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West River Pioneer:
A Woman's Story,
1911-1915
Parts Three and Four
ANNA LANGHORNE WALTZ

Editors' Note: In 1911, Anna Langhorne married A. Pierce
Waltz and left her native Philadelphia for South Dakota, where
her husband served as a Baptist missionary pastor in the BurkeLucas area. That same year also saw the opening of the Rosebud
Indian Reservation to white settlers under the fifth in a series of
agreements making "surplus"and unallotted land on the state's
Indian reservations available for homesteading. In 1913, Anna
and her husband joined the thousands participating in South Dakota's last land boom and filed on a relinquished claim ten miles
west and south of the town of White River in Mellette County.
Late in the winter of 19 lJ^, Anna and her five-month-old daughter
Dorothy moved into a sod house on their 160-acre claim, which adjoined the homestead of her husband's brother and sister-in-law,
George and Ruth Waltz. There, alone except for her daughter,
her neighbors, and her dog Rover, Anna spent the next fourteen
months fulfilling homestead residency requirements in order to
gain title to the land. After proving up, she would rejoin Pierce
Waltz in Deadwood, where he had been called to serve a church
shortly after they filed on the claim.
The first two installments of Anna Waltz's memoir, which she
wrote for her children between 1945 and 1948, appeared in the
Spring and Summer 1987 issues of South Dakota History. In
them, she described her first three years in South Dakota, including her impressions of the Great Plains landscape and the town of
Burke. She talked about the people she met at community gatherings and through her husband's church work, the 1911 homestead
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lottery drawing in Gregory, the trip to her Mellette County claim
in 19H, and her adjustment to life alone on the homestead.
Presented here is the last half of her memoir, which details her
homesteading experiences through the spring of 1915. The story
of her remaining months on the claim revolves around the often
harsh environment of western South Dakota—its summer heat,
prairie fires, and blizzards — and the sometimes menacing creatures who lived there—rattlesnakes, wolves, and wild horses.
Just as the climate itself was full of extremes and contradictions,
so, too, was the life of the settler. Anna Waltz, like many of those
who came to western South Dakota during this period, learned
that the solitude of the Great Plains could be both restorative
and threatening and that the lives of the twentieth-century homesteaders, while isolated, were interdependent

Summer
Another hot day! The summers in this prairie country are
something to be avoided if possible. There are no trees, and the
heat of the sun beats down on everything with relentless fury.
Every living thing seems to wilt, ourselves included. Even the
prairie dogs and coyotes stay down in their caves, and the snakes
are loathe to crawl. There is no refrigeration, no ice, and not even
a cold drink of water. Everything is hot —HOT!
We had not had a cool drink all summer, except for the few
times we had driven into the village. By the time we arrived
home over the hot, dusty trails, we were ready for more, but
there was only warm water from the can down the cave. For days
the heat had been intense, with the thermometer going up and
up, day by day. until it reached 120 degrees.
We would hope for the blessed cooling of a shower, but each
day the sun would set in a brassy sky that gave no promise of
relief. Some days, a few light clouds would appear, and we would
hope so much that they would gather into storm clouds. Instead,
they would float silently away or vanish into the blue of the sky.
The sun's rays beating directly down on the roof of the soddie
made it most unbearable, so I fixed up a cot down the cave, where
I would carry baby for her morning nap and stay until the sun
went down. We actually lived in the cave all during the extreme
heat. So I was a cave woman, was I? Well, I did feel rather
"cavey" but was very thankful for its being there, regardless of
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its not being the most beautiful place in which to find relief from
the heat.
Dot was ten months old now and would amuse herself for hours
by playing on the cot with her toys and chatting to them. She was
making a few sounds like words, but it was mostly gibberish. It
was fun to talk to her and have her chatter in answer. Her little
naked body would feel as if it were on fire, so I would take a wet
cloth, dampen her all over, and fan her. She seemed to realize I
was doing something to make her comfortable. I took her food
down with us to try to keep it from spoiling, so I did not have to
leave her alone for very long at a time.
The thermometer outside would register between 115 and 120
degrees, but I knew inside the soddie during the heat of the day it
was much higher. I would go inside to get something we needed
and then rush down in the cave again, panting from the heat as if
I would lose my breath. It was like opening an oven door and
walking in. Everything I touched was hot —not warm, but hot —
as if it would burst into flames. The very air seemed to scorch
one's body clear through to the bones.
I had an uncomfortable feeling about staying down the cave at
night, even though it took the soddie most of the night to cool off
just a little. I was always on the alert for snakes, and when the
coyotes started to grow) and howl, I was ready to go inside. The
heat would be so suffocating when we entered the soddie that I
would spread a large rubber sheet on the floor, put baby on it, get
a basin of water, and keep sprinkling her with it, telling her it was
little raindrops from heaven. We would play it was raining until
she was overcome with sleep, and then I'd put her in her little bed
for the remainder of the night. I did this for so long that even
after it had cooled off. Dot wanted to play "ain" every night
before she went to bed.
I thought it would never cool off. After ten or more days of this
dreadful heat, my garden was a wreck, with everything burned to
the ground. This cut off our supply of fresh vegetables for the remainder of the summer, which was a real hardship out here so far
from the trading post at White River. The few creeks were dry
long since, and the river was so low it was almost impossible to
scoop water into our barrels.
I would walk around the garden, where I had worked so hard
and where everything had looked so promising, and could hardly
realize that it was gone —all gone. There was nothing left but
dried-up vines and withered vegetables. It was hard to take, but I
tried to think how much worse it could be — that I was soon to discover.
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Prairie Fire
From the abundant rains early in the spring, the prairie grass
was thick and high, although it was very brown now from the lack
of moisture and from the intense heat. In places, the old tumbleweed had grown as high as a man, especially in the ravines where
they were sheltered from the strong winds. These, also, were
brown and dried out.
Early one afternoon, I saw smoke far to the west. Then I
thought about how fast a prairie fire could travel over the driedout prairie grasses and tumbleweed. The tumbleweed tears loose
from the soil and goes rolling across the prairie at a terrific speed
when the wind blows strong, as it usually does. If there should be
a fire, this tumbleweed would spread it rapidly.
We had plowed a fireguard around the soddie, but it had
become overgrown with weeds, and they were dry and chippy
and would catch fire in a twinkling. If the weeds started to burn, I
knew the soddie would, too, because dry brown grass was sticking out all over, making it look like a bristly porcupine. The wind
was not in the right direction to bring the fire our way, and it was
miles away from us. But to see even a tiny volume of smoke out on
the prairie is cause for apprehension.
I went inside to get a lunch for baby. When I stepped outside a
couple of hours later, I could smell the smoke and discovered the
wind had changed and was blowing a strong gale from the west. I
went to the west side of the soddie and, looking off in the
distance, realized the fire was surely coming our way. It was still
a long distance off, but I knew how quickly it could reach us with
such a strong wind blowing. I ran to the pole and sent up the
distress signal to attract the attention of my neighbors.
It was not long before George came over on one of the horses,
leading the other one. He and Ruth had seen the smoke and prepared to come over for us even before they saw the signal. He
told me to gather together whatever I could and get ready to
leave quickly. Ruth, he said, was hitching the ponies to the wagon
and would drive us all to the river, where we wouid be safe from
the flames.
I was so confused I hardly knew what to grab first. This was
one situation I had not anticipated, George helped me put some
things —food and furniture —down the cave, where we thought
they might escape the fire. I hurriedly grabbed all that I could of
baby's clothing and some of my own. Piling baby's basket bed full,
we jumped on the horses and crossed the canyon to their place as
fast as we could. George held baby's bed, with her in it. in front of

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

West River Pioneer

245

him on the saddle. I had several bundles hooked on my saddle and
in my arms. The smoke was getting closer and thicker now, and
we knew every minute counted.
When we reached their place, George gave instructions to put
all our things in the wagon immediately and drive like lightning,

Anna Waltz holds one of the tumbleweeds that could rapidly spread fire across the prairie on a windy day.

regardless of trails, to the river. We took a can of water along so
we could wet towels to put over our faces to keep from breathing
too much smoke. George and the men from the creek bottom were
staying to fight the fire.
Ruth and a son of a neighbor to the south drove the ponies, and
the children and I huddled down in the bottom of the wagon. I
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kept the towels in circulation, taking the dry ones and handing
back wet ones to the drivers and children while keeping one tied
over my own face. I had fixed a tent-like affair over baby's bed by
covering it with a heavy wet blanket, so she was fairly well protected as long as she stayed covered. But it was quite a task in itself to watch that she did not kick the blanket down on herself.
Ruth kept urging the broncos on to a swifter pace. They
became quite excited from the constant urging and the strong
smell of smoke. They kept snorting, tossing their heads, and shaking their manes and tails in a frenzied fashion. The drivers took
turns and kept us going in a direct line toward the river. We did
not follow the regular trail, so this made very rough going. The
smoke was so dense now that we could not see the sky. It seemed
like night was closing in on us. The surrounding territory looked
as if it was shrouded in a heavy black veil.
We kept rushing madly on toward our goal and were cutting
the space between us and the river by angling across the prairie
as much as possible. We were going at quite a speed when, just
before we reached the river, the left rear wheel of the wagon
struck a buffalo wallow with such force that off came the wheel.
Ruth pulled the broncos to a stop as quickly as possible. The children and I were all tossed to the corner of the wagon, but we
were not hurt, just a little shaken up. Our water was almost gone
anyway, so there was not much to spill.
The ponies were hurriedly unhitched, and for the remainder of
the distance we rode horseback, all piled on the best we could,
with Rover trotting along beside. We had to leave the wagon
where it was, not knowing whether the fire would reach it or not.
We made it to the river, where we met a number of other
women and children. All the men had stayed behind to fight the
fire. The smoke had obscured the sky, so we did not see the clouds
that were bringing us release and relief in a sudden downpour of
rain. The rain reached the section out by the soddie long before it
reached us, so the men had providential help in time to save the
soddie and the other homes to the east. There were no homesteads to the west. Castaway lived out there, and we learned
later that the fire had burned over a great deal of his land, but the
dugout where he lived had been passed by since it was down over
the ridge in the side of a canyon.
The men came galloping to the river to see how we had fared
and to tell us that the fire had been brought under control without damage to our homes. We were, indeed, very fortunate. The
men looked frightful. Their faces were blackened with smoke,
soot, and the dust from the dirt bags they had wielded against the
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fire. Their eyes were bloodshot, and there were streaks where
the rain had run down their faces and arms.
We let the ponies walk all the way home. Poor things, they had
been so loyal and faithful in their race to the river and safety. The
fire was out, but that awful smoky, burnt smell lingered for many
days, and the atmosphere was like a fog. After the shower, the
sun came out, but it did not look real through the smoke. It had a
weird appearance, as if it were trying to penetrate some black
curtain and struggling to give us its light. The whole range
looked unreal.
Baby and I stayed with George and Ruth that night. They were
concerned lest another fire start from some stray sparks being
whipped into flames by the wind, as sometimes happens.
The next morning when we reached the soddie, all the prairie
toward the west was black and dreary looking. The fire had come
within about a half mile of the soddie. I tried to keep from looking
in that direction because it was very depressing, but with it all
there was so much to be thankful for. No one had lost his life, and
our homes had been spared.
To offset the tension everyone felt from the effects of the fire,
we planned to have a prairie chicken dinner and get together. Actually, it was to be a thanksgiving dinner. There was, indeed,
great thanksgiving in our hearts for God's intervening to prevent
a greater destruction of life and belongings. The rain had come at
the most opportune time. The fire had driven the prairie chickens
our way as they tried to escape the flames, so for a week or more
this section was just about overrun with them. The few men in
this territory declared a holiday to go hunting together to get all
the prairie chickens we would need for a big feast.
This time we were to meet at Noble and Maud Wickland's on
the creek bottom. They had a real palatial frame dwelling of three
rooms and an attic. The attic was reached by climbing a ladder on
the outside of the house and entering through a small opening,
but it was a grand place to store things and was the envy of all
the women in the vicinity.
Early in the morning, the men took the women in a wagon over
to Wickland's, where we were to prepare vegetables and other
things while the men went after the chickens. We had a real happy time together, bustling around getting things ready.
It was not long before the men came back with enough chickens
to feed a regiment. They said that in one place the birds were so
numerous they could almost pick them up off the ground with
their hands without having to shoot them. After the chickens
were plucked, it looked like there were enough feathers to make a
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feather bed. All this was done outside, and feathers were flying in
every direction. It looked almost like a snowstorm. I never saw so
many chickens in my life. There were dozens of them.
With everyone sharing the task, it did not take long before the
chickens were in the pan, frying and popping in the hot grease
and being turned over and over until each piece was a rich golden
brown and ready to eat. We carried it out to the table in the yard
in huge kettles, and it was truly a feast. There was plenty of fluffy
mashed potatoes and gravy, homemade pickles, heaps of homemade bread and rolls, butter, buffalo berry jelly, and chokecherry
and wild plum jam. I think all the women brought as many kinds
of homemade pickles and wild fruit jellies and jams as they could
to show off their skills in culinary art — much to the satisfaction of
everyone present. And the chicken! There was so much of it that
after everyone had eaten all they could manage, every woman
took enough home to last for several days.

