Dove Creek Fire Department - 2015
Members: Rocky Sanders, Zac Martinez, Waylon Nielson, Grant Allen,
Bert Watkins, Jake Kline, Chief Dwayne Garchar, Gary Bagley, Rob
Hensley, Dakota Badding, and Rick Hobbs.
Missing in photo: John Garchar, Toney Buffington, John Nielson,
Levi Garchar, Joe Buffington, Kurt Barnett, Josh Sparks, Scott Schamp
©Rachelle Watkins

The Dove Creek
Volunteer Fire
Department

DOVE CREEK COMMUNITY VOLUNTEER FIRE DEPARTMENT
MINUTES JULY 19, 1946

An opening meeting was called by George V. Nelson, Walter Snyder and H.H. Lindquist
for 8:00 P.M. in the Grade School gym for the purpose of getting action on furnishing the
fire protection for Dove Creek and area.
Earl Hixson was elected to serve as Chairman of the meeting.
Walt Snyder was elected as President of the new group and Dale Schultz as SecretaryTreasurer.
The West End Volunteer Fire Dept and the Dove Creek Community Volunteer Fire Dept
were suggested as names for the organization. All contributors to funds for the purchase of
a fire engine were to automatically be members of the new group.
The Dove Creek Community Volunteer Fire Dept. was the name carrying the majority
of votes.
The President appointed a committee of Paul Martin, George Nelson, and Paul Fury to
direct the drive for funds.
Nominations for Board of Directors were H.H. Lindquist, Hubert Sellard, W.A. Thompson, and F.A. Sitton.
Motion by Earl Hixson, seconded by Mort Coffman that nominations for the Board of
Directors cease. Motion carried.
H.H. Lindquist, Hubert Sellard, and W.A. Thompson received the majority of votes cast.
A motion by L.C. Caughran, seconded by Earl Hixson that the Forest Service be contacted by the Secretary on the possibility of financial help from them. Motion carried.
The list of pledges were turned over to the Secretary, the pledged total being $3,270.00.

MINUTES AUGUST 17, 1946

A special meeting of the Board of Directors was called for the purpose of reviewing bids on
a chassis for fire equipment and to place an order for the equipment.
Directors H.H. Lindquist, Hubert Sellard, Walter Snyder and Dale Schultz were present
as well as members of the finance committee, Paul Martin, Paul Fury, and George Nelson.
The bids of Denny & Jones, Musgrave Motors, C.H. Webb, were considered with
Denny & Jones the lowest bidder being awarded the contract. Bids were:
Denny & Jones
International K-5 delivered San Jose $1,350.00
Cortez Motor Sales
Chev.
1,684.80
Bozman's
Ford
1,572.17
Musgrave
Chev.
1,511.00
C.H. Webb
Ford
1,560.00
Motion was made by Sellard, seconded by Lindquist that contract be let to Denny &
Jones providing satisfactory delivery date could be assured. Motion carried.
Motion by Lindquist, seconded by Schultz that contract be let to Food Machinery Cord.
At San Jose, Calif. For a 400-F FMC High Pressure Fog fire fighting unit and that their representative "Mac" Galley of Denver be instructed to prepare the contract.
Meeting adjourned.

MINUTES SEPTEMBER 18, 1946

A special meeting was called by President Walt Snyder for 8 P.M. Those present were Earl
Hixson, Hubert Sellard, H.H Lindquist, Noel Thompson, Walter Snyder, Orval Meade, and
Dale Schultz.
Denny & Jones have the K-5 International in Cortez and state they are unable to furnish
at original figure, now want $1,662.60 which includes sales tax and will not deliver to San
Jose.
Motion by Sellard, seconded by Lindquist truck be taken at increased price due to slow
delivery on any other model this late in the game. Motion carried.
Ira E. Krebs called over on proposition of delivering truck. Krebs accepted delivery and
will leave Sept. 20 for San Jose.

The first call of the Dove Creek Community Volunteer
Fire Dept. was on January 10, 1947 at the W.A. Thompson cabins in Cahone.
Entire cabin structure and most of the occupants possessions were destroyed.

JANUARY 13, 1947

A special meeting of the Board of Directors was called for
the purpose of setting up a Constitution and By-Laws for the
organization. Those present were Walter Snyder, H.H.
Lindquist, Hubert Sellard, W.A. Thompson, Dale Schultz,
Bill Thompson, Earl Hixson, E.E. Lindquist, Paul Martin,
and Creal Blackham.
A proposed Constitution was set up to be presented for
adoption at the next group meeting.
A blanket insurance policy providing $1,000 death benefits and $1,000 hospitalization for all volunteer firemen was
approved and W.A. Thompson instructed to procure same.
An 8-ton jack for the truck was ordered from W.A.
Thompson and Sons at Cahone.
It was decided that the Board of Directors be empowered
to purchase a truck and tank as an auxiliary water supply.
Meeting date for group set for January 17, Secretary to
send out cards to membership.
Fire masks and additional equipment was mentioned with
the matter to be investigated fur further action.
There being no further business, meeting adjourned.
Dale Schultz, Sec'y

JANUARY 17, 1947

Meeting called to order by President, Walter Snyder. Twenty
two members present.
Constitution for the Dove Creek Community Volunteer
Fire Department Inc. was read and approved.
Fire Chief Earl Hixson being absent the meeting was
turned over to Asst. Chief Hubert Sellard.
Constitution and By-Laws of the DCCVFD as a separate
but interlocking organization with the incorporated company,
was read and after changes approved.
Dues were set at $3.00 per year for active members and
$6.00 per year for honorary members. All dues payable at the
annual meeting on the
second Monday in
Continued on page 2
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by Grant Allen
In August of 2014 the Dove
Creek Fire Protection District
took delivery of a new EOne
Custom CAFS Pumper. The
project took four years to fund
and a year to design. The truck
carries 1500 gallons of water, 30
gallons of foam and has a Hale
1750 gallon per minute pump
with a 210 cubic feet per minute
Compressed Air Foam System
(CAFS). CAFS is one of the fire
industry’s newest innovative
technologies that injects foam
into the water and then agitates
it with compressed air. This
makes the water more efficient
at removing heat while fighting
fire, resulting in less water being
required to extinguish fires.
When designing this truck that
advantage was easy to justify in
Dove Creek where water supply
can be short and a long ways
away. While the truck is a structural firefighting engine it was
also designed as a versatile all
hazards fire truck. It can be used
to engage in Wildfire Operations, carries rescue equipment
for car accidents, and carries
equipment for other hazardous
calls such as Carbon Monoxide.
One of the features that the truck
is capable of with CAFS in a
wildfire situation that is imminently threatening homes or
structures is the ability to provide protection of homes. If it is
safe to do so and there is time,
firefighters can blanket an entire
home with a foam blanket that
will insulate it against a fire
front and embers as the fire
passes. This allows firefighters
to protect homes safely because
after the foam is applied they
can leave as the fire front passes
by. No expense was spared in
the safety features of the truck.
The cab is capable of holding
many times the truck’s weight
without any deformation of the
cab. It is one of the few fire engines equipped with airbags for
frontal impacts. It also has side
curtain airbags for side impacts
and a rollover sensing system
that covers all the windows with
airbags in case of a rollover. The
firefighters air packs are also
contained within the seats so
that firefighters can put on their
breathing air on the way to a fire
while being seat belted. This is
both safe for the firefighters and
more efficient when en route to
a structure fire. Chief Dwayne
Garchar and his firemen are
proud to accept this amazing apparatus for the protection of our
residents and their property. This
truck replaced a 1982 Van Pelt
Custom Pumper and is the first
new fire engine that Dove Creek
Fire has had since it was established in 1946.
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The Spitzers - Grand Marshals

Grand marshals - Billy and Marti Spitzer
Billy was born in 1957 to Paul and
Dorothy Spitzer in Charlston, West Virginia. 5 months later the family moved
to Rico, Colorado where Paul was a
hard rock miner and the Judge. Dolores County moved the county seat to
Dove Creek in 1967. Billy was 10
years old and because Dove Creek was
so much larger than Rico at the time,
Billy found himself lost with all the
streets in town.
Marti was born in 1956 to Bob and
Mary Banks in Cortez, Colorado. Marti
was the third generation of Banks’ to
run the 60 year old business, Nu-Way
Western Wear, which closed their doors
in 2006. Nu-Way was a huge believer
in the importance of Pick ‘n Hoe and
sponsored several queens. Bob Banks
even announced one afternoon of the
Pick N Hoe events. Nu-Way was also a
proud supporter of the Dove Creek
community and all they stand for.

The Fire Department - Continued from page 1

November.
Arthel Hodson was
elected as Captain and Ed
Young as Lieutenant to assist
Fire Chief and Asst. Chief at
fires.
A committee composed of
Carl Delano and Earl Harris
was appointed to see Bernnett
on the use of water in case of
fires.
It was voted that the Fire
Chief be instructed to appoint
a man at each fire to help at
the city well or other source
of water supply. This party to
remain at well to assist and to
put equipment back in shape.
Some discussion was had
on the boundaries in which
the truck would operate.
A motion was made and
seconded that "The fire
equipment be taken to any
point in the area within reason where a chance of doing
some good exists.
There being no further
business the meeting was adjourned.
Dale Schultz, Sec'y.
The second call of the
Dove Creek Community
Volunteer Fire Dept. was on
Feb. 04, 1947 at the home of
Winona Roundtree, Southeast of Cahone.
Very little damage done due
to quick action of occupants.
The third call of the
Dove Creek Community
Volunteer Fire Dept. was on
March 31, 1947 at shed
back of Briggs Service Station.
Fire truck saved adjoining
buildings but shed totally
destroyed.
The fourth call for Dove
Creek Community Volunteer Fire Dept. was Friday,
April 04,1947 at the home
of Mr. and Mrs. John
Remer at Pleasant View.
Truck arrived on the scene
30 minutes after being
called. House burned to the
ground taking the lives of
Mrs. Remer and one year
old daughter.

MAY 16, 1947

A meeting of the Dove
Creek Community Volunteer
Fire Dept. was held at 8:00
p.m., Friday, May 16, 1947 in
the Grade School basement.
The meeting was called to
order by Walter Snyder, President.
Minutes of the previous
meeting were read and approved.
The Secretary's financial
report, showing a balance of
$66.80 was read and approved.
Some discussion was had
from the floor regarding a
membership committee. A
motion was made by Hunter,
seconded by Barrett, that the
Chair appoint a committee of
three to conduct a membership drive for active and honorary members. The motion
was carried and the committee consists of:
Dan Hunter
Otto Anderson
G.C. Hartman
A motion was made by
Mort Coffman, seconded by
Walter Snyder, and duly carried, that the membership of
the Volunteer Fire Dept. be
divided into four squads to be
headed by the Fire Chief,
Asst. Fire Chief, Captain, and
Lieutenant.
Bill Lindquist reported
that the siren formerly used at
the Dry Valley C.C. Camp
was available at $15. A motion was made by Fred
Young, seconded by Hubert
Sellard, and duly carried, that
the Fire Dept. purchase and
install the siren FOR USE IN
CASE OF FIRE ONLY.
Some discussion was had
with reference to the installation of a special night fire
phone in the Hodson building. Fred Young reported that
Dale Dillon had several
boxes available. A motion
was made by Mort Coffman,
seconded by Ed Young, and
carried, that the directors be
instructed to locate a phone
and have it installed.
Discussion was had on the
need of fire fighters for air
masks. Dan Hunter stated he
could take care of the pur-

chase of these masks.
It was proposed that slickers be provided for the protection of fire fighters. This
was supplemented by the
suggestion that an appeal be
made to veterans for G.I. foul
weather gear, or heavy rain
coats. Several members present indicated that they had
such slickers available, which
they would donate to the Volunteer Fire Dept.
There being no further
business, the meeting was adjourned.

DECEMBER 08, 1947

A meeting of the Dove
Creek Volunteer Fire Dept.
was held in the Grade School
basement at 8:00 p.m. on December 08, 1947 and was
called to order by President
Walter Snyder.
The financial statement
was read and approved.
Minutes of the previous
meeting were read and approved.
A motion was made, seconded and carried that notices
be sent to all 1947 members
who do not pay their dues
within a reasonable time.
It was moved, seconded,
and carried that a drive be
made for new members, and
that from 25 to 50 posters be
printed and distributed among
the business houses.
The election of officers
was held with the following
results:
President: Walter Snyder
Secretary/Treasurer: Dale
Schultz
Directors: O.R. Anderson
Willard Lovitt
Howard Bowles
Fire Chief: H.H. Lindquist
Asst. Fire Chief: David Hixson
Captain: Hubert Sellard
Lieutenant: Herb Young
No further business appearing, the meeting was adjourned.
Those who deny freedom to others deserve it
not for themselves.
Abraham Lincoln

Billy and Marti met in 1981 at a
rodeo dance. Their third date was to go
to Pick ‘n Hoe. Billy has not missed a
Pick ‘n Hoe since 1967 when he moved
to Dove Creek at the age of 10 except
for the 1983 Fourth of July when his
son Casey was born. It was announced
over the loud speaker at Pick ‘n Hoe
that Billy and Marti Spitzer just gave
birth to a 14 pound 7 ounce baby boy
(Ha Ha Ha).
Billy and Marti have raised their 4
beautiful children in Dove Creek.
Their oldest daughter, Rikki graduated
from DCHS in 1992. She continues to
live in Dove Creek with her fiancé, Lee
Vandenberg. Billy and Marti’s oldest
grandson, Tyler Knuckles graduated
this year from DCHS and their daughter Makenzi will be a freshman. Their
daughter Brooke Ernst graduated from
DCHS in 1995 and her husband Dustin
Ernst graduated in 1993 from DCHS.

They reside in Houston with Billy and
Marti’s adorable grandsons, Hunter and
Gavin. Their son, Casey Spitzer graduated in 2002 from DCHS and his beautiful wife Kim and Billy and Marti’s
beautiful grandchildren Addie, Parker
and Cael live in Williston, North
Dakota. Last, but not least their
youngest son, TJ graduated from
DCHS in 2006 and lives in Farmington,
NM.
Billy and Marti love the Dove
Creek community and are so thankful
they have been able to call it home for
so many years. They love the sense of
community and pride that thrives in
this community.
They are very honored to be chosen
as Grand Marshals because this entire
community is full of many grand marshals whom care about our community,
the quality of life it represents.

Paul Krabbe talks about school
Here I am doing homework again for Carolyn Fosdick. Mrs. Fosdick asked me
to write something about
Dove Creek and Surrounds. I
thought at length about growing up there and all the Great
People that I knew and all the
lessons I learned. My life has
been better because of having
been there. The long trips to
school from Egnar and the
even longer trips home.
Learning to hitchhike to the
movies, all the bright lights
of Dove Creek, firemen’s
balls, and the fabled Pick ‘n
Hoe Days. All big doings for
me. Hall Terry teaching me
to drive an ore truck while
hauling me home on his way
to pick up a load. Years of
beating cars to junk to get to
school, doctors, grocery’s, or
just go somewhere. Road improvements that allowed us
kids to exceed 100 miles an
hour for the first time with no
dust. The route to Slick Rock
in the spring to get a jump on
summer and the swimming
hole at Snyders in the summer. A way to access the
finest deer country in the
world. The way I learned the
Dove Creek way of smiling at
adversity and carrying on.
The road to the big wild
world, and someday, the road
home. I give to you the path
to my life, once called Highway 80. Thanks for being
there.
Evaluation by Carol Fosdick, teacher: You left out one

major event in your life, Paul.
Remember one Halloween
Night when you pulled up in
front of our teacherage after
dark, laboriously unloaded a
fifty-five gallon drum, obviously very heavy with what I
don’t remember, in front of
our house, and drove off,
thinking you had pulled a
prank on us. We watched it
all from our darkened window. We used that barrel to
burn our trash for years, often

thinking of you with fondness
and laughter.
Comments --- You say so
much in just a few words.
You move from the silly and
everyday, to the profound and
life-changing events in a
boy’s life, this things that
made you the man you became. Congratulations. And
thanks for the barrel!
Grade --- A
Fosdick

Carol

Pick ‘n Hoe Writing Contest Winner Kaidence Gardner

970-739-6502 Dove Creek Colorado

Midland Bean Company
(970) 677-2216
489 West Hwy 491
Dove Creek, Colorado 81324

Royalty Contestants

Pick ‘n Hoe Queen

Kiera Baughman
Sponsored by Dove
Creek Superette

Daughter of
Mike and Kim Bailey &
Shane ad Tina Baughman

Skyler Brill

Sponsored by Coal Bed
Creek Construction
Daughter of
Athena Harrison

Pick ‘n Hoe Little Prince
Kaige Banks

Sponsored by Stateline
Bar and Grill
Son of Brennan and
Jackie Banks

1899 Homestead

18059
S2 SE4
US Patent To
S2 SW4
Jesse D. Williams
15-39-17
I hereby certify this instrument was
Filed For Record at 1:05pm
September 8th, 1899 in my office, and duly
Recorded in Book 17, page 461
Homestead Certificate No 83, application 157
At Durango Colorado whereby it appears that pursuant to the
Act of Congress approved 20th May, 1862.
“To secure Homestead to Actual Settler on the Public Domain”, and the acts supplemental thereto, the claim of Jesse D.
Williams, has been established and duly consummated in conformity to law, for the south half of the south east quarter and
the south half of the southwest quarter of section fifteen in
township thirty nine north of range seventeen west of New
Mexico Meridian in Colorado, containing one hundred and
sixty acres., according to the Official Plat of the Survey of said
Land, returned to the General Land Office by the Surveyor
General: Now know ye, That there is, therefore granted by the
United States unto the said Jesse D. Williams the tract of land
above described; To have and to hold the said tract of Land,
with the appurtenances thereof, unto the said Jesse D. Williams
and to his heirs, and assigns forever; subject to any vested and
accrued water rights for mining, agricultural manufacturing, or
other purposes, and rights to ditches and reservoirs used in
connection with such water rights, as may be recognized and
acknowledged by the local customs laws and decisions of the
courts, and also subject to the right of the proprietor of a vein
or lode to extract and remove his ore there from, should the
same be found to penetrate or intersect the premises hereby
granted as provided by law. In testimony whereof I, Benjamin
Harrison, President of the United States of America have
caused these letters to be made Patent and the seal of the General Land Office to be hereunto affixed.
Given under my hand, at the City of Washington, the twenty
fifth day of October, in the year of our Lord, one thousand
eight hundred and thirteenth, By the President, Benjamin Harrison.
Recorded Vol 1, Page 62

Pick ‘n Hoe Miss Princess

Allex Williams

Penelope Adams

Daughter of
Lenore & Scott Carhart
and Adam and Marie
Williams

Daughter of
Maria Trainer

Sponsored by Frosty's
Liquor Store

Sponsored by Dove
Creek Sinclair

FFA fishing trips with “Sir”

by Steve Garchar
I was probably fifteen and
had never been camping and
looked forward to going with
Sir.
(Ray Fosdick, FFA Advisor) and the other FFA members that were there. I
borrowed the donkey that I
was very proud of and everyone else had horses. We
loaded up in Sir’s trailer and
an old grey Chevy pickup
and went to Stoner Mesa.
The road was closed due to a
slide, so we parked at the
river and rode up to the top.
Because of the road closure,
there was no danger of cars
coming up the road, so we
proceeded to set up camp on
the road. Settling in, we laid
out our sleeping bags, gathered wood and started supper.
I had very little experience in
cooking, so opening cans and
emptying contents into a frying pan was good enough;
My first time eating Mexi
Corn, what a treat!
After it got dark, when a
flashlight would have been
nice, the horses got loose and
took off with my donkey following. Sir said the horses
would be fine and we could
find them in the morning. I
stayed at the fire with Sir,
while all the others went to
bring the horses back. A short
time after they disappeared
into the darkness, there was a
blood curdling scream. I
asked Sir, “What was that?”
He said, “The other guys are
trying to scare you, since
they all know this is your
first camping trip.”
It wasn’t long until the
other boys returned and
asked Sir, “Did you hear that
scream?” He said, “You guys
are trying to scare Steve.” All
were around the fire when
the scream came again. Sir
then told us it was a mountain lion. The other guys assured me that lions preferred
to eat donkeys over horses
due to the taste and speed of
the catch.
It sure was dark with only

fire light and stars overhead.
It took a long time for me to
go to sleep only to be awakened by a nudge on my
sleeping bag. I was so sure it
was a lion’s paw, but getting
the courage to open my eyes
and look, I only found John
Bussard snoring and threshing around in his sleeping
bag. Finally, morning arrived
and I will never forget how
long that night was. I never
went camping without a
flashlight again.
The following days were
filled with riding, fishing,
talking and seeing beautiful
country. We ate a lot of fish.
Sir had a Dutch oven and
made a white cake from a
mix and a can of apricots
poured over it. Wow, was it
good! Quakie smoke was an
added bonus.
Next year, at the same
place, I had my own donkey
that couldn’t or wouldn’t
keep up. I still had a good
time, but missed out on a lot
of riding. After that I bought
a mule that loved to go, who
could keep up, but didn’t
trust horses. She had to be
first or last, not in between.
We traveled many a mile, enjoying every inch.
Another year, Bobby Joe
Daves was along and when
he was fishing, he would
sing “Fishey, fishey in the
brook, come and bite my
hook.” It brings back memories whenever I go fishing.
We all had a good time
getting to know each other
better while visiting around
the campfire. Sir did a lot of
listening and would guide
our thoughts, leading us by
example in our teenage
years.
Thanks Sir!
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Pick ‘n Hoe Duchess

Ayla Coffey

Sponsored by Adobe
Milling Company

Daughter of Dena and
Grant Coffey

Lilliana Coffey

Sponsored by Adobe
Milling Company

Daughter of Dena and
Grant Coffey

Picnic tables built by the FFA for the cost of materials and a little “tip”. Pictured: Shane Fury, Chance
Randolph, Maureen Bartley, Jay Daves

The stories and family histories were written by
family members and to the extent possible their stories are presented as written, without editing or fact checking.

