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West River Pioneer:
A Woman's Story,
1911-1915
Part Two
ANNA LANGHORNE WALTZ

Editors' Note: A native of Philadelphia, Anna Langhorne Waltz
came to Burke, South Dakota, as a bride in 1911. Her husband,
A. Pierce Waltz, was a Baptist missionary pastor who served
churches in Burke and Lucas and ministered to farmers and
ranchers in the surrounding area. In 1913, the young couple
bought a relinquished homestead near the town of White River in
Mellette County, and early in 1914, Anna went to live in a sod
house on the claim with her infant daughter. More than thirty
years later, Anna wrote about her experiences as the wife of a
Baptist minister and as a homesteader in western South Dakota.
Anna and Pierce Waltz's first years in South Dakota were
detailed in Part One of Anna's memoir, which appeared in the
Spring 1987 issue o/South Dakota History. In that installment
the author described her introduction to life on South Dakota's
last frontier and recorded her impressions of Burke, the people
she met at community gatherings and through her husband's
church work, and their travels by horse and buggy across the
"wild country" of western South Dakota.
When Anna Waltz arrived in South Dakota in 1911, the part of
the state that lies west of the Missouri River—once the Great
Sioux Reservation—had been open to white settlers for less than
twenty-five years. The Sioux Agreement of 1889 had opened
parts of this west river country to settlement, and between 1904
and 1913, a series of further agreements with the Sioux allowed
white settlers to purchase "surplus" reservation lands, or lands
that had not been allotted to individual Indians on the reserva-
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tions. Parts of the Rosebud Indian Reservation in west-central
South Dakota became available in 1904 and 1908, and additional
portions of the Rosebud and the Pine Ridge reservations in Bennett, Meiiette, and Washabaugh counties were opened to homesteaders in the fall of 1911.
To prevent a stampede for homestead lands, applicants were
required to register at a number of designated locations. In 1911,
registration sites were Chamberlain, Dallas, Gregory, and Rapid
City, and a drawing of lots at a ceremony held in Gregory on 24
October 1911 decided the winners. Even though the region was
not easily accessible and had been drought-stricken for two
years, nearly fifty-four thousand people applied for eight to ten
thousand homesteads.
Those whose numbers were drawn in the lottery could obtain
title to a 160-acre parcel of land under the Homestead Act To do
so, they had to live on the land for five years and pay the purchase price in installments. Many, like Anna and Pierce Waltz,
chose to "commute" the homesteading requirements by living on
the claim continuously for a shorter period of time, usually fourteen months, and paying the full price for the land upon proving
up. In this second of four installments, Anna Waltz describes the
1911 homestead drawing in Gregory, the trip to her Meiiette
County claim in 1914, and her first few months alone on the homestead.

Land Opening!
Excitement was running wild through the village and vicinity
— there was to be a land opening for homesteading! The government had decided to open another section of the Rosebud Indian
Reservation to the white man.
Upon inquiring about it, I learned that this was the section
where we had taken our trip several months ago to see the counties to the west. According to rumor, this particular location was
fine for farming and cattle, the soil in some places being of black
sandy loam, which, by agricultural analysis, is very rich and productive. It all looked so bright and promising, and many were
anxious to get a quarter-section (160 acres) in that part of the
country.
In the post office and stores and wherever there happened to
be a group of people, all the talk was "homesteads," such as.
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"Hey, you goin' to register?" or, "Got your name in the pot?"
Some of the families were going out there to the new section in
wagons to camp, hoping to get a choice piece of land —some for
themselves or for a son or daughter or, perhaps, for some relative
or friend. They had me all stirred up about it until I persuaded my
husband to give his consent to my entering my name in the drawing.' I had one chance in fifty thousand to draw a homestead and
knew it, but I thought it would be fun to try.
When the day came for the drawing, we hitched the ponies to
the little old buggy and drove to the town along the North Western railroad where the drawing was to be held.^ I hadn't seen
such a crowd since I had left the big cities of the East. There were
people from almost every state in the Union —a jumbled mass of
humanity— having arrived by horseback, railroad, covered
wagon, and even on foot. There were no facilities to care for such
an influx of people. The one small hotel was crowded beyond capacity, with folks sleeping in beds and on the floor in every room,
including the hall, dining room, and kitchen. When it was full to
overflowing, the people were taken into every little house and
shack in this tiny village. Some had come days and weeks before
the opening to secure a place to stay. Latecomers and those who
could not get a room had to resort to the wide-open spaces of the
outdoors and sleep wherever they could find a place to lie down.
Some brought tents of all descriptions, down to a homemade canvas thrown over a stick.
The whole town of about two hundred people was turned upside down and inside out, and the congestion was unbelievable. It
was reported that there were fifty thousand registered for the
two thousand homesteads.^ Of course, not all who registered
came to the drawing. Some waited at home until they were notified by the government that they had been fortunate in the draw1. Becatise of homesteading regulations, Anna Waltz, as a married woman, would
not have been able to put her own name into the drawing. Undoubtedly, she and
Pierce agreed to enter his name with the understanding that she would do the actual holding of the claim.
2. The drawing Anna Waltz is describing took place on 24-26 October 1911 in
Gregory, South Dakota.
3. The author's figures are not far off the mark. The GregoTy Times-Advocate,
26 Oct. 1911, claimed that fifty-three thousand people applied for eight thousand
homesteads. The drawing took a total of three days, and the newspaper account
suggests that two thousand names were drawn on the first day. Herbert S. Schell,
History of South Dakota, 3d ed., rev. (Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1975),
says that exactly 53,728 registrants applied for "approximately ten thousand homesteads" (p. 255).
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ing and were given the privilege of homesteading a hundred and
sixty acres of this prairie land. However, many thousands who
were overly anxious and some curiosity-seekers were right on
the spot for the drawing. Under the existing circumstances, this
great mass of people coming into this small town caused a number of peculiar situations — some comical, others not so funny,
while still others were in the form of a tragedy.
Some smart alecks who thought they could run the town,
because they could drink more than the other fellow or because
they had flashed in from some big city, thought they were the
high and mighty and caused no end of trouble. There was a large
number of deputized sheriffs, but coping with the situations as
they would arise was a difficult problem —there were many simultaneous gambling difficulties and rows.
The railroad had run several special trains to this town, but
even with the extras it took several days for the crowd to disperse. Some went back to their homes disappointed, while others
went back to make preparations to return to this reservation to
make it their home. Still others planned to return and live the required number of months simply to be eligible for title to the
land.
I did not draw a number and was not concerned about it, but
several days later I was notified that there was some land farther
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west that had not been claimed by anyone and that I could homestead it if I chose/ Here was my chance to become a homesteader,
so I chose to do it.
Many, after seeing the wilderness where they would be required to live for at least fourteen months, did not have the courage to stick with it and so let the land go back to the government.
