank necessary to join), I had to study the book to learn the Boy Scout Oath, the Scout Belief’s, -- such as “A Scout is trustworthy, loyal, helpful, friendly, courteous, kind, obedient, etc. “—how to tie several knots, and the Pledge of Allegiance.  I, of course, went for all this lock, stock, and barrel.  When I did turn twelve, I attended my first Boy Scout meeting, passed all my tests and received my Tenderfoot badge.  Hooray, I was now a Boy Scout!  One of the older members said to me, “That’s your start, but wouldn’t it be nice to receive the Eagle badge?”  Right then and there I made up my mind to get that Eagle badge!  From there on Scouting came before school or anything else as I earned consecutively my Second Class then First Class badges.  From there on I had to pass twenty-one Merit badges – all quite difficult to pass.  I can remember only a few now, but I do remember one was personal health and hygiene, along with swimming, life saving, crafts, etc. which were required, together with others which were optional.

During all this time, however, all of us in the troop had a wonderful time.  During the meetings, held once a month, we first went through the formalities, then we played all kinds of games, had a business meeting and so forth.  However, once or twice a month we’d go on a hike or play Fox and Geese.  Fox and Geese was a game which consisted of the older boys (geese) starting about an hour ahead of us (the fox), laying out a trail of bits of paper, pieces of yarn and other objects for the rest of us to find and follow.  When, at long last, we finally found the “geese”, they had a fire going and we’d have hot dogs, cookies and the like.  It was a great time with all those fine boys talking and laughing about the chase.  In the winter time, which I liked the least, we’d take a long hike through woods and fields and at noon make a fire of dry wood (if we could find any), and eat a lunch which we carried with us.  Generally, it was pretty cold and the snow deep, and all of us would be cold and exhausted when we got home.  These outings took place on Saturdays.  Sometimes, in the summer, I had to skip some things to help Dad in haying and other farm chores.  Our scout camp was in the vicinity of Rome, on a small, pleasant lake, and I dearly wanted to go for a week, especially since some of the merit badges I needed could only be gotten there.  Those badges included swimming, lifesaving and certain craft badges.  I begged my parents until they finally gave in, and late one summer I went to the camp for a week.  Boy!  Did I ever have fun!  I met a lot of boys from other troops, swam every single day, earning my badges and making craft objects, going out to run down a ghost in a haunted house, etc.  Finally, at the end of the week, the scout leaders held a big ceremony and bonfire, with most of the boys parents there to take us home.  How we did hate to leave that place!  While at the camp, I made the acquaintance of several of the leaders and older scouts from the Rome area that were Eagle Scouts.  They whetted my appetite even more to make Eagle Scout.  I believe I was about 15 years of age at this time and when I left camp I had passed several required badges to progress to two levels below Eagle.  I still had ten or eleven merit badges to go.  By the way, guess who was the troop bugler?  Yep, Reg!  I got the job because I had learned to play the trumpet, so my parents bought me a bugle (which I think was later inherited by my grandson, Rich Corcoran).  

Every year the Rome Scout area held a jamboree during which several merit badges could be earned – among them was the one for bugling.  Different bugle calls were outlined in the scout handbook, and to earn the merit badge you had to bugle all the different calls before judges in order to pass.  Therefore, for several months before the Jamboree the old farm echoed night and day as I practiced all the bugle calls.  I went to the Jamboree and passed the test – hallelulia!  Another badge!  All our merit badges had to be passed by the troop committee, which was composed of several fathers or interested adults, and they could be tough and made getting merit badges tough to get.  One merit badge I got was blacksmithing.  Although it wasn’t required, it was one I thought I could get.  Al Williams father was a blacksmith, so I went to him and he promised to help me.  I recall, among other things, that I had to make a project and produce it at the committee meeting.  I had to take a cold bar of iron and with it make a cold chisel, a punch and several links that had to be welded into a chain.  Mr. Williams was very patient with me, and behold after three or four sessions I passed the requirements and satisfied the committee.  By the time I was 17, I had passed all the badges to be a Life Scout, which was the next step below Eagle!  As I recall, one badge was map making, so the old farm got a map.  In earning another badge, birds got watched and their nests and activities observed.  Many people helped me, and the Scout Master assisted in laying out and planning troop activities for me.  Finally I had all the merit badges and all I had to do was satisfy the Scout commission of the Rome District.  This was finally done at a banquet and ceremony in Rome, and that long sought after merit badge was mine!!  The Holland Patent troop put on a banquet with a big ceremony.   Then Mom pinned the Eagle badge on me while photographers took pictures for the local paper.  As a last note, my son, Earle Scott Bushnell, was the next Eagle Scout in the troop just 25 years later!  