This paper is the production of ROCK (Reaching Out to Community and Kids), PO
Box 364, Dove Creek, CO 81324. Many people had a hand in making it possible:
Thank you each and every one. © 2015, all rights reserved

Your One-Stop
LIQUOR STORE

We have all of your favorite
brands and selections in stock
at great prices!
Baker Sanitation
Proud to be locally owned and operated
Cleaning up with the
BEST SERVICE and the BEST PRICE!

Cold Beer • Craft Brews
Wine • Spirits
Drive Up Window

Frosty’s Liquor

230 W Third St • (970) 677-2225
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Main Supply, the beginning in 1936
Fendoll A. Sitton had Main Supply building constructed in 1936. During the building
process, a time capsule was sealed into the
brick work in the South East corner wall.
During slick roads, a lady slid her car into
the corner of the store, breaking through the
wall.
Jessie Gift was the first owner, opening a
Tractor Supply with new tractors in the front
part of the store and a mechanic shop in the
back West end.
Bill and Emma McCormick were the next

owners, opening McCormick Merc, selling
groceries and dry goods.
Next owner was George Nelson, opening
Central Hardware Store. The building sat vacant for several years after that.
Eldon Leffel bought the empty building at
an auction and started from scratch. Eldon ran
a profitable business from then until he passed
away on April 30, 2012.
The store has set for 3 years, is stocked
with inventory and ready to sell and open for
business.

Marvin Brewer • Main Supply

Marvin Franklin Brewer
Marvin Franklin Brewer was
born Nov. 25, 1911, at Duncan, Oklahoma. He passed
away Sept 15, 1991, in
Cortez, Colorado. He was 79
years old.
He was preceded in death
by a father, mother, two sisters and two brothers. He is
survived by four daughters;

Ardith Thompson of
Weaubleau, MO., Sylivea
Howell of Clinton, MO., Eva
Webb of Osceola, MO., and
Sara Kirk of Osceola, MO.,
eighteen grandchildren, and
thirty great grandchildren all
of MO. Two sisters, Sunshine Kardokus of Zillah,
WA., Mildred Urch of Sand

First Dolores County 1896 Homestead claim
13888
S2 NE4
449
US Patent To
S2 NW4
Samuel Robinson
33-42-15
I hereby certify that this instrument was filed
Disappoint
for Record at 10:45oclock April 6, 1896 in my office, and duly recorded in Book 17
page 669

Homestead Certificate No. 121, application 283
has been dispositioned in the General Land Office of the United States a certificate of The Register of the Land Office at Montrose Colorado whereby it appears that pursuant to the Acts of
Congress approved 20th May, 1862 “To secure Homesteads to Actual Settlers on the Public Domain” and the acts supplemental thereto the claim of Samuel R. Robinson has been established
and duly communicated in conformity to law, for the South part of the North East quarter and
to the South half of the North West quarter of section thirty three in Township forty two North
of range fifteen West of New Mexico Meridian in Colorado containing our hundred and sixty
acres according to the Official Plat of the Survey of the said Land returned to the General Land
Office by the Surveyor General: Now know ye. That there is therefore granted by the United
States unto the said Samuel R. Robinson the tract of Land above described: To have and to hold
the said tract of Land with the appurteuances thereof unto the said
Samuel R. Robinson and to his heirs and assigns forever; subject to any vested and accrued
water rights for mining, agricultural, manufacturing, or other purposes, and rights to ditches and
reservoirs used in connection with such water rights as may be recognized and acknowledged
by the local customs laws and decisions of courts, and also subject to the right of the proprietor
of a vein or lode to extract and remove ore, should the same be found to penetrate or intersect
the premises hereby granted as provided by law. And there is reserved from the lands hereby
granted a right of way there on for ditches or canals constructed by the authority of the United
States of America, have caused these letters to be made Patent and the seal of the General Land
Office to be hereunto fixed.
Given to my hands in the City of Washington, the twenty fifth day of January in the year of our
Lord, one thousand eight hundred and ninety six and of the anniversary of the United States the
one hundred and twentieth .
By the President: Grover Cleveland
Recorded Vol 2a, page 18

Somewhere Special is a
production of ROCK, a
local organization helping
Dove Creek youth and
community

Point, Idaho, three brothers
Gerald Brewer of Grand Jct.
CO., Clifford and Stanley of
Cortez CO.
On October 18, 1918,
Marvin’s three sisters and
one brother came from Oklahoma with their parents, he
was 7 years old. His parents
Elmer and Altie, filed for
homestead rights the same
year. East of Highway 141
just over the Dolores Co. line
into San Miguel Co. the
homestead which is still
called the Brewer Place. In
the summer of 1940 he married Gladys Goforth, to this
union the four daughters
were born. Shortly after he
came, in the winter of 1918
he started school at Egnar; he
and his brothers and sisters
and parents lived in a dugout
one winter.
Marvin’s two sisters and a
brother walked to the Egnar
School, three miles one way.
It snowed much more then,
than now a days, they didn’t
have overshoes for a couple
of years, they wrapped their
feet in gunny sacks to keep
their feet from freezing. He
had a third or fourth grade
education, after the homestead was proven up on. His
dad took the family to Paxton
Springs New Mexico near
Grants for two years. When
he was 14 years old, he was
small for his age. His dad
got a job in the timber sawing
logs for fifty cents a Thousand Board feet, Marvin and
brother Mel pulled one end
of the crosscut saw, and their
dad the other end, they did
this for two years until his
dad got enough money to operate the homestead buying
livestock. It was hard work
even for an adult.
He worked at many jobs to
make a living; mining, farming, timber sawmills, carpentry, anything he could get to
make a living. He was in the
Navy during World War II.
He lived most of his life
around Egnar and Dove
Creek, the last eight years he
lived in Cortez, CO. He
made many friends wherever
he went. He will be missed
by all friends and relatives.
He was buried in the Peel
Cemetery, afterwards friends
and relatives met at South
Market and 7th street at the
Bethal Baptist Church. Better known as the Dee Cox
Hall in Cortez.

Lives of homestead children

Little Bill
Beth leaned against the
brown-barked cedar tree, gazing across the lovely valley.
Next week, on Friday, would
be her birthday. She, Elizabeth Ann Massey, would be
twelve years of age. Mama
had promised her a special
treat for the big day. Beth had
wondered a hundred times
what was planned, but Mama
merely smiled with those
pretty green eyes and would
not reveal the secret.
Mama…. Beth smiled as
she thought of her mother.
Mama - - Mrs. Dora Bell
Massey - - was still pretty at
the age of thirty four. A giggle escaped Beth as she remembered a secret she had
discovered a few weeks ago.
Climbing into their small
attic to get some muslin material from the trunk for the
grown-ups, she also had
found a packet of letters.
Love letters they were, from
Daddy to Mama, penned by a
lonely homesteader to his
young wife who waited back
in Missouri while he made a
home for them in the new
frontier country.
Every letter had begun
exactly the same: “Dear
Dora,” and they ended the
same, too: “Yours truly,
John.” But even an elevenyear-old girl could catch the
love and yearning on those
pages. The last letter had told
Mama how to come West
with little Joey on the Rio
Grande Southern Railroad to
Dolores town, and that he
would meet them there with
his wagon and four horses.
Beth giggled again.
Mama had related the
story to Joey and her several
times. How the puffing,
snorting locomotive had
clanked up to a stop at the
depot; and how Daddy had
dashed up to the coach when
he had sighted Mama, and
had swung her down to the
platform. With the wagon
soon heavily loaded with
household effects, they had
started westward on the road
to Dove Creek. The four
husky horses did not have
easy going on the crooked
primitive trail. The journey
had required two days, with
an overnight rest stop east of
Ackmen. Mama had endured
an uncomfortable trip, she
told them, because Elizabeth
was born not ten days later.
Daddy had given his
“Dear Dora” a fright when he
told her the name of the curve
on the hill ascending from Alkali Wash. It was now called
“Dead Man’s Corner,” he related, because a freighter who
had bought one of those new
Reo automotive trucks, had
driven too fast for the road,
and had overturned on the
curve, killing both himself
and a passenger.
Beth was proud of Daddy,
too. Even his name was nice:
John Paul; not funny like
Norris, or Columbus, Rue,
Alonzo, Geoffrey, or Fendol.
Daddy was both strong and
kind. Also he could read and
recite poems and sing; his
tenor voice blended well with
Mama’s alto.
Her mind came back to
the present as she saw Joey
coming across the field down
by the creek. Joey - - Beth always called him Joseph
Henry when she wanted to
tease - - was her big brother.
He was already fourteen.
Joey could ride a horse almost as well as those devilmay-care cowboys. He and
she attended Big Valley
School during the school
term.
Across the valley stood
the school, two-and-one-half

miles distant. It stood out
quite plainly from the purple
sage expanses and the small
cleared field to its west side.
Mrs. Lela Miller was the
teacher. She taught all eight
grades.
Beth and Joey walked to
school usually with the Canfields, the Livingstons, the
Carter boys, and Marie
Duran. In the uncertain
weather they sometimes rode
horseback with two children
on each horse. During the
coldest winter months they
could walk across country on
top of the crusted snow. The
deep snow covered even the
tall sage brush.
Joey’s voice jolted her
back to reality again. “Hey
Lizzie!” he shouted. How she
hated that nickname!
“where’s your ears gone?
Mama’s already hollered at
you three times.”
A guilty flush spread over
her cheeks as Beth heard the
determined call, “Elizabeth
Ann! Come here this
minute.” When mother used
her full name she meant business. Both girl and boy answered, “Coming!” and ran
towards the house.
The Neighbors:
After drying the dinner
dishes Beth asked permission
to go play with her special
friend,
Betty Jean Canfield. Betty
Jean lived up the hill eastward. The Canfield homestead was a quarter -section
like theirs, but it was more
hilltop, and less valley.
The thirty-acre field by
the Canfield house was larger
than most fields cleared by
the homesteaders. Mr. Canfield grew better crops of
beans and corn on that northsloping field than anyone in
Big Valley. Better, even than
the Southcottes a mile farther
toward town. However,
Daddy raised better rye, oats,
and sorghum on their valley
field beside Lower Monument Creek.
Mama and Beth planted
their garden down by the
creek, too. Mr. Bowen, whose
homestead was in the higher
country up north, called Big
Valley “the frost belt,” and
said that their garden stuff
would be frost-nipped. But
the soil was rich, deep, and
moist, and most vegetables
grew well during the warm
summer days. Tomatoes were
not very successful, though,
for the autumn freezes often
caught the fruit before it
ripened. Not many weeds
grew in the dark garden soil
except parsley (which Mrs.
Miller, their teacher, called
purslane). They used the
parsley as a salad vegetable,
so it was welcomed.
All of the farm families
raised good gardens, but the
Canfields seemed to do a
mite better. Mr. Canfield
thought that the prehistoric
Mokies must have farmed his
field, for he had carried many
stone mutates off the field,
and scores of manos littered
the ground. But the Canfield
house was just a dugout, and
they hauled water from the
spring in barrels. Daddy and
Joey had dug a well down
near the creek, but carrying
buckets of water to the house,
especially when Mama
canned fruit and garden vegetables, was wearisome.
Water for washing came
from the funny cistern or
spring right west of the yard;
it was a hole in the solid slick
rock. Daddy said it was a
spring, but the rancher Henry
McCabe maintained that it
was a cistern hewn out of the
rock by the ancient Mokie Indians.

That evening as Beth
gathered eggs , she closed the
door carefully to the log hen
house so that no prowling
coyote or bobcat could get to
the chickens during the night.
All of the farm buildings
were made of horizontallylaid logs. Some had roughsawed inch boards from the
Baird sawmill for roofs.
The barn, built in the cliff
overlooking the creek, had
vertically-placed log walls,
and a backdoor opening into
a natural passageway in the
cliff, just like a stairway leading down through the solid
sandstone.
The Massey House:
Their own house, with its
strong cedar log walls, was
cool in the summer, and easily warmed in winter. Daddy
and Joey always gathered a
big firewood pile east of the
front yard, for the stoves. Big
pretty flagstones formed the
walkway to the front door.
The house was roomier
than its fifteen by thirty feet
sized appeared; there was a
full basement walled with
dry-laid stones, and two leanto bedrooms on the west side.
The floor was made of carefully smoothed sawed boards!
From the kitchen window in
the south wall, Mama could
look out across the green and
purple expanse named Big
Valley by the cowboys. The
wooded knoll their farmstead
was located on provided a
good vantage point.
Beth especially enjoyed
the creek. Above its musically splashing water grew
pussy willows and wild roses.
Clematis bloomed in the cool
moist soil at the base of the
cliffs, and the huge white
evening primroses fragranced
the air! In the fall choke cherries and wild currants
ripened. Only one had to beware of the poison ivy. Sometimes the Oregon grapes grew
right among the ivy.
The golden days of autumn heralded pinyon nut
picking time. Some trees produced bigger nuts than most,
so Joey searched for the best
and largest. The kids gathered
many pounds of the delicious
small nuts; so many that
sometimes they traded some,
pound for pound, for peanuts
at the Butt Store in Dove
Creek. Peanuts would not
grow well in the cool climate.
Mokie Ruins:
The sun rose next day on
a perfect Sunday morning.
Across the valley ethereal
mist was dissolving into
nothingness above miles of
grassy purple sage. While
dusting the throw rugs (Joey
hung them over the clothes
line for her) Beth saw the riders coming up the road from
the southwest. They were
cowboys, she could tell by
their outfits and the pistols
they wore.
The taller, older man
spoke first. “What’s such a
pretty princess doing working
so hard on this fine morning?” “Yes,” added the
younger shorter cowboy, “It’s
too nice a day for such drudgery!” Give me that broom,
young lady, he invited, as he
swung down from his pony.
Surprised and gladdened,
Beth watched as the small
rider vigorously beat the dust
from the rugs.
At the call from Mama,
Beth brought the cold sweetened choke cherry juice out
to the visitors. The old cow
puncher was Boyd Campbell.
He said that his uncle had located on the range west of
Monument Canyon back
about 1880. The cowboy was
William Goforth, but they
call me Little Bill, he

grinned. Joey liked Little
Bill, immediately.
After awhile the men noticed the flint arrow point
Joey held in one hand. All
kinds of arrow heads could be
found on the farm, he informed them.
“Hum-m-m,” grunted
Campbell. “Have you seen
the Mokie ruin up the
canyon? In the caves beneath
the cliffs?” Yes, both Joey
and Beth had explored several broken down Indian
ruins, they responded.
“Well,” continued Campbell, “There are hundreds and
thousands of cliff dwellings
all throughout these great
canyons. And mesa top ruins
just as numerous. Some
places the Mokie ruins cover
a section or more. But I’ll bet
that you’ve not seen the
pretty little one up the creek a
ways.”
Daddy and Mama said,
“All right, but be back in time
for dinner.” The cowboys
lifted each youngster up into
the saddle with one of them
and rode up the trail that led
northeast towards Dove
Creek, about four or five
miles distant. Passing the
Canfield yard, they found
Betty Jean playing under a
cedar, so she was invited to
join them. The three excited
children and two cowboys
walked by the ponies as the
Bug Point to Dove Creek trail
descended into Lower Monument Creek.
Artifacts of the Ancients:
Mr. Campbell had discovered the little Mokie cliff
dwelling nearly twenty years
earlier, so it took a few minutes to locate it again. The
eyes of all three children
widened in wonder. It was
pretty. Nestled under the
sheer cliff back in the shady
cave, its T-shaped door
smiled mysteriously. “Sometimes you find things in these
old ruins, said Lil Bill. “ But
the door to this one is open;
either an animal, or some person has been here before us,
or it just fell out - - we’ll
see.”
Exploring the little room,
and several other fallen-down
ones along the cliff hidden by
the oak brush, was fascinating. Mr. Campbell had
worked for the famous
Wetherill brothers on some
archaeological expeditions,
so could explain lots of things
to Betty Jean, Joey and Beth.
“This is called a griddle
stone,” he stated as he held
up a thin, smooth blackened
stone slab. Betty had found it
on a rock ledge in the back of
the dark little room. “They
probably fried or baked bread
on it.” He examined the small
decorated white pot Betty

