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Surviving Together: A Memoir of Tripp County
in the 1920s and 1930s

DOROTHY SORESON ACKERMANN

Editors' Note: In her correspondence, Dorothy Boreson Ackermann, whose
memoir is presented here, noted that although she had lived in Minnesota
for more than sixty years, she still treasured her memories of growing up in
South Dakota, espeäally "the song of the meadowlark, the beauty of the
cactus rose, and most of all, the caring people. " As readers will discover from
her story, the care offamily and friends enabled the Boresons and many
others to endure personal tragedies and economic hard times during the
iç)2os and 1930s.
The Boreson family experienced perhaps more than their share of hardship during this period as they dealt with financial reversals and the physical disability of Dorothy Ackermann's father, Charles Boreson, From a
large, comfortable home near Mitchell in Davison County, where Charles
Boreson had operated several ranches and served in the state legislature, the
family was forced to downsize in 1^22 to an isolated ranch house on Dog
Ear Creek in Tripp County. As they worked to rebuild their lives, health
crises and the Great Depression intervened.
Charles Boreson was bom in Norway on 2^ June 18 j6 and emigrated to
Dakota Territory with his parents, who settled in Davison County in 1883.
In 3904, he married Selma Strand, who had been bom to Swedish immigrant parents on a Davison County homestead on I'j Awgusi \88^. For
nearly two decades following their marriage, the couple enjoyed the benefits
of the region's economic expansion, but the depression of the early ig2os,
during which the family lost all of their major assets, brought an end to
these good times, from then on, they stru^led to make ends meet.'
I. For more information on the economic downturn and hardship that followed World
War I, see Herbert S. Schell, History of South Dakota. 4th ed.. rev. )ohn E. Miller (Pierre:
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Dorothy Boreson Ackermann was three years old when her family relocated to their ranch in Star Valley Township in Tripp County, which had
been part of the Rosebud Indian Reservation until its opening to non-indian settlers in 1^08. In 1998, Dorothy Ackermann recorded her memories
of her family and of growing up on the ranch at the request of her children,
Bob Ackermann and Barbara Wollak. In several instances, she supplemented or verified her recollections with research into the Winner Advocate, joumais of the South Dakota house and senate, and minutes of the
South Dakota Game and fish Commission, to which her father was appointed in iç)26. In particular, she acknowledges Delilah Boreson Sharpe
and Faye Brown for their research assistance and her brother Donald Boreson, who supplied his own recollections.
In addition to its detailed look at everyday ranch life during the 1920s
and jg^os, the memoir provides glimpses into Indian-white relations, the
operations of state government, and the ways in which individuals dealt
with chronic illness and disability in an era when advanced medical treatment and social safety nets did not yet exist. In preparing the memoir for
publication, we have edited it lightly for style and readability. Footnotes
have also been added for clarification and additional information.
My father and mother, Charles Boreson and Selma Strand, were married 10 February 1904.1 know nothing of their courtship or wedding.
Their wedding picture was quite elegant, and they were an attractive
couple. They had five children, [une Eleanor was horn 11 February
1905 and died 11 November 1979. Clifford was born 17 April 1906 and
died suddenly on 8 November 1909. Donald Charles, my only living
brother, was born 30 October 1914. Doris Marie was born 26 March
1917 and died 28 December 1918. I recall Mother saying that most of
the family was sick during the worldwide flu epidemic.^ She and
Crandpa Strand were the only ones who could attend Doris's funeral
and burial. I was born the following year on 26 December 1919.
South Dakota State Historical Society Press. 2004). pp. 277-97, and Paula M. Nelson. The
Prairie Winnows Out Us Own: The Wesl River Country of South Dakota in the Years of Depression and Dust (Iowa City; University of Iowa Press, 1996).
2. A pandemic of Spanish influenza swept the world in 1918-1919, compounding the
tragedy of World War I and killing approximately 675,000 Americans in 1918 alone. Tripp
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Charles and Selma Boreson were the picture of elegance
when they married in 1904.

My father became a successful breeder of Hereford cattle. Poland
China hogs, and red-combed leghorn chickens. During the early
[900s, he also held various township offices. By 1910, my father felt
the need to do more to help his community and state. He entered the
political arena as a Republican and was elected to serve as a representative in the South Dakota Legislature from Davison County. He won
reelection in 1914. In 1916, he entered the senatorial race and served
in the state senate through 1922.