Others were then given permission to locate on this relinquished
land. Because my husband could not go with me, I knew I would
have to live alone out there in that desolate prairie country that
no one else wanted; but since coming out West I had developed a
little of the spirit of adventure, so I decided to try it when the
time came.
We were not required to go on the land immediately but were
given a certain number of months grace to prepare for the
change. But if you were not on the ground when your time was
up, you forfeited the right to the land. Some were anxious to go—
and did go —as soon as they could because then they could "prove
up" and get title to the land sooner. However, I intended to put
off going until my time of grace was entirely up, which would give
me a longer time to decide and make plans. How little did I know
what was before me!
Time passed, and in a few months we knew we were to have a
little one in the home. Because of the seriousness of my condition,
my parents in the East persuaded me to come back home to have
the baby. This I did because of the expert medical care I could
receive and to be with all my loved ones again. Thus, our little
baby girl was born in one of the large cities of the East. We
named her Dorothy Hope and called her our "Hope of the
Prairie," which she indeed proved to be. I returned to the West
when our baby was three months old.^
4. Anna Waltz has condensed the time sequence here. While she, or probably
Pierce, may indeed have entered the lottery in October 1911, she would not have
found out about unclaimed lands until close to a year later. Winners of the October
1911 drawing had five months to select their homestead sites, and not until early
April 1912 could they begin to file for their chosen locations. They then had until 1
October 1912 to take up residence on their quarter-sections of land. Thus, it would
have been at least the first of October 1912, a year after the drawing, before the
Waltzes would have been allowed to file on relinquished or unclaimed quarter sections. "Opening of Pine Ridge and Rosebud Lands, 1911," South Dakota Historical
Collections 11 (1922): 549-51; Winner Advocate, 26 Sept. 1912.
5. Anna went to stay with her sister in Tacoma Park, Maryland, and her daughter, Dorothy Hope Waltz, was born on 30 September 1913 in Washington, D.C. Instead of returning to Burke, Anna rejoined Pierce in Deadwood, South Dakota,
where he had been called in her absence to serve as pastor at First Baptist Church.
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I knew having the baby would now complicate homesteading
and often debated about going through with it, but somehow I felt
the urge to finish what I had started out to do. Because of existing conditions, we had applied for an extended time of grace
before going out on the homestead, and it was granted.
When "Dot" was six months old, I bade farewell to the only civilization I would know for many months, and we started on the
journey to the homestead.

To the Homestead
We had postponed going out to the homestead until our time of
grace was almost up, which necessitated our going the latter part
of February. For some time we had been buying supplies, such as
cases of canned goods, canned milk, flour, sugar, tea, and many
other essential provisions so that my pantry shelves would be
well stocked for a long time.
There were many extra things that had to be taken now
because of the baby. We packed for several days and finally had
everything in readiness for the journey. One of our friends drove
us to the railroad, where we boarded the train and rode to the end
of the line. We reached the end, which was still many miles distant from the village closest to our homestead, only to learn that
there had been a big snowstorm earlier in the week. The trails
were blocked in many places so that when we reached the White
River we would have to ride for a number of miles on its frozen
waters.
When we left the train very early in the morning, we found an
old Ford auto stage just ready to leave for the inland village
where we were going. We talked with the driver and persuaded
him to take us out with him. He told us the trails were in terrible
shape from the recent snow —they would get them cleared, then
the wind would blow the snow back again so that it was a constant hindrance to travel. This stage carried the mail to the inland village, and we knew that if anyone would get through, he
would. He told us the ride of ten miles or more on the frozen river
was a dangerous one and wanted us to know it before we started.
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Even though I dreaded this trip, it was the only solution to getting to the homestead in time. Another passenger, a man, was
being taken to the village, so there were five of us in the car with
all our luggage, making quite a load.
As was reported, the trails were terrible, and many times the
three men would have to get out and shovel the snow off the trail
before we could go on. It was toward evening when the driver
turned the car off the trail and slid down the bank onto the ice on
the river. The cracking of the crust of ice that had formed during
the thaw and freeze of the day was most terrifying. I held baby
close, all huddled up in many layers of blankets, and prayed that
we would not break through the main bed of ice.
It was growing dark, and the crackling of the ice continued for
the entire distance on the river. Sometimes terrific and thin, at
times not so bad, but always a "crack-crack," as if we were surely
going all the way through. The Ford's black side curtains flopping
in the wind added to the noise. Then came the time to pull off the
river. Off we would go for a short distance, then slide right back
on again with a big crash. I begged to get out and walk up the
bank, but the wind was blowing at such a gale, twirling the loose
snow in perfect whirlwinds, that it was hard to find the track. So,
I was advised to remain in the stage. By the time we had actually
made it up the bank and onto good old earth, I was almost a nervous wreck.
We pulled into the little town and were fortunate to get a bed
at the only lodging place there. I put baby to sleep in the little
basket bed in which she had done all her traveling except while
she was in my arms when we were driving down the river. We
then tumbled into bed, not knowing whether it was comfortable
or not, thoroughly exhausted from the strain of the trip.
The next day our time of grace was at an end, and we still had a
number of miles to go. George Waltz, my husband's brother, had
a homestead out in the section where we were going and would be
our nearest neighbor.^ He met us in town to take us out to his
place. The ride out there in the open wagon was not a very comfortable one, with the wind and snow blowing in every direction. I
put baby's basket in the bottom of the wagon close to the driver's
seat and huddled close to it, holding a blanket over her head.

6. Apparently, the two Waltz families, along with an unmarried sister named
Elizabeth, were planning to use their land jointly to raise cattle. They took claims
in the same area, but Elizabeth Waltz remained only a short time before returning
to the East. George and his family, who stayed the longest, eventually left as well.
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When we reached George's place, his wife, Ruth, took our baby
and removed all the layers of blankets I had wrapped her in,
made her comfortable, and insisted that we stay with them until
our place could be made comfortable and warm for the baby.
George and Ruth had two children, Eleanor, a girl of seven, and
Foster, a boy of five, and lived in a two-room dugout on their
homestead. They proved to be the most wonderful neighbors anyone could have anywhere, and I grew very fond of them. When
my husband had come out to the homestead the previous fall to
build some kind of shelter for baby and me, they were so generous in lending him their horses and wagon to haul the needed lumber and helped him many times with his difficult tasks.
Their house, or rather the place in which they lived, was dug
back into a small bank about twelve feet and extended about
twenty four feet across the front facing south. This exposure
gave them plenty of sunshine during the winter months. They
lived this way for several reasons: it was economical, it was
warmer in the winter and cooler in the summer, and there was no
fear of the wind blowing it to pieces. Also, they knew it was only a
temporary dwelling, so they made the best of it, as many did out
in this wilderness.