held; it had sat near the griddle stone, covered with the
dust of centuries. Formed in
the shape of a duck, the delicate design was painted in
black. “Pretty as this is,”
commented Mr. Campbell “it
is not as fine as some of the
black-on-white ware I’ve
seen. Maybe it was made by a
girl who was just learning.”
The most exciting find,
Beth thought, were the pearly
white bracelets dug up in another dusty cave recess. They
glowed with a heavenly
sheen after the dust was carefully wiped off. The five polished seashell ornaments fit
her slender wrists as if made
for her.
“I wonder, Beth mused
dreamily, “if another almosttwelve year old girl long ago
wore these lovely circles, and
thought them as beautiful as I
do?” Lifting her eyes from
the ornaments, she gazed
down at the creek, whose
limpid slightly amber water
gurgled from pool to shaded
pool between grassy banks.
During a quiet moment, the
sound of the tiny rivulet farther east that splashed over a
falls came to her ears.
The crowning discovery,
to Joey, was the mummy.
Back in a dry crevice behind
some carefully laid stones,
Little Bill had come upon a
bundle wrapped in a turkey
feather shawl. Careful unwrapping revealed the body
of a small boy, mummified in
the dry atmosphere of the
cave. Beside him had been a
basket containing a very dry
turkey, and a small painted
clay pot with a well- fitted
cover. Inside were faded kernels of corn.
The girls thought that
Joey was just plain cruel.
How could anyone be so
happy and excited over the
mummy of a baby boy? How
sad his mother must have
been when she had laid her
darling away forever.
The Life of a Cowboy
for Me:
True to their promise,
Boyd and Little Bill returned
along the trail from town two
days later. Their boss, Hank
Snyder, needed an active boy
to help them move his herd of
cattle up from Bug Park to
the East Pines. Joey could
earn three or four dollars in
that many days.
As Joey rode off southward across the valley toward
Bug Point with the men,
Mama appeared worried.
Daddy encircled her waist
with a tanned arm and comforted, “They’ll take care of
him, Dora. Joey’s capable
and a darned good rider.”
“But they’re so wild,” she
fretted. “You can never tell
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what those cowboys might
take into their heads to do!”
“Mama!” objected Beth.
“Little Bill and Mr. Campbell
are two of the kindest men I
ever saw.” “Yes, so they
seem,” answered her mother
grimly, “But I’ve heard stories……”
The next day Joey reined
in Spook, his black cow pony,
and looked around him. Bug
Park was lower country than
up home. Beyond the bluff
south lay Nancy Patterson
Park. That was even lower.
The grass was already turning
brown down here. He liked
their farm in Big Valley because spring came earlier
than it did in Dove Creek or
up on the rim north of town;
and winter snows arrived
later in the fall. But springtime up home was already
summer down here in the
Park.
He looked southeast
across Tin Cup Mesa to the
Sleeping Ute Mountain, with
some snow still on its northern sides. Beyond it, dim in
the distance lay the famous
Mesa Verde. Northeast on the
far horizon were the great
dark pine forests, with Glade
Mountain, the pointed Lone
Cone, and the lofty Wilson
giants - - blue and white
against the clear sky.
The air around Joey was
warm and scented by the
blossoming cliff roses. His attention was brought back to
his job as the pony snorted
when a brush wolf casually
loped across an open glade
before him. He had to check
that little canyon and its
breaks for strays. Come on,
Spook!
Tales of the Purple Sage:
When the Hank Snyder
herd bedded down for the
night near the spring below
the small breaks on the Canfield south forty, Joey rode
home, his job finished. The
cattle would drift northeastward tomorrow, towards summer range in the pines.
He had so much to tell
Beth. As they milked the
cows before supper, the
words tumbled out disorderly.
He had seen Horse Thief
Hideout that the boys had
talked about at school. It was
so well hidden under a cliff
among choke cherries that
one could barely find it. The
ornery rancher who headquartered there had been accused by Fendol Sitton and
John Dunbar with stealing a
heifer of theirs. Old Cliff
Gordon had merely spit at
both men and cussed! The
cow was not seen again.
They had ridden past a
sheep camp among the
pinyons and cedars on the
Continued on page 6
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east edge of Monument
Canyon. My, such a deep
canyon! Boyd and Little Bill
had said several really bad
words about sheep, Joey recounted in an awed tone.
Noting a small mirror
propped in a tree, Little Bill
had drawn his six shooter,
and with hardly even looking,
had shattered the glass with
his first shot.
Joey felt that he would
never forget the view from
the hilltop north of the sheep
camp. From home the notch
in the horizon made by Monument Canyon had interested
him; from the nearer hilltop
the sight was breathtaking.
Through the gap formed by
the mighty rim rocks he could
see a two-peaked mountain,
blue in the distance. Farther
beyond in the wilderness the
desert ridges and mesas, mysterious and beckoning,
stretched into the purple infinity.
He had met Steve
Withem, too. He had a steely
look in his eye, Joey had
thought. Steve was reputed to
be a moonshiner, and a very
tough man. He and his neighbor across the arroyo, a Mr.
Jennings, wouldn’t even
speak to each other anymore.
Each man stayed on his side
of the fence.
Alex Rucker, Joey continued, really did ride on a side
saddle like the Eastern ladies.
Boyd had assured him, however that Alex could ride in
that awkward fashion quite
well or better than any cowpoke on the range. Rumors,
never mentioned in the presence of Alex, whispered that
a Rucker had ridden with
Quantrill’s Raiders - - and nobody knew where Alex came
from. The Masseys could see
from their yard the huge cottonwood tree that stood up
into the sky above the little
canyon at Clear Spring by the
two- story house of Rucker,
although it was miles away.
Then the milking was
done, and Joey had to stop
talking. Mama would never
allow him to ride with the
cowboys again, were she to
hear him.
Urban Delights for Beth:
The big day arrived at
last. Elizabeth Ann was now
a twelve year old young lady.
Why, twelve was almost thirteen, and thirteen was very
grown-up.
After the special birthday
dinner, Daddy and Mama revealed what they had planned
for Beth as her special present. She could wear hew new
calico dress and visit her
friend Clara Butt; she could
stay overnight in Dove Creek.
She needed a little town polish, Daddy smiled. He would
take her to Clara this afternoon. Beth was speechless
with delight.
The joyous Beth was enthusiastically welcomed by
Clara, who had shared in the
secret. After putting away her
things in the bedroom occupied by Clara, the two girls
walked past the large store
owned by Uncle Parley. He
had bought it some years before from those strange

George Mellott
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Stokes brothers. Across the
Dolores-Monticello road
north were the stables. Northeast diagonally were the twostory Orr Hotel, and (up the
hill a little) the Opera House.
Last night, Clara related, a
visiting preacher had held a
meeting in the Opera House.
He had told exciting experiences as a missionary in darkest Africa preaching to the
heathen. Clara thought that
those African natives were really strange.
Down the hill toward the
creek was the post office. Mr.
Larrance owned the building
and his wife, Watha, was the
post master. Loafers sat on
the long porch whittling as
they waited for the mail.
Arriving at the Hunter
Hotel and Drugstore, the girls
discussed whether to spend
their pennies for ice cream
cones or for sacks of candy.
The ice cream cones were
chosen. Later upon coming
out of the store licking the
delicious vanilla ice cream,
Beth noticed a sandy-haired
boy about her age sitting on
the porch edge with his feet
hanging off. Looking up from
the copy of The Inland Empire that he held, the boy
laughed easily and invited,
“Listen to this! Last week,”
he read aloud, “Dr. McNeil
was called out to attend a patient named Crandell about
twenty miles east of town.
After a hard night ride, the
doctor found his patient resting comfortably. The boy
Nathan Mellott, was a school
chum of Clara. While talking
with them, Nathan said that
this summer his mother had
him carry a pail of fresh milk
down the hill everyday to a
man who was renting the half
cabin – half dugout on the
west side of the creek from
his father. He also delivered
fresh eggs.
“That renter is really
funny,” continued Nathan;
“he doesn’t do any work at
all, just rides his horse over
the country, sometimes not
returning for two days. Then
on other days he spends the
whole time sitting at his table
writing. The table is just littered with papers he’s scribbled on,” Nathan confided.
“Who is he?” queried
Clara, between licks of ice
cream. “I think his name is
Zane Grey, or something like
that,” came the answer. Dan
Hunter, the hotel proprietor,
was stepping out of his door
at that moment and overheard
the last remark. “Boy,” he addressed the sandy-topped
youngster, “did I hear you
mention Zane Grey? Is he
back in town?”

Assured that the gentleman was indeed there, Mr.
Hunter grew quite excited
and exclaimed, “Do you
know that Mr. Grey is a famous author? He wrote that
wonderful book, Riders of the
Purple Sage! It’s about our
country right around here.
And he’s written a number of
other novels, too. He even
named one of his characters
after that Little Bill Goforth.
Of course, no fictional cowpuncher could be near as unsteady or as brave and
dare-devilish as that Little
Bill.” Beth gulped at the
strictures on her friendly
cowboy.
“Here!” commanded
Hunter. “Hold this ladle for
me. I’ve got to go down and
talk with Zane Grey!” He
handed the ice cream scoop
to Beth, turned abruptly, and
hurried down the road. As the
tall spare figure receded toward the creek, Nathan

grinned at the girls.
“Mr. Hunter is kinda funny,
too,” he decided.
Meadow Larks are Important:
The following evening,
Saturday, the girls sat on the
second story porch of the
Butt Store. From that vantage
point one could watch most
of what was happening in
town. Something always
WAS happening in town,
Beth thought. Living in town
was exciting, and fun. You
never knew what might occur
next. It was not quiet and
hum-drum as life was out in
the country.
As she sat listening for a
moment, something seemed
to be wrong. Then she realized what it was; no bird
songs. “I miss the meadow
larks calling in the evening,”
Beth recognized. “They’ll be
singing right now in the valley below our house.”

1899 Homestead claim in
Dolores County
18058
460
US Patent To
Daniel D. Williams

E2 NW 4

NW4 S E4
SW4 NE4
16-39-17
I hereby certify that this instrument was filed
For Record at 1 o’clock pm
160 Acres
September 8th, 1899 in my office, and duly
Recorded in Book17, page 460
Homestead Certificate No 41, application 127
At Durango Colorado whereby it appears that pursuant to the
Act of Congress approved 20th May, 1862. “To secure Homestead to Actual Settler on the Public Domain”, and the acts
supplemental thereto, the claim of David D. Williams, has
been established and duly consummated in conformity to law,
for the East half of the North West quarter, the North West
quarter of the south east quarter and the south west quarter of
the north east quarter of section sixteen in township thirty nine
north of range seventeen west of New Mexico Meridian in
Colorado, containing one hundred and sixty acres, according
to the Official Plat of the Survey of the said Land, returned to
the General Land Office by the Surveyor General: Now know
ye, That there is, therefore granted by the Untied States unto
the said Daniel D. Williams the tract of land above described;
To have and to hold the said tract of Land, with the appurteuances thereof, unto the said Daniel D. Williams and to his
heirs and assigns forever; subject to any vested and accrued
water rights for mining, agricultural manufacturing, or other
purposes, and rights to ditches and reservoirs used in connection with such water rights, as may be recognized and acknowledged by the local customs laws and decisions of courts,
and also subject to the right of the proprietor of a vein or lode
to extract and remove his ore there from, should the same be
found to penetrate or intersect the premises hereby granted as
provided by law. In testimony whereof I Grover Cleaveland ,
President of the United States of America have caused these
letters to be made Patent and the seal of the General Land Office to be hereunto affixed.
Given under my hand, at the City of Washington, the twenty
fifth day of October, in the year of our Lord one thousand
eight hundred and twelfth, By the President , Grover Cleveland

When tillage begins, other arts follow.
The farmers therefore are the founders of
human civilisation.

Carhart Feed & Seed

by Jean Mellott and Barbie Marsell
In 1953 George Mellott was living in Denver, CO. He
worked for Shell Chemical at the Rocky Mountain Arsenal. He
always came back to Dove Creek to spend a two week vacation every summer. He was born in Dove Creek in a one room
cabin which is still partly standing. He grew up in Dove Creek
as a boy and then went on to Fort Lewis College to become a
chemist.
Jean Baker moved to Dove Creek from Cortez when she
was 22 years old. Dove Creek is where Jean and George met
as kids and got to know each other. One summer when George
was in Dove Creek for one of his vacation visits he got to
know Jean all over again and decided to ask her to marry him
so Jean Baker became Mrs. Mellott and moved to Denver, CO.
with George and lived there for the next eighteen years. They
had two kids, a son in 1958 (Phil) and a daughter in 1964 (Barbie).
They had bought a nice house in Denver and were happily
living their lives when George had his yearly physical for
Shell and the Doctor advised him he needed to find a new line
of work. You see, in the late 60’s the regulations on chemicals
weren’t as tight as they are now and George worked with some
real bad stuff and it was making him sick.
In July of 1970 it was nearing vacation time again. One
evening as they were sitting out on the porch a dove came and
landed in their tree. It called and called for a long time. Jean
and George thought it was strange because they didn’t have
doves in their neighborhood. They took it as a kind of message
and it got them to thinking about Dove Creek as a new beginning.
Every time George and Jean came to Dove Creek for their
summer vacation they hated it when it was time to leave. His
two older brothers, Woodrow and wife Doris and Nathan and
wife Marry and their families lived there so it always seemed
like home. So they sold the Denver house and moved back to
Dove Creek in 1970. They rented a house in town next to the
old Grange Hall. George started to work for the John Deere
tractor shop. We called it Romer Merc. It was located where
Adobe Milling is now. George also started buying equipment
so he could farm the ground his Dad left him. He also rented
farm ground from Ray and Carol Fosdick. Jean worked as a
teacher’s aid at the Egnar school. Later on she worked as a dispatcher for Dove Creek and George worked as the janitor for
the Courthouse for twenty years until he retired.
After a long cold winter in the rental, they bought ground
from Woodrow Mellott and moved in a shiny new trailer
house. Back in the old days we liked to call Co. Rd. 8 in Dove
Creek Mellott Lane because there were five different families
all related in one way or the other living on it. George and Jean
lived on Mellott Lane until George passed away in 2008. Two
years later Jean found the old home place too much to keep up
due to her failing health and moved to Pleasant View, CO. to
live with her daughter and son-in-law.
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Upper Lavender School

Disappointment Valley,
Colorado – Dolores County
by Gay Hampton
Education has come in
many forms, and venues,
both in the United States and
in Dolores County. School
sections were established
throughout the United States
as sites for schools and to
give communities a way to
raise revenue to maintain the
schools.
Dolores County had three
schools in Disappointment
Valley, Lower Lavender,
Middle Lavender, and Upper
Lavender. The Lavenders
were a local family in the
Valley. Trying to get students
who lived in Disappointment
Valley to the other schools in
Dolores County, Egnar, Dove
Creek or Cahone was impossible due to distance and
transportation difficulties as
the country roads were impassable during much of the
school year. Hence, three
schools in Disappointment
Valley. The children of Frank
and Sue Terrill were among
the last to attend Upper
Lavender, and by that time
(the 1950’s), both Lower
Lavender and Middle Lavender had been abandoned by
Dolores County.
The children were Susan,
Gay, Guy, and Brent. At various times their cousins attended also. The Switzers:
Pearlene, Eddie, Wesley, and
Jerry. Also the Willden
cousins: Sandy , Debra, and
Diana. There were seldom
students who weren’t related.
From Guy Terrill’s perspective, “One of my first memories is that my cousin Debra,
who was very close to me in
age, was allowed to start
school the year before I was.
I was devastated! Thank
goodness for the wisdom of
my parents who remained
firm in their decision. I’m
sure having me start the next
year has made my life more
gentle all the way through.”
The Upper Lavender
schoolhouse itself remains in
where it was when we went
to school there, although it
had been moved there from a
location closer to the Knuckles Sawmill. As soon as the
last two students, Guy and
Brent Terrill, began attending
school in Norwood in 1967,
the School Board closed the
school permanently. Although
it’s yellow now, instead of the
original white, the structure is
much the same. The current
owner honored its legacy by
keeping the compass rose
painted on the floor by
teacher Clyde Long intact.
Susan Terrill attended
there in 3rd & 4th grades and
again in 7th and 8th grades.
She was the only 8th grade
graduate and was given the
choice of graduating in Dove
Creek with all of the other
8th grade graduates or having
a ceremony at the school
house for her only. Just the
thought of being among so
many strangers was daunting,
so she opted for the singleton
graduation at Upper Lavender. Her memory was that she
was surprised that it was a
full-blown graduation with
the Superintendent, a band,
and maybe even a school
board member or two in attendance. Their presence was
exceedingly thoughtful. The
same courtesy was extended
three years later when Gay
graduated, although her class
was twice as large with the
addition of Betty Farmer, the
daughter of one of the county
road employees. Gay’s was
the last 8th grade graduation
to be held there. Since there
seemed to be a large number
of people in attendance, the

ceremony was actually held
at our Grandparent’s lodge
(Buckhorn Lodge) 2 miles
away. Again the superintendent, school board members,
and the Dolores County High
School band traveled the 75
miles to upper Disappointment Valley to make the ceremony special for two girls.
The highlight of the day was
that one of Woodrow Mellot’s
boys fell in our Grandparent’s
pond. He was fished out,
warmed up and provided with
dry, but oversized clothes of
my Grandfather’s.
Somewhere in Susan’s 3rd
or 4th grade, the students
were introduced to the dark
shadow of drug addiction.
The teacher, Richard Sena,
was inattentive enough that
the students, under the leadership of cousin Eddie Switzer,
would “hide” under the
school house and the teacher
couldn’t get to them. He
would holler at them to come
out, but it was more fun to
keep away. Somewhere along
the line one of the parents
found out and that was the
end of Mr. Sena’s tenure.
(True story is that Gay spilled
the beans when her Mother
was helping her dress for
school. Gay didn’t want to
wear a dress, which was odd
for her. Gay explained that if
she wore a dress she couldn’t
hide under the school house
with the “big kids”. More
questioning by her mother revealed the whole story.)
The Terrills and Willdens
kept their two horses in
Wagon Road, which was just
across the road from the
schoolhouse. On the days the
silly creatures could actually
be bridled, they might be tied
up to the schoolyard fence or
kept in the Wagon Road corrals. Riding them back &
forth to school was great fun,
even though only two horses
didn’t allow for all of the kids
to ride.
Teaching is often called
the profession of genteel
poverty. To be the teacher at
Upper Lavender required the
teacher to either board with a
local family or to live at the
school. Teacher Clyde Long
contributed an incredible
amount to the children he
taught. He had set as his goal
to live to be 100 years old.
He often shocked the local
families with his ways. In the
late 1950’s he jogged. We had
never heard of such a thing!
He lived in the back of the
schoolhouse, both sleeping
and cooking there. He had a
wife and farm in Oklahoma.
Every year the School Board
looked for another teacher,
and every year they granted
him an emergency license.
We don’t recall why he
couldn’t get a regular license,
but since he had already retired from teaching, in Uravan, we figured it had
something to do with his age.
Another unusual thing he did
was eat yogurt, which we
were totally unfamiliar with.
Further, he made it himself.
The only thing even close to
being similar was the cowboys who kept a sourdough
jug. He was a fine teacher,
concentrating on the basics
with an eye toward our doing
well on the Iowa Tests of
Basic Skills. Taut and wiry,
but tall, he was the first person we knew who made a
point of taking care of his
health. I can still see him jogging along, with one hand on
his breast pocket to keep his
hearing aid receiver from flying out of his pocket.
Guy recalls Mr. Long’s
ability to make do with what
he had at hand and meet the
needs of his students. “Mr.
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Long taught me to read. He
cut out perfectly square little
pieces of paper and printed a
letter of the alphabet on them
one by one. I learned the letters and eventually words to
go with them! A computer
and a printer today could not
have made them any more
perfect than he did by hand. I
was allowed to keep them
(which I did for years). Alta
Bankston, who taught at
Upper Lavender before my
time, pointed out their perfection to me some years later”.
Gay recalls a time that we
were without a regular
teacher, before Mr. Long
came to our Valley. School
was being taught by a local
rancher, Alta Bankston. Alta
had been a neighbor to our
families for decades and we
were allowed to call her
“Aunt Alta”, although we
were to address her as Mrs.
Bankston at school. The
school was truly the community center and elections were
held there. At home we heard
the adults discussing politics
in the run-up to the elections.
At school, Gay sidled up to
the teacher and asked, “Aunt
Alta, are you a Republican or
a Predicate”. As soon as she
could, Alta gathered her dignity and replied that she was
a Predicate.
Brent Terrill remembers
being in the first or second
grade and walking the quarter
mile to school from the house
at Road Camp in the snow
and it was often a heavy wet
snow. “It’s cold, really cold.
As soon as I get outside I can
feel it penetrate my nose,
cheeks, and lips. The snow is
deep and it is over my boots,
those black boots with buckles that you pull on over your
shoes. My feet are getting so
cold. Although I wasn’t sure
what frostbite was, I did
know that it wasn’t good.
When I get to school my sisters get me out of my wet
outer garments. My shoes and
socks are wet. My hands are
numb. As they thaw out the
pain is excruciating, especially when being plunged
into cold water that is supposed to help. I remember
crying and having my older
sisters, Susan and Gay around
me comforting me, and I’m
getting attention”.
“At recess and lunch we
would take our sleds outside,
go up to the top of the hill
near the school, and ride our
sleds down. The challenge
and the hope was that we
wouldn’t hit the wooden rail
fence at the bottom that surrounded the school. It was
exciting to do it with older
sisters, brother, and cousins.
When there were more kids
than sleds, and being the
youngest, I got to be on top.
Sometimes the child on the
bottom would slide off with
me on top and the sled would
continue on without us. A
human sled was all the more
fun. When the run would get
packed down and then freeze,
the ride was even more horrifying – would we fall off on
the hard ice/snow or would
the fence get us? During one
sled adventure, my cousin
Diana actually did hit the
fence. She was knocked out