CHAPTER 17

REG AND FARMING

Reg both loved and hated the farm!  Until he was eight years old, he loved the farm – winters skating on the creek and flooded fields, sliding down the hills, snowballing and making snowmen.  Summers were for swimming, fishing, playing with the village kids who came up to visit me.  Oh, it was a wonderful life.  But, when I was eight years old, a dark cloud descended upon me!  Dad told me it was time for me to help with the farm work.  I was routed out of bed at 5:00 A.M. every morning to help with the milking!  Dad taught me how to use the milking machines from cow to cow, and how to strip each cow to empty their bags – and gosh!  I never realized how many cows Dad had before!!  After milking, which would take us to about 7:00 A.M., I had to clean out the horse stalls before school, then change my clothes to ride to school as Dad took the milk to the station.  Saturdays, of all things, I had to lead the horse to mark out the rows where the potatoes and strawberries would be planted and then plant the darn things.  At haying time I was taught to drive the horses in the hay field, then later to help load the hay on the wagon.  When I got to be about 14 or 15, I had to help mow then put the hay away in the big cow barn with it’s tin roof, in temperature’s often over 100°.  Actually, that was good for me since it hardened my muscles before football practice started.  When school was let out for the summer I always hated to hear my Dad say, “We’ll start haying tomorrow”.  It wasn’t that I was lazy, just that it wasn’t the kind of work I loved.  If my Dad had been a cabinetmaker, I’d have loved that and no complaints.  Winters were just as bad.  Then I had to shovel snow off roofs and paths to the various farm buildings, etc.; but, worse of all was cutting down trees in our woods for stove wood and splitting and cutting up the limbs for the kitchen stoves and the furnaces.  The cutting down of old trees --–mostly maple and beech – had to be done by hand with axes and a two-man cross cut saw.  That was very hard work by itself, but if the trees were locust, they were cut into about 6’ lengths and then were split full length to make fence posts.   I really learned how much in common I had with Abe Lincoln!  Ha!  Cutting trees is dangerous work that could work up a sweat in the coldest days of winter, but there were other small accidents that could be very painful.  For example, Dad and I were going up to the grove above the sawmill one winter afternoon to cut down a felled maple.  I was carrying the two-man saw in my right hand when I hit an icy patch and fell head over teacup with the saw in my hand.  The teeth were very sharp and it tore my glove to shreds and my right hand too.  It was so bad, and hurt so much,  that I couldn’t help Dad that day!  

Another miserable winter job was cutting ice for the icehouse.  When the ice on the pond was frozen to about two feet thick or better, we’d start to cut on the ponds.  We would start by chopping a hole large enough to take the ice saw, a one-man saw very similar in size and construction to the wood saw.  This would cut long lines through the ice like a checkerboard.  Next we’d have to haul each block out of the water with big ice tongs and load them into the sleigh to take up to the ice house.  Once there we’d pack the blocks with sawdust to keep them from melting.  These operations continued through the winter until the icehouse was filled.  The ice was used in the summer, of course, to keep the milk cool.  

I’ll tell you about two of the worst jobs that I had to do.  Number one was when the corn had grown to about a foot tall, I had to take the team and the riding cultivator and weed acre, after acre, after acre between the rows!  It wasn’t a hard job, but it was monotonous – and I mean monotonous!!  Row after row -- hour after hour, until I was ready to go crazy.  The second job I hated was when Dad (who loved pancakes) decided to plant about an acre with buckwheat.  The darn stuff ripened about the same time as the oats, and I can’t remember whether it was out before the oats were threshed or after, but the buckwheat was cut, loaded onto the hay wagon and taken to the barn floor which had been cleaned and swept.  Now the work – and I do mean work – began!  It had to be threshed by hand using a flail (two long sticks held together by a rawhide thong.  Hour after hour Dad and I flailed that darn stuff until all the buckwheat pods  (or seeds) were fully threshed.  Then, on the first windy day, it was swept up in big, shallow pans and taken out into the wind where the chaff was separated from the buckwheat.  Once that was done, we’d take it to the feed mill where it was made into buckwheat flour.  Even as much as Dad liked buckwheat pancakes we never went through that again!  It was just too much work for Dad, I guess, and I know it was for me!!