Dad, being an experienced livestock businessman, helped to draft
laws to protect livestock from thievery and to provide for brand inspection, quarantine, and vaccination. He served on committees that
helped to formulate basic laws for institutions, colleges, hospitals, and
the state fairgrounds. He also served on boards examining problems
and solutions for highways, bridges, ferries, warehouses, and grain
grading.
County reported 34 deaths in 1918. "igrS Spanish Flu in South Dakota," http://www
.sdhistory.org/arc/spanishflu.htm, and http://www.sdhistQry.org/arc/1918deaths,htm, accessed II Aug. 2008.

Copyright © 2008 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

192 I South Dakota History

VOL. 38, NO. 5

I truly marveled at reading the verbatim record of some of the legislative proceedings. Here was an immigrant boy-turned-man who
was educated in the rural elementary schools of South Dakota and had
non-English-speaking parents yet debated and discussed issues with
lawyers and other professional legislators. Dad had a vibrant personality; he loved people and had friends throughout the state. Peter Norbeck, who served as governor and United States senator, was a trusted
friend who encouraged Dad to run for governor.' Dad's failing health,
however, did not allow this to happen. He suffered from severe
rheumatoid arthritis and had chronic bronchial infections. I know he
had several sieges of pneumonia that required lengthy hospitalizations and were life-threatening.
All the time my father was active in the legislature, which I am sure
he loved, he was making friends. Mother, meanwhile, was busy on the
home front rearing the children, cooking, cleaning, and overseeing
the many hired men required to keep our farms going. My parents
had acquired several farms in Davison County, property near Highmore, and holdings in Tripp County, as well as a lovely home in Davison County, which was complete with gas lights. My cousin Christie
Smith told me that the entire family worked for my parents in some
way or other, the men doing the work on the different farms and the
women helping with the household duties. Grandma and Grandpa
Boreson always lived with our family. Theirs was usually a little house
apart from the large home, and they primarily did child care. Donald,
my brother, told me that during this period our father sent trainloads
of cattle to Chicago for sale.
Perhaps Dad's greatest fault was that he entrusted his business
holdings to the wrong people. He was investing heavily in western as
well as eastern South Dakota. A prominent banker from the central
part of the state, ! am told, was the cause of Dad's financial collapse.
Dad so trusted him that he left his signature on blank notes, leaving
the banker to fill in the amount. Dad was charged at least eighty thousand dollars that could not be accounted for. Donald tells me that a
j . Norbeck served as South Dakota's governor from 19:7 to 1921 and United States senator from 1921 to T936, For more on his career, see Gilbert Courtland Fite. Peter Norbeck:
Prairie Statesman (Pierre; South Dakota State Historical Society Press, 2005).
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Dressed in their best clothes, Selma Boreson and her two oldest children posed for this photograph in the early 1900s.

part of the settlement with the dishonest banker was our acquiring of
a herd of 375 wild horses.
In the spring of 1922, my father, mother, brother Donald, and I formally moved to our remote and modest ranch abutting Dog Ear Creek
and the White River in Tripp County, South Dakota. Our older sister
June remained in Mitchell to finish her sophomore and junior years
of high school.
At this point, I am imagining how my mother must have felt. Here
she was, transplanted from a lovely home to this remote ranch on the
prairie. She must have suffered from homesickness. She had no tele-
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phone, no running water, no central heat or furnace. She had a woodburning space heater for heat, a wood-burning Monarch range for
cooking, kerosene lamps, and no household assistance. With her highschool-aged daughter away from home, she had an eight-year-old and a
two-year-old to direct. She also had a crippled husband and an aged father-in-law to care for. Her life consisted of cooking, baking, reading,
and washing clothes without the aid of an automatic machine. Her
new life was to make a home for her family and for the hired men who
were engaged to run the ranch. These men were guaranteed a minimum wage, food, shelter, overalls, and smoking tobacco. I can still visualize the "Bull Durham" tags hanging from their shirt pockets. Our
ranch was popular among the hired men because of this security, good
food, and family atmosphere. The nearest white neighbor lived three
miles away as the crow flies, and the most frequent callers were American Indians who lived on the White Lark Bottom.