for a while but she had to finish out the school day until
her parents picked her up. We
had electricity at the school
by then, but there were no
phones in the Valley at that
time. Even though she had
lost consciousness was not
taken to the doctor. We are
convinced she had a concussion as she ended up with two
horrible black eyes. This
same cousin slipped on the
wooden sidewalk leading to
the outhouses behind the
school, ripping her knee on
an exposed nail badly enough
that we could see the bone”.
“When I think about those
days I can still visualize the
room with the teacher and all
of us kids”, Brent continues.
“ Yet Mr. Long was able to
seamlessly divide his time
among the students in that
one room. How did he pay attention to everyone at once?
After Mr. Long quit teaching
at Upper Lavender we were
taught by Mrs. Jackson. Most
times Guy and I were the
only two students at the
school. Mrs. Jackson loved to
play cards, and so did we having learned to play pitch
at an early age. If we could
get her occupied with playing
cards over our lunch hour we
could have a two hour lunch!
When Mrs. Jackson came the
school graduated to having a
small mobile home next to
the school for her to live in.
That’s where we played
cards. Mrs. Jackson was a
“chubby, cheerful, dear lady”.
Guy also had memories of
Mrs. Jackson. Ever on the
lookout for a way to get out
of the classroom, Guy remembers, “Brent and I were
the only students at the time,
and we convinced Mrs. Jackson that our previous teachers
took us on nature walks on a
regular basis. She was elderly, and she was a large lady.
She was game for just about
anything, though. Unfortunately, our nature walk resulted in her falling down.
Brent and I could not get her
up. We finally managed to get
her manipulated over to a
slope where gravity helped us
get her to her feet. Had we
stuck to level ground rather
than taking off cross-country
we might have been able to
continue these walks, but that
was the end of that. We’d
shot ourselves in the foot”.
Brent recalls, “We had a
dog that followed us to and

from school every day. He
adopted us and was a sheepdog of some sort that looked
like a sheepdog/Rottweiler
cross. The Mexican sheepherders had used him to fight,
and he was pretty scarred up.
He was loved and taken care
of by our family and was protective of us kids. One time at
recess we were playing a
game that involved chasing
one another, including Mrs.
Jackson. Poochie the dog was
not happy when Mrs. Jackson
caught one of us boys. He
jumped on Mrs. Jackson
knocking her down and had
both paws on her chest. Guy
and I had to pull Poochie off
of her”.
“It was always a big deal
when the Superintendent
came to visit Upper Lavender. It was a festive occasion
and we were all excited. It
was almost like a half day
off”.
“Since we lived so far
from town the school nurse,
Miss Dorman, would make
regular visits to check on our
health and bring the dreaded
immunization shots. She was
very shaky so we were scared
to death as she approached
our shoulder with the needle!“
Brent especially loved the
huge dictionary that rested on
a stand in the middle of the
room. He loved that he could
look up anything in the world
in that big book and it even
had large illustrative pictures.
Our parents came into possession of the dictionary after
the school closed and Brent
now has it in his home in California.
Another teacher Guy remembers was Mrs. Proper.
“She was very, very strict, but
I am sure that the four of us
in the room had to have bene-
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fited”. Interestingly, Susan
went to 9th grade in Norwood
and Mrs. Proper was her English teacher. Guy continues,
“Mrs. Proper’s husband, Lee,
only had one arm. He and my
dad became great friends,
even going hunting together”.
There are always more
stories of our childhood in the
mountains than there would
be room for in a single article. At the time, we didn’t
know that our experiences
were unique attending a one
room school in the 50’s and
60’s, learning from a single
teacher. Mr. Long was the
teacher there the longest and
he was determined to teach us
to the best of his abilities and
to open our minds to the
amazing world beyond “the
Valley”. With the encouragement of our parents we have
all been “successful” in our
own ways. Susan and Brent
both graduated from universities with Master’s Degrees.
Susan has had several careers
along the way in teaching,
counseling and Human Resources. She now has a Personal Historian business
helping people write their
memoirs. Gay retired from
the State of Colorado as a
Program Assistant in the
Dean of Student Services office of a community college.
Guy is a businessman with a
flying service in Dillon, Montana. He owns part of the airport, several airplanes and
does aerial crop spraying in
addition to flying for the Fish
& Game counting wildlife
such as wolves and moose.
Brent lives in Vacaville, CA
and has a thriving financial
planning business. We are not
famous, but have been contributing members of society,
hopefully making a difference in people’s lives.

May 2, 1941
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Schedule of Events
Saturday, June 27

9:30 a.m. - Poker Run, Meet at the Dove
Creek Sinclair - 419 Highway 491

Thursday July 2

2:00 p.m. - Meat Packing - cook shack,
Weber Park
3:00 p.m. - Dove Creek Volunteer Fire Department Beer Tent opens, west end
Weber Park
5:30 p.m. - Alex's 5K Pump Up Weber Park
6:30 - Race starts
5:30 - Music by Martin Ogas - under the
tent at Weber Park
8:00 p.m. - Buckets of Fun Challenge Weber Park

Friday, July 3

Pick ‘n Hoe Writing Contest Winner - Nolan Hankins

9:00 a.m. - 3-On-3 Sand Volleyball - playground, Weber Park
10:00 a.m. - Horseshoe Tournament Community Center, Weber Park
12:00 Noon - All School Reunion - Memorial Hall, 470 North Main
4:00 p.m. - Country Tough Strongman
Competition - Weber Park
6:30 p.m. - Washer Tournament - Weber
Park
9:00 p.m. - Dance - Charlie Jenkins
Band, Weber Park

Saturday, July 4

Proud Sponsor Of
The
Pick ‘n Hoe

9:00 a.m. - Parade - Starts at Airport,
travels down Highway 491, turns
north on Guyene Street to Weber
park
10:00 a.m. Opening Ceremonies - Weber
Park
10:30 a.m. - Kids Games - Weber Park
11:00 a.m. - Cook Shack opens for Senior
Citizens first
12:00 noon - Bigfoot Challenge- Weber
Park
1:00 p.m. - Adult Games Weber Park
2:00 p.m. - Pig Catch - Weber Park
3:00 p.m. - 2 man Team Drilling Contest Weber Park
5:30 p.m. - Christian Ford Magician - Football Field
7:00 p.m. - John Moore and Bluegrass Ect Football Field
Dark-Thirty - Fireworks - Football field

Sunday, July 5

9:00 a.m. - Quickdraw Softball Tournament - All Day - Weber Park

Mel Gore

COMING HOME IN 1945
by Lynn Smith

He was born on the outskirts of Hereford, Texas, on
a cool cloudy day in October,
1918.
As he grew and began to
recognize people around him
he knew he had three older
brothers. Two of them were
almost exactly two years
older than he; they were
twins. But he also had a really big brother, he was about
10. By the time he was four
years old, his big brother
went to live with an aunt and
his mother had given him a
brand new baby brother.
The Great War, WWI, had
ended only a few weeks after
he was born and now, ten
years later, folks were still
struggling to get grounded
and settled. The nation’s
economy was struggling and
that effected every family.
Being farmers, his family was
just surviving, not thriving.
There was a market for their
produce, but their small farm
did not produce enough to
make them a good living.
Thus, his papa began talk
about moving ‘up north’.
“How about Colorado?” he
would say. Well, Ma strongly
objected to such a plan.
The debate went on for
another year, but finally Papa
made the decision, His family
was moving to southwest
Colorado. That area was
being settled now and the
farm land was abundant, fertile, and it’s there for the taking. They would decide
where to settle when they got
there. So the process of selling off farm equipment and
household items began, and
finally even the property was
sold. The year was 1929. In a
couple of weeks everything
was sold and the truck was
loaded with the things that
were to furnish the new home
in Colorado. The family went
to bed at a neighbor’s home
that night, prepared to leave
early the next morning. During the night the youngest
brother, now eight years olds,
became very ill. He was
rushed to the hospital and
was immediately diagnosed
with acute appendicitis. Surgery was performed, but as
the week moved forward he
did not get better and seven
days after surgery Baby
Brother died. There was a funeral and a burial, and the
family climbed into the still
loaded vehicles and headed
for Colorado.
Upon arriving, they first
tried the Beulah district north
and west of Cortez. That did
not suit, exactly, so they
packed up and moved on.
Their next stop was south of
Northdale, there they lived
out the Depression, and later
moved back towards Cahone.
The loss of Baby Brother
put a blight on the family
from which they never recovered, but they put down roots
and those boys continued to
grow. One spring when the
brothers were all out of
school and working at various jobs, the local church
planned a series of revival
meetings but the young man,
now about nineteen years old,
was not particularly interested in such a thing. Oh, he
didn’t object to it, and he definitely was a believer, but
there were many things in

those days that were of much
more interest to him until…
Well, until his mother invited
the visiting preacher along
with his young daughter,
whom he had brought with
him, to their home for supper.
He had never seen such a
beautiful girl in all his life!
The sunshine of her smile,
the sparkle in her eyes, and
the softness of her voice simply made it hard for him to
breath when she was near. As
the days went on he spent
every waking moment with
her that he could. The days
just whizzed by and he knew
he could not stand to see her
return to Texas with her father at the end of the three
week series of meetings. He
had to make her his wife and
keep her with him for the rest
of his life. He spoke to his
mother about it first and she
told him that he would have
to ask the father’s permission.
He did. The father said,
“She’s too young.” He did
not agree, but out of respect
for the older man, he would
not argue. So she did return
to Texas and the young couple corresponded by mail for
some time. However, he was
restless without her and, after
many months, her father was
no closer to allowing the marriage.
War had been raging in
Europe for a couple of years
and he reasoned that it would
be easier waiting for her to
grow up if he kept busy. So

he went to his mother and
told her he was going to join
the army. He did, and was inducted in the United States
Army on the 12th of August,
1941. This was a few months
before America had formerly
entered World War II. He
served America bravely and
honorably for the next 4
years, earning several service
medals, including a Bronze
Star. He was deployed immediately after basic training
and his service time was
spent in the Pacific Theatre.
Dreams of his little Texas
sweetheart and their
future together kept
him going when it
seemed he could not
go on. He wrote her
every chance he could,
but sometimes there
were many days in a
row that he could not
write. Her letters became fewer also, but
he reasonably assumed
that it was because of
the war. It was hard for
soldiers to get mail
through.

Finally, his days of service
began winding down. Soon
he was on a ship returning to
the beauty of the United
States of America. The days
spent aboard ship gave him
ample opportunity to write
letters. And he did! He wrote
at least one letter every day.
He told her of his love for
her; of his plans for their life
together; that he wanted at
least three children; and of
the house he had planned for
them. He told her everything
that was on his mind, especially how much he loved her
and how thankful he was that
God had spared his life so
they could now be together.
Time seemed to crawl
now that he was almost
home, but finally on December 12, 1945, at Fort Logan,
Colorado, he was honorably
discharged from the United
States Army. After exactly
four years, and four months
to the day, he was only ten
hours from home. His sweetheart was no longer too
young to be his wife and life
was good.
The bus got to Dove
Creek on schedule, which
was late at night so he
hitched a ride to the farm.
The house was dark when he
got there, but he thanked the
neighbor for the ride and
went right into the house like
he had never been away. Ma
heard the front door open and
was up, wrapping herself in a
robe, and was in the living
room almost instantly. She
knew he was on his way, but
didn’t know exactly when he
would get there. After the
hugs, kisses and giant sighs
of relief, Ma said, “Son, you
have a letter. It’s been here a
couple o’ weeks.” She
crossed the room and picked
up the blue envelope and
handed it to him. His heart
began to pound when he noticed the Texas return address. His pounding heart
made it hard to breath and
impossible to speak. He
ripped the end off the envelope and blew a puff of air
into it to separate the opening. With his thumb and one
finger he carefully pulled the
letter from the envelope, unfolded it and began to read:
My Dearest,
I know you are on your way
home so I am sending this to
your mother. I’m sure
it is the quickest way for
you to get it. It breaks my
heart to tell you this but you
must forget about me. You
see, I am married, since a
year ago last September.
We are expecting our first
baby in June. Please forgive
me. I just didn’t know how
to tell you before.
Dear Reader, you would
know this young soldier as
Mel Gore (Melborn Thomas
Gore)
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Pick ‘n Hoe Writing Contest Winner - Eric Daves

www.krtzradio.com

Proud Sponsor Of
The
Pick ‘n Hoe

A big thanks to everyone who has helped with the 60th celebration.
A special thanks to my mom, who has always been there to fill the gaps ~~~ Carol Marie Howell
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FASCINATING LIFE OF CHIEF POSEY
With Permission from San
Juan Record

One of the principal reasons Mormon Pioneers dispatched to the vast wilderness
of Southeastern Utah in 1879
was to befriend the Indians.
Seemed simple enough.
However, the Indians saw the
pioneers as invaders. They
had seen how the huge herds
of cattle brought to San Juan
earlier by rich Texas cattle
barons had destroyed their
lands by overgrazing.
They had experienced a
decrease in wild game as a
result of overgrazing. They
had fought a low-key running
battle with cowboys and
criminals who preceded the
Mormons for years. Is it any
wonder that seeing hundreds
of white people settling in the
Bluff area was cause for concern for the Indian leaders of
the Ute, Paiute and Navajo
Tribes?
Despite the best efforts of
the Mormons, there was usually friction just below the
surface in Indian-White relationships in early San Juan
County history.
One of the most respected
Indian leaders (among his
own people) in the late
1800’s and early 1900’s was a
Piute man who married into
the Ute Tribe. His name was
Posey.
Posey was considered a
troublemaker by many of the
Whites, both Mormon and
non-Mormon. Because he
was an Indian leader and he
resented the overall intrusion
of outsiders on sacred Ute
land, Posy was indeed in the
middle of most flare-ups that
occurred in San Juan County
during the 43 year period between 1880 and 1923.
Was his reputation as troublemaker deserved, or was it
born of the frustrations of the
White population who had to
deal with problems that arose
between the two races? You
decide.
Posey was born in 1863
at Navajo Mountain, one of
the most remote and isolated
counties in the Continental
United States.
He was a Paiute. His father, Old Chee, had two
wives. One of them (Pahnah)
bore him a son named
Mapau, called Sagwageri
(green hair), who later became known as simply Posey.
This name was taken from a
man named Porter Posey who
worked as a blacksmith for
the Hoskaninni Mining Company dredging gold on the
Colorado River.
Porter was idolized by
Sagwageri as a youth because
Porter Posey let him and
other young Indians borrow
his blacksmithing tools to
make jewelry and was kind to
the Indian youngsters in other
ways.
Posey grew up in the
Navajo Mountain area as part
of a large extended family.
Life was good. Grass grew as
high as a horse’s belly. Wild
game was abundant and
young Posey learned all the
skills of his forebears, including becoming an expert with
the bow and arrow.
As a young man, Posey
married a beautiful young
Ute maiden named Turah.
Turah was the daughter of a
prominent Ute named Poco
Narrauinnep. Turah’s brother
was known as Poke. Poke became one of the most respected patriarchal leaders
among the Avikan Utes, who

were of the Witapunche band
which lived in San Juan
County.
Posey greatly enhanced
his stature by marrying into
the Ute tribe. But it was his
courage, loyalty and tenacity,
along with his ability to win
and keep friends, that eventually made him a Chief among
his people.
Posey and Turah were
soul mates. They had three
young sons, Jesse, Anson and
a son who died in infancy.
They lived happily for eight
years.
One day, Posey accidentally shot Turah. He ran as
fast as he could to Bluff and
brought Aunt Jody Woods,
the mid-wife, back to his
wickiup to minister to his
beloved wife.
When Jody arrived, she
could see that the injury was
so serious there was nothing
that could be done. Three
days later, after enduring excruciating pain, Turah died in
Posey’s arms. He was heart
broken and mourned for her
the remainder of his life.
Several years later, Posey
married Turah’s sister, Mary
Hatch, whose Ute name was
Kahdia. They produced two
daughters, one of whom was
Nancy Posey. The other died
at birth. His second marriage
again strengthened his ties to
the Ute nation and particularly to Poke, his brother-inlaw who was a powerful
leader by this time.
Posey was involved in
most of the skirmishes and
battles that occurred between
Indians and Whites over the
years. The Pinhook Battle of
1881 in the La Sal Mountains
involved a gang of cowboys
bent on killing Avikan Utes.
Thirteen cowboys were
killed, along with many Indians.
In 1884, another battle
called Soldier’s Crossing
ended in the death of more
Indians, a Colorado cowboy
and a U.S. soldier.
Posey was a key figure in
the Bluff war of 1915, which
begun as a result of Posey’s
nephew Tse-ne-gat being arrested.
The Bluff Battle of 1923
has become known as the
“Posey War” by Anglo historians and was also known as
the “Last Indian Uprising In
The Untied States.”
It all started back in 1868,
when Colorado Chiefs gave
away the Avikan Ute land in
Utah through a treaty. The
Avikan Band were incensed
about the sell-out and did
everything in their power to
remain on their ancestral
lands in San Juan.
This was the cause of the
friction between Anglos and
Utes in subsequent years, because the Indians were afraid
that if they capitulated, they
would be forced to leave
Southeastern Utah and live
on a reservation in Colorado.
Just a month before the
last battle in Blanding in
1923, Mancos Jim, Poke and
Posey, along with other Ute
leaders, met with representatives of the United States
Government to once again
appeal for their right to retain
their ancestral homeland.
Indian Agent E.A. McKean took their request to
Washington. The Ute leaders
felt optimistic that permission
would be granted. Shortly
after this meeting, Posey
caught Joe Bishop’s, (another
Ute) boy and Sanup’s boy
whipping Corey Perkins of
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Blanding, who was unarmed.
Posey ordered the boys to
leave Perkins alone. The embarrassed boys rode on to
Blanding and along the way
they killed cattle belonging to
Mormons.
The boys were arrested
and brought to trial by Sheriff
William Oliver in the basement of the old school house
in Blanding.
Albert R. Lyman was the
defense attorney and Fred
Keller was the prosecuting attorney. Posey came to the
trial to try to help the Ute
boys. His main motivation
was that he wanted no serious
trouble to occur which might
jeopardize the impending decision from Washington.
The trial was held. Joe
Bishop’s boy was found
guilty. When everyone went
home for lunch, Joe Bishop’s
boy escaped by wrestling
Sheriff Oliver’s pistol away
from him, leaping onto Jesse
Posey’s race horse and heading north. In the process, he
took a shot at Sheriff Oliver.
He missed Oliver but the bullet hit the sheriff’s horse in
the neck.
Posey ran on foot to warn
his people of impending trouble. He ran into Joe Bishop
and cursed him for starting
the trouble. Weapons were
drawn and Posey shot and
killed Joe Bishop’s Boy.
Posey told his people to
run and hide west of Comb
Ridge, about 20 miles west of
Blanding. He planned to stay
behind and try to negotiate
with the posse he knew
would be coming.
As the posse approached,
he was fired upon and a bullet hit him in the hip. He
managed to get on his horse
and ride to where his terrified
people were waiting. Why
had their Mormon friends
suddenly “gone crazy” and
for the first time ever started
shooting at them?
According to Myers
Cantsee, a Ute leader and
nephew of Posey, Posey told
his people not to kill or
threaten the posse in any way.
There were three reasons
for the order. First, many of
the Utes in Blanding had already been rounded up and
incarcerated. Posey was
afraid that if any of the posse
was harmed, the prisoners in
Blanding would be killed.
Second, the Mormons had
always been their friends and
Posey felt their chances
would be greatly enhanced if
they did not fight back.
Third, Posey feared that if
any of the posse were killed,
the Utes would be forced to
leave Utah and go to a reservation in Colorado, and all
they had been working and
fighting for decades would be
lost.
Posey told his people to
lay down their arms and go
with the posse back to Blanding. He felt strongly that the
posse wanted him dead and
decided to hole up and divert
the posse’s attention from his
people to himself.
A stockade was built in
Blanding and the Ute people
were incarcerated there for
several weeks. Posey hid in a
cave west of Comb Ridge trying to heal from his wound.