Our next move was to get to the homestead before night to
prove we were on the place in time to retain the right to homestead. George and Ruth offered to care for the baby and, in fact,
urged us to leave her with them and to take their horses and
wagon to drive the remainder of the way because of the snow. It
was only a couple of miles farther on, but there was a canyon between, and this made it much farther to travel because we had to
drive around some of the steep places.
While I was back east when the baby came, my husband took a
vacation, came out here, and built us a soddie in which to live out
our homestead days. When he told me we were to live in a soddie,
I drew a deep breath, not knowing what to expect. After seeing
some of the places where folks lived out here, I wondered how
they could even exist. The few homestead shacks that we had
passed on the way out looked like folks had set up an empty piano
box and let it go at that. One person would fill such places up and,
once inside, would have to back out. These, I learned later, were
occupied by young men or bachelors.
When we drove up over the rim of the canyon, I could see the
soddie a short distance away, perched right on the canyon's rim.
It looked so strange and lonely there, silhouetted against the sky,
that I became quite fainthearted about this whole business of
homesteading out here alone, just me and the baby. This was the
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first time I had seen where my homestead was located. No wonder, I thought, that no one had taken this land. I had thought
when I first came West that I had surely come to the wilderness,
but this location —oh my! —it was a wilderness within a wilderness. This was indeed an extreme contrast to life in a big city!
As we drove nearer, I noticed prairie grass growing out from
the sod of the house, giving it the appearance of a man badly in
need of a shave, I remarked about it, and my husband informed
me that the grass would soon die, and the looks would be much
improved, even as he when he shaves.
We sat in the wagon for some time, talking about the soddie
and how he had built it. You see, I was trying to postpone going
inside as long as I could because it looked so peculiar from the

Lfc Waiu worked to make improvements
on tke homestead during his infrequent visits.

outside that I dreaded the shock of going in. I said, "Let's sit out
here while you tell me just how you went about building a structure like this." And this was the story.
First, you stake out the size of the building desired. Then you
plow up a furrow of prairie sod and cut it into pieces in a size convenient to handle. These pieces of sod are then placed one on top
of the other, somewhat like the laying of bricks. The grass serves
as a binder instead of cement. The walls of our soddy were made
two feet thick and built up seven feet high. Then the roof was put
on, the lumber for this having been hauled from the railroad
seventy miles away. My husband dug down in the ground about
six inches before putting the floor down and built a sill for the
door at about the same height of six inches from the level of the
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ground outside. One had to step up and then down when entering,
but this would make it much warmer in the winter, and nothing
could get under the soddie. I noticed a low mound close to the soddie and asked what it was, and he said he would explain that later,
as he was getting cold and wanted to go in and make a fire.
When we came closer, I saw that the roof extended several feet
beyond the sod across the front, like a side eave. This, my husband told me, was the "front porch." Well, it didn't look much like
a porch to me, just an extension of the roof, but I was soon to
learn what a fine protection it was from the morning sun in the
summer when I opened the door. The soddie faced the east.
I stood a short distance from the door for awhile and looked in
every direction. On every side was a canyon, except toward the
west, where sky and land seemed to come together in a fond embrace. I asked my husband how he had selected the site, and he
told me he had walked all over the place to find what he thought
would be suitable. Knowing my fondness for being able to see a
long distance, he had selected this particular place on the
canyon's rim, where I could see for miles and miles in every direction. He surely succeeded in giving me a view, if you could call a
seemingly endless expanse of prairie and sky a view.
Well, the time had come when I must go inside. My husband unlocked the door and stepped aside for me to enter. How can I express my feelings in words? I was absolutely dumbfounded! I
gasped and looked around and could hardly believe the sight that
met my eyes. That marvelous husband of mine had plastered the
walls and painted them a soft ivory!
"Where on earth did you get the plaster?" I asked.
"While I was digging the sod to build," he replied, "I noticed a
certain kind of clay and experimented with it and discovered
that, when mixed with a certain amount of sand, it would harden
after it dried. I smoothed the sod off on the inside and applied this
plaster, and it worked fine."
So our soddie, except for lumber, nails, windows, and a few fixtures, was built from the products of our place. And that was not
all. He had brought some furniture and "fixin's" he thought I
would like and had arranged for everything in such a splendid
way that it was almost unbelievable.
There were a few small rugs in the one room and linoleum on
the kitchen floor. Yes, there were two rooms to our soddie. My
husband had built it fourteen by twenty-four feet, with one room
fourteen feet square and the other fourteen by ten feet. The partition had been made by tacking some plain gray lining material
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over a partition frame built out about three feet from each side
wall. The remaining space was a wide doorway without a door. In
one corner of what we will call the "front room," or the "west
room," there was a really truly clothes closet, made from a few
pieces of leftover lumber with green denim tacked around it and
with a shelf inside. Back of the kitchen door, which was our only
entrance, was a cupboard of plain boards; it, too, was covered
with a green denim curtain. This was to be my china closet and
pantry combined.
There were windows on every side except toward the east
where the door was; and to overcome that, my husband had put a
fourteen-by-eighteen-inch piece of glass in the door so that I could
see out in every direction. Such luxury! Could it be possible, or
was I dreaming? Why, it was the best residence I had seen in this
wild country. I had such a thrill exploring every nook and corner.
I asked him how he had done so much and finished it in such elegance. He said, first, by hard work, and then, he was building it
for me and the baby and wanted to make it the very finest possible. He had made several trips out here while I was away, once
with lumber and tools and, after the roof was on, with some furniture and many other household working tools such as washtubs,
dishpan, buckets, and rain barrel. He had even brought a little express wagon for me to take baby riding. This was no place for a
baby buggy, for it would be impossible to push it more than a few
feet from the soddie because of the rough ground. Also, I could
leave the wagon outside in sun or rain, and it wouldn't be ruined.
Oh yes, my busband had thought of almost everything.
Well, I really had been given the surprise of my life inside that
soddie —it looked so homey I was ready to move right in. I told
him what a grand and wonderful man he was to fix things so comfortable for us. Before leaving, we built a fire in each stove and
banked them with fuel for the night so that it would be warm
when we came back with the baby in the morning. We had a prayer of dedication and went outside.
I had another surprise when we went out. The mound that I
had seen before going inside was a cave! This was dug about six
feet down in the ground and was similar to a basement under a
house, except, of course, the walls were dirt, as was the floor.
There were wooden steps leading down into it, which, I understood later, were a real luxury because most caves out here had
steps dug into the earth. These would get very slippery during a
rain, so mine were made of wood.
In case of a tornado or a bad storm, I was to go to the cave with
the baby and stay until it was over. This would be a fine protec-
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Anna Waltz poses with her daughter Dorothy and her dog
Rover in front of the sod house on her homestead claim.

tion during the violent storms of this country. It also proved a
blessing in many ways later on. To the south, close to the canyon,
was a nice wire clothesline where I could hang baby's clothes in
the sunshine. Out from the door about thirty feet was a hitching
post, and close to the soddie under a homemade wooden water
trough and spout was a rain barrel. It was all quite deluxe.