I have no idea how many cattle Dad had at this time. Donald tells of
transferring the "feeder-lot cattle" from Ethan in Davison County to
the ranch. Along the way, they encountered a severe snowstorm.
Many cattle died from exposure, in fact, some actually died standing
up. Dad must have saved some, however, because a note in the Winner
Advocate indicated that he sent eight carloads to Sioux City and eight
carloads to Omaha. This feat was quite impressive because it entailed
a cattle drive to Presho or Winner, a distance of twenty-five to thirty
miles, for loading on the train. Arrangements had to be made along
the way for feed and water.
Grandma and Grandpa Boreson, who had always lived with us, remained with cousin Christie and her mother, Pernille Boreson, due to
Grandma's poor health. I know that Mother was summoned to help
care for Grandma during her last illness, probably in the latter part of
1923. My mother said that I was placed in the cob box, which held
corncobs to fuel the stove, and would throw the cobs out for entertainment. After Grandma's death. Grandpa came to live with us.
Grandpa Boreson was hard of hearing and in some respects almost
blind. I do recall my parents laughing about the fact that he did not
have to take the time to find his glasses when the newspaper from his
hometown of Ljordalen, Norway, arrived. I do not remember much
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about Grandpa other than that when a severe storm came up, he and I
were the first ones to go to the basement. He passed away in May
1925. It was the day of our school picnic, and I can recall everyone
whispering that Dorothy and Donald's grandpa had just died.
Before Earl Mason, the mortician, arrived. I distinctly remember
Mother taking us in to see Grandpa. He was positioned on a fiat board
with the Bible as his pillow. I recall nothing about the funeral service
but do remember that Mother, Dad, Don, and I took him for burial in
the New Home Cemetery near Ethan. Don, Dad, and Mother sat in
the cab of the truck, and I was positioned on the ledge behind their
heads. All I could think of as I peered out the back window was that
Grandpa was in that strange box.
Dad, in spite of his own failing health, was definitely not a defeatist.
He was determined to reestablish himself on the prairies of Tripp
County with Indians as his closest neighbors. Every penny was saved
and reinvested in cattle or in buying Indian land when it came up for
sale; Indian land was available for five dollars an acre during the mid1920S. We lived on the money made from selling eggs and cream. If
you sold them to the Outlaw Trading Post, they would give you a cent
or two more per dozen or pound of butterfat, provided you bought
your groceries there. Needless to say, all of our groceries came from
the Outlaw, and occasionally they would give us some hard candy or
maybe a few oranges or grapefruit at Christmas. Unpacking the groceries was always great fun. One time I found a ring in the bag, and,
of course, this incident provided a lesson. I had to return the ring because it had accidentally slipped off the clerk's finger.
The Winner Advocate frequently mentioned bronco riding and
rodeo events at the Boreson ranch. These events were not my mother's idea of fun. She was too concerned that someone would be seriously hurt, and this fear carried over to me. I have never enjoyed
watching rodeos and was fearful when the men were in the process of
breaking a wild horse. Billy Bad Hand was often engaged to tame, or
"break," a horse. At the rodeos, he performed as a skilled tightwire
walker wearing cowboy boots. A wire was strung tightly between two
posts. If trees were available, wire would be strung between the trees
to serve as the site for his walking performance.
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Dad also established the Boreson Threshing Company. I presume
he brought the Case threshing machine from Mitchell. Each neighbor
would sign up for threshing, which was a big event. The men worked
long days, and the women would gather to help with the preparation
of the noon and evening meals, plus a substantial morning and afternoon coffee. One time, Dad announced that the threshing operation
would shut down; everyone was invited to attend the Ringling Brothers Circus in Mitchell. We left the night before the circus and arrived
early in the morning to witness the circus animals being unloaded
and fed. At noon, we shared a fried-chicken lunch with Grandma and
Grandpa Strand, who lived in Ethan. I can still remember Grandma
wondering how that man in the sideshow could saw a lady in two.
In the early 1920s when we visited in Mitchell or Ethan, we had to
arrange our travel in order to catch the ferry that crossed the Missouri
River at Chamberlain. I can remember missing the last ferry one time
when we were returning home from visiting Grandma and Grandpa
Strand. We had to camp on the east side of the river. Mother went to
the store and bought cold meat, buns, and milk for our evening meal.