Settlers near Pine Creek in Mellette County, where Anna Waltz homesteaded, often celebrated special occasions together.
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Rattlesnakes
I had heard that the buffalo berries were ripening and would be
ready to pick. One morning Art Mountain rode over to tell me
they were going after some wild fruit over on Medicine Creek and
wanted to know if I would like to take Dot and go with them. Diversions of any kind out here were very few and far between, so I
was happy to accept the invitation. I asked him when we should
be ready, and he said by six o'clock the next morning. We would
go early and try to get back before the heat of the day.
We were up and all prepared for the outing when Art and
Hilma and their young son drove up with the wagon. After we put
some drinking water in jugs and packed them in the wagon along
with some lunch, a few pans and kettles to put the fruit in, and
baby's playpen, we were ready to start.
It was very pretty riding along in the early morning. With the
mighty chorus of the coyotes over, it was silent and serene. We
went down over the ridge into the canyon and on through the canyon to the creek bottom. We followed the creek trail for a number
of miles and then turned south toward the gulch where we were
to get the wild fruit. When we turned the bend of the trail leading
into the gulch, we could see the fruit —buffalo berries and chokecherries—hanging in abundance. Art pulled the horses over to
the center of the bushes and small trees, and we piled out of the
wagon, ready to "get to pickin'." Before starting to pick the fruit,
I fixed baby's playpen in the bottom of the wagon, and Paul Mountain stayed to amuse her.
The buffalo berries were hanging in great orange-colored clusters, so it did not take long to gather all we wanted to put up for
the winter. The chokecherries were thick on the trees where we
couid reach them from the ground. In a couple of hours we had all
we could handle and had visions of the beautiful jelly we would
have for the winter.
Just as we were leaving, a family from over on Squaw Range
drove into the gulch after the fruit, too. There was plenty for all
the homesteaders out in this section, and each family gathered
what they wanted. These people had a girl, twelve years old, and
a boy of nine. They brought them along to help so it wouldn't take
them so long to get all the berries they would need. We had a nice
ride back and arrived at Mountain's shortly before noon. We
pooled our lunches and ate together, then Art brought us on
home.
Later in the afternoon, I saw a man on horseback coming
around Coyote Butte at a quick gallop. I went outdoors and saw it
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was Art Mountain, and I wondered why he was coming back so
soon. He did not get off his horse but proceeded immediately to
tell me, as quickly as he could, that shortly after the family from
Squaw Range got home from picking the wild fruit, the girl was
driving some cattle over to a waterhole when she stepped on a
big rattlesnake in her bare feet and was badly bitten. This was
terrifying, for we all knew the great danger.
He had stopped at Ruth's, and she had offered to take care of
Dot while I went with the girl and her mother to the doctor at the
railroad town seventy miles to the east. Ruth was on her way
over with the buggy to take me to White River, where I was to
meet the mother and child. I hurriedly put some things in my
traveling bag and was ready in a very short time. I knew that
every minute counted and haste was necessary, I jumped in the
buggy with baby, and on the way to the village I told Ruth where
to find baby's clothing, what she ate, her schedule, etc., and gave
her the key to the soddie. I knew Dot would have the best of care.
When we reached the village, the mother and child were just
arriving, with the father driving them in the wagon. Fortunately,
the auto stage had not left, so we climbed from buggy and wagon,
jumped in the stage, and were ready to start. The girl was in terrible pain by this time, and her mother was very much upset. The
parents had done all they could for the child, but professional
medical aid was imperative.
The stage driver, realizing the urgency of the situation, certainly did his best to get us to the doctor with as much speed as
the trails would permit. The journey was hard on both mother
and child. I kept trying to comfort them, but the mother was so
frantic and the girl in such pain that the going was pretty hard.
It was long after sundown when the driver drove up to the doctor's office. After examining the foot and treating it, the doctor
said he would do all in his power to save the foot. The mother and
child secured a room in a private home, and I went to the little
hotel or rooming house next door so I could be near.
I left them in their room and went back to the doctor's office to
ask what he thought of the child's condition.
"Very serious," he said. "Very serious, indeed. If she could
have had an antidote for the poison immediately, it might have
helped, but the poison has been in her blood so many hours that it
is very dangerous."
"Do you think the foot will have to be amputated?" I asked.
"If we save her life at all, yes, I fear the foot will have to be
removed," he said. "This, of course, is for them to decide."
I went back to my room deeply depressed. I could not sleep but
kept thinking of that poor child most of the night.
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The first thing in the morning, I went over to their room and
found that the girl had had a frightful night. They had called the
doctor about two A.M. to give her a sedative because she was so
convulsed with pain. The mother did not want the foot taken off,
and I surely sympathized with her, but the child's leg was turning
black up to the knee, and she was in agony.
Finally seeing the danger, the mother gave her consent to have
the foot amputated. It was done that same day, but it had gone
too long. The poison had penetrated so far up the leg that it was
necessary to take not only the foot, but the leg almost to the knee.
This was a terrible shock to both mother and child. After the operation, however, the child was not in such agony and seemed to
be glad it was off and to be relieved of the terrible suffering.
There was no hospital at this place and no facilities for taking
care of the child, so after several days, when she seemed to be
getting better, the doctor advised that she be taken to a regular
hospital, where she could have better care. This necessitated an
all-day and all-night ride on a train. The mother said she could not
go without her husband and asked me if I would go back and tell
him to come immediately and bring the boy.
I returned on the next stage out and had the driver take me out
to their homestead — this was an unusual procedure, but I knew
circumstances demanded haste. The father was stunned when he
learned of the operation but mastered his feelings and prepared
to go. I told him I would ask some of the other homesteaders to
take care of his cattle and other chores so that he would not have
to worry about them. The driver waited until he had packed his
clothes and the boy's, then took them back to the village and on to
the railroad town where his little girl was so dangerously ill.
We heard nothing for a long time. Then one day when George
went into the village, there was a letter for me from the mother.
They had taken their child on to the hospital, where she had
splendid care, but the leg seemed to keep rotting more and more.
At last, after several operations with the leg finally being taken
off way above the knee, the child died. They were heartbroken
and were not coming back to this country. They asked the neighbors to have a sale of their cattle and personal things and to send
them the proceeds. They never wanted to see this desolate country again.
One morning several weeks later, George and Ruth were both
too busy to spare the time to bring the milk over to me and, knowing I needed it, had sent the children over with it. I was looking
out the soddie door toward the east and saw something moving
but could not make out what it was. It was too large for a dog or
coyote and, yet, too small to be a man or woman. As I stepped out-
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side the door, I had no idea what it could be, but whatever it was,
it kept moving my way. Just then Rover started barking. I saw an
arm go up in the air, waving to us; then two arms. Could it be possible that it was the Waltz children? I could hardly believe that
George or Ruth would allow them to walk over to my place down
through that snake-infested canyon, especially after what had so
recently happened. But my eyes did not deceive me. Sure enough,
it was Eleanor and Foster. They were still some distance beyond
Coyote Butte, so I went in and got baby and started to walk out to
meet them, with Rover frisking around my feet. We were almost
halfway between the soddie and the butte when Rover started to
run a little ahead of us. He was some distance away when I saw
him suddenly stand still and bark ferociously. Then he ran back to
us, barking all the time. When I stooped down and patted him on
the head, he wagged his tail, but when I started to walk on again,
he stood where he was and barked. I kept on going, thinking he
would follow, but he kept standing still and barking. I thought he
was acting rather strange, for several times he ran up to me and
pulled my skirt with his teeth and jerked it so hard I thought he
would tear it —it was as if he wanted me to turn back.
Baby was enjoying all this and kept jumping in my arms until I
thought she would upset me. The children were coming around
Coyote Butte now, and soon we would meet. When Rover got to
the same place where he had stopped so suddenly before, he
stopped again and set up an awful howl. We were much closer to
it now, and Rover ran back and pulled at my skirt again. Just as
he did, I saw before me, not more than five feet away in the path
where I was walking, a big rattlesnake, coiled and ready to strike.
I screamed (baby screamed too), held baby tight, and turned and
ran back a short distance. Then I called to the children to stay
where they were for a while, that there was a rattlesnake in the
path. I had heard it rattle several times but thought it was the
noise of a grasshopper —they had been so huge and plentiful this
year.
We were close enough now to call to each other and kept talking for some time. Then they held up a big club with something
dangling on it. I said to Rover, "Go see if that snake is still there."
He went along very cautiously, sniffing as he went. He passed the
place where he had stopped twice before and went all the way to
the children. Then I knew the snake had crawled off. I told the
children to come and that I would meet them. I had my eyes alert
on the path and to both sides and proceeded very slowly.
When we met, they held up a big club that George had given
them to carry. What I had seen dangling on it was a big dead rat-
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tlesnake. They told me they had killed it down in the canyon. I
was astounded that two little children were plucky enough to kill
a rattler. They were quite proud of it, but I was frightened to
think of their going back over the same path. However, they said
they had come to spend the day with baby and me and that their
father would come for them in the early evening. I was certainly
relieved to know that they would not have to walk back. Baby and
I were delighted that they had come, but the day went rather
slowly for them because they were so anxious to have their parents see the snake they had killed and to have their father cut the
rattles off for them to keep.
Oh, yes, there were lots of rattlesnakes in this country. Not
many days after this, I was sitting on the old wooden bench on the
"porch" at the front of the soddie, drawing pictures in the earth
at my feet and just a'restin' and a'thinkin'. Baby had gone to
sleep, and all was quiet except for the moaning of the wind
through the prairie grass. I felt a little lonely and was gazing off
into the distance where land and sky seemed to meet and wondering about my loved ones.
My gaze wandered over toward the south canyon. Rover was
over by the canyon's rim, and I noticed that he was very much interested in something over there. He would walk a little distance
forward, then back up a little, and then repeat this performance. I
decided I would go over and investigate. There was quite a bare
spot at that particular place, and before I got very close I saw the
most gruesome sight —two snakes, one a rattlesnake and the
other a bullsnake, were having a fight. I kept my distance, ready
to run if they should come my way, but I was like Rover —I really
wanted to see this.
The rattlesnake is speckled and so is the bullsnake, but the latter is very much larger. They wound themselves around each
other until at times they looked like one huge snake. The rattler's
head would flare back, and —Jab —his poisonous stinger would go
into the bullsnake. Then the bullsnake would bite and twist itself
around the rattler as if it would break the other snake in two. One
would coil, ready for a strike, and the other would coil and be
ready at the same instant. After striking at each other with their
heads, one of the snakes would crawl a short distance away, as if
it were through and had given up the struggle, and then in an instant would coil up and lash at the other.
They kept at this lashing with their tails and heads and winding themselves together like a corkscrew for some time. Finally, I
saw the bullsnake grab the rattler by the back of the neck and
give it such a twist that the rattler's head flew back, and he
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writhed and squirmed and finally straightened out. The bullsnake
crawled over to where it lay and struck again and again, but the
rattlesnake never moved. It was dead. The bullsnake had been
bitten over and over again by the rattlesnake, and, with all that
poison in it, I thought it would surely die. too. I stood and watched
and was surprised to see it craw] to the edge of the bare space,
where there were some weeds. It sucked on some of the stems,
spread the substance all over itself like a white lather, and then
straightened out full-length in the sun, I was very curious about
this procedure, so I waited. In a short time the white lather
seemed to melt and be absorbed by the body of the snake. After a
while the snake raised its head and crawled down to the south
canyon. I have often wondered if the substance from that weed
was an antidote for the poison of the rattlesnake. I believe it was,
and I have wished many times that I had investigated further but
did not think of it at the time. After the bullsnake had crawled
away, I told Rover to take the dead rattlesnake down in the canyon. He took it by its rattles and dragged it down over the ridge
and into the weeds, out of sight.
Animals are very alert to the nearness of a rattlesnake, and I
was always so thankful that Rover was never bitten by one.
There had been some dogs and a few horses and cattle that had
been victims of this vicious snake.
I had been quite fascinated by this performance but was relieved when the fight was over and I knew the bullsnake had
come out victorious. The bullsnake is not supposed to be poisonous, but I never tried to prove it.

Autumn Powwow
The summer was over, and autumn was here at last. The
dreamy September days, with a feeling of fall in the air and, yet,
the lingering warmth of the sun, were indeed very enjoyable and
were a blessed contrast to the extreme heat of the summer.
There were no trees in sight, so we couid not see the leaves turning color, but there was the soft purple haze early in the morning,
and especially as the sun was setting, that enveloped the prairie
and canyons and shed a mystic glow over the entire landscape. It
was beautiful.
This month was the time for the annual Indian powwow at
White River, and we planned to go to the celebration. I did not
know the significance of it, but the Indians came for miles to attend and enter into the activities.
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A group of Indian women, dressed in the full skirts and heavy shawls that
Anna Waltz described, gathers in front of a White River store.