A little beyond the clothesline was a tiny frame "necessary"
shack. I could see out in every direction from here, too, even
though there were no windows, but we won't go into that.
Everything was complete! I had come to the realization that
there was much more to this homesteading than simply being
given permission by the government to acquire a title to 160
acres with fourteen months of residence. After procuring the
right to "prove up," as it is called by the homesteaders, there is
the problem of building a place to live. There are absolutely no
roads, only Indian trails; no fences; no trees except along the
river and these mostly scrawny cottonwoods; no shelter of any
kind, just the vast expanse of land and sky stretching out in endless distance, broken only by canyons here and there —only the
virgin prairie with which to start.
Many who came out here thinking they would have a life of
ease soon discovered their mistake. It takes good plain unadulter-
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ated strong courage and plenty of hard work to attempt to wrest
a living from this raw prairie country. This is truly a land of Indians, coyotes, prairie dogs, rattlesnakes, sage brush, and tumbleweed. The ground is the same as it has been for hundreds of
years, with acres and acres where no human foot has ever trod.
Even with the so-called gift of 160 acres of this land, I feel that
the government is much indebted to these courageous homesteaders for developing this wilderness.
As we were driving back in the wagon, I was thinking of many
things that would have to be worked out before my husband
would leave, such as drinking water, milk for the baby, mail, and a
number of other things necessary to everyday living.
When we reached our neighbors, the evening meal was already
on the table. Baby had been taken care of and put to bed in her little basket, so we all sat down to eat. After the meal, we sat
around discussing the many problems connected with homesteading. The first was that of drinking water — how and where I would
get it. George said they had dug a well, but the water was no good
for domestic use because of its strong alkali content. Ruth said it
was impossible to wash anything in it because of a thick scum
that would settle on the clothes and dishes. So the water we could
use had to be hauled in barrels from the Little White River, over
ten miles away. George and Ruth said they would bring some for
me every time they went for it. At the present time, they had a
little more than they needed so let us have some until more could
be hauled. This we were very glad to accept, even though we did
not know how long it had been since the water had been hauled.
Well, the weather was cold, and I knew I would boil the water
before using it to drink, so I didn't go into too much detail.
Then there was the milk for baby —another problem. I had
been forbidden by the doctor to nurse my baby so had to depend
on cow's milk, which seemed to agree with her perfectly. But
where could we get cow's milk out here? George and Ruth did not
have a cow at this time and were using canned milk. However,
George said that there were some folks down along the creek bottoms, very clean people, who had a fine cow and that he would go
there and get milk for me every other day. George and Ruth
would be getting their own cow in a few weeks, and then they
would supply me.
About the mail —George said he went to the village about once
or twice a month, sometimes oftener when the weather was good,
and he would be glad to bring my mail to me. It seemed like a terrible imposition to accept so many favors, and we offered to pay
them for all these services, but they said others had been kind to
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them when they came out here —especially the folks on the creek
bottoms —and that homesteaders were supposed to help each
other.
The next morning, we took our luggage and crates of food over
to the soddie and unpacked and arranged everything for the
greatest convenience. Dear little Dot seemed to enjoy her new
home and laughed and jabbered at everything. We had a stove in
each room —a small heating stove in the west room and the range
in the kitchen —which made it very comfortable. The fuel was
hauled and dumped outside, close to the soddie where it would be
handy for me. There would be enough to last until spring, which I
hoped was not far off.
It was such fun getting our first meal in the soddie. We had to
hunt for everything, but it turned out fine. The water situation
was strange, though. We had a box covered with zinc, with a
water pail on it and a dipper in the water —this was called a sink.
One more necessary plan had to be made, and that was my
means of travel. My husband talked it over with George, and arrangements were made for my husband to bring our buggy and
ponies out here, and George would take care of them for their
use. We had no shelter for the ponies on our place, and George
had a large dugout barn where he said he could care for them
nicely. This was satisfactory all around, because I knew nothing
about the care of the ponies. All I knew was bow to drive them
and, even then, very little about that.
Then we set up a code of signals between George and Ruth's
place and ours. We were to put up a high pole, and on this would
be a large white flag or sheet. If I needed help in a hurry, I was to
run the flag up to the top of the pole. Then we planned for other
signals, like when I wanted to use the ponies and buggy or when I
was out of water or milk, etc. I also had a whistle, but it was loud
enough to carry across the canyon only when the wind was in that
direction, so it was not dependable.

Alone on the Claim
In two days, my husband left. George came over early in the
morning to take him to the village, where he would catch the
stage to the railroad. When the wagon disappeared from view, I
had a sickish feeling at the pit of my stomach. I was truly scared
of my bargain but would not let myself be beaten into defeat.
Here I was at last, a lonely homesteader.
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The first evening, George and Ruth and the children drove
over, for they knew how lonely I would be. They came in the early
evening and stayed until dark, which eased the situation a great
deal for my first night alone on the prairie. How fine it was for
them to be so thoughtful.
Let me say right here that if it had not been for these wonderful neighbors, I could never have stayed —not even one week —
after my husband left.
George was telling me who my other neighbors were. He said
that toward the south a mile or more over the canyon were two
neighbors and homesteaders. Their places were tucked between
the canyons on the creek bottoms. Ruth said they were fine people—Art and Hilma Mountain, with a young son about four years
old, and Noble and Maud Wickland. Four miles to the west was
Castaway, an Indian. To the north and northwest, no one was
near enough to know or hear about. Because the government had
granted this land to the west and north to the Indians, it remained in its original state of prairie and buffalo grass, unimproved. To the east were George and Ruth and a few scattered
homesteaders, mostly bachelors. They said it was ten miles along
Pine Creek trail to the village, and they passed two places on the
way —those of Bear Heels and Standing Eik, both Indians.
My brother-in-law also informed me that the butte not far from
my soddie toward the east was a hangout for coyotes, and they
called it Coyote Butte. Happy information! Well, it looked to me
like I would indeed be very much alone and "queen of all I surveyed." I was not much thrilled over being queen in that fashion.
George and Ruth and the children went home, and when the darkness enveloped the wagon and its occupants, I felt smothered
with loneliness! I took the lantern off the hook outside the soddie
and went inside. In the flicker of the lamplight, everything
seemed to glare at me as if to say, "You would do this, wouldn't
you. Now you are here alone with only the baby."
Baby had been in her bed for some time, so I decided I would
get ready and jump into bed, too. I loosened my braids and was
brushing my hair when, just outside the door, there was a terrible wail that almost froze my blood. I sat down on a chair close-by
and felt limp —I could hear my heart beating loudly. I kept very
still for a few minutes; then, off in the distance, I heard an
answering howl and wail that was not new to me and realized that
it was coyotes. I had never heard them quite so close before.