In 1925, a bridge was erected across the mighty Missouri at Chamberlain. As a family, we viewed the dedication from a blanket on those
rugged bluffs. It was a pageant of Indians dressed in full regaha, riding horses and dancing.
Every year during the county fair, the Indians would have a tipi
town near the fairgrounds. The women would challenge each other in
a race. They would race around the track with horses and carts and
then set up tipis. The first one to accomplish this feat was the winner.
Dad, having been successful in the early 1900s, realized the importance of compatibility with the Indians. He understood and taught
himself the Lakota language. Mother never ceased inviting them to
eat with us. Dad would drive them to the government hospital miles
away for medical help, and he befriended them in every way. As a
result, he was perhaps the first white man in Tripp County to be honored at one of their ceremonials. They admitted him into the Lakota,
or western Sioux tribe, giving him the name Wicasa Tatanka Taota,
meaning "Man of Many Buffalo." They presented him with an ornate
beaded tobacco pouch, complete with a clay peace pipe, a pair of bead-
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ed Indian moccasins so he could walk in their shoes, and a tiny pair of
beaded moccasins for his smallest child. One winter day boredom
overcame me, and I convinced Mother to let me cut off the beads so I
could string them. What a foolish thing to do. I have no idea what happened to the peace pipe and pouch.
Some of Dad's friends from Mitchell and Sioux Falls were at one of
these ceremonies. During the ceremony, the men were sitting crosslegged on the grass. The Indians were speaking Lakota, and the white
men were laughing and joking. Willy Eagle Hawk politely passed
them and said, "Pardon me gentlemen." Here was an Indian college
graduate who put them in their place.

Willy Eagle Hawk and his wife were friends and
neighbors of the Boreson family.
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As was the rule, no one left our table hungry. One time we were
having soup, and Thick Bread was trying to eat it with a fork. Mother
showed him how to eat it with a spoon. In the fall, Mother had preserved the garden harvest and made a pickle relish out of the green
tomatoes. She had it in a bowl next to Thick Bread's place. He put the
whole bowl on his plate, ate it, and said, "Good soup." Of course, Donald and I thought this was hilarious.
Mondays were washdays. Often Buck Antelope would walk up
from the creek and work the old wooden, hand-driven washing machine in return for the pancakes left over from breakfast. I would put
on my pretty Indian moccasins, poke him and say, "Buck, Buck, watch
me Ninny dance." He would tum his head, telling me nonverbally
that this dance was definitely something I should not imitate.
Billy Bad Hand sometimes helped my father and was a frequent
visitor. He was an exceptional artist. He could draw fine reproductions
of bucking broncos, horses, buffalo, cattle, etc. He even painted western bronco scenes on the bam at our school. If you handed him a
tablet, he could produce excellent scenes within minutes. He loved
doing these drawings.
The wooden bridge across Dog Ear Creek was completed by April
1923, making it possible for us to travel from our ranch across the
creek and up the high hill to our so-called "camp place." Here we had
a small set of buildings—a three-room house and barn, which we had
bought from the Indians and moved to the top of the hill. Anna and
Art Arvidsson were the much-trusted and much-loved people who
managed the Boreson holdings west of Dog Ear Creek. They were
both immigrants from Sweden and had three children born here.
They eventually went back to Sweden because of Anna's homesickness for her family and her country.
I think I remember this incident, or perhaps my mother told the
story. It probably happened in 1923, just before the wooden bridge
was built across the creek. We drove our car across the creek where
the base was sandy, got to the other side, and then drove on to the
Dubray home. From the sound of his name, Dubray must have had
French and Indian parentage. He was married to a white woman
named Olive. They knew we were coming, and I do not know whether
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the purpose of the call was business or social. At any rate, Ollie had
made me a whole shoebox full of doll clothes. I loved spreading them
out and then gently hand pressing them and putting them back into
the box for safekeeping. We had to cross the creek to get home, but
this time we were not so lucky and got mired down in the creek bottom. Donald had to walk up the hill to the camp place and get a saddle
horse. Somehow, Mother and Donald managed to get Dad on the
horse, and I rode behind him. Mother and Donald walked home.
When Dad and I arrived home, the hired men helped us off the horse
and into the house. My precious gift of doll clothes remained in the
car.
