Leon Hoyt, March 1993

This is Leon, sometimes know as
Chub. Here are some recollections of
garly family life back on the old Hoyt
homestead.

I have not too many real vivid rec-
ollections of life on the old farm until I
started to school at the Bowers one-room
country school, which was located about a
mile from the farm. Looking back on that
education it was certainly a far cry from
what exists in this day and age. I recall
that Clara Barcus was the teacher there for
one or two or three years, I don’t remem-
ber how many. All eight grades, of
course, were in one room. I will always
marvel how anybody ever learned any-
thing, with the chaos that went on in that
one room all day long. It was very diffi-
cult at times to keep any kind of discipline.

I remember once when I was in
about the sixth or seventh grade, I brought
an examination paper home and showed it
to my mother and dad. Ihad made a 98 on
the paper, which I was elated about. But
they looked it over and realized that I
didn’t deserve anywhere near 98. I don’t
remember who the teacher was at that
time; it was some young lady. But I guess
my mother and dad then decided that this
teacher was not doing her job very well in
giving my a 98 when I should have had
about a 48. At any rate, the next year I
found myself going into St Joe, to the
grade school there in the town, rather than
the one-room country school, because they
didn’t figure I was getting the kind of edu-
cation that I should have gotten.

As boys, during the winter, when
we weren’t working in the fields, we used
to run a trap line up in the woods (it was a
very dense woods) just north of us, which
was owned by Frank Routh, who had gave
us permission to trap there. I remember
running the trap line very early in the
morning, going out in the dark with a lan-
tern and a 22 rifle to run the trap line. We
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would catch skunk and muskrat and opos-
sum and occasionally get a mink. We
would skin them and dry the pelts and ship
the pelts off in the spring to a fur company
and we would make some spending money
that way. A good skunk pelt, I recall, we
would get maybe four or five dollars for.
And it would be a great morning when we
got a mink; a mink pelt would be worth
somewhere around 20 dollars. In those
days that was a lot of money.

A lot of the time on the farm, when
the boys were young and we couldn’t do
that much work in the fields, we had a
hired man. I remember once a hired man’s
name was Tom Wells or Tom Welsh or
something like that. That winter we had a
lot of pelts hanging in the shed, as it was
getting late in the season. We would soon
be getting ready to ship them off to the
furrier to get our money. One morning
Dad came into breakfast and said, “I've
got had some bad news for you boys - the
pelts are gone!” 1 suspect that we had
maybe a couple of hundred dollars worth
of pelts, which was, indeed as I said, a lot
of money in those days. What had hap-
pened was the hired man disappeared and
took the pelts with him. So that was a
whole winter of a lot of work of trapping
and skinning and drying pelts — for noth-
ing!

Another trapping experience was
that I came home one morning after run-
ning the trap line and had caught a couple
of skunks. We were always pleased
whenever we got anything, because it
meant payment for our efforts. So I went
to school at Bowers that morning and the
teacher sent me home. When I got home
my mother asked me, “Why did you come
home?” So I said, “Well, the teacher sent
me home. She said I smelled like a
skunk.” Which, indeed I did! So my
mother had to bath me and give me fresh
clothes and send me back to school. But
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from that point on, I was more carcful
about going to school after catching
skunks,

You may recall that my dad really
loved horses. We raised horses all the
time. He had through-bred Belgium
horses. So of course we had young colts
that we would be breaking every year and
then starting to work them in the ficlds.
My dad used to say to other people that
raising boys and horses at the same time
didn’t work out too well. He would put us
in the fields, working with horses and
young colts that had just been broken. So
we had many, many dangerous run-aways!
We were very fortunate indeed, that we
didn’t get hurt more and have more inju-
rics. When these colts would run, we
weren’t experienced and trained enough to
cope with the situation. Often my father
whould have to step in front of the run-
away horses to stop them, at indeed, high
risk to himself. But he was young and
strong in those days and always took con-
trol.  He could handle horses, loved
horses, knew them well.

My Granddad used to come up to
the farm when all us kids were young and
corral us to get us to go into the fields to
pull weeds. And of course we did not rel-
ish the idea of doing that. So on many oc-
casions I recall, when we would see him
coming we would go and hide in the barn
or the corn crib or where-ever, so that he
couldn’t find us to take us into the fields to
pull weeds. But he was a wise man and he
finally caught on to our shenanigans and
was able to catch up with us to get us in
the fields to work.

But as a young boy, from about the
age of oh, I would say, eight or ten, he
would come up to me and say, “Chub, the
moon is full tonight.” And so that means,
“You come to my house and stay with me
over night.” I don’t know whatever
prompted this ritual, but whenever the

moon was full, Granddad always invited
me to come down to the big house, the big
white house at the edge of the village and
stay with him.