My Dad was a born farmer and he loved every bit of it, but not Reg.  Growing hay, grain, vegetables, oats and other farm crops did nothing for me – other than enlarge my muscles.  I hated cows too, but I did get along with the horses, although they ran away with me once.  A real scary ride I didn’t want to repeat!  Mom loved the farm too.  She loved growing flowers, vegetables and taking care of chickens, bless her heart, but all of that I considered ‘blah!’.  Once I reached 14 years old, I earned $10.00 a summer for all of this work, including cutting corn and filling the silo (which I haven’t mentioned).   Before that Dad considered my help “just learning”, and I had to do it for my keep.  Boys today hate to even mow the lawn and take out the garbage unless they get a big allowance.  Yes, farming was very hard and sometimes dangerous work, but as I said, Dad loved it and I hated it!  Besides all of the farm work I had to do, I also had to put up with my sinful envy of the village kids who were swimming or just loafing while I was in the hay fields – blast them!  But I did have $10.00 in my pocket (at least for a little while) and much bigger muscles than they did.

There was one facet of farming I haven’t mentioned, and that was taking care of the animal’s health.  Many times in the wee hours of the morning Dad would wake me up to help a cow give a difficult birth to a calf.  We’d have to use ropes and pulleys to bring the calf into the world.  Doing jobs like that also taught a farm boy a lot about life.

After reviewing what I’ve written in this chapter, it appears I have left out quite a little information that has to be added.  First, why did we need a tractor when our horses could do the same jobs?  The tractor lessened the horse’s workload and could do certain jobs that the horses couldn’t.  Our tractor was used for plowing, dragging and harrowing as it was much faster than the horses.  After those jobs were completed, the horses were used to lime and seed the field without leaving heavy marks in the fields.  The horses were always used to work in the hay fields as any sparks from the tractor could set the hay on fire.  So the cutting, raking into rows, loading the hay onto the hay wagon, and finally cleaning up the field with the dump rakes was worked with the horses.  The tractor, besides being used for plowing, also had a big pulley on it which was used to operate  other pieces of farm machinery.  

Before I was about fourteen and strong enough to do really hard jobs, Dad had a hired man who was usually a young fellow about eighteen to twenty years old from a neighboring farm.  When I was little, haying was done the old fashioned way.  The horses would be used to pull the hay wagon up into the haymow in the cow barn, and then they’d be unhitched from the wagon and used to pull the ropes that worked the hayfork.  The hired man would go into the mow while Dad used the big hayfork to plunge into the hay. He’d then pull a lever on the fork, which would cause two big prongs to grab into the hay on the wagon.   The fork would then be pulled into the mow along a track that ran the length of the barn.   Once the hay reached the back of the barn, Dad would pull a rope retracting the tongs of the hayfork and allowing the hay to drop into the mow.  Then the hired man had to use his pitchfork to push the hay back against the walls and then into the center so that the hay was mowed evenly.  This went on until the mow was filled.  When I was eight years old, I’d drive the horses that then pulled the hay up on the track.  Later, Dad bought a machine which bolted to the barn floor just inside the door.  This machinery was really a big pulley with a clutch and ran by connecting it to the big pulley on the tractor, which was positioned about 25-30 feet from the barn.  Then, using the clutch, I could take the place of the horses, eliminating the job of hitching and unhitching them.  Also, there was a rope fastened to Dad’s hayfork which had a second rope attached to it with a metal weight on the end.  When Dad had fastened the fork into the hay, the metal end of the rope was thrown over the crossbeam to the person in the mow.  This rope was then fastened to large cleat that was bolted to the side of the barn.  Once that was done, Dad would jerk his end of the rope allowing the hay to slide down the rope, thus saving the mow man an awful lot of work.  When I was about fourteen, I did the mow work while Mom used the clutch and then Dad didn’t have to hire an extra man anymore.

I mentioned, but didn’t describe, the silo filling.  Dad had a corn cutter, which would be pulled by the tractor, and it would go down the rows of corn first cutting, then binding the corn into bundles 10-12’ long, weighing about 60-70 pounds each.   Loading the corn bundles onto a wagon was no easy job either.  A pitchfork had to be jammed into the bundle to be tossed up onto the wagon.  This was especially a tough job if the corn was being loaded in the morning, or after a rain. Then the person loading the wagon would get a free shower too!  Believe me, after you loaded wagon after wagon tossing up 60-70 pound bundles, you didn’t need machines to build up your muscles.  