Would I have to hear this every night with Coyote Butte so close?
Oh, how could I stand it! I would rather hear almost anything
than the howling and wailing of coyotes, except maybe the
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screech of a wildcat. It kept up on into the night, and I kept sitting up on into the night. Occasionally I would go over to baby's
bed to see if she were all right and covered. She was sleeping
peacefully and serenely with her two little fat arms thrown up
over her head, oblivious to the coyote wailing or anything else.
I leaned over her bed and whispered, "Baby dear, just you and
me out here all alone in this desolate place. You will have to help
mother stick it out." She squirmed a little, then the sweetest
smile came on her darling little face as if to assure me that everything would be all right. What a pleasant dream she must have
had to give such a smile. I was so thankful for her and then reminded myself: Always there is a Presence with me. I must not
forget that God is everywhere.
The howling was getting dimmer as the coyotes moved on over
to another canyon. Finally, through sheer exhaustion, I lay back
on the bed, and before I was aware of anything, the light was coming through the window. I had slept the remainder of the night
fully clothed and had burned most of the oil in the lamp.
The new day brought with it an entirely new way of living for
me. I felt that, after all, I had assumed a tremendous responsibility in bringing the baby out into this wilderness with no one close
to call on if anything should happen! Were I entirely alone, I
would have had only myself to think of and to protect, but with
the baby here it would be a much more difficult proposition. The
many things that could happen kept running through my mind,
and I doubted the wisdom in promoting this setup. There was no
doctor closer than forty miles, no telephone, nothing but the signal code between me and my neighbors — if they were there to see
it.
I went outside and broke the thin ice that had formed on top of
the barrel and dipped some water for my morning freshening and
some to warm for baby's bath. I didn't fully realize how scarce
water was so dipped plenty of it. I was soon to learn that it was
quite a different matter to use water that came from a faucet in
abundance than it was when it had to be hauled in barrels from
the river ten miles away.
The morning was cold but clear, with the sun shining on the
snow making an added brightness. I looked off in every direction,
but there was nothing but snow-covered prairie as far as I could
see. I was thinking how terribly alone I was, when just then I
heard a little baby voice squealing from inside the soddie. I went
in feeling truly thankful that she was there to break the loneliness. She was such a happy baby that I couldn't stay blue with
her around. One has no idea what a wonderful help she was to me
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in passing the time. A six-month-old baby demands a great deal of
time —the bathing, washing, and feeding, which, any young
mother knows, take up most of the morning. I let it take up all of
the morning for me. There was no rush or hurry— the whole day
was mine, so I could do everything there was to be done in a leisurely way. Most of my time, I knew, would be devoted to Dot
because I loved to take care of her.
About eleven o'clock, George came over with the milk and
brought the two children. Baby was delighted to see the children
and squealed as loud as she could. It made us all laugh, she was so
earnest in her appreciation of their presence. George said that
anytime I would like to have the children come and play with the
baby, I should send up a signal and he would be glad to bring
them over and leave them for a while. I thanked him most heartily and said I certainly would be glad to have them whenever he
and Ruth could spare them to me. I loved children, and their coming would be grand for me, too.
With all the duties for baby taking so much time, the days were
not too lonely, but when she was tucked in bed early and the
night came on with the howls of the coyotes, it was hard to escape
that awful feeling of aloneness.
In three weeks, my husband returned, bringing the ponies and
buggy and another addition of a fine shepherd dog. As was previCaring for "Dot, " shown here in her wagon, helped
Anna Waltz pass the time on her isolated homestead.
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ously arranged, the ponies and buggy were left at his brother's
place for care. The dog we named Rover, and he proved to be a
real comfort to me many times.
I did not tell my husband how desperately lonely I had been
these past three weeks, which already seemed like three months
to me. I was afraid he would insist that I go back with him. I did
not tell him of any of the hardships but laughed it off when he
would mention what he thought was hard for me. Oh, if only he
couid be with me all the time, it would make such a difference, but
I knew that could not be.
"Oh, well," I said, "you'll come out as often as you can to see us,
and that will be grand to look forward to."
He looked at me in a strange way and said, "I certainly hate to
tell you this, but because of my transfer to Deadwood, I'm afraid I
won't be able to come here again for a long time —perhaps not
until fall when I get my vacation."
I felt sunk! But I was not going to make it any harder for both
of us by letting him see how badly I felt. It was rather hard for me
to talk right then, so I went to the kitchen to get baby's milk
ready. He came out and put his arms around me and said, "Things
have taken a different angle from what we had planned, so I think
you and baby had better go back with me."
"Oh," I said, "after all your hard work here of putting up this
soddie and getting things in such fine shape?"
We talked it over for some time and concluded that if I really
wanted to stay (which, down in my heart, I didn't want to do but
would not let him know) we would plan that way. But if I should
change my mind and want to give it up, I was to send him word
immediately, and he would come for us.
We had three glorious days together, then he left as before.
Only this time I would not be expecting him to come again for
many months. I tried hard not to think too far into the future
because when I did I became very unhappy. I shall take this one
day at a time, I thought. But, oh, the days dragged out so long
after he left, with nothing to look forward to but the monotony of
the same tasks day after day and the long lonely nights of coyote
howling.
Then came April with sun and rain, mostly rain this year,
which kept my rain barrel full most of the time. This was a great
convenience for me in washing baby's things, and it eased the
need for hauling water from the river. I kept the drinking water
that was hauled in a separate container —a new five-gallon oil
can. This I always put down in the cave where the temperature
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was a little cooler. Nothing could get into the can with the top and
spout cover screwed on tight, and it was easy to pour the water
into another container.
We had to learn many ways and means for lots of things out
here. The stores were few and far (miles and miles) between, so
there was no running to the store at will for even the most necessary articles. We had to learn to substitute in so many cases that
I think we became more familiar with substitutes than the real
articles. Anyway, the store in the village seldom carried anything
but the absolute ordinary necessities and sometimes ran out of
those just when one needed them most.
After several disappointing trips of ten miles to the village
store and ten miles back, we learned which day the stage was expected to come out from the railroad and would plan to go when it
was scheduled to arrive — if we didn't lose track of the days. Thus,
we saved many extra trips and much disappointment. Sometimes
Ruth and I and baby would go to the village with the ponies and
buggy. Then, other times, George and their children would go,
always getting supplies for both families. George and Ruth were
very faithful and, realizing my loneliness, would come over as
often as they could and bring the children. Then, many times,
they would drive over and take baby and me back with them to
spend the day. It was truly a lifesaver for me to know I would
have someone to talk with occasionally. Then, of course, George
brought the milk over, but he did not have much time to talk
because he was a very busy person trying to improve his homestead with no help but what Ruth could give him. Oh, I could talk
to baby and Rover, but I would get lonely for someone who could
talk with me.