When we arrived, we saw the Indians were dressed up in all
their feathery regalia, beaded buckskin jackets, and beaded moccasins. They paraded around all day, and at sundown they gathered along the banks of the river and had their campfire, where
they smoked great long pipes, passing them around the group for
each one to take a puff.
We recognized some of the Indians —there was Blue Eye, Hungry Woman, Pretty Toes, Rain Come Down, Crazy Woman,
Stands and Looks, and many others in the crowd. The celebration
would last for three days, and they had come prepared to camp
along the river, with horses, old wagons, and dogs in great numbers. The white people, being curious, also drove for miles just to
see the sights along the two blocks of Main Street and down along
the river.
The Indian men looked very gay and colorful in their outfits,
but the women were not so impressive. They wrapped their
ankles with yards and yards of cloth, making them look thick and
bulky, like tree stumps. Then, they had skirts so full and wide
they could easily have been used for tents. On the hottest day,
most of them wore heavy woolen shawls over their heads, which,

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

256 South Dakota History
they say, keeps out the heat and keeps the sun from burning
them. Many of the women had babies strapped to their backs. I
did not see the women wearing much beadwork, nor any feathers;
I presume they were for the exclusive use of the men.
Soon after lunch, they had what they called the "Squaw
Dance," although the word "dance" was a rather strange way to
express it. It looked to me like ring-around-the-rosy, the childhood game I used to play. A large group of women gathered together in the middle of the street, formed a circle holding hands,
and started flip-flopping up and down, chanting a mournful sound.
We stood and watched them for a while, and then something
strange happened. The circle opened at one place, and the women
spread the circle until they surrounded a white man and had him
inside the ring. This, we learned, was sort of a game. They get a
white man surrounded, then will not let him out of the ring until
he pays them some money. If he tries to escape, they close around
him, making him willing to pay almost any sum to get away from
their mournful chanting, which finally works up to a loud yelling.
It was funny to see a white man try to cross the street to avoid
the group of women, but they would stealthily encircle him
before he was aware of it, and in time the money would be forthcoming.
While we were standing there, George saw a man across the
street whom he had wanted to contact for a long time about some
business. Suddenly, without thinking about the dance, and before
we could warn him, he darted out to cross the street. Then to his
amazement and embarrassment, he discovered that he was in the
middle of the ring, with the women yelling at the top of their
voices. He had handed his purse to Ruth a few minutes before, so
he did not have any money to give them. They kept flipping up
and flopping down and creating such a dust in the dirt street and
making such a racket that he turned his pockets inside out to
show them he had no money. Then they started to close in around
him, to the great amusement of the crowd —such yelling and
screaming!
Ruth took some money out of the purse and threw it to him, but
one of the women, who was quicker than he, picked it up and pocketed it. They continued their dance around him. He looked so
helpless and confused that it was really funny. Then I went close
to the ring, and when he looked my way I held up my hand with
some money in it and motioned him to come nearer. Through a
great deal of maneuvering, I finally got the money to him, and he
held it up. He was released with loud hand-clapping and shouting.
Such a din! He told us afterward that he had never felt so foolish
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in his life. I expect they all felt that way and so were willing and
glad to pay for a release. The dancers kept this going for the
greater part of the afternoon, then finally broke up and went to
gather along the banks of the river for their evening campfire.
The men were much more spectacular in their dances. They
went into a huddle, gave out a terrific whoop, and then started
raising first one foot and then the other as high as they could
from the ground — all the while shaking the feathers in their headdresses, beating a homemade drum, and waving their bows and
arrows in the air. They followed each other like follow-the-leader
and then went into a huddle again. There was much more motion,
and the men seemed lots more ferocious in their performance
than the women had. Their whoop was a rather blood-curdling
yell that made one think of the scalping days and be glad they are
gone forever.

A Birthday Surprise
The first part of September was beautiful, with balmy days and
cool nights, but toward the latter part it seemed that summer
was loathe to leave us and had turned on the heat again. September thirtieth was Dot's first birthday. I just could not think of her
very first birthday without a cake and one candle on it. Without
her daddy to share it, I invited George, Ruth, and the children
over to help celebrate.
The day before her birthday was very hot, with the thermometer going far above one hundred degrees, a very unusual happening for this time of the year. The heat was terrific, so we went
down the cave during the hot part of the day. At sundown we
came up, and after the evening meal I put baby to bed and told
her that the next day would be her first birthday. I told her it
would be grand if Daddy could be with us, but we knew he
couldn't, so the children would be coming over instead. She had
come to understand what the word "children" meant, so she jabbered and smiled about it. Over a long period of time I had also
taught her to say "Da Da." I patted her and sang to her awhile.
She always joined in when I sang, and this time she sang "Da Da"
until she finally fell asleep.
When all was settled and quiet, I went outside to sit awhile and
enjoy the cool of the evening. I felt so lonely and depressed to
think that on our baby's first birthday my husband and I should
be miles apart. I knew that if someone had gone in to the village
for the mail, there would have been a gift for her from her daddy.
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but no one had had the time to go, so I just had to forget about
what might be there.
I was not the crying kind of person, but after sitting in that
lonely atmosphere for some time, the tears began running down
my face before I knew it and dropping on my dress in spite of my
decided self-control. I just had to give in to tears or burst, I guess,
because they kept bubbling over and running wild regardless of
my trying so hard to repress them. Rover came close, rubbed

Anna Waltz poses with her daughter Dorothy and dog Rover in front of the
sod house on her homestead claim.

against my feet, looked up at me sympathetically, and whined. I
patted him and said, "Oh, Rover, whatever would I do without
you? You have been such a comfort to me so many times." He
snuggled close to me and, as was his custom, put his head in my
lap. I patted him and talked to him as one does to a dog. He
responded so beautifully by looking at me in a way that seemed to
say, "Please don't cry —what can I do to help you?"
It was a beautiful moonlit night —it always seemed lonelier to
me on such nights. I suppose it was because I could look so far and
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yet not really see anything but the rolling prairie and the shadows of the canyons. The tears had stopped now, and Rover was lying with one paw across my foot, as if to stay as close as possible
and comfort me. It was such a relief from the heat of the day that
I kept on sitting out there until I became very sleepy. I heard the
yelps of the coyotes from a distant canyon and hoped they
wouldn't come any closer that night.
I got up from the bench, took the lantern from the hook, and
opened the door to go inside, when I thought I heard a very faint
whistle. Rover pricked up his ears, walked to the side of the
house, and then started to bark. I walked over to where he was
and looked all around but could see nothing. However, I was sure
I heard it again. It came from the northwest and was very faint. I
went inside, and in a short time Rover started barking so loudly I
was afraid he would wake the baby. "Stop that noise," I said, but
he just walked to the north side of the house and barked and
whined.
I went out and walked over to the north side with him and
looked across the prairie flooded with the silver moonlight, but it
was the same as before. I could distinguish nothing as far as I
could see. I heard the whistle again, and I knew then that it was
the insects with their night noises. I looked down at Rover and
said, "Stop your barking. That is only insects making that sound
— go chase coyotes." He would usually run over to the rim of the
canyon when I said that, but this time he didn't budge. "Well," I
said, "if you don't want to chase coyotes, lie down by the door and
go to sleep."
I closed the screen door and hooked it but did not close the inside door because it was still a little warm in the soddie from the
extreme heat of the day. I turned down the wick in the old kerosene lamp to give me a dim light to prepare for bed. I unbraided
my hair and was brushing it when Rover set up an awful spell of
barking. Then, all of a sudden, he stopped. I thought that he had
at last decided to settle down for the night when I heard him
whine and his tail switch against the door. I turned around, and
there in the dim light reflected by the lamp, I saw a man at the
door trying to open it.
I went quickly to the door and said, "What is it you want?"
He smiled and said, "Mother, aren't you going to let me in?"
Could it be? Or was I having a realistic dream? Yes, it was my
husband! I almost fainted from sheer delight. I could hardly unhook the screen door, I was trembling so. In an instant I was in
my husband's arms, and this time I really did cry. I didn't try to
stop the tears because they were tears of joy. I guess there were
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two of us mingling our tears. When we had come to some composure, my husband walked over to the baby's bed and looked down
at her.
"Oh," he said, "can it be possible that she has grown so big? She
is just one year old tomorrow." He had not seen her for six
months.
I knew now the reason for his coming. He wanted to be here for
her first birthday. I went over to him, and we stood with our arms
around each other looking down at the miracle of our first-born.
She looked so sweet and peaceful with her little dimpled arms
thrown up over her head and her fat legs extended down so far
for a one-year-old.
"Wonderful," my husband said.
"Yes," I said, "wonderful, indeed. I don't know how I could have
lived out here without her. She has filled so many gaps and been
such good company in this lonely place."
I turned up the light, and it was then I really saw my husband.
"Oh my, what is the matter?" I said. "You look terrible. And why
did you arrive at such an hour?" By his watch it was 11:30.
His face was terribly sunburned, and his lips were cracked and
bleeding. His clothes were dusty and disheveled.
"Please," he said, "a drink of water before I tell you."
I got a pitcher of water from the bucket, and he drank glass
after glass, finishing almost every drop of it. I also put some
water on the stove to get hot so he could have a hath. He hadn't
eaten since breakfast, so I prepared a midnight dinner while he
took a hot bath in the washtub just outside the kitchen door. He
said he felt much better with the tons of dirt off him.
I asked him if he had whistled, and he said he had tried to several times but his lips were so parched and sore he couldn't pucker just right, so the sound was not loud enough to carry far. Then,
too, the wind was in the wrong direction to be of any help. I told
him I had heard a whistle long before he arrived, but it was so
faint I thought it was the night calls of the insects. We had some
laughs over comparing his whistling with the sounds of the insects. He had still been quite a distance away when he saw the
outline of the soddie in the moonlight, and it was then he started
to whistle. He had used our own special family whistle, knowing
that if I heard it, I would guess it was him and not be alarmed.
He said he could hear Rover barking and wondered if I would
be startled. He saw the lamplight through the north window and
said it was a most welcome sight —like an oasis in the desert.
How glad I was that I had stayed up late. He laughed and said
that the more he walked the farther away the soddie seemed to
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be because he was so anxious to get there. Then, too, he was physically exhausted.
While we ate, he told me about how he happened to come.
Knowing that baby's birthday was September 30, he made plans
to be with us for that special day. He did not write me about it for
fear his plans might go awry, and he knew how disappointed I
would be then. So he thought he would come and surprise me.
"You surely succeeded in doing that very thing!" I said. "But
what made you so late, and why were you walking from the northwest?"
He reminded me that the train connections were not very good,
and when he got off the train early in the morning, he was told
that the stage for White River had left an hour before. There was
no other way to get to the town that day, but the stage would be
back the next day and leave again the following day. This, of
course, would make him a day late, defeating his plan to be with
us for September 30. He made many inquiries about hiring someone to drive him out, but this proved futile —there was no one going to White River trading post.
He went into the little old hotel and heard some talk about a
certain man who was driving partway out here over the north
trail. My husband quickly got in contact with him and asked if he
would take a passenger as far as he went. The man readily agreed
but told him he had only an open wagon and horses and that it
was fifteen or twenty miles farther to White River from where he
turned off the trail. My husband would have the remaining
distance to walk in the heat of the day. It was early in the morning then, and he did not realize how hot the day would be, so he
started out with this man.
About ten o'clock, they noticed it was getting much warmer,
and by noon they realized the heat was getting intense. The
horses simply lagged along, scarcely raising their feet from the
ground. It was too hot to travel at any speed. At two o'clock they
reached a tiny trading post where their trails parted, the man going west and my husband coming south. He had gotten a bad sunburn from riding in the open wagon with no protection from the
sun or from the wind, which seemed to drive the heat right into
one's flesh.
It was so hot that he was undecided about what to do. Already
the heat had made him slightly sick, and he was wondering if he
should continue. He thought of staying there all night and starting out again early the next morning. But there were no accommodations at the post, it being just a little shack. Then, too, he
was not sure what the next day would be like. After resting in the
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shade of the tiny shack for a couple of hours, he bought some
lemons and decided to start hiking across the prairie.
It was still very hot, and he said that several times he came
near to keeling over; but the thought of being with us would spur
him on. He would sit down on the prairie in the heat, suck on a
lemon (there was no place to get a drink, not even a homestead
shack the whole distance), rest awhile, and then push on again.
When he was about halfway between the trading post and our
homestead, he noticed a herd of wild range horses galloping
toward him. They have been known to trample to death a man on
foot because they were not familiar witb the sight of a man walking. However, they will gallop right on by a man on horseback and
not pay any attention to him.
"Oh, what did you do?" I gasped, almost too frightened to ask
the question.
"I noticed they were coming closer and closer," he said, "so I
stood as still as I could, with my arms tight against my body and
my hat pulled down over my eyes. They came up pretty close, and
I thought I was a goner when some of them started to kick up
their heels and run toward me. I was praying that something
would divert them, and just then the nearest one snorted,
whirled around, and galloped off in the opposite direction. All the
others followed, but I stood perfectly still until they became a dim
shadow in the distance."
"Why do you think they left?" I asked.
"While I was motionless and compact, I think they thought I
was a dead tree or something that belonged there. Had I moved
or kept walking, they might have mowed me down and trampled
me to death."
What a narrow escape! If anything had happened to him way
out there, no one would ever have known what had become of
him. That trail was so seldom traveled that it might be months
and months before anyone would even go that way. I was so glad
that I hadn't known he was having such an experience.
"Why did you do it?" I asked.
He looked at me, smiled so sweetly, and said, "I did it for you
and Dot. I just had to get here for her first birthday."
I went around to the other side of the table where he was sitting, put my arms around his neck, and kissed him. I was gloriously happy that he was with us, but I asked him to promise me that
he would never do anything like that again. It was too risky.
"I can't promise anything," he said. "It has been worth all the
discomfort just to have these few minutes with you."
And it was wonderful to be together again. We talked for a long
time, and then I realized we were both getting sleepy. I knew he
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must be thoroughly worn-out from his strenuous journey. I put
some cream on his face and lips to ease the sunburn and prepared
to get a few hours of rest before daylight.
The next morning we were awakened by a little voice saying,
"Da Da, Da Da," to the great surprise of my husband. I had not
told him she could say that. He grabbed her out of her bed and
hugged her so tightly I was afraid she would be frightened; but no
indeed, she laughed and clapped her little hands, thoroughly enjoying it. Daddy and baby were chums. We had a wonderful time
all morning.
In the afternoon, George, Ruth, and the children came over.
When they saw my husband, they were astounded and wanted to
know if he had dropped out of the sky. After dinner, we had the
birthday cake with one candle on it. Baby spluttered and spluttered, trying to blow out the candle. She didn't succeed very well,
but at last, with some help, it was out. She didn't know what it
was all about but enjoyed it anyway and clapped her hands when
we all sang "Happy Birthday."
The men talked while Ruth helped me clear the table and wash
the dishes. I was so happy it seemed I was walking on air. The
children were playing in the west room, and in a short time Ruth
and I joined the men in the conversation. My husband told us that
this was his vacation, and he would be staying three weeks.
Three whole weeks! What a paradise it would be! He said he had
wanted to come at this time for several reasons. First was Dot's
birthday, and then he wanted to be sure that we were prepared
for the winter ahead with provisions and enough fuel to keep us
warm.
So the men made plans to go to the railroad town to haul coal
and to bring back cases of canned goods, flour, sugar, syrup, dried
fruit, and many other things —enough to last until spring. It was
nice to hear them plan and to know there would be plenty of
everything for the winter months. But a terrible sickish feeling
enveloped me when I thought of spending the long winter out
here all alone with baby. However, I did not want thoughts of
winter to spoil our enjoyment of the present, so I tried to dismiss
it from my mind and concentrate on enjoying every moment of
my husband's stay. We had a glorious three weeks together,
which passed all too quickly.
By the time my husband was ready to leave, the fuel for the
winter was piled high on the ground at the south side of the soddie, and provisions were heaped in the cupboard and down the
cave. It seemed almost impossible that one adult and a baby
would need so much, but looking ahead, it would be a long, long
time until spring.
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The day of his departure came, and we both dreaded it. He
talked again about our going back with him, and I was almost persuaded, but after thinking it through I decided it would not be
wise.
"Why," I said, "we are almost halfway through homesteading
now. If I could stand it for the first seven months, I can, I hope,
survive the remaining time." So it was decided I should stay,
even though the protests were strong.
I'm afraid I was not nearly so brave as I pretended to be
because, when it came time to actually say goodbye, I was strongly tempted to give up the whole project and go with him. I would
have, only something inside of me kept saying. Quitter! This was
your idea, and now you want to give up. So I crushed my great
longing to go and said to myself I would stick it out.
His arrival had been such a delight, but knowing I would not
see him until the next spring made this separation harder than
ever. I realized how lonely the days, weeks, and months would be.
After he left, I felt completely overcome with loneliness and
dreaded the months ahead.
The weather continued to be beautiful that year, without even
a nip of frost in the air until long after Indian summer. It was such
a heavenly relief from the scorching heat of the summer, and
everyone was happy for the change. We all enjoyed the lovely
weather while it lasted and made many trips to White River store
before the snow came to hinder our going. I was always so
delighted to go because the trip took us down along the river
where the leaves on the bushes and trees were turning to beautiful shades of deep red, crimson, orange, yellow, and bronze, making it look from a distance like a huge bouquet of richly colored
flowers. Out here it was the only aspect of fall that brought back
memories of other days and home.
Thanksgiving came, and Dot and I were invited over to George
and Ruth's for dinner. The two families from the creek bottom,
the Wicklands and the Mountains, were there, too. The weather
had been too mild to do any butchering, so for dinner we had prairie chicken and rabbit with all the fixin's. I took over a number of
canned vegetables and fruit and a big chocolate cake. The Mountains contributed some of their delicious homemade butter and
rolls, pickles, and wild fruit jelly. Maud Wickland baked some of
her scrumptious pumpkin pies and brought thick, rich cream to
serve on top. The dinner was a great success, judging by the
amount of food consumed.
There was no rush to go anywhere, so we lingered long at the
table, enjoying our fellowship together. I did admire these folks
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so much. They were not from Fifth Avenue, of course, nor were
they of the elite of any large city (they would not have survived),
but they were fine people with hearts of gold rather than purses
of gold. The way they enjoyed the little things of life —a visit
from a neighbor, a friendly chat now and then, the joy of sharing
some of their produce and helping each other in any way they
could —was indeed a revelation to me. You didn't notice much
that George's overalls had many patches, or that Art wore cowboy boots and didn't have a tie, or that Noble carried a big red
bandana handkerchief. There was no "keeping up with the
Joneses" among them.
They ail knew I was lonely, and each one put forth a special effort to do all they could to alleviate my loneliness. They were
kindness itself, and I did appreciate it with all my heart. We had a
fine, enjoyable time all day and were sorry when the evening
shadows reminded us it was time to go.
Soon our goodbyes were said, and we were on our way home,
with Art and Hilma taking baby and me in their rig. We looked
again at the sky and knew winter was on its way.