In addition to the cutter, Dad also owned an ensulage cutter, which he would take to various farms in the area to help the other farmers fill their silos.  This machine took the corn bundles, cut them up into small bits and then would blow the bits into the silo.   The ensulage was used as winter-feed for the cows, along with the mowed hay.

It was always a dangerous job to set up the ensulage machine.  The machine was moved into place at the exterior bottom of the 50-60’ silo.  Then piping was assembled on the ground.  The pipe had a curved section at the top. This whole contraption had to be bolted to the machine after the piping was raised up toward the silo entrance.  To do this, a long ladder had to be raised, then a long rope taken to the silo inlet where it was tossed into the silo.  One man would remain at the bottom of the ladder, guiding the pipe up the outside of the silo, pushing and lifting while the man inside had to pull on the rope, raising the pipe with the curved end centered  into the opening.  The outside man then had to climb the ladder again to hook on several lengths of light piping with a rope on the end used by the silo man to spread around the silage as it entered the silo.  The whole process was a hard and dangerous process.  The tractor, with its pulley, would at last be put into position about 20-25 feet away.  Dad would then hook up the 40-50’, flat 8” wide belt around the tractor’s pulley and connect it to the silage blower to power it up.  Once the ensulage was blown into the silo, a man inside would have to move the pipe extensions around to spread the ensulage evenly, also using a wooden shovel to smooth the ensulage out all around.  The area farmers would all come together for this job, as they did for threshing, working from farm to farm until their turn came to fill their own silos.  

Now, last but not least, I’ll tell you about a job I hated to participate in – that was butchering pigs.  This was a most disagreeable job, not only handling the meat after butchering, but killing the poor pig.  It always got to me.  Dad also must have had a hard time with it, I guess, because he never killed the pigs either.  He always got Merritt to do the job, as he was very good at it.

On the day before butchering, we would erect a big tripod a good distance from the barn and hang a huge iron kettle from it.  Then we’d have to pile up wood nearby, and finally sharpen all the butcher knives.  When execution day arrived, Merritt would come up and we’d start a big fire going under the iron kettle, which would be filled with water.  Then the women would generally tend the fire, seeing to it that the water was boiling hot.  This done, we entered the pig yard, cornered the pig, got ropes around his feet, then dumped all 200 pounds of him or her on their back.  Needless to say, the pig was squealing like mad the whole time!  Merritt would kneel down, make a long, deep slash down the throat, then a sharp stab into the jugular vein until the pig was dead.  By this time, I was ready to leave town, and I think Dad was too.  When I was older, he made me use a gun to kill the pig with a bullet to the brain.  Then I’d have to cut the pig’s throat after it was dead.   

Once the pig was dead he’d be hauled into the boiling kettle of water, and we’d all have to use sharp scrapers to remove all the hair until the pig was shaved clean.  Then the pig would be placed on a big, wide board set on saw horses and we’d commence to cut him up into hams, roasts, pork loins, and all other usable parts that would get made into sausages, bacon and such.  Ugh!  It was a wretched, horrible, greasy job that I dreaded above all other farm jobs.  We had to do it though, as it was necessary for a farm family of the period.

In addition to all the above chores there was also the strawberry picking and cutting the asparagus every morning.  Dad was very particular about the things he sold.  He wouldn’t allow a bad or green strawberry in his crates.  The asparagus had to be cut, then all the wooded ends removed, weighed and tied into bundles.  As a result, the storekeepers in Stittville and Holland Patent paid top prices for his products.  

Dad really knew how to make an honest dollar, and I learned a lot from him.  He always had my full love and respect.

CHAPTER 18

REG AND OTHER THINGS

The Barber Shop

Until I started school, my Mother cut my hair.  After this I was given a quarter (I think) to visit the Barbershop in Stittville.  The shop was run by an old Welshman named “Barb” Williams.  He may have had a first name, but no one called him anything other than “Barb”.  He was a scraggly old man, with a scraggly beard and not really into cleanliness.  If an inspector today went in there he’d faint dead away.  The shop was a fairly large room with about 10-12 chairs on the back wall, held together by a long board nailed to the chairs.  On the front right hand side of the room was a dirty old sink and an old electric plate for heating water for shaving.  Next to all this was the barber’s chair.  Towards the door was a very old glass cabinet with a few things for sale, such as tonics, razors, mustache wax and so forth.  Up on the wall above the case was an open cupboard that held shaving mugs, each one in its own cubbyhole.  In the summer there weren’t many customers because the men were working, but it was a lot of fun in the winter.  Then the men of the village would congregate at “Barb’s”, and there would be a lot gossip, jokes, laughing and talking.  All that was among a cloud of smoke and interruptions for spitting into the cuspidors.  For a kid like me, it was a wonderful place to listen to the men and hear all about going’s on in the village.  So I never minded getting my hair cut in winter, although it was a grudging experience in the summer.  I have to say I liked that old barber and barbershop more than any fancy shop today.