One morning George and Ruth came over with the wagon and
horses and plow and wanted to know if I would like to "make" a
garden. I hardly knew what to say because this would be a new
experience for me —I had never planted a garden, and I was
rather ashamed to admit it. But Kuth, sensing my position on the
matter, quickly volunteered to come and help me put it in, and
she said she would show me how to take care of it.
We selected the place for the garden right close to the west
window of the soddie, so I could hoe and take care of it while baby
was sleeping and could hear her when she woke. George hitched
the horses to the plow and went to work getting the ground
ready. Ruth came over the next morning to show me how to plant
the seed and brought the children to play with baby while we
worked. I had never handled a hoe, and I felt like it was as big as a
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The town of White River, founded in 1911, was the center of
commerce aTui government for Mellette County homeateaders.

shovel. I was so clumsy with it that Ruth could not refrain from
laughing, but she said that I would get better if I just kept on doing it- She was so sweet about everything and so patient with my
ignorance of country life. We planted the early vegetables —lettuce, radishes, onions —and would put in other vegetables a little
later.
After the seeds were planted, I would go out very early in the
morning before baby was awake to see if they had pushed
through the g^round. I became so anxious for them to pop through
that I could hardly wait. It was a new interest, and I thoroughly
enjoyed it. I was thrilled at the appearance of each tiny blade and
watched the miracle before me with deep reverence.
One morning sometime later on, after the vegetables were up
and usable, I went out early to gather a few for lunch-1 had some
lettuce, radishes, and beets in the pan when I looked up and saw
an Indian tying his horse to the hitching post at the other side of
the soddie. I hastily put the pan down and hurried toward the
east side where the door was. Baby was still sleeping, and I didn't
have any idea why this man should want to get off his horse and
tie it. A couple of times an Indian had come to the soddie and inquired about horses —if I had seen a herd of horses in any direction—but never before had one gotten off his horse. I went
toward him before he could reach the door and greeted him. He
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looked at me rather surlily and kept walking toward the door. I
felt quite upset because I did not want him to go inside and find
that I was alone. Rover had not barked at his approach and was
sleeping peacefully on the north side of the soddie.
I said, "What is it you want? What can I do for you?" and was
answered each time with a grunt. I could get no satisfaction as to
what he wanted or why he was trying to go into my soddie. I kept
talking and asking questions, trying to divert him from going inside. He had reached! the door and was just reaching for the latch
to open it when I shouted very loudly, "Oh, look!" and pointed
toward the east.
There, coming over the ridge, was a man on horseback headed
our way. At that moment Rover came barking from around the
soddie, having heard the man coming from the east. His bark was
quite vicious, but as for his bite, it was nil. This was the first time
anyone or anything had gotten this close to the soddie without his
announcing it. Even at a coyote, an occasional jack rabbit, or a
rattlesnake, he would bark as if it were a whole tribe of hostile Indians. This time, however, the Indian had the jump on him.
After I shouted, the man turned from the door, hurried to his
horse, jumped on, and rode toward the north as fast as his horse
could gallop. I did not know who the other horseman could be. It
was not the day for George to bring the milk, and I stood there
wondering if it would turn out to be another Indian. I had not had
the opportunity to send up the signal sheet. I put my hand above
my eyes as a shield from the sun and tried to make out who it
might be. I could tell it was neither George nor Ruth because of
the horse. As he came closer, I saw it was Art Mountain, one of
our neighbors from the creek bottoms.
When he galloped up, I said, "Oh, Art, how glad I am to see you.
I've had a little scare."
"Yes," he said, "I saw that Indian scoot away from here as I was
coming over the ridge.
"Say," he went on, "you got a gun around here?"
"Why should I have a gun?" I asked. I would never have used
one, and to tell the truth, I didn't know how.
"Well, you'd better get one," he said. "No one should be out
here alone like you are without protection."
I didn't say so, but I didn't think I needed that kind of protection. I had protection, but it was an entirely different kind. God
was watching over me, and I felt that was the best kind of protection one could have. After all. He had sent Art at just the right
time.
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"That fellow was down at our place this morning," Art continued. "He drinks too much sometimes, and he got so rough I
ordered him off the place in no uncertain terms and at the point of
my gun. I saw him start up this way, and knowing you were here
alone, I thought I'd better come and see if you were all right. I
came down along the bottom of the gulch so he wouldn't see me."
After Art had gone, I started thinking about being alone so
much, and in my rambling thoughts, I concluded I would get out
the old pair of dark blue coveralls and old shirt my husband had
left here when he built the soddie and hang them on the clothesline, thus making it appear that a man was a part of this household. That very morning I brought them out, and for months
those coveralls and shirt kept flapping in the wind on the clothesline, helping to make me feel a little braver because of their presence. Whether it had any effect on anyone else, I never knew.

Homestead Party
Before he left. Art had invited me to a party at their place the
following Thursday. Company was really something to look forward to in our socially starved lives. We had tried several times
to have regular get-togethers, but it hadn't worked out. Early in
the spring we had started a Sunday School in the schoolhouse
over on Squaw Range section, the only schoolhouse there was for
miles. Besides getting together on Sunday to worship, which we
all needed, we knew also that it would help a lot in our everyday
life to have contact with each other.
It went along nicely for a while, but, strange to say, people out
here lose track of the days and so would lose track of Sunday too
often. We did, too, over on our side of the canyon. Even though
we would try hard not to forget, it would happen, especially if no
one had been to the village for some time. It turned out that most
everyone's Sunday came on a different day, in spite of how hard
we tried to keep things straight. A few of us would go when we
felt quite sure of the day, only to learn that others had been there
the day before or that we were a day late. There were no newspapers in which to advertise nor telephones we might use to get
in contact with others, so we had to make the best of the situation.
We all had a joke on Bill Reagan. There was an Indian Catholic
church across the river from the village, and occasionally there
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would be a service for the few white Catholics. One morning Bill
got all spruced up in a clean shirt, tie, and clean overalls and rode
his horse twelve miles to the village to attend church. He jumped
off his horse at the church and, when he went to enter, found that
the door was locked. He then rode over to the village and in terms
not printable demanded to know the reason why the church was
locked. It was so ridiculous to some that they kept up the joke
until Bill became so infuriated and used such terrible language
that they told him it was Monday morning. Poor fellow, after all
his strenuous efforts of cleaning up and riding so far, I suppose he
did feel more than a little chagrined. They said he was downright
mad, and it was funny to see him giving vent to his fury over the
locked church. To my knowledge, he never went to church again
in the village.
It was really difficult to keep the days straight in one's mind
because ail the days were so very much alike. At times, I was determined to do something about it and would start to mark each
day on the calendar. I would keep straight for a while, but then
something would upset my plans, and I'd miss a few days and be
all mixed up again. The same thing happened with the time of
day. When we went to the village, we would get the correct time;
but if we would forget to wind our watches or clocks, there was
no telling what time it was except by the sun. This occurred so
often that I stopped trying to keep the time straight. I would set
the clock at any time —it didn't make any difference what time —
and keep it going so I could tell the intervals between baby's feedings.