In iune 1927 we were in a runaway accident. Donald was being
sent down to Dog Ear Greek to pick up some fenceposts. Dad wanted
him to take a team of horses, but Don convinced Dad the mules would
be faster. 1 wanted to go along for the ride. The folks said, "Now,
Dorothy, if the mules start running away, you jump out of the wagon."
For the first couple of miles, Don would tease me, saying, "Oh, they
are running away," and 1 would get ready to jump. This game went on
several times until we neared the creek and were about to go around a
turn in the road.
We met a Model T touring car driven by Willy Eagle Hawk. Another
Indian man sat in front, with two women in the back seat. The engine
was steaming hot, and immediately the mules took off. I jumped, the
wagon turned over, and Donald was pinned underneath. One of the
men ran off after the mules. Donald was put in the front seat of the
Model T, and I was positioned between the two women. I was terribly
frightened, because Don's arm was broken and the bone was protruding. Willy Eagle Hawk took us home, and Dad took Donald to Winner
to have his arm set. Don tells that Dad said. "Is there anything I can
do for you?" When Don replied, "I'd love an ice cream cone," a tear
rolled down Dad's cheek. Dad didn't have a nickel for a cone. Incidentally, a few days later, the arm had to be reset.
Somehow, the Indians always knew when it was butchering day.
They coveted all the internal organs, and I believe they used some of
the intestines. A special treat was liver dipped in the gall-bladder fluid.
Mother made a wonderful head cheese from the hog's head. The pro-
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cess involved cooking and erindine certain parts of the head, adding a
variety of seasonings, vinegar, and salt, and then molding it all in a
cheesecloth-like bag. It was very rich but delicious.
There were many times when we would hire local Indians. They
needed the money, but they might or might not show for work. They
had exactly the same land as we did, yet they had no structure or plan
for making a living. In the summertime, the men would lounge under
their leaf coolers or gazeboes—four posts driven into the ground with
a lattice on top that was covered with branches and leaves. In the winter, they were hungry because they had made no provisions. They had
no root cellars for potatoes, carrots, onions, or turnips. Some could
not resist taking from us when our backs were turned. During the
winter, Don had a trap line that he would check on his way to school.
If he was fortunate enough to catch a coyote, badger, or skunk, he
would have to kill it and hide it. After school, we would load the animal onto the horse. Don would skin his catch and attach the hide to a
board before taking it to Winner to sell to Sturgis Brothers.
I recall one time when Don spied a live skunk. It ran through a
road culvert. I was positioned at one end, and Don crawled in at the
other end with a wire to capture the creature. Mother would not let either of us into the house. We had to bathe and change clothes. Probably, the bath was in the tank fed by the artesian well.
Cattle rustling was also a problem. The enforcement of registered
branding laws helped because branded cattle could not legally be sold
without the consent of the owner. Of course, thieves could circumvent
the law by butchering the animal I cannot say how common this practice was. I can honestly say that our father never took advantage of Indian people. He did buy quarters of Indian land that were publicly
posted for sale.
Now, I must tell you about our home and living conditions. The
house was a clapboard structure, the downstairs consisting of a living
room, two bedrooms, and a large kitchen with a lean-to attachment
used as a room for washing our faces and hands. The kitchen had an
adjoining pantry. There was a screened-in front porch that faced the
kitchen, living room, and one bedroom. The living room had a woodburning stove for heat. We had no heat in the bedrooms. The fumi-
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ture in the living room consisted of Dad's leather platform rocker, two
or three rocking chairs, and Dad's rolltop desk with a swivel chair. The
bedrooms were just large enough for a double bed and dresser. The
closet in Mother and Dad's bedroom was built by boarding ofF a corner. The other bedroom had a somewhat larger closet, and it had a divider at the top. This space is where old photographs and the artificial
Christmas tree were stored. At one time, I can recall sleeping on a
canvas cot in Mother and Dad's room. There was barely room to walk
between the cot and their bed. I suppose this was while Grandpa Boreson lived with us. Donald and the hired men slept upstairs. Bedrooms
were situated directly above the living room and the two downstairs
bedrooms.
The basement was small, with wooden beams and a dirt floor.