Smoking and Cussing

Soon after I started school, I heard the older boys using words I’d never heard before.  In order to fit into the crowd, I picked up the words and started to use them.  During recess one day I was talking to another kid and, of course, used some of my new words.  However, I made the mistake of being under an open window and the teacher, of course, had to be at that window.  Well!  She called me in and gave me a lecture about using bad words.  Bad words?  I found out they were bad and mustn’t use them anymore.  I think the teacher told my Mother, because when I got home I got a real lecture and most of all, she washed my mouth out with homemade soap.  Ugh!  That would chase the devil out of anybody because I never swore after that to this day.

When I was about eight or nine, we kids would go down to the creek to swim, and when we’d go we’d always look for smokewood.  Smokewood were porous tree branches found along the bank that had been soaked by water then dried in the sun.  When we found some we’d break off little pieces about the size of a cigarette, and somebody would always have matches along just in case we were lucky enough to find some of the smokewood.  Of course we’d all light up and start puffing away.  WOW!  There’d be a heap of coughing, spitting and head shaking because they were strong enough to knock a mule over.  

Even though we used smokewood when we found it, our favorite “smoke” was dried cornsilk.  Most of us would roll the stuff up into newspaper, like cigarettes, unless you were lucky enough to have a clay pipe.  I think I don’t have to say that we’d smoke very often!  But, Halleluiah!  I came into a fortune.  It seems that the Masons had just built a new Temple in Barneveld and they held a big festival to raise money for it.  They sold tickets and gave out prizes to various winning tickets.  My Dad was lucky and won a whole bag of groceries – and in it was a can of tobacco.  Wow!  Since Dad didn’t smoke, Mom put the can of tobacco in a kitchen drawer and forgot about it – but not me!  Somewhere along the line I had come into possession of a small clay pipe, so about once a week I’d fill my little pipe from the tobacco can, go in the barnyard behind the barn and have a smoke.  This went on for several months until the tobacco was all gone.  I took the can and threw it away and thank goodness Mom never noticed it wasn’t there.

Until I was about fourteen I didn’t smoke at all, but then some of the high school boys would go up to a small store in Holland Patent where they would buy packs of “Wings” cigarettes for 10¢ a pack.  I eventually bought a pack too and tried them.  Mercy!  They made me so dizzy I couldn’t stand them and left them alone.  When I was fifteen, I bought a real pipe and took up smoking for good.  Very seldom did I smoke cigarettes.  All through college I smoked a pipe regularly, and certainly well into my Army life.  Somehow or other, after I started raising my family, I would alternate the pipe and cigarettes.  Then when I was about 38 or 40, I dropped cigarettes altogether and smoked only a pipe since then.  I now hate cigarettes and their smell.  Don’t smoke them – they’ll kill you!  A pipe smoker usually doesn’t inhale and enjoys the pipe only for the taste of the tobacco.  A couple of years ago, I was at a VA hospital taking some tests, including a lung test.  When I took the test I almost blew the machine apart.  The person in charge told me to get out.  My lungs were that clear, so I guess I’ll smoke the good ‘ol pipe until I die!

Tarzan
When I was about nine years old, the book “Tarzan” came out and made a big impression on me.  There was a very large maple tree just beyond the henhouse with limbs spreading in all directions.  Ha!  Just the place for me to be another Tarzan!  So, I snuck a butcher knife from the kitchen, put it in my belt and went out to prove I was just like Tarzan.  One of the limbs was easily in reach, so I proceeded to swing myself up into the tree.  Then I looked around for another limb to swing to.  Alas!  No vine to swing on, the branches were too far away and so I gave up being Tarzan.  Besides, my Mother found out I had her butcher knife, so there went my Tarzan dream.

Preaching
Because I liked our minister, Mr. Coleson, so much, I would listen quite carefully to his sermons.  Suddenly I got the fever to be a minister just like him.  I decided to find a place out beyond the chicken house to practice my sermons – at the top of my lungs.  I preached thunderous sermons aimed at the chickens, but all I did was scare them.  I carried on that way for some time until I came to the conclusion that maybe I’d better find another profession.  There went my dream of being a clergyman.

