WINDOM MANS MOTHER RECALLS CIVIL WAR

AND PIONEER EXPERIENCES.

Windom, Minn: Mrs. C. L. Edmonson, mother of J. D. Edmonson of this place, recalls many things that happened during the Civil War, and also pioneer incidents. Mrs. Edmonson says:

“I was born in Tennessee in 1854.  My father's people were big land owners, having eight hundred acres of fine land, and many slaves.  When father and mother were married, grandfather gave father two slaves, but father sold them, and when the Civil War started he joined the northern army.  Father was gone four years, and they were troublesome years for us who were left at home. Mother moved in with grandfather and an old Aunt, and we lived there until the war was over.  Just imagine me, a little barefoot girl driving the cows and sheep and helping take care of old folks and babies.

“Things would not have been so bad if the ‘bushwhackers,’ as they were called, had not taken everything that they could lay hands on.  They would come in the night and rob our smoke house, our granary and even our pastures.  They drove off our cattle and sheep and killed our hogs. We finally hid our grain by pouring it between the partitions in the house.  We hid our horses, but they kept getting them until we had only one nice big colt left.  One day they came to the barn in the daytime for the colt. Mother stood in the barn door with the shot gun in her hands and dared them to take the colt, but in spite of the fact that we chained and locked the door, the next morning the colt was gone and in its place was an old skinny horse.  We watched them fight a battle in the road in front of our house once, and saw them carry their wounded away.  I do not believe that it was the real soldiers who did any of that dirty work, but was the work of the riff-raff who did not join the army.”

Mrs. Edmonson also tells many stories of her experiences in pioneering in Kansas and Oklahoma.  She says:

“After father came home from the war he was never satisfied.  We had nothing much left but the land, his livestock was all gone, and the tools were in bad shape.  Lots of people were leaving for Kansas and other Western States, so father got the fever too.  I think it was partly because he had been in the northern army and the sentiment in the south was not too good against those northern soldiers, so we had a sale and moved to Kansas.  Father bought a farm there and built a new frame house.  Everything was going good when a cyclone came one Sunday and blew the house away and blew us all out into the garden.  I was the oldest of ten children and mother had died before we left Tennessee, so this made hard going for me.  But, we lived through it and I married and settled on a farm near father.

“We got along fine for a time. We had one girl and four boys, and were living on a good farm, had nice cows, horses, chickens and all kinds of poultry.  We had lots of fruit and raised good crops.  Times were about like they are now, with fair prices and people feeling pretty good.  But Pa became interested in going out to the new Oklahoma Territory.  One of his cousins and my sister had married and had gone to the new territory and taken a claim.  They wanted us to come, so I gave up and let Pa go to see how he liked it.  He went and stayed several months, then came back to tell us that he had got a farm.  We went in with several of the neighbors who wanted to go too, and had a sale.  Then we fixed up some covered wagons and loaded our bedding, cooking utensils and many other things into the wagons and started.  We headed southwest across the country as the crow flies.

“This was in October and the woods and prairies were just beginning to take on the tints of autumn.  It was beautiful, and was a real adventure to all of us, especially to the children.  We were on the way eleven days, and although we were sure we would soon see Indians, we never saw one until we got over into Oklahoma.  We came to a little settlement called ‘Gray Horse.’  Austin, the oldest boy, was riding Pa’s old race horse that he had used in the ‘Run’ and was riding just behind the wagon when a big fat Indian man came riding up.  Aus piled right off that horse and into the wagon.  Of course later we got accustomed to seeing them for we settled right among them.  They tried to teach the boys to talk Pawnee, but they never learned it 

“We got to our ‘Claim’ in November after eleven days of pleasant travel (if riding in a bumpy wagon over unknown trails could be called pleasant).  We pitched our tent among the owls and wild animals in the big woods near Bear Creek.  We got water out of the creek and cut our wood where we wished.  The creek was full of fine catfish and all kind of game was abundant.  We got busy and dug ourselves a cave in the side of the hill and there we lived until the men could cut trees and haul them to the saw mill, and build a house.  When this cottonwood lumber is green it is heavy, but when it dries out it is about the world’s sorriest lumber.  That is what our house was built of and it was not long until there were cracks which let in plenty of wind and cold.  In the meantime, however, Pa's brother and his family arrived, and we all lived in that tent and dugout until they got the houses built.

“About that time Pa and his brother got a telegram from Kansas saying that their father was very sick, and that they should come at once.  The went, and I was left alone in that open house with my five little ones with no wood or water until I could get it myself.  The other house was built a mile or so away, so we were alone indeed.  A big old fat Indian ‘Pawnee Jake,’ used to come to the dugout door and walk right in.  One time he came and said ‘Me want duck, My duck die’, so I gave him one of my ducks.  He never came again, but the rest of my ducks disappeared, and I believe he stole them.  The coyotes got a dozen of my hens, but they were so numerous that it is small wonder that they didn't carry us off.  We used to hear them howl as regular as the night came.  In time we paid no attention to them.  One night while Pa was gone I became worried and thought I would take the children and walk to the home of my sister-in-law.  We all started down through the big woods and had gone some little distance when a big old hoot Owl let out a yell right above us.  The children all grabbed me and began to cry, so we turned back and went into our house and just trusted god to take care of us.  On the way back we could hear the patter of the feet of all kinds of animals in the leaves around us, and I tell you it made you shiver.  But, we were to shiver worse, for a March snowstorm came up and I thought we would freeze to death.  I had to set the children all near the fire and wrapped them up while I went to cut wood.  I finally put them all to bed under the featherbeds, and we lived through it.

“Then the men came back, and father came from Kansas bringing two car loads of stuff for the two families.  There were cows, horses, farm machinery, poultry of all kinds, cured meats, dried fruit, molasses, and stock feed, so we had all we wanted to eat.  I'll never forget how happy the children were when they saw their grandfather milk a big pail full of foamy milk from one of the nice red cows. They had been without milk for so long.

“The first year Pa broke up forty-five acres of new rich ground.  I followed behind him with the hand planter and planted it all to corn, but that year we had no rain and we did not raise a bit of corn.  We later bought some corn to feed to the ten pigs we had raised, and they would not eat  the corn, for they did not know what it was.  I raised a fine garden and ninety chickens, so we had plenty to eat, for we found lots of wild grapes and wild plums and that fruit with the barrel of kraut and another barrel each of pickles and molasses, made us quite a variety.

“Life was not all troubles for many amusing things happened.  For instance, the boys had a lot of amusement watching the antics of the Indians.  They had their encampment not far from us just across the river.  The boys would watch them from a distance, then when they broke camp they would go there and find ail kinds of trinkets.  After the boys grew older they would round up the ponies, which were invariably into our crops, and ride them.  They were beautiful ponies and of course were gentle, for they were the Indians' only method of traveling, except when they rode in the buggies which many of them owned.  Besides the Indian amusement, there was always hunting, swimming and fishing with their many cousins, for several of our relatives settled near us.  Soon we had a school and they all went to a short term of school.

“After the first few years toe began raising wheat and got good crops, for this was the very finest of rich black virgin land along the creeks.  Prices were fair, for the United States had not yet had her great wheat growing regions developed.”

These are only a few of the stories told by this pioneer woman.  The old Cottonwood lumber house still stands on the farm and a poor family is living in it, although Mrs. Edmonson has not lived there for many years.  Of course her children are all grown and .she has many grandchildren and great- grandchildren now, all of whom like to gather round and listen to her tell of the early days in Tennessee and Oklahoma.
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