Winter Arrives
Rover, my dog, never came inside the soddie. You couldn't
drive, bribe, or persuade him to come over the doorsill —not
under any circumstances. We knew he would need protection during the winter, so my husband and George had put a large haystack at the side of the soddie, dug an opening, and fixed it so he
could go to the middle, where we put some blankets to keep him
warm.
There had been quite a snow during the night, and it was still
snowing when George came over with the milk the next morning.
He tied his horse to the hitching post, shook the snow from his
jacket and boots, and came in. Baby came toddling in from her
bed. She put up her two little arms, and George took her on his
lap and hugged her. She liked her uncle, because almost every
day when he came over with the milk he would, if she were
awake, put her in the saddle in front of him and take her for a
ride. She was expecting that now as she pointed to the door and
said "oorse." George took her to the door, showed her the snow,
and said it was too cold for baby to go "oorse." She was delighted
about the falling snow and jumped up and down in his arms.
While I was giving baby her breakfast, George brought things
up from the cave, filled my wash boiler, tub, and several other
buckets with coal, and piled some wood on newspapers in the cor-

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

266 South Dakota History
ner so I would have all the necessary articles if I should have to
build a fire. Then Dot and I watched him through the glass in the
door as he jumped on his horse and turned toward home, with the
horse kicking up the snow as it galloped away. George kept waving to baby until he was out of sight on the other side of Coyote
Butte.
The snow kept falling until late in the afternoon, when the sun
came out and made it glisten like thousands of diamonds. While
baby was sleeping, I stepped outside for a few minutes for some
fresh air and left the door open to air the soddie. During the summer, some grass seeds would find their way into the sod of the
house, take root, and grow. In the winter after the grass had
turned brown, the frost and snow would encrust it, wrapping
shiny white fluffiness around each blade and each exposed root,
making the soddie look like a little old man with white whiskers.
This is exactly what met my sight as I turned around from the
short walk I had taken — the soddie all wrapped in white, like a little old man, I thought, bent close to the ground.
While the summers are extremely hot and uncomfortable in
this prairie country, the winters are terrific, with lots of snow
and the thermometer sometimes going as low as forty degrees or
more below zero and staying that way for long periods of time.
One must be prepared for this or perish.
The worst hardship for me was in not getting the mail. There
was no way of hearing from my husband or of what was happening in the world. Perhaps someone would go in to the post office
once a month, but at times it was not even that often. It all depended on how the trails were and how cold it was. So the mail
would accumulate, and then when it did come there would be
quite a stack of letters, papers, and magazines. I would have a
wonderful time sorting them and laying them out in order, according to the date of the postmark. Of course, I would read the
letters from my husband first. It was such a joy to have them. The
other letters I would set apart for different days, reading one or
two a day to make them last longer and to make it seem that I was
getting letters more often. Thus, I would have a "visit" with a
loved one each day for several days, and I looked forward to this
with great anticipation. The mail was a bright spot in my lonely,
secluded life-only it did not come often enough.
After the first snow, it turned very cold —too cold for the snow
to melt. It stayed on the ground all winter, with the exception of a
tiny bare spot here and there where the wind would blow it away.
Hilma Mountain had quite an experience one day that winter
when she went to help a neighbor with the butchering of a pig.
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They were at it all day, cutting it up into the different parts, rendering the lard, and making head cheese. It kept them so busy
they did not realize how quickly the time had passed and that the
sun had already set. Hilma gathered up her things in a hurry and
prepared to start immediately for home. The neighbor offered to
go home with her or as far as the creek trail, but she said she
could make it all right before dark, jumped on her horse, and
started. They had given her a number of pieces of freshly butchered meat to take with her, and she tied these to the saddle.
On the way home, she missed the creek trail and angled off in
the wrong direction. The snow on the ground makes everything
look the same, so it is very difficult to get directions straight. She
floundered around, trying to locate the right trail, but darkness
came so quickly that she was completely confused. The horse
pulled one way, but she was sure they should take the opposite
direction and kept pulling the rein that way. After they had gone
some distance, she discovered they were in a deep canyon and
lost. She did not know how to get out of there except by turning
around. This she did and had started to retrace the horse's tracks,
when she heard the most blood-curdling howling close-by.
The horse heard it, too, so needed no urging as he started off at
a terrific speed, almost throwing Hilma off. Then there was more
howling, and Hilma realized that a pack of wolves was on their
trail. The horse was frightened and going as fast as he could, but
the wolves traveled faster. Hilma did not hear them yelping for a
few seconds, so she glanced around and saw the fiery eyes of the
animals quite close and coming swiftly and stealthily closer and
closer.
She kept galloping on, not knowing where she was, with those
fiery eyes following. The wolves came so close, now, that she
could hear them snapping at the horse's legs. He kicked, and she
was terrified lest he should throw her off. She was almost petrified with fright, when all of a sudden she had an inspiration —she
hastily untied the fresh meat from the saddle and threw it as far
back into the wolf pack as she could. This turned the tide —they
stopped following her and began to fight each other over the
meat. She kept galloping on as fast as the horse could travel. She
could still hear the yelping and howling of the wolves, but the
sound became dimmer and dimmer as she sped on.
The horse finally reached the creek road, where Hilma recognized the trail and followed it along the creek to the bend that led
to their homestead. She said there would be no more nights alone
out on the prairie for her. The one experience was enough to last
a lifetime. What, I wondered, would she have done if it had not
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been for the meat and the thought of throwing it to the wolves?
Her husband, however, said it was the smell of the fresh meat
that had attracted them in the first place. Once the snow comes,
the wolves seem to be hungrier than ever and will often attack
horses or cattle. When spring comes, there are many carcasses
strewn across the prairie.