The Summer Chalet
When I was about sixteen, Dad and I added an extension to the chicken house as per directions from Mom.    I, of course, helped Dad and learned quite a little about carpentry.  When we finished (this is all a dim memory) there were boards, nails, and shingles left over.  Of course, I never have liked to see lumber around without finding a use for it so I set about thinking what to do with it.  I finally thought that having my own summer place would be just the ticket!  I didn’t have a plan (what’s a plan?), but under the Tarzan tree seemed a good location and I went at building a little chalet about 8’ long and 5’ wide.  There were enough shingles or tar paper (can’t remember which) to cover the roof; it had a door, dirt floor, but no window – didn’t need, or want one anyway.  I then made myself a bed and table for furniture and moved in.  Mom and Dad, of course, watched all this activity with open mouths but they didn’t stop me.  I moved in me, a tin dish for an ashtray, my pipe, a candle and books – now I owned my own chalet.  Almost all summer I would sleep, smoke, read and be content.  I finally got tired of it after about a year, but what an enjoyable time I had there.  Just like Huck Finn.

The Power Tool

I mentioned in the farming chapter that after haying was completed, dad would give me $10.00 for my work with him.  Of course, once I had the money, it burned a hole in my pocket.  Mom and Dad went over to Rome for some shopping and I went along.  One of the stores we entered was Montgomery Ward, and I headed into the hardware section.  Yeah!  Just what I’d been looking for – a power tool within my budget.  It was a small wood lathe with a 2’ capacity selling for $9.00.  I immediately bought it and spent the remaining dollar on a turning chisel.  Wow!  I now had a power tool even though I’d spent all my money, but it was worthwhile to me.  I couldn’t wait to get home.

There in the horse barn was an old sewing machine table – just the thing to mount my lathe on, and glory be, there was also a quarter horsepower motor not in use.  I found a belt, mounted my lathe and motor, and I was ready to be a cabinetmaker!  I really didn’t know much about lathes, but I did know what they would do, so with trepidation I plugged the motor in, put a small piece of wood between the centers and turned it on.  It worked!  Hurray!!  The wood turned, the motor hummed, and with chisel in hand, I prepared to do my first turning.  Augh!  It didn’t work – the chisel wouldn’t take off any wood and I was a ruined man!  My money all gone, my summer wages lost.  I couldn’t have felt worse if I’d lost a million dollars (I was about fourteen years old at the time).  Nothing or nobody could comfort me.  One day shortly thereafter, Merritt came by and I told him my awful tale.  He commiserated with me but said, “let’s take a look at it”.  He told me to start it up again, which I did, and he began to laugh.  That made me feel all the worse until he said, “the lathe is alright, you’ve just got the motor running backward”.  Oh, hope, hope, hope he’s right.  Well, he turned the motor around so it turned in the opposite direction, turned the motor on, and used my chisel which now threw out chips of wood all over the place.  I’m saved!  Stupid me!  It worked great from then on, and I had it until after I came back from combat.  So, kids, if things seem all wrong, turn your motor around!

Flattened By A Girl
This doesn’t  amount  to much, but was funny at the time, and makes me laugh to remember it.  The day after I’d gotten bested for the school wrestling championship and coming out number two, I was in the hall leading to my next study hall.  I had books in my hands and was talking to another kid when, Bam!  Something, or somebody, hit me right on the back hinges of my legs and I went down – Kerplunk!  My mouth was open and books scattered everywhere, and other kids were all around me laughing.  The girl I was dating at the time had hit me behind the legs, flattened me and went on her merry way laughing and saying, “so much for a wrestling champion”.  I finally got my mouth closed and had to laugh also, as she was a nice girl, always full of fun.  How quickly the mighty can fall.

Halloween

Believe me, when I use the word “Halloween”, I refer to the holiday as it was celebrated in the 1920’s and 30’s.  This was not too long after the Civil War, and things were much the same in small villages like Stittville.  At that time, there were no fire department parades, no parties where apples were dunked for, and no trick or treat.  Everything then was all trick, and the villages were not worried about ghosts but about little devils on the loose.  As I have mentioned earlier, every house had a back house and many homes also had well houses.  About a week before Halloween, the “devils” would be responsible for the disappearance of lawn furniture, swings, junk items on people’s premises, and all kind of items not tied down.  Then on Halloween night, terrible things would happen.  The church and school bells were rung, windows were soaped, old hay racks would be found on the store steps, all kinds of lawn furniture would be found hanging from the school house flag pole and, sometimes from the school steeple.  Doorbells would be constantly rung by inserting pins in them, so that householders coming to the door would find no one there.  Many homeowners would wake up to find backhouses gone and these might be found in an empty lot a half mile away.  These, and other horrible things, would happen on Halloween night.  