Chief Posey

His closest relatives brought
him food at night.
One night, Myers Cantsee,
Marshall Ward and Posey’s
sons Jesse and Anson, along
with Jack Fly and Jim Mike,
found Posey dead next to
where he had been cooking
biscuits on a campfire. His
dog lay dead at his side.
There were no marks on the
dog that would have caused
death.
Posey’s wound had been
healing and appeared to have
not been life threatening.
Francis Posey stated that it
appeared someone had sprinkled poison in the flour.
Posey had made biscuits with
the flour, fed some to his
faithful dog and then ate them
himself. He had been killed
by an unseen, unknown
enemy.
Posey’s body was buried
by the group that found him.
His body as dug up at least
three times after his initial interment, despite the promise
from U.S. Marshall Ward to
the people of Blanding, that
he had positively identified
Posey’s body.
He had promised the Ute
people he would not reveal
the whereabouts of the grave
if they would tell him where
it was. He wanted to put all
the rumors to rest and verify
Posey had died. Nevertheless
townspeople in Blanding
tracked the Marshall’s trail
back to the gravesite and
opened the grave and took
pictures of themselves with
the body on two occasions.
Indian agent McKean
from Towaoc came with a
coroner’s order to see if
Posey was dead and to verify
the same for the government.
Posey’s grave was opened for
a third time. The tribe felt violated by these intrusions into
Posey’s burial place. His
body disappeared shortly
thereafter and for the last 75
years, the Utes have accused
the Whites of stealing his
body and the Whites accused
the Utes of the same thing.
In most of the accounts
written about Chief Posey
since his death, he is portrayed as the villain. He is
often blamed for problems
which he had nothing to do
with, according to his family
and friends. Despite his unsavory reputation among the
Anglos, many white men had
good things to say about him.
Albert R. Lyman stated,
“In spite of his unorthodox

notions and habits, I did not
regard him as a bad man. He
was not bad at heart. Deep in
his soul were the intrinsic elements of manhood – courage,
loyalty and love.”
His own people have written statements like the following: “Posey raised me. He
was like a father to me. He
taught me to be a good person.” – Arthur Dutchie.
“Posey was not a trouble
causer like white people say
he was. He was like a Moses
and a savior to his people”. –
Chester Cantsee.
The battles he waged his
whole life were taken on because of his love for his people and his homeland. He was
feared in San Juan because of
his aggressive attempts to
hold onto the land of his forebears for the benefit of untold
generations to follow. He was
an honorable warrior. He had
much personal power and influence and he used it to defend his people and their
lands.
“The White settlers could
not understand why he refused to take $15 plus rations
promised to Indians who
would agree to go to Colorado to the reservation.
Through his persistence and
determination, he was instrumental in helping to win for
his people their sacred homeland.” – Tonya Morris –
Posey’s great-great granddaughter.

Epilogue: Although this
larger than life character died
20 years before this writer
was born, I have been immersed in his legend all of
my life as a resident of San
Juan County.
I am sad to say that I got
only the Anglo version up
until recently. My research
indicates that much of it
seems to be hearsay and exaggeration.
My view of Chief Posey is
now of a man who loved his
family, his nation and his
birthright. His core values are
not unlike those of many of
my heroes like Washington,
Lincoln and Churchill. He
was willing to fight and die
for what he believed in.
Where the actual truth lies
is a matter of personal conjecture. However, I have
come away with a healthy respect for this Indian leader
who gave his life that future
generations would be able to
retain their ancestral lands,
maintain their rich culture
and eventually assimilate into
the larger society of the state
of Utah.
The influences of the Ute
Tribe has been great in this
state which was named after
them. Someday they will
blend into the larger culture
of Untied States of America,
which has been and will be
enriched by their history and
culture for generations to
come.
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by Rex Krabbe
Adam Rex Krabbe was
the first white boy born to
homesteaders in Egnar Country, Southwest Colorado on
January 10, 1925. His father
was Oscar Albert Krabbe
who homesteaded there in
1917 and built primitive oneroom cabin of cedar logs. His
first wife, Margaret Mohrman
was killed in a wagon accident October 18, 1921. Oscar
married Clara Imogen (Barth)
Collins on July 2, 1923. Rex
was born with the help of a
local midwife, Cynthia Goforth, in a backroom, Clara
and Oscar's bedroom at the
Egnar General Store. Clara,
Rex's mother, had two previous children, Kathryn Nellie
Collins and Elwood Collins
who became Rex's half sister
and brother. Clara's mother
and father (Rex's maternal
grandparents-Delpha Barth
and Louis C Barth) lived in a
log cabin back of the store
building. They also had Maggie Norton (L.C.'s sisterRex's Aunt) who
homesteaded in the area
around 1923-26.
L. C. Barth had engaged
in various prospecting and
claim filing activities In Gypsum Valley and the Dolores
river canyon area in the 19151920’s. I’m reasonably sure
that he and others—possibly
my father-- saw carnotite outcropping in the canyon walls
and suspected that there was
more under the plateau
above—Egnar and south and
west, and that this was one
incentive for homesteading
with mineral and oil rights
around Egnar. Kathryn and
Elwood went to Saguache,
Colorado, to be with their
Great Grand Father Jacques
to go to elementary school.
(Grandpa Jacques was Delpha Barth's foster father) In
the 1930's-31, Rex, a neighbor girl from about a mile
away, Delia Davis, and their
teacher, Rose M New, walked
3 miles to the Bush Canyon
School for Rex's first grade
experience.
Rose New lived in a
tarpaper shack built by Oscar
to house the teacher. (Rex
and Natalie lived in this
shack their first summer in
Egnar, 1950.) Rex went to
live with Kathryn and Perry
Hankins in Cortez, Colorado,
50 miles away, in order to go
to the second grade as there
was only summer school at
Bush Canyon. During the
summer 1932, Rex, Lucy, and
Delia Davis spent time with
Rose M New in summer
school at the home of Rex
and Lucy's parents across the
road from the store in Egnar.
From the third through the
eighth grade, Rex went to the
Egnar School: one room,
twenty children. He graduated from the eighth grade.
Rex had the highest achievement test score in San Miguel
County (administered by
County Superintendent of
school's who was an elected
official).
I've forgotten if it was
summer of seventh or eighth
grade, my dad approached me
with a job for the summer to
rebuild the 20 Caterpillar that
was used on the farm and
contracted to the County for
roadwork. It was 9 or 10
years old and had been used
consistently. It was bought

Rex Krabbe

new and my half sister
Kathryn drove it to Egnar
from Placerville Narrow
Gauge Railroad freight depot
about 75 miles. It had a 4 bottom disc plow attached for
the trip. The tractor had an
excellent manual with it that I
was able to follow in order to
put in new pistons, cylinders
and rods in the engine and
new final drive gears. It had a
poor sand protection systems
for the final drives and they
wore very quickly and easily.
This was the first very practical mechanic work that
served me well throughout
my life through many tractors, cars, boats and trucks.
There was no high school
in or near Egnar, so Rex's
parents bought 10 acres
which included a 3 bedroom
house, garage and other outbuilding, with an outdoor toilet, in Fruitvale, Colorado
near Grand Junction, Colorado, which was 200 miles
from home. It was 1/4 mile
from Fruitvale School and 4
miles from Grand Junction.
Grandma Barth went there to
be there with Rex, Lucy and
Sam Hankins while they were
in school in Fruitvale.
Granma Barth used her
$50/month old age pension to
help support us all. Being at
Fruitvale High School was
quite an experience for me.
My first day I was immediately looked upon as different
because my mother had purchased through a mail order
place (Poindexter) a set of
matching shirt and pants,
seersucker black and white
stripes. No one was dressed
like that. I changed to overalls or anything else most of
the boys were wearing and
was immediately accepted.
As a freshman I had English,
Latin, Colorado History, Algebra and General Science
and had a seventh period free.
During the seventh period, I
took a shop class where, during the year, I learned about
working with wood. During
the last part of the year, I
built a desk and end table.
This was probably one of the
most valuable classes I ever
had because I used those
skills my whole life.
I took all the science and
math classes offered at Fruitvale High School. Another
most useful class I had was
when I was a junior and I
took book keeping. It was a
very hands-on and, practical
year of bookkeeping projects.
I became a class officer and
in my junior was the class
president- raising money for
the prom for seniors, was
master of ceremony for the
senior banquet, etc. I had a
steady gir friend, Edith Scott.
She remained my best girl
through my senior year even
though she was attending
Mesa Junior College. We did
a lot of necking but never had
sex in three years; that's the
way things were then.
The summer between my
junior and senior year, I got a
job with the Vanadium Corp
of America as a sample
bucker in their analytical lab
in Naturita, Colorado (about
50 miles from Egnar). I took
samples with a shovel as
trucks of carnotite ore were
unloaded, crushed the wheelbarrow full, broke that down
into 5 pounds of ore and then
ground that to fine dust,
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weighed it, dried it and
weighed it again to get the
percent of water content. 4
oz. of that was prepared and
sent to the lab for analysis. I
had no indication at the time
that it was being analyzed for
both vanadium V2O5 and
uranium U3O8. I thought it
was for vanadium only. I
made enough money that
summer and was able and to
equip a small laboratory in
the garage in Fruitvale. My
senior year there were not
enough students interested in
Physics, and the next math
course-solid geometrywhich I tried studying on my
own. Calculus was unheard
of in Colorado high schools
in 1941.
I studied physics and
solid geometry on my own
with some teacher help. I was
given a key to the science
room and equipment cage
and was allowed to be there
anytime I wished. As a result,
I ended up in trouble. Another senior who lived across
the highway from us in Fruitvale, was a little older than I
was and had been in the CCC
(Civilian Conservation
Corps). Basketball was the
only organized spot at Fruitvale High School so he and I
decided we would represent
Fruitvale HS in track and
trained in the early morning
hours as mile runners at the
high school track in Grand
Junction. We got close to
doing the mile in 5 minutes.
We also shared the science
room in after school hours.
One Sunday in January or
February we got the " bright"
idea that it would be fun to
surprise everyone Monday
morning by gathering all 16
room trash cans and stacking
them in the main hallway.
During the investigation by
the principal, an FBI agent
showed up and interviewed
me. I often wondered why?
As a result of the incident,
we both ended up doing
room cleaning for 4 months,
I was kicked out of the honor
society, and lost my pass key,
etc.
Afterthought about the
trash can incident: During the
war Years 1941---the FBI investigated anyone who
seemed out of line and who
had any relationship with
carnotite mining or milling.
After several years, the government secrecy and the sensitivity of the Manhattan
Project, Atomic Bomb and
uranium came out. I'm sure I
was investigated before
working at the VCA even as
a sample bucker in 1941.
When we went to work at
Dove Creek School, Natalie
and I were investigated by
the FBI yet again.
I often wondered why an
FBI agent was concerned
about a simple school incident. When I was hired by
the school board in Dove
Creek, Colorado it was during the McCarthy era in
American Politics and communism was the big threat.
The Dove Creek American
Legion found out that Natalie
had a Russian background
and I had taken Russian at

the University of Colorado.
They started a campaign "we
don't want those Reds in our
schools". Natalie's parents
were livid about it because
they had lost everything including at least two family
members to the communists
during the revolution in Russia. They came to Egnar and
talked to the school board and
the FBI investigated us. The
FBI knew stuff about me during my high school years that
I didn't think anybody knew
about. For instance, they
knew that I had taken pictures
of a vital war time bridge
across the Colorado River at
Moab, etc. Apparently the
FBI had the whole family
under surveillance. The FBI
really shut the whole thing
down. We never heard another word from anyone
about it.
I graduated from high
school as valedictorian and
had a full scholarship to the
University of Colorado. I
worked for my parents driving a truck, hauling ore from
our carnotite mine, the Uintah, to the mill in Monticello,
Utah. I was paid $5.00 per
day. The folks decided to buy
a house in Boulder, Colorado
to have Lucy and Sam go to
the Boulder school and give
me a place to stay while attending CU, 1027 Pennsylvania Ave, 3 blocks from CU
Campus. I completed the first
year as a chemistry major
with a B average except for
two 1 hour courses that I didn't realize were class courses
on teaching how to play football and basketball. I signed
up and played football fall
quarter and basketball winter
quarter instead of going to
class and therefore got 2 F's
on my record and lost my
scholarship. I always thought
that my counselor had some
blame for it by not asking
questions when I registered
or when I got my first "F".
I applied for Navy ROTC
in the fall of 1942, but my
fast heart kept me out. I took
Navy V-12 Tests for the
Naval Officer Training Program and was accepted. I decided to continue at CU until
called to the Navy Training.
In the fall of 1943, I was assigned to the V-12 Unit at
Colorado College at Colorado
Springs and arrived there in
December, 1943. In the summer of 1944, I met and fell in

love with a student nurse at
Colorado Springs, Francis
Parker; we got engaged in
August of 1944. In December
of 1944, I was transferred to
the Pre-Mid Shipman's
School at Asbury Park, New
Jersey. In February 1945, I
was transferred to the midshipman's school in Norte
Dam, Indiana. I was commissioned as an Ensign USNR in
June, 1945. I volunteered for
underwater demolition training. In June 1945, I was assigned to underwater
demolition training at Fort
Pierce, Florida. I visited
home in June of 1945 and the
folks had decided to sell 1027
Pennsylvania Avenue in
Boulder and buy a girl's
boarding house-the Echeles
on 13th Street across from
CU campus in Boulder.
I arrived in Fort Piece
about June 20, 1945 for officer training for UDT Teams.
The enlisted men assigned to
the teams arrived and two
companies were formed July
15th. Each team consisted of
2 officers and 12 enlisted
men, a company is four
teams. We started training as
a team on July 15th. In one
exercise, we were dumped
one mile from shore at night
and the teams would swim in,
survey the beach, crawl by
watching teams without being
seen, cross the dunes into the
palmetto swamps of the Indian River, inflate the rubber
raft that one team member
had carried, swim/paddle
through the mangrove
swamps and river and make it
back to base, 6 miles away on
an island by Ft. Pierce. My
team of 7 people didn't get
back to base until 9 am the
next morning. On August 6th
1945 the A bomb was
dropped on Hiroshima and
within 48 hours all training
was stopped and we were all
on our way to various assignments, mostly in the Pacific
to relieve sailors and officers
who had been serving for
years overseas.
I began the chase to catch
the ship I had been assigned,
and LST, by riding a troop
ship from San Diego with a
group of marines who were
on the same mission of replacing overseas veterans. I
arrived in the Philippine Island after 18 days, caught a
seaplane from Manila to
Guam where I caught an LST
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that was on its way back to
the states. We lost steerage
near Einwetok Atoll in the
middle of the Pacific where
we stayed for two weeks until
the rudder was repaired. Then
on to Hawaii where I was
transferred back to chase another ship-the USS Kern
AOG2, an aviation gasoline
tanker. I spent my 21st birthday there waiting transportation to find the Kern. I caught
a navy transport plane to
Saipan and from there on a
PBY seaplane to Guam where
I boarded the Kern and in a
few days was underway to
Japan to deliver gasoline to
occupation troops in Japan
and Korea. The Kern was
based in Yokohama but we
made trips to Sapporo, Kobe,
and Shiku which was the
source of gasoline (from a
former Japanese fueling station). We passed by Hiroshima and Nagasaki,
A-bomb sites, on our way to
Inchon (Jinsen, then) Korea.
There was no North or South
Korea then. Myself and other
officers visited Seoul. By
June, the Kern had lost all officers except for Lt JG McGraff, captain etc. and Ensign
Krabbe, executive officer,
etc. We had one experienced
regular navy deckhand, a
chief machinist and a warrant
machinist. The rest of the
crew were recently recruited
very green seaman. I received
orders to go home in June of
1946 and got transportation
to Seattle where I was discharged. I retained my commission as a Ensign USNR
but there were no training facilities near Egnar where we
moved in 1950 so I lost the
commission in 1958. (End of
Navy Career).
Beginning of New Era
1946
When I returned to Boulder and the boarding house
my parents had bought, my
sister Lucy had a roommate,
Natalie Ilyin who became of
some interest to me. My
grades from Colorado College and my two failed
courses (football and basketball from previous CU work)
stopped entry into CU in the
fall of 1946 but I was allowed
to enter CU extension school
in Denver where I took Organic Chemistry, German,
Calculus and Educational
Psychology. With a GPA of
Continued on page 12
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3.6, I was allowed back in the
regular CU winter term 1947.
In the meantime, Francis
Parker told me she was no
longer interested and gave
my ring back.
Natalie and I began to
date and by February or
March of 1947 had decided
to get married. In the fall of
1946, I lived with Gleb and
Natasha Ilyin and Natalie's
two grandmothers in Lakewood. Natalie had free room
and board at the Echeles. I
changed my major at CU to
elementary education. Natalie
and I were married June 7,
1947 in a Greek Orthodox
Church ceremony by a
Ukrainian priest. I didn't understand Russian or Ukrainian and Natalie didn't
understand Ukrainian. Alex
(Natalie's brother) and Mike
Melnikoff (Natalie's uncle)
held the two crowns over our
heads during the hour long
ceremony. We didn’t understand a word that was said
but I guess we were married.
Alex and I worked on the
Broomfield farm and commuted to CU Boulder (15
miles). He is in mechanical
engineering and me in elementary education. Natalie
and I lived in a farm worker's
two-room cabin on the farm
until the Ilyin's new house
was completed and then we
moved to the farm house with
Alex and lived with Alex.
Alex and I, my sister Lucy,
her husband Dick Hauser all
graduated from CU with
bachelor's degrees in the
spring of 1950. During this
period, I had a "falling out"
with my family over how
some of them treated Natalie.
Except for Grandma Barth, I
didn't talk to any of them for
over a year- Christmas 1947
to Christmas 1948. Natalie
became pregnant in January
of 1948, We were living in
the farm worker cabin on the
Ilyin farm in Broomfield. We
heated the place with a coal
fired cook stove which occasionally smoked (depending
on wind direction) and a family of skunks lived under the
house. Natalie always got
sick when she remembered
coal/skunk odor. Paul was
born on October 13, 1948 in
a Catholic hospital in Denver
in the middle of the Polio
Epidemic. I was the only one
allowed in the hospital but
Natasha and Gleb wanted to
see their first grandchild and
managed to find a back stairway and came in anyway.
Paul was not a beautiful baby.
He had a lot of hair on ears
and elsewhere and looked
like a little monkey but he
was our first and we loved
him. Natalie was ordered to
stay on the bed for three
days. The first day when I
went in to see her, she was on
the bed alright, but she was
standing and walking up and
down on it. She was “pissed”.
Natalie produced milk in a
big way, but became ill in
March or April and lost the
milk producing facility. We
used a little wonder book for
raising kids “Dr. Spock”. He
had a baby formula in the
book and I had some experience with helping raise Sam
so we cobbled a formula for
feeding Paul. (Spock and
training---baby bed incident).
In September 1950, I got a
teaching job in Dove Creek
for the 5th grade and driving
the school bus from Egnar to
Dove Creek for the grand
sum of $3,000.00 per year
We had a reconciliation with
my family since they decided
Natalie may be worth keeping.