Christmas
I looked through the glass in the door one morning and saw
George on horseback coming our way. It looked like he had a
large bundle of mail under his arm. He was in a hurry and just
handed me the milk and the mail, saying that Art Mountain had
gone to the village the day before and had left the mail at their
place as he came by in the evening. The first letter I opened was
one from my husband, of course. In it, he was lamenting the fact
that we would not be together for Christmas. Then I opened several more from him. The last one gave me such a thrill that I
shrieked with delight and waved my hands around. Baby, seeing
me, did likewise.
"Oh, darling," I cried, "Daddy has made arrangements for us to
visit him for the holidays. Isn't that grand, and aren't we happy?"
All she said in answer was, "Da Da, Da Da."
He wrote that he had been told that homesteaders were given
permission to leave their claims for two or three weeks during
the homesteading period. This would not count against them or
have to be made up, so he wanted us to come so we could be together for Christmas and the New Year.
I was so excited I just spun around doing my work. I started to
make plans right away. When George came over three days later,
I told him the good news. He said he would drive me to the railroad. I wrote my husband and told him when I would arrive. I hustled and bustled around getting ready to leave. I wrapped things
that I didn't want to freeze and put them down the cave, made arrangements for Rover to visit George and Ruth's family, and was
ready to depart four days before Christmas. I was almost overcome with happiness to think we would be together in the parsonage. My only regret was that I could not take all my good neighbors with us.
George drove us to the railroad over snowy trails, but nothing
seemed to matter —only to get there. At the town, we bade
George goodbye and wished for them all a Merry Christmas. We
stayed that night at a hotel in the railroad town and early the
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next morning were on the train, puffing along toward our destination and Daddy.
At the journey's end, there was Daddy waiting to receive us
with open arms. We were together again! He had a very nice
church in a pretty town of about five thousand people. The whole
congregation immediately adopted us into their friendly circle,
and I felt as if they were all old friends instead of newly made
ones. They were grand people.
Tbere was a whirl of activities all through the holidays. The
days passed so quickly it seemed hardly possible that our joyous
vacation was at an end. My husband rode with us on the train to
the railroad town, where he saw that we were safely on the stage
that would take us to White River. There, George would meet us.
The worst part of being together was the separation. However,
we knew it must be, so we tried to be brave. "I'll come for you in
June," my husband said as we parted, "and then no more separations."
This was the second week in January, and I counted on my fingers—February, March, April, May, June —a whole handful of
months. It seemed a long way off, and it was, but I braced myself
for the ordeal. The days were so long and empty after we returned to the homestead. But they would pass, I knew, and June
would come again.
The prairies were still white when we got back, and the sun
shining on the snow made a brilliance that was almost blinding!
No need of diamonds out here, where the sun could shine on this
vast coverlet of snow and make it sparkle like the bright, shining
tinsel on a Christmas tree. It was truly beautiful but very hard on
one's eyes. The soft light of early twilight came as a wonderful relief. Even in the soddie, it was so bright I would cover the windows to keep out the glare. When I stepped outside, I was careful
not to forget to put on black glasses.
After the sun had peeped over the eastern horizon early one
morning, I went to the west window. I always liked to see the
shadow of the soddie and to know that there was really something big enough out there to make a shadow. To my great surprise, I saw something more than the expected shadow. There,
not over a block from the soddie, was a little town —streets and
buildings. Surely, I thought, being aione so much has affected my
mind. This is too incredible! I am not seeing a town with buildings
and streets!
The whole scene looked a little queer. I stood there for some
time, wondering, when finally the buildings started to topple and
vanish as the sun rose higher in the sky. Then I realized it had
been a mirage, but a very close and distinct one. I would have
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been happy to have had a town that close to me; yet, I was relieved when it vanished because I knew then that my mind was
still sound. At least I thought it was.

The Blizzard
One afternoon about ten days after our return, I looked out the
north window to see the sky to the northwest filling with heavylooking black clouds. This means more snow for us, I thought. The
clouds looked so dark that I felt sure it would be a heavy snow.
I remembered what George had told me about bringing in fuel
and getting provisions from the cave. However, I did not wait for
the first snowflakes but immediately put his advice into action. I
lined the washtub, boiler, and all the buckets and pails I had with
newspaper and then brought in the coal, a bucket at a time, until
all the containers were full, I piled kindling in the corner, just as
George had done, and brought up canned goods and other edibles
from the cave, then put the kerosene can back of the door. When I
finished lugging, I had enough of everything for several days.
Ruth came over later in the afternoon with a large jar and large
can, both filled with milk. When I asked why she had brought so
much, she replied that the clouds looked very much like a blizzard
and that it was always safer to be prepared. She asked if I had put
some food for Rover in the haystack, and I told her I had put in
plenty to last for several days and more. We talked for some time,
and then she left. She had scarcely gotten to their place when the
snow started to fall.
It looked so soft and feathery coming down, as if nature was
covering the prairie with a downy white blanket to protect it
from the cold. There was hardly any wind at the moment, and it
was very beautiful indeed. It was not long, however, before the
wind started to blow, getting stronger and stronger as night
came on. By midnight, it had reached the proportions of a regular
gale from the north and started to whistle, screech, and howl
around the soddie.
The fires were banked for the night in the two stoves, but it
was getting cold, so I got up and reached in the closet for some
more covers for both beds. The thermometer must have taken an
awful drop, for even with the extra covers, I was not very warm
and my face felt like ice. I pulled the covers over my face to warm
it, then put my nose out for a breath of air. Every time I uncovered my face, it felt like I was poking it into a cake of ice. I became
so uncomfortable that I got up and dressed in warm woolen clothing and started the fires going.
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The wind was so strong that when I opened the dampers of the
stoves it blew the smoke back into the soddie. This was terrible —
even worse than the cold. I started to choke from the smoke, so I
shut the draft of both stoves off again and crawled back into bed
with all my clothes on. My fingers were so numb I doubt that I
would have been able to undress, anyway, I lay there wondering
what I would do when daylight came.
The wind was lashing and blasting at the soddie from every direction. I was so glad I had brought so much coal and provisions
inside. I would not have to open the door. With the first peep of
dawn, I was up and trying to get the fires burning so it would be
warm when baby awoke. It was a difficult task, but I kept at it,
poking and coaxing, until finally, along with the smoke, they
started to give out a little heat. I had been warned by my husband
to be careful about having too hot and roaring a fire because the
stovepipe was so close to the roof. There was no chimney, only
the stovepipe with heavy galvanized tin nailed close to it going up
through the roof.
It was bitter cold in the soddie. The snow kept falling, and the
wind kept blowing. When baby woke up, I dressed her in woolen
underclothing and put on her leggings and a warm sweater and
coat. The fire in both stoves was burning fairly well by now, but a
great deal of the heat went up and out the stovepipe.
The windows were covered with snow, so I could not see out.
Later, I noticed that a tiny rim at the top of one of the south windows was clear, so I climbed on a chair and peered through. All I
could see was the snow falling just outside the window. It was so
thick and fine, and the wind was whipping it so hard that I
couldn't even see the clothesline a few feet away. Even with this,
I felt rather snug because I was prepared for the emergency.
All day long the wind whipped and whistled; all night long it
did the same. This kept up for three days and nights until I
thought I would go crazy from the ceaseless fury of the wind. I
was glad, however, for the strong walls of the soddie and for the
way it had been dug down in the ground so that the wind could
not get through the walls nor underneath the floor. This kept us
much warmer than we would have been otherwise.
I wondered what the poor fellows in those little piano-box
shacks were doing—how they could cope with this terrible cold
and wind. Surely the wind would blow the snow clear through
their places. I learned later that all of them, at the first flakes of
snow, rode horseback to the village and stayed with others until
the storm was over.
I had noticed snow on the glass in the door but had no idea what
was happening. On the morning of the third day, there was a
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short lull in the fury of the wind, so I went to the door to open it.
The door opened in, and when I pulled it open, I could see absolutely nothing but a solid mass of snow. I pushed at it, thinking it
would fall, but it was so solid I couldn't budge it. I had not thought
of bringing the shovel inside, so I got a large butcher knife and
the frying pan and started to dig. The snow was so tightly packed
I hardly made any impression at all.
I tried to look out the windows, but the drifts were higher than
they —all except that one south window with the narrow rim
where I could see out. The snow had not quite covered it, and I
found that after blowing my warm breath over the pane and
around the frame for some time I could lower the upper part
enough to throw scraps, etc., out the window. In this way I could
at least get rid of the garbage.
I looked out the window again, more closely this time, and saw
that the snow was packed solid around the soddie almost to the
roof. What a terrible feeling I had —we were buried alive! This,
indeed, was truly a blizzard!
Our drinking water was gone, so I opened the door and hammered and chopped with a knife and my old iron frying pan until I
had loosened enough of the ice to put in a pan and melt. When it
had melted and boiled, I strained it, and this is what we drank.
I knew it was utterly impossible for anyone to get to us. I had
already used quite a portion of our coal, so to conserve fuel I kept
a fire in only one stove —the cook stove. Dot and I stayed bundled
up in warm clothing and would play tag back and forth through
the soddie for exercise and to try to keep warm. Not the least bit
aware of our tragic situation, she thought it was great fun.
To be alone in the daytime with just baby, who couldn't understand our position, and then at night to sit entirely alone with the
moaning and whipping of the wind was almost maddening. The
days were short compared to the nights. Oh, the nights were so
long!
When the snow covers the ground, the coyotes get real bold
and come sniffing close to the soddie. fighting, snarling, yapping,
and howling. It is believed they will not attack a person unless
they are terribly hungry, but they always sounded starved to me.
A lone coyote will not attack, but when there is a pack of them,
well, I'm afraid anything could happen. With the snow packed
solid almost to the top of the soddie, I knew those coyotes could
easily get on the roof.
Even though the snow had stopped falling, the wind kept whipping it around like a white mist, hurling it up and packing it down
harder and harder. On the fourth night, I was sitting by the stove
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trying to keep warm, staying up late because it was too cold to
bank the fire early. I was sleepy and had started to nod, when I
heard a whine and a snarl and then a howling. I was sure the coyotes had gotten on the roof. Yes, there was the scratching and the
clawing. I was terribly frightened. I couldn't move but bowed my
head and prayed, "Oh, Lord, I am your child and helpless. Please,
dear Lord, divert the attention of those awful coyotes and protect
baby and me from their viciousness."
They were still on the roof, but it was not long before I heard
Rover barking and then a scampering off the roof. Rover kept on
barking, and I knew by the sound that they were having a fight.
Poor Rover —I did pray that they would not be too much for him.
In a short time, I heard yelping off in the distance and knew that
Rover had chased them. Since I had not seen him for several days,
I was relieved and comforted to hear his barking. I wondered how
he had gotten to the coyotes in time and chased them. But then, I
did not wonder for long —I kneiol
How long I would be entirely shut in, I did not know. But I had
faith enough to believe that some way would be opened before
too long. I kept in drinking and cooking water by melting the
snow from the drift at the door, although it was difficult to loosen
it. My coal supply was getting low, and it was still bitter cold.
In what seemed early afternoon on the sixth day, I was chopping more snow for drinking water when I heard a voice calling
loudly, "Hey, are you all right in there? We've come to dig you
out."
"Yes," I called back, "we're still here —is it George?"
"Yes," was the reply, "we'll soon get you dug out."
Then I heard the most welcome sound —someone chopping and
digging through the drift from the outside. It was a hard job and
took them a long time. When at last they reached the door and I
saw deliverance through the passage that had been dug, I was so
happy and relieved that I sat right down and cried. George was
confused to see me cry. No one out here had ever seen me cry.
George said that they had all been worried about me and had
tried several times to get through but had had to give it up
because the drifts were so deep the horse couldn't make it. It
would sink down to its belly in the snow and would have to be
shoveled out. I told him how I had managed to keep warm and
about the coyotes on the roof. He was so relieved to know we had
come through without any disaster, but he added that the next
time it started to snow, we were to come over to their place.
When I asked how he had made it over here even now, he
replied that the man who was with him had been held up at their
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place since the first day of the blizzard, and early this morning
they had determined to get here somehow. After tying themselves together with a strong rope so they wouldn't get lost from
each other, they had started to shovel their way over here. They
were bundled up so much it was hard to tell who was who; both
had scarves tied over their beads and across their faces just
below the eyes and were wearing heavy coats, big, thick mittens,
and sheepskin-lined boots.
I told them I thought they were mighty courageous to undertake such a trip and asked them to come in while I fixed a lunch
and made some coffee, but they wanted to get me dug out first.
"I surely have felt buried for the past five days," I said.
"Guess you did!" said George. "Come out here and have a look
at your soddie. You really were buried."
It was wonderful to step out the door once more, but it seemed
so strange to have to walk through a tunnel-like passage higher
than our heads to get to where I could look back. I had no idea the
drift at the door had been that long. It would have taken me a
long, long time to dig through that with a knife and frying pan.
George motioned for me to come farther, and when I looked back,
the soddie didn't seem familiar at all. It looked like a great big
igloo with a deep tunnel to the door.
Just then. Rover came romping up. He rubbed against me and
wagged his tail and wiggled his body so much that I stooped down
and patted him, saying, "Dear old Rover, you aren't any happier
to see me than I am to see you. Thanks, old fellow, for chasing the
coyotes the other night. Come inside and see baby." But no, I
couldn't get him to cross the sill, so I bundled baby up warm and
brought her to the door. Such a fuss each one made over the
other!
The men dug the snow from my coal pile and carried more coal
inside for me. They also dug the windows clear so that I could see
out and made a path to the cave. I told them I had forgotten to
bring drinking water from the cave when the blizzard started so
had dug the snow at the door and melted it. George said we would
all have to melt snow for water now, since it would be impossible
to haul any more for the rest of the winter.
It took them a long time to dig me out, and by the time they
were through, I had a lunch and a big pot of steaming coffee
ready. I wondered if they would be able to make it back home
before sundown, but they told me it would be much easier going
back. Even if the wind had blown snow over their tracks, they
had their shovels handy and were sure they would make it all
right. While they were eating, I kept thanking them over and
over again for what they had done for me.