And Granddad was a harmonica
plaver. He loved to play the harmonica
and he had maybe a dozen or more har-
monicas. Well, in the evening I would
bring in the wood and build the fire. After
supper, we would sit by the fire and he
would play the harmonica. Oh, he played
the old songs —~ Turkey in the Straw, Skip
to the Lou my Darling, and My Grandfa-
ther’s Clock. And he was pretty good at it,
too. So I picked it up and learned to play
myself. And so we used to have a great
time, sitting by the fireplace, playing the
harmonica.

Well, one day, Grandma Hoyt had
some company over; some of her friends
from the church. And she suggested that
Granddad and I play a tune for the ladies
on the harmonica. But Granddad was
rather bashful and he didn’t wish to do that
in front of them. So he said, “OK, we will
do it if we can go in the parlor. We'll
close the doors, then we’ll play.” So
Granddad and I went in the parlor, closed
the doors, and played two or three num-
bers for these ladies. So they enjoved it,
but it always stuck in my mind that he
wouldn’t play if anyone was watching
him.

Granddad’s youngest son, Jim, was
always there through high school. Jim
was about four vears ahead of me in
school. After he finished high school and
went away to the university, there was no
one there to do the chores. Granddad had
two or three cows and some chickens that
needed taking care of. So he would al-
ways prevail on my dad to let me come
and do the chores. I have quite vivid rec-
ollections that my grandfather - I'm sure
he worked in his vounger days - didn’t
cofton to work too much, when 1 knew
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him, if he could get somebody ¢lse to do
ik

So anyway, I would go down there
and do the chores for him. I stayed there a
lot after Jim left home and worked and did
the things for him. He and Grandma were
always very good to me, and of course I
loved it. I just loved being there with
them and it was a great time in my life.

I remember when I was growing
up, we used to come to visit your place
[Mary Fern Jones Wolfe’s place]; where
you were growing up out there on the
farm; Jess Stoukey’s farm. We had many
family gatherings there on Sundays, which
I have fond recollections of. I used to go
to my Uncle Nealy’s place, which was not
too far from where you lived. And I used
to go, on a rare occasion, to Uncle Ealy’s
place over in Covington, Indiana, which in
those days was a long, long journey -
about 40 miles or 30 miles or whatever it
was. [ used to go to Aunt Lorree’s and I
knew all about Aunt Mildred. I used to go
up to Aunt Zella’s in Urbana on occasions.

But one of the members of the
family, I never did see. That was Uncle
Ralph. It always concerned me why he
wasn’t around, so that I could go and visit
him or he would come to our house. So I
remember asking my dad one time, “Why
don’t we ever see Uncle Ralph?” Well it
seemed that Uncle Ralph and Granddad
didn’t get along too well. I guess when he
got to be 17 or 18, he and Grandfather
couldn’t see eve to eye, so he up and left.
I remember my dad saying he went to
Towa to work on the farms there. Then he
went up into the Northwest, so rarely did
we ever see him. But on one occasion, I
remember when we came in from the
fields (I was a young boy then, perhaps 11
or 12) Dad said, “We’re going to Grand-
father’s place tonight for a big family
gathering.” I didn’t know what the occa-
sion was, but I did learn later that the

prodigal son had come home - Uncle
Ralph was coming home, for the first time
in seven years! All the family gathered
there to greet him, you know, as a long
lost son or uncle or whatever. I remember
specifically Uncle Ross and Aunt Mildred
being there, although I don’t know where
they lived at the time. Well, everybody
was there and it was a joyful occasion. I
don’t know how Grandfather and Uncle
Ralph got along after that, but that was a
kind of a reunion for the two of them.
Apparently, from that point on, they got
along better.

I think it was my grandfather’s
idea that every time one of his sons grew
up and got married, he would buy them a
farm. Dad, being the oldest boy, stayed
there on the old homestead and that was
his place. Then when Uncle Nealy got
married, Granddad bought the farm out
there on the highway for him. Of course
Uncle Ralph left, so it was a moot question
about buying him a farm. When Uncle
Ealy came back from World War I and got
married, Granddad bought a farm over in
Covington, Indiana.

I was unaware, being a young boy,
of how they did this; the financial transac-
tions that went on. Subsequently I learned
that Grandfather would mortgage one farm
to buy the next farm, then mortgage that
farm to buy the next farm, and so on. In
the “roaring twenties,” this seemed to go
well for them, as they were making suffi-
cient money. But then, toward the end of
the twenties, the stock market crash came
and prices came tumbling down. It was
difficult for them to have the cash flow to
meet the mortgage payments. I recall in
1932 that, on our farm, the old homestead,
we had about seven or eight thousand
bushels of corn in the crop. And if I rec-
ollect right, the corn was sold for about 14
cents a bushel. We had probably 200 head
of spotted Poland China hogs, which
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