My parents wouldn’t let me go to the village until I was about eleven or twelve years old, but once I was turned loose, I made up for lost time.  One of our favorite tricks was to stuff up a life-size dummy and take it beside the road.  When the cars of the period would go by, we’d pitch the dummy out into the road so that the car’s wheels would drive over it.  The horrified car occupants would get out to see who they had run over – and maybe killed – only to find the dummy and hear our Halloween laughter in the night.  Sometimes, the homeowner would get even.  One old bachelor, who had a little farm on the edge of the village, got tired of being picked on.  When he heard a little noise one Halloween night, he let go with a shotgun – popping a Halloween prankster with birdshot.  The boy who was hit was Bill Thomas, the one who was once too scared to spend the night in our horse barn, and the one who was riding my new bike when it was run over.  Needless to say, the old farmer was not disturbed again.

Yep!  Halloween then was truly a real Halloween, and we’d all go home feeling very satisfied that we’d “done it again”.

Pudge II

From the time I was very little, we had dogs on the farm.  My first dog was a good-sized red and black shepherd dog that was strictly a good, old farm dog.  I was about nine years old when he finally died, and Dad bought me a beautiful collie dog.  He was a real nice, really beautiful dog who was named Pudge.  But, unfortunately, Pudge was killed by a truck when he was only about 6-8 months old.  I felt so bad that Dad bought me another dog, a two year old, sandy colored collie and shepherd mix about the size of a boxer.  Not knowing what to call him, I named him Pudge II.  Now, I’ve had many dogs during my lifetime, but none were anywhere as smart as Pudge II was.  He was a truly great farm dog, who at night always slept in the barn.  I’m not sure how it got started, but I began to teach him a trick or two, not realizing at first what a really brilliant trick dog I had on my hands.  Every evening during milking, between the time it took to exchange the milking machine from one cow to another, I would work on him with new tricks.  At first I taught him “Go”, then “Stop”, and then “Return” – all of which he would execute immediately.  From there on I taught him a lot of tricks.  After four years of work, he could do many tricks with me using both voice and hand commands.  He’d sit up; stand and “walk” on his hind legs; lay down; roll over; play dead; say his prayers; climb a ladder; speak; fetch anything I’d throw to him; and, as the good farm dog he was, he’d also bring in the cows.  I was in the process of teaching him how to “walk” on his front legs, when we found him dead in the barn one morning when he was about six years old.  Oh, how I loved that dog!  I was absolutely heartbroken when he died, and we never had another dog during my childhood.  I not only loved him, but was also so proud of him when I’d show off his tricks to other people.  Dad liked him nearly as much, I think.  Pudge II was not only extremely intelligent, but he also enjoyed learning new tricks and learned them quickly.  I’ll never have another dog so smart and loveable again, although “Dutch” and “Beau” are in his category.

The Missing Church Service

I don’t remember what age I was when this incident took place, but I’d guess about seven or eight years old.  I made one of my many bad decisions in life with this one!  It was a beautiful Sunday morning, and I decided after doing morning chores, that I’d had enough of getting all dressed up and being taken to church.  The only way I could think of to get out of it was to pretend to be suddenly sick.  Therefore, I put on my best act of being sick with groans, whimpers, and so forth.  Dad looked at me and said, “What’s the trouble?”  My reply was, “I’m sick…ohoooo….I’m soooo sick.  I just can’t go to church today”.  Dad said, “Well, if that’s so, I agree and you won’t have to go to church today”.  Great!  My plot was successful!  Or, so I thought!  Then Dad told my Mother to go ahead to church with Grampa and Gramma Bushnell while he would stay home with me.  Hmmmmm….this should have been my first inkling of possible trouble.  