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

West River Pioneer

275

"Oh, it's nothin'," they both said.
"Yes, it is something," I said, "a great big something. When
would I ever have gotten out the door if you hadn't come? My coal
was almost gone, too. You both know what that would mean in
this bitter weather."
"Let's not talk about it," George said. "You're sure never going
to stay here alone again during a snowstorm."
He wanted to know about the milk, if I had any left that was
sweet. I told him I had a little left, but I had lots of canned milk,
and baby was eating other things quite well and didn't need so
much. I said they should not come over with any more until the
way was safer to travel. I did not want any of them frozen or lost
in the drifts.
When they were leaving, George said, "Don't know when I'll be
seeing you again, but I dug a path to the pole. If you want us for
anything, just run a red piece of something up on it —we couldn't
see anything white with all this snow. You'll feel a little better
knowing that we'll be looking over this way the very first thing in
the morning, many times during the day, and the last thing at
night." They put their shovels over their shoulders and left.
For the remainder of the long winter, the only water we had for
drinking or for cooking, bathing, and washing clothes was melted
snow. I must have carried tons and tons of snow and melted it in
the tub on the kitchen stove. It takes buckets and buckets of snow
to melt into even a small amount of water, so I had a big job all
winter.
The long days and nights of that winter I shall never forget.
There was no mail coming in and none going out. I felt like baby
and I were alone in a world all our own. I would write letters,
knowing they could not be mailed. I read and reread every book
and magazine I had until they were threadbare. I gathered all my
letters together and read them until I could almost recite them
verbatim. My Bible was limber and worn from handling and reading. Even the short days seemed long, and the nights were an
eternity. But there were no more blizzards. Outside there was the
screeching and moaning of the wind as it lashed around the soddie. Inside the fire crackled in the little old cook stove. And so the
days passed, with a little more snow now and then for variety.

The Last Spring
The latter part of February had been comparatively mild,
although cold enough to keep the snow from melting entirely
away. Indeed, the wind had packed the snow so hard that the
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drifts were more like icebergs, and it took a long time for them to
melt.
March came in like a lion and stayed that way until April, when
the snow and ice started to disappear almost like magic. By the
first part of May, it was entirely gone, with the moisture all absorbed by the earth.
May arrived with a flood of color! The prairie is a thing of beauty in the spring—so many kinds of lovely, brilliantly colored
flowers. The moisture from so much snow and a few spring rains,
along with the warmth of the May sun, had stirred the tiny seeds
in the ground, and they pushed through, bursting forth into a new
life of rare splendor. It looked like the Creator had dipped a brush
in every color we know —and many we do not know —and sprinkled them all over the prairie, producing a soft carpet of lavish
coloring fit for a king. This wonderful display of beauty all close
to the ground —this veritable carpet of wild flowers —was a revelation of the new life to be.
There is always a feeling of reverence and awe when I gaze into
the depths of a flower and see the wonders of creation. The delicate, fragile petals and the perfume, the breath of the soul of a
flower, stir my emotions to respond to all that is lovely, beautiful,
and divine. The glorious transformation of the prairie from the
bleak to the sublime reminded me of what our lives shall be in
some distant future. The long, long winter with its ice and snow
and many lonely hours was past, and this was to be my last spring
on the homestead.
Our required time was over in the latter part of May, but my
husband could not come for us until sometime in June. I had
already begun to count the days until he would get here. Dot was
quite a girl now and could walk all over —she would even go out
the door if I didn't keep a close watch. By this time, she had acquired a vocabulary of baby expressions to make herself and her
wants understood.
The hauling of water from the river started once more, and so
did other outdoor activities such as the plowing of small plots to
plant corn for feed. A kitchen garden of vegetables was already
in. Babe, one of the broncos, had a tiny colt, and there were baby
chickens, calves, and tiny pigs over at George and Ruth's homestead. I did not put in a garden this spring because I knew I would
not be here when it matured.
George and Ruth were very busy taking care of the land and
the new arrivals. Ruth came over early one evening to see if all
was well with us. She said they were needing so many things
from the store at White River but didn't have the time to spare to
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Anna Waltz s buggy sits m a draw tn west river South Dakota.

go after them. I said I would be glad to go for them if the children
would play with Dot and if she or George would hitch the broncos
to the buggy for me. I knew absolutely nothing about hitching or
unhitching. I couldn't tell one strap or buckle from another.
She hesitated to accept but knew it would save them time. Finally she said it would mean much to them if I would go, since
they were so swamped with work. I told her to bring the outfit
over in the morning. I had gone alone a few times before this so
did not hesitate to do it again.
It was beautiful the next morning. Early I saw the buggy, with
Ruth driving, coming around Coyote Butte. We drove back to
their place, where Ruth took Dot in to have a good time with the
children, and I continued alone over the ridge and down to the
creek trail. I enjoyed the ride along the creek; it was so still and
quiet, as it usually is in the early morning. I had driven about five
miles and had five more to go before reaching the trading post at
White River. I was not in any great hurry, as I had plenty of time,
so occasionally I would let the broncos saunter along.
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They were going along leisurely, and I was leaning back in the
seat, loosely holding the reins, when I noticed a cloud of dust up
over the ridge on the opposite side of the creek. At first I paid no
attention to it, thinking it was a whirlwind and would soon pass.
But as I glanced up again, I saw a herd of wild horses tearing
down over the ridge toward the creek trail. I was not in the least
disturbed because I had always heard that if one is on horseback
or in a buggy, the herd will gallop on without interfering. However, there were some things I did not know. Never having lived
in the country or been around animals, I was not at all familiar
with their mating habits. Also, I did not know that Babe's colt
was from a wild stallion.
Nearer and nearer they kept coming. I thought they would stop
at the creek for a drink; in fact, I thought that was their main purpose for coming our way. The creek that had been nothing but a
dry, stony ravine last summer was full of water now from the
melting of the winter's snow and the early spring rain.

Anna Waltz stands between the horses that pulled her buggy on her trips
across the prairie.
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I slapped the reins and spoke to the broncos to quicken their
pace when the whole herd, led by the huge statlion, dashed
through the creek and up the bank and surrounded the buggy.
The ponies stopped because it was impossible to go on. Not realizing my situation, I did not feel afraid but kept urging the ponies
to start. But they couldn't budge because of all the horses
crowded around them.
The big old stallion sidled up to Babe and rubbed his head on
hers in an affectionate manner. Then, before I knew what was
happening, he was around on the other side, kicking and snapping
at Billy, who started to kick back. Then it was that I really
started to feel afraid. The stallion kicked, Billy kicked, and Babe
did, too, until I knew that if it kept up, I would be thrown out and
the buggy would be a wreck in a very short time.
I snatched the whip from the socket and started to lash at the
stallion. The first blow rather startled him, and his front feet
came down so close to the buggy it jarred me. I could feel his
breath —he was that close. I was ready for him and gave him
another hard lash. This time, he backed away. Then I started to
scream as loud as I could. This sound seemed to baffle him. He
kicked up his hind feet and made a dash over the bank to the
creek, with all the others following.
Encouraged by this. I got out of the buggy and ran toward the
bank, screaming and lashing the whip. As long as I was screaming, the horses kept on going, their great hooves with their long,
heavy fringe of hair kicking into the air and splashing in the creek
as they dashed through and up on tbe other side.
Seeing that they were on the other side of the creek and still
going, I ran back quickly to the buggy, climbed in, and gave the
ponies a little tip with the whip to urge them on, thinking that if
we got far enough away the herd would go in another direction.
The ponies moved as fast as they could, but we had gone only a
very short distance when I saw the herd start back again. They
were down through the creek and over the bank and around the
buggy before I could muster enough breath to scream again.
Before I could use the whip, the stallion was after Billy again.
The ponies could not move forward because of the way we were
surrounded. The other horses joined in the great confusion by
bucking, pawing the earth, and kicking up the dust. Dirt was flying in every direction, tails were waving, and great, heavy hooves
were flying high and coming down with a loud thud. Poor Billy
was snorting, and Babe was doing the same. I was in the midst of
a regular bedlam.
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All at once, the big stallion bucked, snarled, pawed the earth,
and, showing his big teeth and his distorted nostrils, lunged at
Billy, kicking him and biting him on the neck. Billy let out an awful yell and started kicking. What should I do? I was almost petrified with fright. I used the whip again, but this only infuriated the
stallion all the more. Then I started to scream again. Why, oh,
why, didn't someone come along the trail and help me? How utterly hopeless that thought was.
My screaming had the same effect as it had before, and I was
out of the buggy in an instant, chasing the herd with my screams
and snapping the whip. I thought I would keep that up until they
were a distance away, but my voice started to give out, and I felt I
was losing the power to scream.
It was then that I knelt down, right where I was on that snakeinfested bank, and prayed for deliverance and guidance. I rather
hesitate to write the following because I know how skeptical the
majority of people are when it comes to divine assistance. They
often brand one as a fanatic. Yet, I am happy to testify to His saving power and His answer to prayer.
As I prayed, "Oh, God, please, please help me," I heard a voice
say, "Go unhitch Babe." I was startled and looked all around,
thinking someone near me had spoken, for the voice was close
enough for me to hear each word. It was very puzzling in view of
the fact that I was miles from anyone. I knew no one was near,
but the voice was as clear as if someone were speaking directly to
me in a room.
I could not imagine why I should unhitch Babe. I had not
thought of unhitching either horse because, to tell the truth, I did
not know how. But the voice came again, just as distinctly as
before, "Go unhitch Babe." I became aware of some response in
my own being and said, "Dear God, I don't know one buckle or
strap from the other and have never unhitched a horse. But if
that's what I must do, please show me how."
Perhaps some might think that in my desperation I was having
hallucinations, but I heard the voice and the words as clearly as if
there had been someone speaking close-by. Then, too, how would
I have known to unhitch Babe? It would never have entered my
mind. I cannot explain it, but I know it was true!
I ran back to the ponies, but the herd had turned again and was
speedily coming our way. I pulled the ponies around to start the
task of unhitching, not knowing where to begin, when the whole
herd started coming up the bank. I jumped in the buggy and
thought I would scream again, but no sound came out. Then, feeling an inner strength, I got out of the buggy, took the whip in one
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hand, and lashed at the horses, while with the other hand I unbuckled and pulled the straps. Before I knew it. Babe was free.
Trailing some straps behind her, she dashed up over the ridge
toward home, with the stallion and the others following.
Billy started to turn around to run, too, but he had not been unhitched, so I patted him on the nose and whispered, "Billy, you do
have a bad bite on your neck and should be let loose, too, but I
haven't the strength to do it." I did not know that it was the
wisest thing to keep him there, away from that stallion. I could
hardly climb back in the buggy but managed to get in and
slumped in the seat. It looked strange to see Billy standing in
front of the buggy alone. I didn't know what would happen next,
so I prayed that someone would soon come.
When George and Ruth saw Babe coining back with the herd of
horses following, they knew something was wrong and were indeed frightened. Both jumped on their horses immediately and
came galloping the five miles down the creek trail to where I was
sitting slumped in the buggy. They started to ask me questions,
but my voice was completely gone. I could not even whisper.
They went to the creek and brought some water in a tin can we
always kept in the buggy, but I could not swallow; it seemed my
throat had swollen shut from the strain of screaming and was
almost paralyzed.
They wanted to know if I was hurt, and I shook my head "no,"
which seemed to relieve them some, but I pointed to my throat
and shook my head "no" again, revealing the fact that I could not
speak. They thought I was speechless from the fright. Then they
saw the blood on Billy's neck and surmised what had happened.
They would say, "Was it this way?" and I would shake my head
"yes" or "no." They hitched one of their horses with Billy, and
Ruth drove us back to their place while George rode close-by on
his horse.
I could not talk for two days, and even then it was difficult to
make the sound come out right. George and Ruth wanted to know
who had unhitched Babe, and I told them about my experience.
They said that was the thing that had saved my life. They knew I
did not know one thing about unhitching horses and were surprised that I had been able to manage it with one hand. They
were as sure as I that it had been divine guidance because I had
never even watched anyone at that task.
I was rather upset for several days, and my shoulder and arm
ached quite badly, having lashed the whip so strenuously at the
horses. I felt disappointed that I had not reached the village to
get supplies for Ruth, but they were so happy and relieved that I

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

282 South Dakota History
was still alive that nothing else mattered. It was later that Ruth
told me about Babe's colt and the stallion. She said they had truly
expected to find me trampled to death when Babe came home as
she did, with that great stallion following.