There was no basement beneath the kitchen and washroom. The only
heat in the kitchen came from the trustworthy Monarch range. At the
end of the range was a water reservoir. Next to the reservoir was the
wood and cob box. In the living room, we had two rugs—one for winter and one for summer. When we no longer needed heat, the stove
was moved out. The wool rug was put on the clothesline, and we
would beat the dust out of the carpet. I suppose this practice is where
spring and fall housecleaning came from. In the fall, we would roll up
the carpet and put down a linoleum-type rug, and the stove would go
back in. There was no way you could keep a wool carpet nice while carrying wood in and ashes out.
The only furniture in the kitchen was a large rectangular table, the
Monarch stove, and a cupboard for dishes. The pantry was off the
kitchen and had a limited amount of work and storage space. In the
spare room upstairs, we had a large, hinged, ten-foot wooden box
lined with metal where we stored at least a six-month supply of flour.
In the summer, we used a portable kerosene stove with three burners
that we kept in the washroom off the kitchen. Using this stove kept
ihe house cooler than heating up the Monarch stove in the kitchen.
Any rainwater that ran off the roof supplied the cistern. The roof, of
course, was dirty and dusty. At the beginning of a rain, the drain pipes
would flush this water down to the ground. After it had rained a bit,
someone ran outside and flipped a switch so that the water would
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drain into the cistern. This cistern water was used for drinking and
was a precious commodity. There must have been charcoal or a like
substance for purification.
Four artesian wells provided water for our livestock. We had one on
the home place, one at the camp place, and one each in the east and
west pastures. The artesian water was steaming hot in both winter
and summer and poured continuously. It seemed wastefiil to have
this water flowing day and night when we were so conservative about
everything else. It tasted strongly of minerals and was extremely hard.
We had to use Salsoda to soften it for washing clothes.'' The well was
located perhaps a half block from the house, so carrying water into the
house was a chore.
In the first years, we had no icebox. In summer, we would tie a rope
to the handle of a cooler and lower it into the cistern to keep the food
cool. Some items were kept cool on the dirt floor in the cellar. It was
probably in the late 1920s that we actually had an icehouse. Ours was
a cavelike hole, lined with straw and situated on a hill on the east side
of the house. The ice would be harvested from Lantz's stock dam
when the ice was at its thickest. The men would saw blocks, pull them
out, and load them on a hayrack type of sled to pull to the ranch. They
would pack each ice chunk in straw, layer it with straw, and then cover
all of the layers with more straw to provide insulation. One section of
the icehouse on the east side was used for the door.
Prior to this time, we would go to the Halvorsgaards if we wanted a
treat. They lived on the White River near the bridge and the highway
between Presho and Winner and were the only people who had an icehouse in the early twenties. If we got a block of ice from them, it was
for a special occasion, like the Fourth of July. Our traditional dinner
was fried chicken from the spring brood, boiled new potatoes served
with cream sauce, and fresh green peas from the garden. The dessert
was ice cream. Everyone took turns turning the handle of the freezer.
Crushed ice mixed with plenty of salt created enough cold to freeze
the cream mixture. Once it had a somewhat solid consistency, the
4. Salsoda and washing soda were popular names for sodium carbonate, a gray, water-soluble powder used as a cleanser and water treatment.
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dasher was removed and the container was allowed to remain in the
ice and salt to harden. Mother made vanilla, chocolate, and her specialty, a toffee-like burnt sugar flavor.
We always had a large garden. Harvesting the potatoes was fascinating to me. It was surprising to see how many potatoes were in each
hill. Harvesting the navy beans was another story. We would gather
the dry pods and put them in a washtub. Wearing clean socks, we
would then tramp up and down in the tub until the pods were broken.
Once we had removed the chaff from the top, there on the bottom
would be beans for our winter's larder. Dad always had the job of sitting on the porch and shelling the green peas. Now I realize that this
activity was excellent therapy for his severely deformed, arthritic
hands.
It seemed that Dad usually had business in Mitchell in the fall, at
which time he would bring back a good supply of Smith watermelons.
He paid two cents a pound for this delicious treat, which, I am sure,
we shared with others.
Life was not all work and no play. I recall taking three trips, other
than trips to Ethan to visit Grandma and Grandpa Strand. One time
we motored to Madison, South Dakota, for a fishing excursion and
stayed in some sort of cottage, I remember meeting other children
there and searching for a certain kind of bottle that we could take to
the local store and redeem for one penny, which we used to buy one
piece of chocolate candy. If the candy had a pink center, we would get
another one free. Such was my first experience vñth the lottery game.