When the folks had left, Dad told me to come into the kitchen where he told me, “sick boys must have medicine”.  He then poured out – right in front of my horrified eyes – a big tablespoon -- not a teaspoon, but a tablespoon – of Castor Oil, which he immediately emptied into my poor mouth.  Ughhhg!  I fell right against the wall it tasted so bad.  Then, still with “sweet sympathy”, Dad took me into the living room and made me lie on the couch.  Oh, Misery!  Every once in a while the castor oil would come up on me, and I’d beg for a drink of water.  That was very kindly rejected because, as Dad said, “of course not.  That would only dilute the castor oil and wouldn’t help you get over your sickness”.  This went on all morning until the church folks returned.  Only then did my Dad let me off the couch.  I was ruined for the day!  I was dying!  But all Dad said was, “I’m glad to see you’re feeling good again”.  Ha!  

I’ll give the reader just one guess as to who was the first person ready for church the next Sunday – and every Sunday thereafter!

The Runaway

This little occurrence involved another of my very poor decisions.  I think I was nine years old when I came to the conclusion that I hated farm work and wouldn’t have anything more to do with it.  Therefore, I decided to run away and spend the rest of my life swimming and having fun.  After milking of a pleasant evening, I sneaked in the kitchen and made up (I think) a lunch.  Then I took off on my bike when I thought no one was watching.  My bike and me had gotten about a mile down the road when I looked behind to see – Oh boy!  Dad was coming in the truck right behind me.  He told me to stop – which you bet I did!  He then instructed me to ride back home and go directly to the horse barn and wait for him.  I knew right then that the “death penalty” had been judged against me!

Dad looked pretty mad when he entered the horsebarn, and walked over to a post where the horse whip hung.  He then proceeded to deliver the strongest discipline I’d ever received from him – a good horse whipping!  He hit my legs with the whip, and I’ll never forget it.  It probably lasted only a few minutes, but it seemed like a million years.  And the whole time I was hollering and performing dance steps that Fred Astair couldn’t match in his best days!  I think many people in this age would think that was excessive discipline.  NOT SO!  My Dad was a kind and gentle man.  He very seldom cuffed me, although would often shake me to correct my foolish actions.  In this incident, he was absolutely correct, and many parents today should take the same action when needed.  I’ve found that when a child is punished they are well aware that the discipline was needed.  I know I did in the case of my running away.  Dad believed the Bible when it says “Spare the rod and spoil the child”.  He did exactly what was needed to correct and straighten out a sometimes foolish and headstrong boy.

I always loved my Dad and loved him until the day he died.  I always had great respect for him.  When I was older and wiser, I tried to emulate the same discipline on my own children.  I think it worked well because my three children are the best and most loveable children anyone could have!  The lack of immediate and strict discipline is the cause of much of the trouble with children today!

The Girl

This particular incident has had the most affect on my life of anything I ever experienced.  Not only for myself, but also for the lives of three generations after me!

It had been a hot day in August 1935.  I was 19 years old at the time, and I was waiting for September to arrive so I could go to the University of Alabama where I had been accepted.  After a full day in the hayfield, I thought it was appropriate to go up to the sawmill bridge to swim and practice my diving.  I put my swim trunks on and went on up to the bridge.  I had been there maybe twenty minutes to a half-hour – swimming and going through my repertoire of fancy dives – when I noticed a girl about half way down the hill watching my diving.  Curiosity got the better of me, so I left the bridge and walked up the hill to see who was there.  What I saw was a willow of a girl, with the most beautiful brown eyes, sweet smile and very pretty face.  WOW!  Lightening struck me!  

We struck up a conversation, and I found out that, along with her brother and young sister,  she was visiting her cousin, my friend Charlie Taft.  I guess I’d seen her many times before as we were growing up, but never paid any more attention to her than I did to any other girl who got in my way.  Well, I found out that she was that same little five year old girl I had seen pounding on Charlie’s punching bag twelve years before.  NOT POSSIBLE!  No one could change their appearance that much in twelve years!  But, there she was, and I fell immediately in love with her!  I think she was up there only for the rest of the week, but you can bet I used every spare moment I could to get back there to see her.  I guess she liked me too because we both hit it off fine.  I found out where she lived, which was in New Hartford – only 10-12 miles away.  I could drive a car, so when she went home, I must have put on about a thousand miles visiting at her home.  I was in love!  And, I still am after 59 wonderful years!  You’ve guessed it.  That girl is your Mother, your Grandmother and your Great-Grandmother.  Just think.  If I hadn’t gone swimming that August night, you’d not be who you are.

Of course, you know by now that we got married November 25, 1939, after I finished at the university.  Today I still think she’s the sweetest, prettiest, smartest and loveliest girl in the whole world!

End of sentence, end of chapter, and end of  “A Boy Named Reg”!
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