Visitors on a Stormy Night
The heat started early. We were having August weather in
May. My husband had written me the date in June that he expected to come for us, and I marked it on the calendar. It had been
a long time since we were last together, and we were anxious for
the time to pass. However, things must go on from day to day,
and the necessities of life must be taken care of.
We were out of water, so George went to White River to haul
some and get a few supplies. When he returned, he brought news
of some excitement in the village. He said that two Indian men,
strangers who had ridden into the village from somewhere, drank
too much liquor and started brandishing their guns, terrifying
people. The two men had left the village that afternoon, but no
one had seen the direction they took. Therefore, everyone was
being warned to be on the lookout for them.
"Say," George said, "maybe you and Dot had better come over
to our place for the night."
"Oh, George," I laughed, "there's nothing out this way. Why
should they come out here?"
"Well, I don't know," he answered, "but I thought after you
heard about it, you might feel better to be with someone. You're
so far away from anyone over here on the ridge."
My decision was to stay where I was, and George took his departure.
The sun had barely edged down beyond the western horizon
when clouds began to gather. Soon there were silent flashes of
lightning but no sound of thunder. It kept on this way until later
in the night, when a low rumbling sound could be heard after each
flash. The inky black clouds hung low, seemingly a few feet above
the roof of the soddie. I went out to get the lantern, but it was
such a dark night I could not see where it was. Everything outside seemed like a sea of ink. I ran my hand along the outside wall
until I located the lantern. After putting a tub on top of the barrel
to catch the water from the roof when it rained, I went indoors. I
was glad to shut out the blackness and turned up the lamp as high
as the wick would burn.
I picked up a book that I had been reading and had turned only
a few pages when I heard a queer sound outside. I listened, but it
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sounded like neither a coyote nor a human. It came again and
again, until finally I decided to light the lantern and go outside to
investigate. Rover was so afraid of electrical storms that I was
sure he had crawled to the center of the haystack where he would
feel more secure and where he could not hear the thunder so
plainly. Anyway, he did not bark.
I picked up the lantern from the bench, opened the door, and
stepped outside, I stood very still and listened for a while. Then I
heard the sound again, coming from the direction of the hitching
post. It was too dark to see that far, so I walked slowly over that
way, holding the lantern in front of me. I saw two shiny lights
that looked like eyes. As I approached them very quietly, all of a
sudden I heard that strange sound again, along with a whoop and
a flapping of wings. A huge owl whizzed by me close enough that
one wing struck my head, I jumped and yelled and swung my arm
at it. But I was relieved to know that the object of my investigation proved to be just a big owl that had lost its way and was sitting on top of the hitching post.
That is the way with most of our scares, I thought. After we investigate, they very often prove to be only "owls," ready to disappear when we face them.
Before going inside again, I stood and watched the sky for a
while. Every time the lightning flashed, I could see the clouds
swirling and clashing as if each was trying to be the first to reach
us with its unpredictable results. There was still no rain, but the
lightning came oftener and the thunder grew louder. The storm
was coming nearer now, so I went inside. Dot was sound asleep in
her little bed.
It was very late —close to midnight — but I thought I would
stay up until the worst of the storm was over. By the looks of the
clouds, I knew it would be a bad one. I could hear the lightning
snapping and cracking by now and the thunder booming like a
pack of cannon firecrackers being set off all at once. The storm
was almost overhead. I wouid hear the click of the lightning, then
there would be a tense moment before the thunder would crash
like it was hurling all its fury and vengeance on the roof of the
soddie. Before the thunder had ceased reverberating across the
sky, there would be another click of lightning, until it almost
seemed that the lightning and thunder came simultaneously. It
sounded as if the roof were crashing in on my head. Many times I
clapped my hands over my ears to keep out the terrible sound,
I kept the lantern lighted for any emergency that might arise
(like having to go to the cave in a hurry) but turned the tight low. I
also turned down the light of the old kerosene lamp, I was very
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sleepy, but I heard something just then that drove sleep from my
eyes. I kept utterly still, almost holding my breath, thinking I had
been mistaken. No, I was not mistaken! I heard men's voices. Oh,
no —surely it could not be true! It must be the noises of the storm
and the wind blowing through the screens.
I got up slowly from the chair, turned the light in both lantern
and lamp almost out, and then looked out the north window from
where the voices were coming. It was so dark I could see nothing
until the lightning flashed; then I saw two men on horseback pull
rein close to the window. My heart skipped a beat, and my throat
felt husky. Could it be that those two Indians had wandered
around the prairie until they had gotten this far?
The next time the lightning flashed, they were not there but
had moved to the west window, where I saw the silhouette of
them and their horses in the bright flash. They had pulled their
horses to a stop. I will admit that now I was thoroughly frightened! Oh, why hadn't I gone home with George, where I could feel
I had protection? I couldn't even think what I might do or say.
Each time the lightning flashed, the men drew their horses to a
different window, until they had stopped at all four. Next was the
door. It was not locked, nor would it do any good to lock it now.
By this time, the wind was a perfect hurricane, and the rain had
started coming down on the roof of the soddie like thousands of
pebbles. I could hear nothing more, so I went to the door. Looking
through the glass as the lightning flashed. I saw the two men
jump off their horses and tie them to the hitching post. I could
feel my scalp tingle as if each hair moved separately to stand
right up on end! I thought. Well, I'm going to have light, and I
went back to the table and turned up the light in both lamp and
lantern. I looked to see if baby was all right and then turned
around to face the door. Beyond the tiny pane of glass in the door
appeared a distinct outline of a man's face, his eyes glaring into
the room. I was alone and felt it! The rain was coming down in torrents now and sounded like rocks on the roof instead of pebbles.
After my first agonizing fright had somewhat subsided, I was
amazed with what calm I met the situation. I had prayed for
strength, and it had been given me. I walked over to the door and
opened it. My hands shook a little as I pulled the door toward me,
and my knees did not feel too steady, but I was sure I could handle this.
When the door was opened, I looked into the faces of two neighbor men from over on the Squaw Range section. How can I ever
express my relief! Another "owl" experience, I thought, and was
happy that it was. The rain was running off their sombreros, and
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their buckskin jackets were shiny from shedding the water. I invited them in out of the storm, and explanations were forthcoming.
They had been out trying to find the two Indians who had
caused the disturbance in town. They had chased them several
miles to the northwest but in coming back had gotten lost in the
terrible darkness of the storm. They saw the light in the soddie a
long way off and tried to reach it before the storm broke. They
did not know whose home it was, but they needed to get
someplace for shelter.
I asked them why they had pulled their horses to a stop at each
one of my windows. They said the place did not look familiar in
the darkness, and they did not know whether or not to ask for
shelter after seeing the light go out. They thought whoever lived
there had gone to bed. When I asked why they had not whistled,
they said they were afraid it might startle someone inside.
"Now the next time you're in such a position, please whistle or
give a person some inkling of your being near," I said. "The mumbling of your voices and your going from window to window just
about frightened me into a cocked hat. George was in White
River just this afternoon, and he told me about those two men."
They apologized over and over for having frightened me and
hoped I would forgive them. The storm was terrible all the time
we were talking. We had to fairly yell to be heard above the noise
of the pounding rain on the roof and the crash-boom of the thunder. They were indeed thankful for the shelter from the storm
and were sure they would have been lost otherwise.
It was in the early hours of the morning that the storm abated
enough for them to find their way home. They thanked me again
and assured me that there was nothing to fear from the Indians
as they were probably miles away by now, headed for the Black
Hills or Wyoming. It would not be long before daylight, anyway,
so I told them I was not afraid. Although they had given me a
scare, having my fright turn out the way it did had made things
seem much better.

Wild with Heat and Thirst
Ruth brought the ponies and buggy over because Dot and I
were driving to White River to meet Daddy. Ruth had told me
that they had to go to the village on business, so they would drive
in along with us. (I am sure they did not want us to go alone.) I
said how glad I was to have them go at the same time and that she
should ride in the buggy with us. I dressed baby in all her pretty

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

286 South Dakota History

Her belongings packed for a trip. Anna Waltz stands on the porch of the
White River Post Office.