I became almost expert in telling time by the shadows the roof
and the soddie would cast on the ground. On cloudy days, I gave
up and called it a day, regardless of time. There was no such thing
as a perfect schedule out here. We lived through it and seemed to
get along somehow.
Thursday, the day for the party at the Mountains' place, arrived. The parties out here were not like ordinary ones. Because
folks came from miles away, parties were held in the late afternoon and early evening, with each family bringing some food to
contribute toward the evening meal. I always felt that this was a
picnic, not a party, but these folks had their own idea, too, about a
picnic, which they thought should include horse racing, bronco
busting, and ball games, with the whole county in attendance.
I got up early that morning and set enough dough to make several large pans of parkerhouse rolls and cinnamon rolls to take to
the party along with some other food. I was quite busy with the
baby and the preparing of food, so the day passed rapidly.
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My rolls were out of the oven and were covered with a clean,
fresh towel on the kitchen table. Everything was in readiness to
go as soon as George and Ruth and the kiddies came for us. I
knew I was ready ahead of time, so I thought I would write some
letters until they came.
Baby was sitting on the floor, and the sun was streaming
through the west window, making a path of sunshine across the
floor close to her. She was busy catching at the little particles flying around in the sunshine, grabbing at them and closing her little fat hands as if she had caught something and squealing when
she opened her hands and found nothing. Amused, I watched her
for some time, then became absorbed in my letter writing.
My back was turned toward the door, and in a short time I
heard the screen door creak open. Thinking that George had
come for us, I said, "We're ready," and jumped up from the table
where I had been writing. When I turned around, there, inside
the soddie, stood a great big Indian man with long black braids
draped over each shoulder. I was so startled I could hardly speak
but managed to ask him what he wanted. I think he sensed that I
was uneasy, and he told me that he was a friend and that his name
was Castaway. Then I realized that he was my neighbor to the
west.
To a friendly Indian, everyone's tepee is an open door bidding
him enter without the formality of knocking. Therefore, it is wise
to always keep one's door locked, although I never did learn that
lesson. Gastaway stood there looking all around, taking in everything, even the ceiling. He grinned when he saw the baby and
then went to the kitchen table and lifted the towels off the rolls,
saying something I didn't understand.
"Wait, I'll give you one," I said.
I could see that his hands were dirty, and I did not want them
touching my beautiful rolls. Just then, baby started to cry. I went
into the other room and picked her up to comfort her. When I
came into the kitchen again. Castaway had taken most of my lovely rolls, putting them in a dirty bag he had around his shoulders,
and had started to eat some of the few left on the table.
"No, no," I cried, shaking my head and looking rather cross.
He immediately began hauling the rolls out of his bag and putting them back on the table. Now who would want those rolls
after they had been in that dirty bag? So I nodded my head and
smiled (although I didn't feel like smiling) and motioned for him to
put the rolls back in his bag, which he proceeded to do. I suppose
he was afraid I would change my mind again, for when he had
them back in, he said something and quickly went out the door.
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I felt so bad about losing all those rolls I could have cried. I
looked out the door as Castaway turned his pony's head to the
west and loped away with most of my fresh rolls in his bag, taking
them home to his wife and baby. I gathered up the few remaining
rolls and packed them in the basket with the other food I was taking to the party, feeling quite put out about my loss.
Shortly after, George and Ruth and the children drove up. I
told them about Castaway and what he had done, and they both
laughed and said I would soon learn. It seems when an Indian
comes into a home and says he is friendly, he believes that entitles him to anything he might fancy, whether food or anything
else. Ruth said such visitors wouldn't snoop but would just take a
fancy to things in sight. This was supposed to be a friendly gesture. Ruth suggested that I keep things I valued highly out of
view. Well, I was glad I had this information because not knowing
their custom earlier had cost me the greatest share of the rolls I
was to take to the party. Ruth came to the rescue by saying she
had baked that morning, too, and had several large loaves of
bread in her basket, so I shouldn't feel too bad. I wondered about
Rover not barking when Castaway came, but Ruth said that he
was chasing a jack rabbit down the canyon and they had passed
him on the way over.
When we drove through the creek bottoms and past Mountains' corral, it was close to five o'clock by the sun. Already most
of the folks were there, and a happy chatter was going on. We
knew by the loud laughing that they were having a good time. All
were hungry for contacts outside their immediate homes.
Art had cleared off a space down by the creek where there
were a couple of cottonwood trees. There were a few homemade
stools and benches, but most of us sat on the ground and visited.
It took us some time before we had the food together and ready to
eat. It was placed on a long table made of rough planks laid across
wooden horses. Then we covered it with paper to make it look
better. Each person had brought his own eating utensils, so off
they went to fill up their tin pie plates —and I mean fill them. I
never saw men eat like these outdoor men. How their systems
could assimilate all they took in is a great mystery to me. But
they kept eating and eating and seemed perfectly happy.
We were all sitting or standing around eating when someone
said, "Look who's coming around the bend." We all turned to look,
and there was Pete the Fiddler loping along on his spotted pony.
Although not invited, he was received with friendliness because
he always came where folks were gathered together for a good
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time. He was given a plate and told to help himself, which he proceeded to do.
When folks couldn't hold any more food, the remains were
gathered up and tucked back in various baskets and boxes. Then
we all sat around on the ground visiting and singing while Pete
played his fiddle. When the afterglow had faded to a dark gray,
we all realized we must depart for our homes if we were to make
it before the night closed in on us. Some had come on horseback
and some in wagons, so the clatter of the horses' hooves and the
noise of the wagon wheels could be heard for a long time along
the creek trail.
Baby was sound asleep in her little basket bed. I had taken her
nightie along and prepared her for bed after we had finished eating at the party. When we reached the soddie, George carried her
in for me, and she was settled for the night.
This was my first real homestead party, and I truly enjoyed it
— it was such a relief from being alone all the time.

Hauling Water
I was almost out of drinking water, so very early the next
morning I ran the "out of water" signal up on the pole, hoping
that George or Ruth or the children would see it. It worked, and
about seven o'clock Ruth rode over on horseback to tell me they
were out of water also and would have to go after some immediately. If I cared to, I could go with them. So it was arranged that
George and their children would take the wagon and horses, and
Ruth, Dot, and I would go in the buggy. We had to get an early
start so we could get back before dark. Baby was still sleeping, so
I woke her, gave her a hurried bath, and while she was having her
breakfast, I packed several feedings for her, wrapping them in
wet towels and putting them in a deep bucket with wet towels
over the top. We were ready and waiting when Ruth arrived with
the buggy and ponies. George and the children had gone on
before, but we soon caught up to them along the Pine Creek trail.