Krabbe - continued
My family gave us 160
acres, one of the few properties in the area that had water
in wells, in the spring of
1950. We moved to Egnar
and started building our
"dream house". Natalie became pregnant again at the
beginning of the summer
(1950) we moved from
Broomfield to Egnar. She
looked after 2 ½ year old
Paul and helped dig and prepare the space for the basement of our dream house. We
had laid it out in a wheat field
in Broomfield where it
seemed awfully small so kept
enlarging the plans. We produced a version of the basement from pumice blocks .It
was a “T” shaped with a large
“storage room” at the base of
the T in the west, a furnace
room, living area and bath
room and two bedrooms the
top of the T. At first we used
the south bedroom as a
kitchen/dining area.
Most of it was completely
under-ground with the east
two rooms ½ out of the
ground and faced with redrock flagstone. Natalie’s
pregnancy went well with no
coal smoke or skunk odor
and plenty of exercise working on the house. Natasha &
Gleb came from Denver and
helped with pouring the footing for the basement and my
father helped with putting the
sheeting on the roof (floor of
the second story) By the time
school started we had a place
to live: no electricity, no
water and an outhouse with
three and one half holes--Natalie, me, Paul and Paul’s
toy frog. During the fall I
took an electrical wireman’s
course from the local Public
Utility, got my credentials
and wired the basement and
the PUD (Empire Electric)
began a transmission line toward the Burn Vicinity west
of us. By Christmas time we
had power. The second week
of January, the weather became very cold and I had
trouble starting the old war
surplus bus the school district
hired me to drive to Dove
Creek. Natalie came out to
help me push the bus to get it
started and in the process wet
her pants. We laughed about
it because it was not an unusual happening—pregnancy
and all. I went on to pick up
kids and go to work. During
the morning Natalie realized
that her water had broken.
She hung a towel out which
was a signal to any neighbor
(Bob Bickerton) passing by
that she needed help. She
dressed Paul warmly, put
boots on the two of them and
began the mile walk through
the snow to my parents store
and house. She had not
gained much weight and almost no one knew she was
pregnant. She stopped at a
neighbor’s house to warm up
and then trudged on to my
folks. My sister, Kathryn,
took one look at her and
knew what was going on.
Clara and Oscar, my parents,
bundled her up so tightly that
the heat from the pickup
heater never did reach her.
They drove over very icy
roads to the hospital 50 miles
to Cortez. The hospital staff
members were afraid to put
her on the toilet because she
might have the baby right
there. Virginia was born on
January 12,1951, a cold day
in Cortez and both she and
Natalie have been cold ever
since. I didn’t know anything
had happened until my parents stopped by school and
let me know that I was a father again. Virginia weighed

DOVE CREEK AUTO
PARTS
Light Duty, Heavy
Duty Parts
Remanufactured and
New Tools, Supplies,
Tech Specs

Greg Baird, Owner
119 Hwy 491 W Dove Creek, Colorado

970-677-2264
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less than five pounds. She
was six weeks premature and
we didn’t take her home until
she began to gain weight. Natalie had lots of milk and almost drown the tiny little
baby. We completed the basement that fall and it was
"ready" for Virginia who arrived early on January 12,
1951 instead of March. Since
she was six weeks early we
were not quite prepared for
her in our barely livable basement.
My second year as a 5th
grade teacher, the teaching
principal became too familiar
with an 8th grade girl and
was fired. I became the teaching principal at Dove Creek
Elementary grades 1-8 for an
extra $200 per year. In those
days, all teachers and administrators belonged to the same
organization with departments for each specialty.
Our son Peter was born
the 4th of September, 1953.
Since we had such terrible
luck planning Virginia we decided “to hell with planning”.
Pete had a very large head
and shoulders and Natalie
had a hard time giving birth.
She was at the hospital in
Cortez and Dr. Ed Kadlub
was her physician. Ed came
out from the delivery room
several times to inform me of
the extent of dilation and the
ferocity of Natalie’s “four letter” vocabulary. She finally
got the job finished. Pete was
a pretty baby.
That winter I installed a
coal fired furnace we had
picked up in a junkyard in
Denver and many feet of
black pipe, some of it finned,
also from the junk yard. It
was really hard labor threading 1 ½ pipe with few tools
except a large hand threading
device and a pipe wrench. It
became the basis for a wonderful hot water heating system we enjoyed for the rest of
our time in Egnar.
I don't remember the exact
dates but some place about
1955-60 Marie Tobin
(Grubbs) became my mentor
and I worked the Jr. High as
principal and basketball and
baseball coach.
I became president of Dolores County Education Association and the next year
President of the Southwestern
Division of the Colorado Education Association. We combined the Western and
Southwestern divisions and
ran a two-day convention for
members in Grand Junction
for which I shared responsibility with the president of
the Western Division. I went
back to summer school at CU
for three summers, helped
Alex on the farm, and got a
Master's of Education in
Teaching and Administration.
The research for the degree
over three years with grades
1-8 from Dove Creek Elementary-using the Joplin,
MO, interclass grouping plan
in reading and mathematics.
(The kids were grouped by
ability instead of age for
these two subjects.) I got the

Masters in 1957.
In 1960, a science teacher
was needed at Dolores
County High School and I applied for and got the job. I
taught general science, biology, chemistry and physics,
on alternate years, algebra
and geometry. That year we
decided one way to supplement our income was to build
a rental house on the corner
of our property. We used a
drill hole near the corner that
showed water and dug a well
for a water supply for the
house. We built a simple
block house with two bedrooms, a living room/dining
room, a bathroom and a
kitchen.
In 1964, I applied for a
NSF grant for chemistry
teachers at Stanford and got
it. The whole family moved
to San Francisco for the year.
We froze an entire beef to
take with us in exchange for a
place to stay with Natalie's
folks on Lawton Street. Gleb
had to look all over the City
to find storage lockers for the
meat. Natalie attended San
Francisco State, Paul went to
middle school, and Pete and
Virginia went to two different
Elementary Schools, while
Rex commuted back on forth
to Stanford. While helping
Gleb install a hot water heating system in their home, I
received a Master's Degree in

the teaching of Chemistry in
1965. Natalie lived in Boulder and received a BA in
Russian and Library Science
in 1964.
While teaching science at
DCHS I worked with students on science fair projects.
Two different years kids entered projects in the SW Science Fair in Durango and one
year we had two winners in
Durango who went to the
State Science Fair in Denver.
During this time, I served as
the treasurer of the Colorado
Science Teachers Association.
In 1967, Natalie and I believed there was not much future in Dove Creek and
applied to 20 Northwestern
school districts, Seattle,
Washington to Coos Bay,
Oregon. We went to the
northwest in May 1967 to interview. One or both of us
were offered jobs at each
place we interviewed. Seattle,
WA and Newport, OR were
the only places where we
both were offered jobs within
reasonable commuting distances of each other. We left
the decision to Pete and Virginia who would be with us
(Paul was attending Fort
Lewis A and M in Durango,
CO.) They chose Newport
and Lincoln County School
District. Natalie was assigned
to Eddyville to be the librar-
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ian and teach 7th grade English. Rex was assigned to
Toledo High School to teach
chemistry, physics and general science. In 1968, Natalie
became the librarian at
Toledo High School.
The following was added
to Rex’s story by Carol Fosdick, 5/14/15: Rex is still in
Newport and through the
years found the opportunities
he hadn’t found in Dove
Creek. He has done much in
his field of science and has
won many honors and promotions. Natalie also had
much success. Their three
children all became productive citizens and still live in
the Northwest. Natalie passed
away last year in 2014, but
Rex lives on in the house
they designed and built in
Newport. To those Dove
Creekers who had the privilege of knowing the Krabbes
as teachers, students, and
friends, I am sure they have
many fond memories of
them. I am equally sure, the
Krabbes impacted their lives
in many, many ways for the
good. Newport’s gain was
Dove Creek’s loss.
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The Health Clinic

History of the Dolores County Health Association / Community Health Clinic
by Diane Smith
Thirty-nine years have
passed since the doors of the
Community Health Clinic
opened on November 7,
1975.
Forty years ago, there was
no medical facility in Dove
Creek, no medical personnel,
no funds, and no acceptance
in the area for the concept of
a medical clinic run by a
Family Nurse Practitioner. A
small group of determined
community members was
told it could not be done. The
idea for a health facility
staffed by a Family Nurse
Practitioner came to the
group through involvement in
the Southwestern Colorado
Comprehensive Health Planning Council.
In the campaign to bring
healthcare to Dove Creek, an
excerpt from the Needs Statement read, “with a population
of only 650, the town cannot
support a full-time physician,
and there has been no medical assistance here since the
last doctor left many years
ago. The VFW has provided
an ambulance for quite some
time and the only thing to be
done in an emergency is to
transport the patient either to
Cortez, Colorado, or to Monticello, Utah. Both of these
towns have hospitals and
good physicians, but it takes
a day off work for many to
make the trip, obtain treatment, and return home. Many
times, one does not see a doctor until there is an emergency situation. Emergencies
are fairly common in such
areas due to farm equipment
accidents and automobile accidents on a major highway.
Such an emergency can be
most traumatic when there is
no medical help available. It
is not uncommon in the winter months at this high elevation for the roads to be closed
and one cannot travel where
there is help.”
In March, 1973, a public
meeting was held, at which
time representatives from the
Colorado State Health Department, Denver, explained
the Nurse Practitioner Program to the group and representatives of the Montelores
Medical Society – Drs.
Doneskey and Cykendall.
A Steering Committee
was formed that consisted of
the following members:
Nellie Bradfield – Chairman
Frank Zehm
Reverend Weber
Faye Carhart
George Dame, Sr.
Delia Reeder
Regina Brewer
Kay Daves
Reverend Maurer
Shirley Watmore
Ione Rose – Slick Rock representative
Bert Wood – Egnar representative
Ila Starks – Rico representative
Anne Weese – R.N.
Ruth Darland – L.P.N.
The group explored the
difference in the Nurse Practitioner and the Paramedic
programs. The paramedics
train to be assistants to the
doctors and there was to be
two of them in Cortez. A difference in the financing was
found. The government had
not yet financed the Medex,
but as long as the Medex was
associated with an M.D., the
M.D. was responsible legally
for their actions. The Medex
had to be under the control of
the M.D., while the nurse was

legally responsible for her
own actions. M.D.’s felt that
a Nurse Practitioner would be
more of an asset from an educational viewpoint, i.e. preventive medicine. Dr.
Doneskey said that the medical association could become
legally responsible for an
N.P. if they so desired.
The group was advised
that they probably could
qualify for a Nurse Practitioner through the National
Health Service Corps. Federal funding would provide
the salary for this person for
two years and the community
would be responsible for providing the office, equipment
and clerical service. It was
hoped that the nurse would be
self-supporting at the end of
the two year period. The
salary would be repaid by the
community during this two
year period on the basis of
net profit from the clinic.
Following the public
meeting, the Dolores County
Health Association was
formed from local citizens
who were interested enough
to serve. Housewives, farmers, a contractor, banker, auto
dealer, welfare director,
county agent, office workers…all lay people with no
medical expertise, worked to
make themselves knowledgeable about their particular responsibility in the
organization.
The Dove Creek State
Bank furnished survey forms
which were used by the board
members to conduct a door to
door survey in Dove Creek
and also in the trade area. The
reason for the survey was
two-fold, to ascertain whether
or not the public would support a clinic staffed by a Family Nurse Practitioner and to
learn the number of patients
served by each of the nine
physicians in the Montelores
Medical Society and the two
physicians in Monticello,
Utah. 1,500 people were interviewed and the outcome
was that 98% favored making
an attempt to get a Nurse
Practitioner to staff a clinic.
The fact that the group was
able to go to each physician
armed with the percentage of
people served by him, proved
worthwhile.
With information furnished by the community, Mr.
Ray Rabe, Health Planner for
Region 9, Southwestern Colorado Comprehensive Health
Planning Council, Durango,
prepared an application on
behalf of the Dolores County
Health Association which
was presented to the National
Health Service Corps requesting that a Family Nurse Practitioner be assigned to Dove
Creek.
The good news came in
January, 1974, that approval
for a Nurse Practitioner had
been made. However, after a
site review by the Corps, they
advised that they would assign two Nurse Practitioners
to give 24 hour coverage 7
days a week. This decision
was made because of the remoteness of the area and the
distance to other medical
care.
Dove Creek made history!
This was the first time in Colorado that a clinic staffed by
Family Nurse Practitioners
many miles from their backup physicians, was formed.
Although it had been done in
other states, it was soon
found that it was not going to
be an easy task. There was a
giant public education task

ahead…to convince the citizens that the Nurse Practitioner could solve many of
their problems without a personal visit to the physician…
to convince the physicians
that such a program would be
feasible…to obtain support
from the Colorado State
Board of Pharmacy…each
day brought new challenges.
The work began. Many
months of meeting with local
physicians followed. The
group had to be sure there
was physician cooperation
before they could proceed.
Several Family Nurse Practitioners were interviewed before two extremely qualified
ladies were selected, whom
the group felt would be able
to work with the community
and the physicians. The first
medical providers were,
Shirley Collins, N.P. of Tucson, AZ and Thomasine
Scherer, N.P. of Boulder, CO.
They arrived in the community in October, 1974.
The two Family Nurse
Practitioners worked from
their kitchens for ten months
as the group searched for a
clinic facility. Dove Creek
did not have many empty
buildings and those that were
available were in such poor
repair they were not suitable.
There was a building in
town which seemed ideal but
it belonged to the Union Carbide Corporation. During the
uranium boom era it had
housed their district office
and now was used by one engineer for storage of ore samples.
After many months of negotiation with Union Carbide,
they agreed to lease the building to the Dolores County
Health Association and move
their engineer elsewhere. The
lease, which was signed by
their New York office, was
granted for $100 per month
plus taxes, which totaled approximately $150 for a building worth much more. Then
began the task of remodeling,
cleaning and painting the
building to make it ready to
house the clinic.
The Dolores County
Health Association was determined that they would provide the clinic without an
indebtedness. To remodel the
building and purchase the
needed medical equipment
they drew upon their ingenuity and unbounded enthusiasm daily.
The Dove Creek State
Bank had donated the printing, paper supplies, etc. that
led up to this point. This had
amounted to approximately
$1,700. Now, much more was
needed.
Members of the Ute
Mountain Study Club had a
close association with residents of the Dove Creek area,
both professionally and socially, for many years. At the
time the healthcare project
was chosen, Shirley Watmore, then Vice President of
the club, was active in the
formation of the Dolores
County Health Association in
Dove Creek. Other club
members, through their businesses or their husband’s
work were becoming involved. For example, Dr. and
Mrs. Doneskey were part of
the planning process; Idonna

Wilson of the Wilson Pharmacy in Cortez was aware of
the problems involved in a
community where there was
no pharmacy; the law firm of
Louena Dilt’s husband was
performing the legal work involved; and Wilma Herndon’s
husband and she were working on the project for a new
hospital in Cortez. Because of
the continuing interest in
health by the club, it was decided they would encourage
and sponsor the Community
Health Clinic as their Community Improvement Project.
The first cash received
was from the Four Corners
United Parish of the United
Methodist Church. The Four
Corners United Parish was
formed in about 1968. It included the United Methodist
churches of Dove Creek,
Lewis, Cortez, Mancos, Dolores and Blanding, UT. In
early 1975, the Parish Council allotted a portion of mission funds and presented a
check in the amount of $500
to Bill and Kathryn Hughes,
board members and Nellie
Bradfield, President of the
Dolores County Health Association to help support the
nurse practitioner project.
At about the same time,
an anonymous gift of $2,000
helped purchase the necessary building materials and
was a start towards purchasing equipment.
Trips were made to Denver to purchase equipment
and furniture from Colorado
Surplus. A hospital in Durango gave an exam table and
chairs, and some laboratory
equipment was furnished by
the National Health Service
Corps.
Many, many money making activities took place due
to the determination not to go
into debt. The group relied
upon their ingenuity and
community support to raise
money and contributions in
time.
Spaghetti Suppers and
Talent Shows were held.
School kids participated in
the events, singing and doing
hula hoop routines. 75 pies,
priced in the $7 - $8 range
were auctioned for the benefit. A Pops Group performed,
featuring guitars and drums.
A total of $500 was raised.
The Seventh Street AllPurpose room was used by
the Grange for a carnival,
profits to be given to the
clinic project. Carnival
booths were judged and
prizes were given for decorations. The sixth graders won a
$7.50 prize for their “marriage booth”. One young
groom (younger than the
sixth grade), said, “I’ve been
married three times already!”
Second place went to the Fu-

ture Business Leaders of
America for the Balloon
Shave Booth. They won $5.
The F.F.A. boys won the third
prize of $2.50 for the “Feed
the Clown” Booth. A raffle
for handmade quilts made by
a local, one-armed man, was
held along with other raffles
and a white elephant auction.
The benefit netted $1,000 for
the clinic project.
The fund raising committee began selling $2 coupons.
These coupons could be applied toward the amount
charged for future clinic visits. Whatever the amount individuals were able to buy
was considered as a prepayment on their clinic medical
account. An overgrown thermometer was placed outside
the Dove Creek State Bank to
measure progress in meeting
a goal of $30,000 for a
fundraising drive to help purchase equipment, materials
for remodeling and painting
inside the clinic building,
rent, utilities, medical supplies, and the clerk’s salary.
A Country Auction was
held and sold everything
from an antique corn husker
and hunting dogs, to a ’66
Rambler station wagon. The
4-H Club sold hot dogs, hamburgers and soft drinks. The
auction netted $823 for the
clinic project.
The National Health Service Corps intended that the
clinic be a pilot program to
test the feasibility of the
Nurse Practitioner concept in
Colorado. It had not been
done before.
In order for the Family
Nurse Practitioners to function at the clinic, 38 miles
away from doctors in Cortez,
they were required to have
Guidelines signed by the doctors authorizing them to perform the services for which
they had been trained.
The idea of giving a telephone consultation based
upon the examination made
by a Family Nurse Practitioner was not met with enthusiasm by the physicians
involved, especially at a time
when their rates for liability
insurance had been raised
considerably. The Montelores
Medial Society, which was
made up of family physicians
from Cortez, Dolores and
Mancos, met with the board
many, many times. At times,
it seemed that an understanding between the community,
the physicians and the nurses
would never be reached.
The Nurse Practitioners
who had been assigned to the
community had been especially trained to operate such
a clinic, as had been done
previously in other states, and
they came fully expecting to
be given full rein in their ex-
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panded role. They demanded
much more authority than the
Medial Society felt they
could give them.
After many months of
meetings, the Medical Society offered limited Guidelines
to which they could agree.
The board was able to convince the nurses that they
should try to function under
these guidelines, and planning continued for the clinic.
The Health Association,
with advice of the National
Health Service Corps personnel, had expected to be able
to store medications at the
clinic to be administered by
the nurses. However, the Colorado State Board of Pharmacy advised them that their
rules did not allow the nurses
to administer the necessary
medication when there was
no physician on the premises.
It appeared at this time that
the project was doomed for
failure.
The Health Association
went back to the Medical society and met with all of the
pharmacies and asked for
their recommendations. The
outcome was that the Montelores medical Society prevailed upon the Colorado
State Board of Pharmacy to
allow stocking of certain
medications at the Dove
Creek Clinic to be administered only under the guidelines set forth by the Medical
Society. Medications were
purchased through the Southwest Memorial Hospital in
Cortez.
In addition to storing
drugs at the clinic, the Health
Association worked out an
arrangement with the various
pharmacies for a daily drug
shuttle from Cortez to Dove
Creek. When the Nurse Practitioner consulted by phone
with the family physician, he
ordered a prescription
through the patient’s pharmacy. All drugs were delivered to Wilson Pharmacy
each afternoon where they
were picked up and brought
to Dove Creek.
An application was made
to the Boettcher Foundation
of Denver for help with operating costs for the first year
of clinic operation. A local attorney, Guy Dyer, donated his
services to establish the required non-profit status for
the Dolores County Health
Association in order for the
Association to be eligible for
the $10,000 Award from the
Boettcher Foundation.
Ute Mountain Study Club
member Shirley Watmore donated 630 hours of her time
to the project prior to the
clinic opening. As secretary
of the Health Association, she
made grant applications and
Continued on page 14
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handled correspondence for
the project. Public relations
was also part of her accepted
responsibility.
The National Health Service Corps gave credit to the
community of Dove Creek
for their volunteer labor
which was applied against the
amount paid in salaries for
the Family Nurse Practitioners. Over $5,000 was provided through this means.
One local carpenter gave over
200 hours of his time in the
re-model of the Union Carbide Building. The facility
was carpeted through the
generosity of a board member. The local hardware donated 20 gallons of paint.
But before the building
could open, illness forced one
nurse practitioner to resign.
The other left for another job
outside Colorado.
While the National Health
Service Corps (NHSC)
searched for replacements,
work continued on the building.
Volunteer labor – almost
2,000 hours from 100 persons
– turned what had been an
unsightly storehouse into a
bright, clean Community
Health Clinic.
From those that volunteered time, the list included
Frank Zehm, who retired
from construction work in
California and moved to
Dove Creek because “there’s
not a lot of traffic here, and
the people are friendly.” Mr.
Zehm built partitions and
cabinets for the clinic facility
at no charge. Virgil Morton,
who since leaving Arizona,
painted signs, Charlie Campagna put up the dry walls
and laid carpeting. Harmon
Randolph worked on the
plumbing; Wilmer Dicken,
the electrical work; Mrs.
Louise Pribble, the landscaping, with a lot of help from
many children; and most of
Dove Creek’s women cleaned
and decorated.
By the end of August
1975 the clinic had a trauma
room, and X-ray room (with
a World War II machine),
exam room, laboratory, reception room and storage.
The search for nurse practitioners succeeded.
After three years in Harlingen, TX, migrants’ clinic,
and a year as an Army nurse
in Vietnam, Marion Thornton, decided to accept the position in Dove Creek.
Ms. Thornton jested that
she was an unwed mother,
but the true story is much
more dramatic. In 1971 while
she was serving in an evacuation hospital in Chu Lai, an
orphan with multiple shrapnel wounds was brought in.
She nursed the 7-year-old
boy, and then decided to
adopt him. Her ability to cut
red tape – a single woman
taking a Vietnamese boy out
of the country – would prove
useful in Dove Creek. Ms.
Thornton’s adopted son Tim,
adapted quite well to life in
Dove Creek. Tim was well
accepted by classmates and
was quarterback on the junior
high football team and played
many other sports throughout
his years attending school in
Dove Creek.
Two weeks before the official opening of the Clinic,
Sandra Vorwaller, N.P. accepted the second provider
opening, and arrived in Dove
Creek. Ms. Vorwaller was director of nursing at Wasatch
County Hospital in Heber
City, UT, before accepting
the Dove Creek offer. She arrived with son Patrick, age
10, horse Sam, dog Speck
and cat Hurricane. A trailer
home was placed next to the
clinic and provided housing
for Ms. Vorwaller and her
son.