things, put on my best "bib and tucker," and off we went, full of
joy and expectation.
The stage from the railroad would arrive in the late afternoon,
but we could not get there too soon to suit me, so we started in
the morning. We took our lunch and ate it down by the river, making a gala day of it. When we saw the dust from the stage a long
way off, my heart started to pump a little faster. It was bringing
our loved one to us, and this time baby and I would go back with
him.
As the stage drew nearer, I kept getting more excited inside
until I was afraid I would have to shout to keep from "busting."
How proud I was to have Dot look so sweet and be able to walk to
her daddy and talk to him. Just as the stage drove up to the trading post, I put baby down in front of me so she could walk to her
daddy instead of being carried. My heart almost turned a flip-flop
waiting for it to come to a complete stop. At last it stopped, and
out stepped three men —and not one was Daddy.
What was wrong? Surely he was in the back seat and was playing a joke on us. I went closer and peeped in the car but saw no
one. I asked the stage driver if he had seen my husband get off
the train, and he said he had not. My world was toppling around
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me! Where was my husband? He had never before disappointed
me when he had made definite arrangements. Something unusual
must have happened, or else he was sick.
We waited in the post office until the mail was sorted, but
there was no letter from him. Ruth was so sympathetic and felt so
badly about my disappointment. We waited until almost sundown, thinking perhaps he might come to White River in a private car, but he had written that he would come on the stage. We
could not wait any longer, so we drove back home depressed, not
knowing why he had failed to come.
Ruth drove with us over to the soddie, where I had fixed everything so pretty in anticipation of his arrival. We discussed many
reasons why, perhaps, he could not get here, but I thought surely
there would have been a letter or some message explaining the
situation.
Ruth came in to stay awhile with me. During our conversation,
I said, "I even marked the day of his coming on the calendar, and
here it is," handing the calendar to her.
She studied it a little, then looked up at me and said, "Anna,
here is the reason he didn't come today —look, you marked the
date in May instead of in June. You didn't tear May off, so you are
four days ahead of time."
I looked at the calendar and, sure enough, there it was —May. I
had been so eager to mark the date that I had marked the wrong
month. I felt so silly and stupid, but it was a relief to know that it
had been a mistake and that nothing was wrong. A heavy load
was lifted from my heart.
The next day. Art Mountain went in to White River, and when
he came back he stopped by George and Ruth's with a telegram
for me, which Ruth immediately brought over. It was from my
husband, and it was very disappointing. Instead of coming in four
days, he would be delayed because of a funeral and a wedding and
would not get here until the following week.
"Another disappointment," I said, "but I guess I can take it."
"I'm so sorry," Ruth said. "And we've already made arrangements to be gone for three days or more because we thought
Pierce would be here with you."
I told Ruth that I wouldn't mind being alone for such a few days
and that they should go right ahead with their trip. They had
been so wonderful to us all along the way that I just couldn't interfere with their plans.
"I'll be so busy getting the things together that I want to take
with me, I won't even notice being alone," I said. "So you folks go
right ahead."
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"We just wouldn't go now," Ruth said, "not with you being
alone and the heat as bad as it is, but it seems this will be the only
time we'll be able to get away for the rest of the summer." They
decided to leave two days later and would be back before my husband arrived.
The next evening the whole family drove over to bring some
extra milk, to see if I had enough water, and to say goodbye. They
were leaving the next morning. George looked in the water barrel, which was almost full, and then asked about our drinking
water. I told him we had plenty in the can in the cave. He said
they had some extra, but seeing I had enough, they would pour
what they had in a few pans and buckets for the chickens and the
dog. They had left adequate food for all the animals for the time
they would be gone, and Noble Wickland was to ride over each
evening to see that all was well with the stock. Because they were
to leave before daylight, we said our goodbyes, and they left our
place early.
When I woke up the next morning, I knew they were gone —
gone for three or more days —and I did feel terribly alone. The
days had been getting hotter and hotter. Every day we were expecting it to cool off, but it was doing just the opposite. As the sun
rose higher, I could feel the heat coming through the roof. When I
went out where the sun could shine on me, I felt it burn. This
would be a scorcher of a day!
It was time for baby's bath, so I went out to the barrel to dip
some water for the bath and for washing. When I lifted the lid, I
found the barrel entirely empty! The barrel rested on some
planks to keep it off the ground, and after investigating, I saw a
large hole in the bottom. A small animal of some kind had gnawed
through the wood during the night, and my precious water had
run out. What was I to do with my neighbors gone!
There was still some drinking water down the cave, so I
thought I would get a little of that to bathe baby and wash a few
things for her. I took a small bucket, went down the cave, and
poured out as little water from the can as I thought I could possibly manage with. As I came up the steps, I stumbled and fell, spilling every drop out of the bucket. I knew I could use no more now
for bathing or washing until the folks got home. We would need
what was left for drinking.
I gave baby a dry rub with a soft turkish towel and changed her
clothes. Other things could wait until some other time. I could use
a little of the drinking water for cooking, if I were very saving, so
I felt all would be well for a few days. It would be pretty hard to
have our water limited when the days were so hot.
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I went down the cave and brought up a little drinking water —
just a very little —because I discovered there was less in the can
than I had thought. I wanted to be very saving with it, but before
noon it was gone, and baby was coaxing for more. Finally. I decided to go down and get a little more just for her.
I took a small pitcher and started down the cave. I had gone
down only two steps when on the third step I saw a huge snake. I
was so frightened I could not tell whether it was a rattlesnake or
a bullsnake. I quickly turned, took the two steps in one, and ran to
the soddie for the broom. I was hoping the snake would crawl out
while I was after the broom because I had never killed a snake
and didn't relish the thought of doing it. When I got back, it had
gone down three more steps. I was afraid to fight it down inside
the cave so came up and left the door open, hoping it would see
the sun and crawl out to the light, as they so often do.
Baby was crying now for a drink, and I was dreadfully thirsty,
too. But between me and our precious water was this big snake,
which I was afraid to encounter in close quarters. Baby was still
crying "wawa" and "dink," so I went back in the soddie and
stayed for some time to give the snake time to crawl out. It was
scorching hot inside the soddie. I kept trying to comfort baby, but
water was what she wanted, so she refused to be comforted. I
knew how she felt. I thought I would make another try.
When I went back to the cave again, there was no snake on the
steps or anywhere in sight. I ventured very cautiously down the
steps, broom in hand, stopping on each one and peering around,
but there was no snake. I felt sure now that it had crawled out of
the cave, I got to the last step, and before stepping down on the
ground, I looked all around again. Seeing no snake, I went over to
the water can and reached down for the bandle, when what did I
see coiled behind the can but the snake! I was filled with fear, but
I was desperate for water. I grabbed the can and made a dash for
the steps.
I was partway up when the handle of the can came loose, and
the can slipped from my grasp, tumbling down into the cave and
hitting each step as it went. I looked down and saw that the fall
had knocked the spout off the can, and there was the last of the
water running out on the dirt floor, making it muddy and sloppy. I
was so wild witb thirst that I was tempted to run down and scoop
the water up with my hands and drink it. But I thought of baby
and knew I did not dare risk going down in the cave with that
frightful snake. Every drop of our water was gone! Gone, and
what could I do? Baby was still calling for a drink.
I dragged myself up the remainder of the steps, closed the door
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of the cave, looked all around the parched prairie with the sun
beating down relentlessly, and for the first time felt defeated.
Had my neighbors been at home, it would have been a simple matter to run up the "out of water" signal, and soon we would have
gotten some. What should I do? I couldn't leave baby. She could
not walk any distance over the prairie, and I could not carry her
in this terrific heat. The Mountains, who lived on the creek bottom, were our nearest neighbors, and that was too far to attempt
to walk at any time, much less under this blistering sun. If I
waited until night —well, that was not to be considered, with the
coyotes and wolves prowling around. Then, too, it was the dark of
the moon, and I knew in the darkness I would get lost even if I
tried to go. I felt panicky!
It was late in the afternoon. Baby had gone to sleep fretting
and crying for water. I knew Noble Wickland would be over at
George and Ruth's place sometime to care for the stock so
thought I would put a distress signal on the pole. Perhaps, if he
came before dark, he would see it. I got out the signals I had and
ran them all up on the pole.
When baby awoke, the first thing she wanted was water. I
tried to divert her, but it did not work. How could it, when she
was so thirsty? I took her outside to see the cloth moving in the
wind on top of the pole, but the diversion was of short duration.
That everlasting begging for water, I thought, would unnerve
me. Such a little thing as a drink of water, and yet I was not able
to give her any.
The night came on with no relief. Noble had not seen the signal,
I was sure, or he would have been here. All night long, baby cried
out in her sleep for water. How could I stand it! To be alone in the
daytime, when one can see in all directions and things on the outside are visible, is quite different from being alone when night
drops its curtain of darkness and all is blotted out except the inside of the soddie and the eternal wailing of the coyotes outside.
Now, adding to that was baby crying for water. I got into bed hoping and praying that the morning would bring relief. I hardly
slept at all. All night baby was hot and restless.
In the morning, the sun came up as hot as ever — even hotter, it
seemed. I hoped baby would sleep late, but she was awake early
crying for water. I gave her some milk, but it was warm. That was
not what she wanted. I let the signals stay on the pole, but no one
came. Baby became very fretful, and that was not like her. I felt
her little soft, naked body. It was so hot, and I didn't even have a
damp cloth to sponge her off. I could not take her down the cave
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because of the snake. I tried to think what to do, but there was no
solution. Baby kept following me around, begging for water.
Early in the afternoon, she fell asleep. I went outside and
started walking around the soddie. I would stop on each side and
look off in the distance, hoping and praying again that someone
would come from some direction. I circled the soddie many times
and kept looking in all directions. There was nothing but the sunblistered prairie and the hot-looking sky —heat and more heat —
and thirst! My own lips were parched. I dreaded to have baby
wake and start tbat fretful cry for water. Poor dear little thing,
how little she knew what agony I was enduring in my sympathy
for her. The situation seemed utterly hopeless. I was nearly wild
with thirst and heat.
Not the faintest breath of a breeze was stirring—a most unusual thing for this country. It was so silent and still, one could
almost hear the great silence. It made my head swim. Solitude impenetrable! The silence was closing in around me like some great
monster ready to spring and devour me. And the heat! Always
the heat! I became dazed, bewildered. A vague heaviness of spirit
weighed me down. A coyote began to howl down in the canyon,
and I started in with it, screaming as loud as I could. Something
inside of me seemed to snap. The last thing I remembered, I was
pulling at my hair and running. Running from what? Solitude, disappointment, heat, thirst —oh, the terrible thirst. My lips were
cracking. I suppose there are limits of endurance in all of us.
They picked me up out on the west range —two homesteaders,
a man and his wife, from out beyond Cut Meat. They were on
horseback, hunting their stray cattle. They found me exhausted
and in a daze. How long I was gone I do not know. They recognized me from the color and abundance of my hair. All my hairpins were gone, and it was streaming down my back to my ankles.
When they spoke to me, all I could say was "water," "baby,"
"snake," and then I lapsed into unconsciousness.
The man put me on his horse and held me there until they got
me back to the soddie. There they looked for water but could find
none. Guessing the situation, the husband jumped on his horse
and galloped down to the Mountains' on the creek bottom. How
wonderful people are! There seems always to be the divine spark
of love and sympathy for others in distress.
When I came to myself, I was in my own bed in the soddie, with
a damp cloth on my head. Hilma Mountain was wetting my lips
with water. Water! Precious water! Since then, I have often won-

Copyright © 1988 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

292 South Dakota History
dered how much any of us really appreciates the wonderful blessing of water.
The first thing I asked about was my baby. Hilma had taken
care of her, sponging her and giving her drinks at intervals. They
told me that she was standing at the door, crying and trying to
get out, when they brought me home, but Rover was standing
guard and wouldn't let her push the screen door open. She was
crying for water, and her little lips were cracked and bleeding.
The screen door opened out, and she could easily have gotten out
on the hot prairie but could not have gotten back in. Often, when I
had gone outside to hang clothes on the line or down the cave to
get food, I would say to Rover, "Don't let baby out. Keep her inside while I'm gone." He would look at me and blink and seemed
to understand because when she would push the screen open, he
would bark and push it shut with his paw. It was amusing to see
him take care of her, and this time it proved a true blessing.
He was such an understanding dog. He always went with me
when I took a walk while baby was sleeping. Perhaps he did go
with me for a short distance this time. I do not know, but I am
sure he realized that something was wrong and felt it was his responsibility to look after baby, for he had stood guard where he
was needed most.
My rescuers said they had looked for water even down the
cave. When they saw the upset can and the empty barrel, they
realized something unusual had happened. Around the barrel, it
was still a little damp, and the floor of the cave was still quite wet.
The man said he did not see the snake in the cave but had not
looked around. After finding the upset can, he came right out and
rushed down to Mountains'.
He went down the cave again after I spoke about the snake and
saw that it was still there. I think it enjoyed having a cool place to
stay. The man killed it but had quite a battle doing it. It was a
very large rattlesnake and put up a strong fight for its life. The
man asked me if I wanted the fifteen rattles connected to its tail,
but I did not care for any souvenir that would remind me of that
snake. Nor did I need anything to recall the experiences.
Hilma and the others asked me why I had started to run west,
where no one lived. This I could not answer. I did not know where
I was going. I just went. I am sure it was an answer to prayer
because, had I gone another direction, there would have been no
one to pick me up.
Then everything turned out so well —we got water, the snake
was killed, and these wonderful neighbors were taking care of us.
So, my prayers had been answered. The homesteader and his
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wife lived so far away that they had to start for home. It was impossible for me to express my gratitude to them. They had saved
baby's life and mine. They felt so happy and yet were so humble
about being of real service.
Hilma Mountain stayed with us until George, Ruth, and the
children came back two days later. Hilma was a grand person,
many times putting her own duties aside to help others. Art. her
husband, was just as fine in wanting to help everyone in any way
he could. Even with all the work he had to do on his own place,
and with Hilma staying with me, he took time to haul me a barrel
of water. He said he didn't want anything like this to happen
again if he could prevent it.
It had been quite an ordeal, but through it I had learned many
precious lessons that would linger with me all my Ufe.

Farewell
The fourteen months of my homesteading were over, and I
would soon be leaving the Rosebud Indian Reservation of South
Dakota. When the day came for my husband to arrive, Ruth
brought the ponies and buggy over to take us to White River.
"Daddy is coming today," I said to Dot. "Let me pretty you up."
She ran to me clapping her little hands. Yes, once again we
were getting "prettied up" for my husband's arrival. This time I
was sure he would get here because the stage driver had gotten
word that if the train were a little late he was to postpone starting out, if possible, until it had arrived. George, Ruth, and the
children were going to the village, too, as they were expecting a
mail-order package.
Ruth and baby and I rode in the buggy, and George took the
children in the wagon. It was the same old creek trail, but somehow this morning it looked so different. Everything was different
— Daddy was coming!
As we rode along, Ruth and I talked of many things —my stay
on the homestead, the things that had occurred, and the good
times we'd had together.
"Ruth." I said, "all these experiences have been a blessing to
me. I have learned so much more about many things."
I truly felt that I now knew more about the real values of life.
our responsibilities to others, and the beauty that can be found in
everyone's soul if we will only take the time to search for it. I had
had such marvelous and spectacular answers to prayer that it had
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taught me the lesson of a stronger faith and trust in the Lord. I
would always remember that it was out here on the lonely creek
trail that God had spoken to me. That alone was worth more to
me than anything material ever could be.
We reached the village and went directly to the post office.
There was just one card for me. but that one card meant everything because written on it was one word, "Coming!" The stage
was a little late, but at last we saw it coming over the ridge.
When it stopped, the first to get out was my husband. There was
a great reunion! He could hardly believe that Dot was such a big
girl, big enough now to walk to him.
Back at the homestead, it did not take us long to assemble our
personal belongings and distribute tbe others among the neighbors. Billy, Babe, the buggy, and Rover were to stay with George
and Ruth. As we packed all the personal things that we were taking, it began to look a little bare in the soddie.
On the evening before our departure, the neighbors from far
and near came to say goodbye and give us a farewell party. How
sincere everyone was! I was experiencing conflicting emotions —
one of great joy that our family would be united and the other a
deep feeling of regret at leaving my splendid neighbors and
friends.
The ponies and buggy had been left with us for the night so we
could get an early start in the morning. Our luggage was packed,
and we were all ready to go shortly after dawn. George, Ruth, and
the children were to follow in the wagon as far as White River,
where we would take the stage to the railroad. It had turned cooler, and the morning was lovely and clear.
When we reached the trail at Coyote Butte, I asked my husband to stop the ponies so I could look back once more at the soddie. These thoughts kept running through my mind: Goodbye,
dear old soddie. you were our protection in many ways. You and I
alone are the only ones who know the happy moments that were
spent beneath your roof, as well as the long, lonely hours of days
and nights with no one near. The tears came in my eyes as we
started on.
"Sorry to leave?" my husband asked.
"Oh no," I replied, "but there will always be memories."
I took another look back. The little old soddie looked so lonely
and forsaken, perched there on the rim of the canyon and silhouetted against the western sky. Many times, when life has been
hard and complex in places along the way. there have been mo-
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ments when I have longed for the quietness and solitude of my little old soddie.
The wind still blows, making its weird moaning sound through
the prairie grass; the coyotes still howl in the night; the tumbleweed still grows, breaks loose, and tumbles across the prairie like
a coyote on the run; the wild horses still roam the range, snorting
and neighing and kicking the dust; the snakes still crawl and rattle. But I am not there to hear them.
[The End]

Editors' Note: After proving up in the summer of 1915, Anna
and Dorothy returned with Pierce Waltz to Deadwood, where he
served as pastor of First Baptist Church. There, they bought a
house and remained until 1918, when Reverend Waltz answered
a call from First Baptist Church in Ipswich, South Dakota. In
1928, the Waltz family left South Dakota for Nebraska. The couple eventually had three more children and served congregations
in Iowa and Kansas before Pierce Waltz retired in 1956. Anna
Langhorne Waltz died in 1957.
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