Our little broncos were good travelers.
We forded the river and went on to the village first to lay in
some supplies, get the mail, and buy some candy for the children.
The latter was always looked forward to with great anticipation
— store candy in a paper bag for each one, separately, with the
privilege of eating it when and how they pleased. This was never
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interfered with, no matter how much we wished they wouldn't
suck it quite so loudly and with such vim and vigor.
On the street we would hear the news from the outside world.
How thrilling to hear of others and what was happening. It was
almost as good as a fresh new magazine. And the mail! There
were always a number of letters from my husband (he would
write almost every day) and these I would open first, of course.
The opening of letters from loved ones and friends was always a
real treat to me. Then they didn't seem so far away.
We took our lunch and ate it at noon down by the river on our
way home. We lingered in the shade of a big cottonwood tree for
more than an hour, resting and just enjoying a tree. Then George
said it was time for us to fill the barrels and move on homeward. I
asked where we would get the water for drinking and was told
that George would dip it into the barrels and drinking cans as we
forded the river. I had never been with them before when they
got water, so I couldn't visualize getting drinking water in the
middle of the river with the horses and wagon standing in the
water close to where it was being dipped. I had the idea that our
drinking water came from some special pool or spring, so I was
quite shocked when George drove down the bank out into the
middle, where he stopped the horses and proceeded to fill the barrels and cans.
We followed the wagon, and Dot was delighted with the splashing of the water as the ponies and buggy started toward the middle of the river. Just then the ponies switched their tails, striking
the river and giving us an unexpected shower. It was a rather
warm day so we didn't care too much, and Dot thought it was
great fun and wanted more. We drove abreast of the horses, loosened the reins, and let both ponies and horses drink their fill.
They would dip their mouths in the water and take long deep
drafts, making great gulping sounds, then throw their heads back
and shake them and go at it again, enjoying it to the fullest. I'm
sure it was a treat to them, too, to be away from the flat, hot prairie,
I looked up the river, and behold, there were some Indian
women and children bathing and washing their clothes. I looked
down the river, and there was the same scene. When I asked
George if there was no other place to get water, he said there was
no other place where we could ford the river and that everyone
who had to haul water got it from this place. We had been using
this water for drinking and cooking and all other purposes for the
months we had been here and had suffered no ill effects, so I suppose the water had been purified or we were immune to germs.
Right then, I thought how fortunate the horses were because
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they didn't know or care where the water came from but drank it
with satisfaction. Sometimes I think we humans are perhaps a little too finicky about many things that, after all, are not so bad as
we think. If only we could shut off our thinker as we snap off an
electric light, we might be a little more comfortable in our imaginations and not magnify things like a few germs.
When the barrels and cans were full and the animals' thirst
quenched, we pulled out of the river and started on our homeward trek. We had gotten only a short distance from the river
when we noticed a storm coming. Some of the storms out here are
perfectly frightful, and the safest place is somewhere under
cover. We thought we would try to make it home before the

fierce and Amia Waltz transport a barrel which
most likely contained water, across their claim.

storm overtook us, so we whipped the ponies and horses and
urged them on as fast as they could travel. The trails are always
rough, and with the wagon bumping along over the humpy places,
we lost a great deal of the water as it splashed out of the barrels.
Our scarce, precious water —after all the miles and work it took
to get it —was running out the back of the wagon and dripping
through the cracks!
When we reached George's place in a pouring rain, they unloaded the barrels and cans, but, alas, the barrels were far from
full! Ruth drove baby and me home, and it was almost dark when
we reached the soddie.
Had we waited one more day, we would have had plenty of
water for a while —the rain had filled my rain barrel to overflow-
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ing. I was happy to see it. I told Ruth they could keep the water
from my other barrel; all I wanted was the drinking water in the
cans. Yes, the drinking water that I hoped had been purified. I
would boil it. And now I knew I would strain it through a fine
cloth many times.
Ruth left, and I changed our clothes for dry ones. Baby was not
very wet because Ruth and I had done everything we could to
protect her, but her clothing was very damp from contact with us.
It was a different story with me. There wasn't a dry thread on
me. Soaked! —that's what I was. I got the tub and stood in it and
peeled my clothes off into it. After wringing everything as dry as
I could, I found so much water in the tub I hated to throw it away,
but the idea of saving it was rather revolting, so out it went.
Baby was fed and put to bed. Then, after I had eaten, I took out
all the letters I had gotten at the post office that morning and
started to read them all over again. There is so much difference in
reading mail when others are near than when one is alone and can
absorb each thought slowly, without interruption. To me, the letters from my loved ones were very sacred, and I wanted to read
them when I was alone and to feel that each one was speaking to
me.
I read each one many times, until it became quite late. The rain
had moved toward the east, and the sky above the soddie was
clear. The stars and the moon were shining brightly now as the
rain clouds traveled eastward. I went outside to get the lantern,
which was hanging in its accustomed place by the door. I always
brought it in every night before I went to bed for fear there
might be something I would have to investigate outside during
the night. A lamp would be no good in the wind that was always
blowing, so I kept the lantern near and ready to light.
As I stepped out the door, the most unusual sight met my eyes!
There in the sky I beheld something I had never heard of nor seen
before, nor have I seen anything like it since. A silver rainbow! A
rainbow at night! It was almost a complete circle from the north
to the south, vanishing down into the depths of the south canyon.
Entranced with the beauty of this wonderful spectacle, I sat
down on the old wooden bench just outside the door and feasted
on the sight. The night sounds of insects and the scurrying of little animal life through the prairie grass was very distinct as I sat
in the stillness of the night. Rover came around the soddie and
put his head in my lap as if he, too, sensed this spectacular sight.
After some time of real grandeur, the rainbow started to fade
as the rain receded farther and farther to the east. The sky was
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so clear it looked as if it had been washed in a special way to have
been made spotlessly clean for the stars and moon to shine so
sparkling and bright. I watched the sky until not a trace of the
rainbow was left. The moon was so bright that Coyote Butte
stood out very distinctly in the flooding light, and I could see several coyotes slinking toward me. I patted Rover on the head as he
looked up into my face, and I said, "Rover, you are the only one I
could share this with. Isn't it too bad to have our beautiful experience interrupted by those old wolves. Go! Chase them. Rover!"
At the word chase, he drew his head from my lap, wheeled
around, and started toward them like a flash. They turned and
fled toward the far side of the butte and down into the canyon,
where they set up a terrible howling. Rover came frisking up to
me, wagging his tail, quite proud of himself for turning the
coyotes down the canyon. I patted his head again and told him
what a fine dog he was to protect me. Then I stooped down and
hugged him. I took the lantern down off the hook, looked once
more at the beautiful sky and moon, opened the door, and went inside to bed.
[The memoir of Anna Langhorne Waltz will be continued in the next issue.]
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