The Clinic - continued
The Community Health
Clinic officially opened, November 7, 1975. The Grand
Opening began with a ribbon
cutting ceremony. Special
guests included State Representative Walter J. Waldow of
Olathe, Executive Director of
Southwest Comprehensive
Health Planning Ray Rabe;
Public Health Advisor Roger
Cortman and Public Health
Technician Carolyn Allen
from the National Health
Service Corps; Michael T.
Salz, Director of the new Region Five Colorado Foundation for Medical Care; Dr.
Steve Barnett, Rural Health
Committee Colorado, Medical Society; Guy Dyer, volunteer attorney for the
association; Dr. Kykendal
and Dr. Donesky of the Montelores Medical Society; Mr.
and Mrs. Waterland, representing Union Carbide; Mr.
and Mrs. Buck Twilley, representing the Dolores County
Commissioners, Nurse Practitioner Marion Thornton;
Clerk-receptionist Nerita
Medley; the Health Association Board, and other friends
of the clinic.
By December, 1975, the
official patient count for the
Community Health Clinic
was 179. Word of mouth recommendations from satisfied
patients served to encourage
others to use the offered services.
The state funded the employment of one person under
the Comprehensive Employment Training Act for the
clinic. This young lady
learned office procedures and
was trained to assist in the
clinic in many ways at no
cost to the clinic.
Because of the clinic, several activities began taking
place. Physicians from the
Montelores Medical Society
began spending short periods
of time at the clinic working
with the Nurse Practitioners.
Dr. Carlson, from Cortez
agreed, under contract, to be
the official back-up physician
for the Family Nurse Practitioners. He also provided
continuing education for the
nurses who then passed
knowledge on to the community.
Because of the availability
of medical services, the performance of the VFW ambulance was updated. Some
additional equipment was
provided and the patients
were always accompanied to
the hospital by one of the
nurse practitioners. The ambulance now had its first C.B.
radio which provided communication between the ambulance and the hospital.
A Search and Rescue Unit
was organized in Dolores
County. The Family Nurse
Practitioners and others in the
Health Association were responsible for the organization
of this unit. Working with
similar units in surrounding
counties, they have proved to
be a great asset to the area,
especially during hunting
seasons.
First aid classes were
started, being held in the
clinic with the assistance of a
Union Carbide Mine employee. Training for Emergency Medical Technicians
was offered in September,
1976. Prenatal classes were
offered at the clinic and were
a continued part of the educational program of the clinic.
After the “testing” phase
of the clinic and the pilot program was completed, the National Health Service Corps
planned other such facilities
in Colorado. The Health Association was asked to share
their experiences with other
communities.
An excerpt from a clinic
historian reads, “the success
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of the clinic has been a big
morale booster to the town.
Remote rural towns so far
from their state capitol (450
miles) are accustomed to failure – sometimes from lack of
leadership, sometimes because of their size. To be able
to coordinate the talents of
the personnel of our federal
government with the grassroots determination of the
people, mixed with the cooperation of our professionals,
is a satisfying experience.
Many times, problems
loomed which seemed insurmountable – they were
solved only through changed
attitudes brought about by the
willingness to sit across the
table from those involved,
exchange ideas, and be determined to resolve the issue
satisfactorily.”
Despite all the negative
aspects of starting such a
large project, those dedicated
individuals worked to make it
a reality. A deeper appreciation for health professionals
evolved and an admiration
for the successful efforts of
the non-professionals was developed. Involvement with
the project also included the
Nurse Practitioners who
made history in Dove
Creek…Region 9, Southwest
Colorado Comprehensive
Health Planning Council…
the VFW and ambulance
crew… the E.M.T.’s… and a
very special community who
gave generous support to
fund raising.
The Union Carbide building housed the clinic for 20
years and very affordable rent
compensation was paid to the
Union Carbide Corporation
during those years. Union
Carbide’s mining operation
became known as Umetco in
later years. As mining operations began to decline in the
area, local holdings were
taken over by Energy Fuels
Nuclear, Inc. Union Carbide
had talked about donating the
building to the Health Association and in 1994, during
the holdings exchange; officials from Energy Fuels presented the building and
property deed for the Community Health Clinic to the
Dolores County Health Association.
Through the years, many
more challenges presented
themselves. By the year
1996, clinic patient population had almost doubled. Because of the increased patient
usage, as well as the need to
provide space for individual
Specialists, the Dolores
County Health Association
Board began looking at the
possibility of expanding the
facility to accommodate the
growth. Realizing the economy of the area, the Association began looking into the
possibility of outside funding
from various sources, which
would provide more space,
remodel the existing building, and replace various
pieces of medical equipment.
The application process
began in 1996 and continued
into 2000 when the Department of Local Affairs committed to matching funding
that was needed for the completion of the project.
Many times, the planning
group was met with negative

comments and criticism for trying to provide what some
thought was beyond reach or “should be” expectations. The
Health Association Board and staff, determined to accomplish
what they had set out to do and remain debt-free, worked endless hours to see the project completed. Collaboration with
local entities and the help of determined community members,
again helped accomplish what seemed to be beyond the reach
of a community so small.
One of the first challenges was presented from one of the
requirements of grant funders in showing community support
for the project. Knowing the depressed economic situation of
the area, it was thought that very limited funds could be raised
locally. The determined group organized bake sales, yard sales
and other fundraising events, with success, but feared that the
amount that could be raised was too small to meet the requirement.
Clinic staff became very engaged in the fundraising project
and came up with the idea of sponsoring Dove Creek’s very
first telethon. Once again, surrounding communities joined in
the effort to provide healthcare in the Dove Creek area. The
telethon was planned and staged at the courthouse where there
were plenty of phone lines and the court room was stage for
the local musicians that willingly donated their talents to the
cause. Talent was featured from Dolores, Durango, Farmington, Cortez, Yellow Jacket and Dove Creek. Local
craftsmen/women donated items such as quilts, metal, deer and
elk antler and other craft/art to be raffled off, and local and
area school bands came to participate. The event was broadcast over DCTV (UHF Channel 32/Cable Channel 20). The
event proved to be a huge success – far beyond expectations!
Pledge donations came from as far away as Grand Junction,
CO, many “memorial” pledges were made, school children
made challenge fund matches to classmates and all donated
items were auctioned off. Community generated funds totaling
$38,362 was used to complete the requirement of outside grant
funders.
Total funding for the expansion project of 2000 was provided through various funding. The following provided funding for the project:
El Pomar Foundation
$ 25,000
USDA Rural Development Grant
$ 25,000
Boettcher Foundation
$ 67,000
Community Development Block Grant
$395,000
Colorado Rural Health
$ 5,000
Department of Health & Human Services
$ 45,962
Anschutz Family Foundation
$ 5,000
Community Donations
$ 38,362
Total building & equipment funds
$606,324
A beautiful, 3,400 square foot facility expansion was completed by August, 2000.
Clinic Quality Assurance activities included gathering patient satisfaction surveys to help determine the unmet needs of
the community. Data collected from early 2000 patient surveys
showed that a large amount of those surveyed cited the need to
have local, affordable oral healthcare services. Another unmet
need was behavioral health services. Again, in order to meet
the needs of the Dove Creek and surrounding communities, the
Dolores County Health Association undertook the challenge of
securing funding to expand the existing facility to accommodate new services.
In 2005, funds secured through Mineral/Energy Impact
funding provided an additional 1320 square feet of space to accommodate oral health services. A contract was secured with a
dentist from Monticello, UT to provide oral health services.
More growth and the need to add additional services
prompted the need to expand clinic space again in 2010. Stimulus Funds in the amount of $300,785 were secured to provide
an energy efficient, two-story addition onto the existing clinic
building. Matching funds from several sources including the
Colorado Health Foundation, U.S. Department of Health and
Human Services Administration, the Governor’s Energy Office, USDA and Colorado Rural Health completed funding for
the building and needed equipment. The expansion provided
space for dental hygienist services as well as additional finance and billing offices.
The 2010 addition was highlighted in Colorado Country
Life. The article highlighted the energy efficiency design. The
efficiency centerpiece is the installation of a ground source
heat pump heating, ventilating and air-conditioning system
that was partially funded by the GEO. The building design also
incorporated an upgrade in the thermal envelope that gives the
exterior wall an insulation value of R-33 and the attic insulation a value of R-49. An energy efficient electrical design was
also used.

Through out the years, the
Community Health Clinic
and staff have received much
recognition and several
awards. In 1974, a Governor’s Citation reads “you are
hereby commended for outstanding service to the State
of Colorado.”
In 1979, the Dove Creek
community received a Rural
Health Award. Director of the
Office of Rural Health, Dr. S.
Jack Locke, said of community projects like the awardwinning Dove Creek
Community Health Clinic,
“These projects are examples
of local organizations learning how to deal with their
own health problems in a
successful way,”
In 1983 and announcement came from The International Exposition of Rural
Development, John Epps, Director, Institute of Cultural
Affairs, Denver announcing
projects that had been nominated for the International
Event. The Community
Health Clinic in Dove Creek
was one of six Colorado selfhelp, community initiative
programs that was nominated
for consideration to participate in an International Exposition of Development to
be held in India in February
1984. Projects were chosen
from a growing inventory of
significant self-help local development ventures which
had been identified out of approximately 85 such efforts
across the Northern Rocky
Mountain Region. A National
Steering Committee made the
final selection for the nation;
the Community Health Clinic
project did not make the final
cut.
In September, 2000 the
U.S. Department of Health
and Human Services, Health
Resources and Services Administration, presented the
Dolores County Health Association and employees a
plaque which reads, “In
recognition of excellence for
successful collaborative efforts in the completion of the
clinic’s renovation project
and for improving the clinic’s
capacity for expanding specialty services at the Community Health Clinic in Dove
Creek, CO.”
In 2008 the Trustees of El
Pomar Foundation informed
the Health Association that
the Association had been selected as a finalist for the
2008 Joel Webb Award for
Excellence in the Health
Care Small category. The
Awards Selection Commission recognized Dolores
County Health Association as
one of the three best among
all similar nonprofits in Colorado. The award was preContinued on page 15
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By Ramona Johnson
The Early Years

Ramona Johnson

It’s time. I want to do for
my posterity what I wish had
been done for me. I was born
on October 2, 1929 in Cortez,
Colorado. My parents were
Alvin Velma Barrett, always
called Buss and Opal May
Tracy Barrett. I was named
Katherine Ramona after both

of my grandmothers, Katherine, and the song Ramona.
Dad and Mother lived at
Egnar and made the long trip
over dirt roads to Cortez and
awaited my arrival. I weighed
between 3 and 4 pounds.
Mother said she overheard
the Doctor, Dr. Sprecher, say
that Opal would be alright
but that there was no hope for
the baby. Mother stressed out

sented with a check in the
amount of $7,500 at a banquet at the Pikes Peak Center
in Colorado Springs, CO.
The clinic was selected
and has participated in two
Bureau of Primary Health
Care Health National Disparities Collaborative studies.
The Bureau initiated the program in the fall of 1998 to
help establish BPHC-supported health centers as leaders in managing quality
improvement, to move toward the elimination of
health disparities in our nation and to ensure excellence
in practice. Achievement of
these goals required changing
the way health care was delivered. A fundamental
change from a provider-oriented to a
patient/family/communityoriented system of care is followed. The goals and
measures in the program are
evidence-based and congruent with national measurement systems in the health
industry. The proactive approach to screening and follow-up for cancer and the
care of patients with diabetes,
cardiovascular disease, and
depression is also applicable
to chronic disease and prevention in general and therefore is valuable in the current
environment in the care of
high-risk underserved populations.
2014 recognition for the
clinic came in the form of a
grant from the Health Resources and Service Administration in recognition of
Health Center Quality Improvement. The award announcement was made by
HHS Secretary, Sylvia M.
Burwell in which she made a
public announcement that
this award was testament to
the outstanding service
achievements of the clinic.
In 2014-2015, the clinic
participated in a Rocky
Mountain Health Plan Masters Program and just recently
received notice that the clinic
had reached NCQA’s Patient
Centered Medical Home
(PCMH) recognition, Level
II. NCQA Patient-Centered
Medical Home recognition is
the most widely-used way to
transform primary care practices into medical homes. The
program evaluates electronic
health record (EHR) systems,
advanced registries, population health management tools
and other related technology
solutions to identify alignment with PCMH standards
requirements. The National
Committee for Quality Assurance (NCQA) is a private,
501(c) (3) not-for-profit organization dedicated to improving health care quality.
Since its founding in 1990,
NCQA has been a central figure in driving improvement
throughout the health care
system, helping to elevate the
issue of health care quality to
the top of the national
agenda. The NCQA seal is a
widely recognized symbol of
quality. Organizations incorporating the seal into advertising and marketing
materials must first pass a
rigorous, comprehensive review and must annually report on their performance.
2014 data showed that the
clinic now serves over 1500
individual patients. Services
now offered at the clinic in-

clude, primary health care;
oral health services; integrated behavioral health services; diagnostic laboratory
and x-ray services. Eligible
providers can still apply for
loan forgiveness for their educational loans through the
National Health Service Corp
if they chose to come to Dove
Creek to provide medical
services. Clinic space is made
available for specialists that
wish to provide care to patients without the patient having to travel outside Dove
Creek.
The clinic is still very dependent upon grant funding
to sustain services. The reference to Dolores County
within the official title, Dolores County Health Association sometimes leads to
confusion, giving the idea
that the clinic operation is
part of Dolores County’s system. The health association is
a 501(c) (3) and does not receive any local funding, outside of donations to operate.
Approximately one-third of
the revenue to keep the doors
of the clinic open comes from
a Federal 330 Grant. Another
third of revenue is derived
from private pay and insurance reimbursements. The remainder of funding comes
from private, state and foundation funding. In 20142015, eleven grant
applications were made and
awarded to provide the additional revenue.
Through the years many
providers, staff and board
members have worked to
maintain healthcare for the
community. One board member has served 34 years on
the Dolores County Health
Association Board, another
member has served 21 years
and another has dedicated 17
years of voluntary service.
Several of the staff have
worked for over ten years at
the clinic and one has been
here for over 26 years. Two
staff members that were employed early in the beginning
years of the clinic have returned to serve their community again and another staff
member took some time off
and is once again an employee of the clinic. Staff
often receive personal rewards for all their hard work.
Those awards come in the
form of handshakes, hugs and
thank you’s from patients and
their families. Pride is shared
with patients when they finally feel comfortable
enough to smile without
throwing a hand up to cover
decaying teeth, and staff
share smiles with patients as
they hurry to show off their
new set of teeth to family and
friends.
The Clinic is living proof
that the dedication of a group
of individuals with imagination, enthusiasm, leadership,
and the determination to
overcome many obstacles,
could make a dream come
true; The dream of having
health care provided closer
than Cortez, CO or Monticello, UT. The dream that although Dolores County is one
of the poorer counties within
the state, that the community
of Dove Creek, too, could
have the convenience of receiving medical care close to
where many call home, from
the “smallest Federally Qualified Health Center in the Na-
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in times of stress; she would
remember nothing that happened during this time. She
told me that when she came
to, that her father, Guy Tracy,
was sitting by her bedside
and crying while he held her
hand. She had been out for
three days.
The Tracy and Barrett
families all came to this
country due to the Homestead
Act. This allowed persons to
claim uncleared land. Requirements were that a certain amount of work had to
be done each year and the
person claiming the land had
to live on it. For the most part
all of this country was sagebrush, timber, and some
grass. No houses, no water,
and primitive tools, it got just
as cold then as it does now.
Granddad Barrett was new
to the automobile and thought
they should be treated like
horses, each night all the tires
had to be checked and spark
plugs taken out and rubbed
cleaned.
Wolf Creek Pass was just
a wagon trail. Aunt Letha
walked over the pass because
the ride was so frightening.
My maternal Grandparents were Guy Tracy and
Kate Harvey Tracy from
Kansas. Kate was a twin. Her
twin sister was Ruth and one
of them was born on December 31 and the other on January 1 which made a
long-standing joke that they
were twins born in different
years. They also had a sister,
Josie, and a brother, Ben Harvey. Kate was much younger
than Guy. Her first baby was
born when she was sixteen.
He was named Hezekiah but
was always called Kelly because the family was Irish.
Then followed Lillian
Josephine, Opal May, Ralph
Leroy, and Charley Harvey.
The Tracy family homesteaded west of Cahone during World War I. Grandma
was terrified of Indians. She
had been told the Indians like
redheaded babies and because
Charley’s hair was bright red
they had a standing order that
anyone seeing approaching
Indians was to grab Charley
and run to the cellar.
Granddad, who made all
of his grandkids call him
Guy, was a happy, laughing
man. He played the fiddle.
My favorites were the Irish
Washerwoman and Devil’s
Dream. Grandma was just as
sharp-tongued as Guy was
merry. She was well noted for
her cooking. She could bake
any kind of pie. After she was
widowed she moved to
Cortez and baked pies for all
the restaurants in town.
Guy got sick with what
was called dropsy. We now
know that he had a heart condition. He suffered greatly
with swollen limbs and respiratory problems. This was a
time of extreme distress for
the whole family, as Guy was
deeply loved by each of
them. My dad took him to
Arizona to see if the lower
climate would help but it did
not. At the time of his death
we lived in Dove Creek. By
that time we had Ardith and
our family consisted of two
girls, Dad and Mother. When
the knock came to the door, I
remember Dad answering the
door and mother screaming