Our car, an Essex, broke down on this trip, and we had to be towed
home. This story was a familiar one as far as that Essex was concerned.
Another summer, the Krummes, the Schimmers, and our family
drove to Tuthill, east of Martin, planning to tent and go fishing. It
rained so hard that there was no way we could put up tents, so we
sought shelter in an abandoned Indian dance hall. The food was
placed in the middle, and the kids and the men slept on one side with
the women on the other. Pails were scattered everywhere to collect the
rain leaking through the roof. I still remember being terrified that the
Indians would find us because we had no permission to quarter there.
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I should add that Dad always slept in the car, where the front passenger seat could be lowered and leaned back so that he could stretch out.
Under no circumstances could he sleep on the ground because of his
arthritic condition.
Another time we camped in Custer State Park, where we were situated so that we had to go down a steep embankment to get water from
the stream. We also tented once at the state fairgrounds in Huron,
where I believe Donald ushered. Ruth Lantz was my guest, and I recall playing "Annie Annie Over" with a shoe-polish can and tripping
on the tent stakes.^ Dad again slept in the car.
We also owned a sheep wagon, much like the covered wagons one
sees in books. It provided shelter for the men while they were away
from home putting in crops or caring for the cattle. When not in use,
it was parked on the north side of our house, where it became my
playhouse. It had a full-sized bed, storage below the bunk bed, built-in
seats, and a place for dishes and groceries.
The unwritten law of the Rosebud Country was that if you saw a
rattlesnake, you destroyed it. I recall being sent to the barn to get fresh
milk for supper. As I waited for the men to get enough milk to nil the
pitcher, I looked down and saw a snake coiled at my feet. I screamed,
"Bull snake!" and ran. In fact, it was a rattler, and everyone thought I
had been bitten. We were taught that if you were ever bitten, you had
to cut through the bite and suck out the venom. If you had no knife,
you had to go to the nearest barbed-wire fence. Fortimately, none of us
ever had to use either method. Our only casualty was fack, an English
setter dog. He had accompanied the family while we were picking
grapes. When it came time to go home. Jack did not respond. Dad
said, "He'll find his way home." He did indeed find the way home;
however, he was so sick from snakebite that we could do nothing for
him.
5. In the game of Annie Annie Over, players on opposite sides of a low building, or. in this
case, a tent, call out "Annie Annie Over!" and throw a ball (or tin can) over the building to the
other side. A member of the opposing team tries to catch the bail, sneak around to the other
side, and tag another player. The tagged player tlien joins the other side. The game ends
when one team is entirely depleted of players. "How to Play Annie Annie Over," http;//
wvnv.ehow.com/how_2096474_play-annie-annie-over.html. accessed ii Aug. 2008.
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On a Sunday afternoon in the late fall, when the days were sunny
and warm, the men's sport was to go to the nearest prairie-dog town,
where the rattlesnakes would gather and hibernate for the winter. On
a warm day, the snakes would come out to enjoy the sun. The men
wore high shoes or boots and would shoot as many snakes as they
could. I was dreadfully afraid of these rattlers.
My sister June, who was nearly fifteen years older than I, was never
at the ranch for any length of time. She spent three of her high school
years in Mitchell and in her senior year went to Winner. The summer
following her graduation, she attended Spearfish Teachers College
and then taught at Mission. She married Winnie Hupp, and they
moved to a ranch near McClure, north of Presho and south of Pierre.
One amusing incident happened on one of June's visits. Her
daughter Jean brought me a rabbit. I was supposed to be churning
butter on the north side of the house, the coolest area in the summer.
I hadn't put the dasher in the chum, which was covered with a plate.
Jean and I started running and playing with the rabbit. It hopped up
on the chum, the plate fell off, and the rabbit fell into the cream. We
pulled the rabbit out of the churn, ran to the horse tank, rinsed the
rabbit off, and let it run around to dry. I immediately got busy and
started churning. The more I churned, the more guilty I felt. Finally, I
ran and told Mother what had happened. Fortunately, everyone enjoyed the episode. The cream went into the cream can to be sold.
In the spring, Don yearned for a bit of adventure. I can recall his
first camping episode. He took his horse and gear to an area east of
the ranch but within sight of us. He hobbled his horse, made a small
campfire, ate his meal, and settled dovra with the stars above. In the
morning, he fixed his breakfast and was home in time for a second
breakfast.