and crying. We hitched up
our pony, Trixie, to our
buggy, covered up with heavy
quilts and left for the Tracy
home. Guy was buried that
day.
Guy was not only the light
of that family he was also the
strength. His children adored
him. Music was a major factor in that home. Guy played
the fiddle, Aunt Lil played
the guitar and Charley played
the jews-harp. Everybody
sang. If the family was where
there was a piano Opal
chorded on the piano. I like
the songs that told a story like
Red Wing and Red River Valley.
During my early years we
spent a lot of time with that
family. By that time we were
three little girl cousins,
Guyrene, Aunt Lil’s girl, and
Ardith and I. Glenna,
Guyrene’s sister is 6 years
younger than Guyrene and I.
Our Uncles would grab us up
on the tops of their shoes and
dance with us. Just as we got
going good they’d lift one
foot high in the air and off
we’d fall; it was always
funny and always new.
I remember the feel of the
house. Guy would sit in his
chair with all three little girls
on his knees. He’d give each
one of us a puff from his
pipe. He taught us each to say
“damn” and he and the boys
would roar while our mothers
protested.
Grandma was always
cooking and making sarcastic
remarks. She definitely had
her favorites and I was not
one of them. She also compared my mother unfavorably
with Aunt Lil because she
didn’t like Dad, she called
him Guy’s son-in-law and
said that Aunt Lil’s husband,
Roy Retherford, was hers.
There was no waste allowed, of anything. Grandma
sewed, scraps of material and
old clothes became quilts and
rugs. She made mattresses
out of cornhusks. The material had to be extra heavy to
prevent penetration and each
movement caused a rustle.
Food was mostly home
grown. There was occasional
meat but since there was no
refrigeration, everything had
to be canned or salted down.
At butcher time, meat was
shared with neighbors. An old
saying was that everything
was used but the squeal. After
the meat was heavily salted it
was placed in heavy tarps and
either hung in the cellar or
put under beds. Grandma was
a good canner. She made
everything. Pickles were
made in crocks and kept in
the cellar. There was a scum
on the top of the brine, which
was pushed aside when you
needed a pickle or two.
Chickens were butchered
after they became non-layers.
If an egg was found in a carcass, it was a major catastrophe. You were supposed to be
able to tell layers from the
non-layers by the color of
their combs, but sometimes
that method didn’t work. The
chickens were killed, dunked
up and down in hot water,
then the feathers were pulled
out. Feathers were put to dry
and made into pillows or
feather beds. Sometimes
there was fried chicken but
more often, baked or boiled

chicken. Boiled chicken
would have dumplings or
noodles, baked chicken
would have a rich, cornbread
and onion dressing.
Clearing the land was tedious, slow, and a never-ending task. The work was back
breaking and was done each
day. Most of the sagebrush
was cleared by the use of
grubbing hoes. Somewhere
on the Tracy homestead was a
spring or well, my memory
says spring, but I am not sure.
Guy bought a small mailorder house, which had real
windows. Glass windows
were a luxury. We all thought
that house was a mansion.
Years later Bob and I went
to the house and looked in the
window. I don’t know where
everybody stayed it was so
small. In my memory it was
large, filled with laughing
people and room for everyone.
Everyone worked from
morning until night. Water
was carried by buckets full,
for both domestic use and for
livestock.
Grandma insisted on
cleanliness. Clothes were
washed on a wash board,
hung out to dry, and then
ironed with flat irons, which
were kept warm on the
kitchen stove. To test the iron
you licked one finger then
touched it to the iron, if it sizzled it was ready.
Mother told us wonderful
stories about Guy. Mother
had always been big for her
age and she became a large
woman. She was very selfconscious about her size.
Aunt Lil, her only sister, was
a beautiful girl. Her nickname
was Beaut, which was short
for Beauty. Guy seemed to
have made a special effort to
make mother feel loved. He’d
hold her hand and walk with
her, told her fanciful made up
stories and would sing silly
little songs.
Kelly was a thinker and
the quiet one. Ralph was the
problem child, completely
charming but always up to
mischief. Charley was the
baby and was the practical
joker. He told stories about
how he hung the stars and the
moon out at night. He told me
how bears could hibernate
without eating. (They bit a
hole in their paw, curled up,
and sucked out the fat they’d
acquired from eating a lot
during the summer.) It made
sense to me until I made a report on bears during high
school biology class. I was
laughed out of the room. He
told Guyrene a story about
tadpoles and frogs. She became a schoolteacher and
told her class about tadpoles.
Her principal confronted her,
and asked her where she got
that information…Again,
Uncle Charley.
Kelly married late in life
to a woman that was nowhere
equal in intelligence. Her
name was Ethel Fox. They
did not have any children. He
was a comforter to all of his
nieces and nephew. Kelly
died of cancer. He was an old
man, but his last instructions
were to put him as close to
Dad (Guy) as possible.
Ralph married a woman
named Gertie who had a son
named Harold and Ralph and
Gertie had a little girl named
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Naomi Beth. They divorced
and Gertie moved back to
Kansas. All of the family
grieved for Naomi. We didn’t
see her again until she was
grown. She’d been told so
many bad things about Ralph
that it took some time for her
to accept him. After he became an old man he told me
about sitting on his front
porch with Naomi. She told
him she was glad she’s gotten
to know him. He told her how
he’d missed her and how glad
he was that she had.
Ralph’s second wife was
Francis who had a daughter
named Lorraine. Ralph and
Francis had two boys, Bobby
and Harold. Lorraine mixed
with the Tracy family easily
but the boys always were
aloof. After they were grown
they left and made no effort
to contact any of the family.
I’ve already told you that
Aunt Lil married Roy Retherford and they had two girls,
just like in our family.
Charley married a sweet
Mormon schoolmarm named
Inez Jackson. They had three
sons and three daughters. The
boys are Guy, Allan and Pat.
The girls are Carol, Luanne
and Kathy. All of Charley and
Aunt Inez’s kids are very dear
to me. Their home was one of
the most pleasant homes that
I ever visited, each one made
an effort to make visitors
welcome.
The home of Guy and
Kate was much the same
way. Before paved highways
people stopped at farmhouses
for food and shelter. Many of
the old timers told me about
timing their journeys so they
would be at the Tracy home
for meals or at night. Everyone carried bedrolls which
were blankets rolled up together. Sometimes there
would be a tarp on the outside. These bedrolls would be
taken into the farmhouse and
the traveler would sleep on
the floor.
If I could describe my
Tracy family in one word it
would be VOICE. Wonderful
rich laughter, singing voices,
and welcoming smiles. They
made a wonderful contribution to my life and I thank
God for giving me them.
Grandma Tracy was quick
to judge, she always said I
was a Barrett and Ardith the
Tracy. When mother died
Dad sat me down and told me
that all Grandma had of Opal
was Ardith and I and that he
expected me to care for her
the way my mother would
have done. This I did as did
Bob. It was not a chore – it
was a pleasure. I think
mother would have been
proud.
One day when Grandma
was very old she reached out
and took my hand and told
me that she appreciated me.
Does that sound like a small
thing? It was not. It was monumental coming from
Grandma.
Negative experiences are
teachers too. I learned never
to favor one child over another in a family or to make a
pet out of one in the classroom.
My paternal Grandfather,
Michael Thomas Barrett, deliberately tried to cover his
Continued on page 16
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tracks. He was most likely in
this country illegally and he
was a deserter from the
British army. Research shows
a Michael Thomas Barrett
born October 1, 1859 in Limerick Asherton. We always
thought that he was born in
County Cork. This man’s father was Thomas and his
mother was Ellen Cahill.
Granddad’s first daughter
was named Ellen so we think
this was our Michael
Thomas.
I talked to Father McGuiness about any records that
may exist about my Irish ancestors. He said Irish
Catholics were considered
about like dogs and unless
local parishes kept their own
books that it was hard to find
a Catholic ancestor.
Granddad was Irish
Catholic. He had been trained
to be a Master Carpenter and
was unwillingly made to
fight in the hated British
Wars. Irish boys were expendable, you know. He
fought with courage for nine
years and received medals
for valor but his hatred for
the Limies, as he called the
British, remained with him
for the rest of his life.
Somehow he got to Oklahoma. Since Granddad never
talked much about his old life
we don’t know a great deal.
While he was in Oklahoma
he met and married my
Grandmother, a small blackeyed girl named Katherine
Evelyn Rockwell. Mike was
very handsome and very personable with impeccable
manners. They must have
been a nice looking couple.
Kate (as she was called) converted to Catholicism and all
of her babies were baptized
Catholic.
Mike’s skills as a carpenter were in much demand and
life should have been good
for them. However, Granddad was what was called a
periodic drunkard. He’d go
for months without a drink
then slip and wouldn’t stop
until he’d spent every penny
they had and sold everything
he could.
Once he sold their milk
cow. Can you imagine what a
disaster that was to Grandma
with a house full of little
kids? That was milk, cream,
butter, and spending money.
When Dad told me about it
he said that when they came
to get the cow that Ma cried.
Granddad and Grandma
eventually had twelve children, three sets of twins. A
baby boy and a baby girl that
were named Earl and
Gertrude died in infancy.
Grandma always wondered if
there was something she
could have done to save
them. She raised ten children
to be grown, all healthy and
well adjusted.
All five of Mike’s sons
were very much alike. All
handsome, all soft-spoken,
and courteous as was he. He
taught them all to carpenter
and all of them had that skill
to fall back on when jobs in
other fields were scarce. He
was a stern and meticulous
instructor. Everything had to
be done perfectly and was to
be done over until it was
done right. I remember being
a small child and listening to
my Barrett men visit. They
all sounded alike, laughed
alike, and I felt so safe with
them.
My Grandmother, Katherine Evelyn Rockwell Barrett
was one of the special delights of my life. She taught
me, she loved me, she counseled me, and she laughed
with me.
She was also my doctor.
When I was a toddler Dad’s
vision started fading. It got

Ramona Johnson - continued
so bad that he could not see
me on the floor. His brothers
led him into a medical doctor’s office. Dr. Caulkins,
who wanted to remove one of
Dad’s eyes to save the other
one. Dad refused and went to
a chiropractor that found a
nerve pressing on the wrong
place. He corrected the problem by manipulation and
Dad’s vision returned. After
that the only persons that
Dad would trust with his girls
were he and Grandma.
Grandma’s father (Pa) was
named Frank Rockwell and
he had been a medic in the
Union Army in the Civil war.
Grandma always said Pa had
a healing touch. He taught
Grandma and her brother,
Frank, to heal by rubbing
with herbs. Grandma had a
remedy for everything. I’ve
gone with her to pick the
weeds, as I thought they
were, but I don’t remember
what we got or what she did
with them.
In the spring we would
pick Lamb’s Quarters which
she’d cook like spinach. She
said we needed it to purify
the blood. It actually tasted
very good and that was one
blood purifying that I looked
forward to.
She also made us drink
Senna Tea and no amount of
sugar or milk could make
that taste good. But drink it
we did because Grandma
said we needed it.
She made poultices out of
mustard, cough medicine out
of Rock and Rye, worked on
the back for congestion in the
lungs. She’d look at a baby
with a steady, almost hypnotic stare then say, that baby
needs a drink of water, that
baby has clothes binding
somewhere, whatever the
problem she was always
right.
Grandma’s mother was
Indian, a deep disgrace in
those days. She gave up all
her Indian rights and so successfully erased all of the
records that we may use to
prove Indian blood that many
have tried but none succeeded in tracing her. We
think that she was Cherokee/Choctaw but who
knows? Her last name was
Ellis and her granddaughter,
Kate, did not like her at all.
Grandma said she would
holler to her Grandma’s
mother, Sara Evelyn Ellis
Rockwell and urge her to
come over and set a spell and
leave the children at home.
That was not exactly welcoming to a little girl. It must
have hurt her deeply as she
was still mad some seventy
years later.
To understand why it was
an embarrassment to have an
Indian ancestor you have to
project yourself to that day
and time.
When the white man
started moving to the west he
first had to remove the various Indian tribes from land
that the Indians occupied.
The white man wanted this
same land for himself. The
Indians did not surrender
their homes easily. They
fought back.
Their methods of fighting
were brutal. They committed
the worst atrocities imaginable and were greatly feared.
This brutality resulted in the
name of “savages.”
But the lure of land of his
own called to a type of white
man who was willing to risk
his life for that land. Many
died and they died horribly. A
quick bullet was a kindness.
For a white woman to cohabit with an Indian voluntarily was unthinkable.
I was a puny child and
sick a lot of the time. Mother
would take me to Grandma to

Continued from page 14

stay while she worked.
Grandma and I would visit
the whole time.
Grandma told me about
going for water in a wagon
pulled by horses. Barrels
were placed inside the wagon
and the children would all
pile into the wagon and go
along for the ride. One day as
they made their way leisurely
to the spring Pa suddenly
stopped the horses, handed
the reins to one of the boys
and taking his rifle with him
he crept to the top of a hill.
He scurried back down the
hill, turned the wagon around
and scooted home. What he
had seen was a massacre of a
white family by Indians. It
was so recent that the wagon
wheels on the overturned
wagon were still turning.
After peace was declared
the Indians were free to come
and go in the little towns as
they chose. Grandma and her
brothers and sisters were in
town when an Indian man approached her on the boardwalk. The children were
filled with great fear as they
watched him. He had a belt
made of scalps, including one
scalp of a young blond-haired
girl with braids that hung
about to his knees. As he
walked he swaggered back
and forth and made the braids
swing.
Having an Indian grandmother was easier to accept
than a male ancestor but the
way that family handled it
was to try to obliterate all
traces and not talk about it. I
wish we knew more about
her. The older Grandma got
the more Indian she looked.
She had some children who
had the same resemblance.
Grandma always called
her brothers and sisters by
their given name, preceded
by Brother or Sister, she had
Brother Frank, Brother Rupert, Brother Will, Sister
Phoebe, Sister Martha, and
Sister Mae. She was Sister
Kate, although I’ve heard her
brother, my Great uncle
Frank, call her Katie.
Barrett boys were Vol,
short for Valentine, Frank,
Bill, Mike and Buss (Alvin).
Barrett girls were Ellen, Evelyn, Letha, Kate and Thelma.
They were all ambitious and
were very nice looking. They
were popular and had many
suitors. They all loved the old
Irish songs. Saint Patrick’s
Day was as much fun as the
Fourth of July. Dad loved
“Mother Machree” and always cried when he heard it.
There is a part that says “I
kiss the dear fingers so toilworn for me. Oh God Bless
you, and keep you, Mother
Machree.” A truly beautiful
lyric.
Most all of Grandma’s
children had small families.
Vol had Bob and Fern, Frank
had Joan and Bill by his first
wife and Mike by his second.
Bill had no children, Mike
had Norma, Reba, and Bess,
Buss had Ramona and
Ardith.
Ellen had an adopted son,
C.J., Letha had Raymond and
Eunice, Kate had no children,
Thelma had Jimmie, Val
(called Son) and Pat. Then
there was Evie. She had nine
by her first husband who died

leaving her with that huge
family in the days before
welfare and social security.
She worked in laundries in
Phoenix before air conditioning as did each of her girls
when they got old enough.
She would follow harvest
machines and pick up the
missed vegetables on truck
farms, she raised her own
chickens and had a milk cow
and somehow survived. All
of her brothers and sisters
helped her as they could. As
difficult as times were for us
my mother never complained
at the pittance that we were
able to send to Aunt Evie.
Then when the kids were all
grown and on their own,
darned if she didn’t marry
again and became a new
mother of a baby girl the
same age as her grandchildren. At this time Aunt Evie
had snow-white hair, chewed
snuff and came up with a new
baby. Fortunately, she ran the
new man off before she had
any more little ones.
Aunt Letha was the fun
aunt. She was so giddy that
she kept everyone laughing in
disbelief. Once she was
shampooing her hair and
reached for the shampoo with
her eyes shut. Instead of
shampoo, she picked up a
bottle of shellac and poured it
on her head. She called the
druggist who brought her
what was needed in person as
it was one sight that he didn’t
want to miss and it could
only have happened to her.
Aunt Ellie was the gentle and
kind one. She was almost old
enough to be Dad’s mother
and was more like a second
mom to him. In those days an
adoption was hush hush and
Ellie lived in fear that C.J.
would find out that he had
been adopted. Come to find
out, he had always known
and in love had pretended
otherwise.
Aunt Kate was the glamorous one. She married a man
seven years younger than she
was and worked out an elaborate story concerning her position in the kid order. She
told him that she was one of
the younger ones. Whenever
she came around, especially
if she started putting on airs,
the conversation always
turned to age and do you remembers and then they’d
laugh as she squirmed.
Uncle Bill was Dad’s favorite
brother. When Ardith and I
were little we visited him in
Arizona. He had a pond filled
with frogs. We were entranced. He died very young
with a ruptured appendix. His
death was a source of deep
grief for Dad, as Bill had always been his protector. The
other brothers had always

teased and tormented him because he was the baby but
Bill had always defended the
little kid from the big ones.
Uncle Mike played practical
jokes and found humor in
everything. As I told you,
whenever one family
butchered they shared meat
with all the neighbors. Once
Uncle Mike butchered a
mule, took it to all the neighbors then followed up a few
days later and asked how
they liked that mule meat.
Uncle Vol found it hard to tell
the whole truth and nothing
but the truth. Whenever anyone would believe one of his
windies he would laugh and
laugh. His laugh was hearty,
from the bottom of the shoes
infectious that made him so
much fun to be around. His
name for me was Momie,
not Mommie, Momie with a
long “o.” Ardith and I loved
to play Old Maid with him.
After his first marriage ended
in divorce his kids spent a lot
of time with Grandma.
Uncle Frank was gassed in
World War I. He went from a
robust healthy man to a walking skeleton. He was never
well again. His first wife,
Ruth, died in childbirth. She
gave birth to a stillborn baby.
Uncle Frank asked the midwife if Ruth would survive.
She said they’d know in ten
days and in ten days she was
dead. Her body was filled
with poison from a dead baby
and antibiotics were unheard
of. She left Joan, age six, and
Bill age four. Again Grandma
was in the kid raising business. Frank later married a
widow woman with a boy
and a girl. His second wife
was named Ethel and they
had a boy between them
named Mike.
Aunt Thelma also had a
divorce and agin her older
two boys spent a lot of time
with Grandma. Aunt
Thelma’s youngest boy, Pat,
had cerebral palsy and never
walked. He couldn’t feed
himself and needed assistance in the bathroom. He
was the jerking kind of palsy
and he was probably one of
the most pitifully handicapped children that I have
ever seen. Whenever I see
young men and women abusing the healthy, God-given
beautiful bodies that they
have and when I think of the
jerking wretch that was Pat I
want to say, “Don’t you know
what you have?”
Aunt Thelma was Dad’s
twin. They had a special bond
between them that excluded
everyone else. I was raised
knowing that they had a psychic relationship and we took
it for granted. One day out of
the blue, Dad would say it
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was time to clean the house
good because Felma was
coming, Felma isn’t feeling
well, or Felma is upset about
something. We’d just know
that he knew. A letter? Whenever we got a letter we’d all
read it and there had been no
letter. Telephone? There were
no telephones.
Dad could not pronounce
his Th’s and his twin became
Felma and his daughter was
Arduf.
Mother attended the old
Fort Lewis college as had
Aunt Lil, and Kelly, Mother
and Aunt Lil became schoolteachers. Mother was born to
be a schoolteacher. Every
child was special to her. Her
students and their families all
called her Miss Opal. Of
course, after her marriage the
new generation said Mrs.
Barrett but many of the older
ones never called her anything but Miss Opal.
Rural schools were scattered throughout the area. It
was customary for the teacher
to room and board with a
family near the school. A
teacher was expected to have
a fire lit and the room warm
before students arrived. Janitor work was considered part
of a school teacher’s duties.
Mother had a boyfriend at
Disappointment named Neil
Bankston. Everyone took it
for granted that they would
marry.
Then Miss Opal got a job
at Peel school and found a
place to stay at the top of the
hill with a Mrs. Barrett. Little
did she know that Mrs. Barrett’s handsome young son
would change her marriage
plans and that she would become another Mrs. Barrett.
I know most of my Barrett
cousins but the ones I was
raised with were Joan, Bill,
Mike, Jimmy and Sonny.
Joan was my idol. I thought
she was so pretty, so much
fun and I wanted to be just
like her.
Grandma’s house was the
center point and we all just
gravitated to it. She made
homemade bread. Just before
the bread was ready to take
out of the oven she would put
a teakettle full of water on to
boil and when the bread was
ready she’d make a pot of
tea. We’d eat warm bread
with homemade butter and a
little sugar sprinkled on it and
drink from the pot of tea.
Wonderful food, a wonderful
Grandma and wonderful
company. There was no
greater contentment in the
world.
To be continued!
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