Don would also search out a female coyote and her den of pups in
the springtime. The coyotes were such a menace that a bounty was offered, with a lesser amount for the pups. At this time of the year, the
pelts were worthless, so trappers took the animals' lips as proof of the
kill. After Don had finished digging out one den, he so wanted to raise
one pup as a pet. He fed it by bottle and later gave it a diet of bread and
milk. All this time, the pup had to be restricted to an enclosed pen. Its
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inborn instincts were so strong that it would snap up a chicken whenever one came near the pen. The coyote did get loose and proved to be
a pain to everyone. He would get into the henhouse and have himself
a feast. Don set traps with coyote scent, but there was no sign of this
clever stinker. Finally, Mother said, "I've got an idea. Let's put out a
dish of bread and milk at the usual traps." The young coyote could not
resist, and soon he met his "Waterloo."
When 1 was a young child of seven years or so, my mother made a
bargain with me. We had red-combed Leghorn chickens, which were
scavengers. They liked to hide their nests rather than nest in the henhouse. I was to watch the chickens, and if I found a new nest, I would
be rewarded one cent for each egg. After the nest was discovered, it
would be Mother's. There were times when I did not divulge the location of the new nest until I had collected a few more eggs.
From 1920 to T925, I vaguely remember certain incidents; however, I can vividly remember everything after 1925. Health problems
were always difficult. Because of the distance and expense involved,
we could not go into Winner for the treatment of the usual problems.
For open cuts, bruises, and boils, we always used "Lantz's Salve." This
potion really was magical. One time. Dad had to have a tooth removed
in Winner. After he returned home, he started hemorrhaging badly.
What could we do? We had no telephone, so someone rode over to see
Elof Lantz, who was sort of the medicine man of the area. He came
over, observed the situation, and had Dad take a mouthful of turpentine and hold it in his mouth until the pain became unbearable. Then,
of course. Dad spit out the turpentine. Sure enough, this procedure
cauterized the wound, and the bleeding stopped.
One time, I contracted ringworm from the calves.^' It was in my
hair, on my face, and on my leg. I can recall the folks making up a
salve of gunpowder and sweet cream. They applied this salve, and oh,
how it burned! Someone sat up with me all night. It killed the ringworm. Another time, Donald jumped from the railing of a pigpen and
landed on a board with an upright nail. The nail pierced his entire
6. Ringworm is caused by any one of several parasitic fungi and is characterized by ringshaped eruptions on the skin.
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foot. This injury entailed a trip to the doctor. There were two doctors
in Winner, a Dr. Wilson and a Dr. Overton. I do not know why we selected Dr. Wilson. Looking back, I think his knowledge did not surpass the home remedies.
When I was a little older, it was my job to bring the milk cows home
on my way back from school. There was one place in the fence where
the wires could be released from the fencepost so that I could get into
the pasture where the milk cows grazed. After I got the wires loose, I
had to put my foot and full weight on the wires to bring them down to
about a foot in height. One time, the horse got frightened for some reason and pulled me into the barbed wire. I still have three nasty scars
from this experience. I remember the folks saying my ankle wound
had turned into proud ftesh.^ I suppose we applied Lantz's Salve.
Another time. Dad had a severe bronchial attack, a chronic problem for him. Perspiration the size of marbles was popping out on his
forehead. He did not want us to call the doctor, but Mother secretly
asked me to ride to the Lantz's, who had the nearest telephone, and
ask Dr. Wilson to make a home call. As I read excerpts from the Winner Advocate throughout the 1920s, they repeatedly stated that Charles
Boreson had returned from having medical treatments in Mitchell or
Hot Springs. It is apparent that he was trying every possible treatment
to alleviate his severe rheumatoid arthritis and chronic bronchitis. At
home, we were used to Dad's disability. No one ever sat in his chair.
We brought his meals to him, and I would put on his shoes and lace
them. We never had an indoor toilet, but Dad was the exception—he
had a commode and used a Mason fruit jar as his urinal. I can honestly say that I cannot remember my father as a healthy, hale person.
During harvest season. Dad drove the truck and served as the gobetween if a problem arose. It was my duty to ride along with him. I
would go into the bank and bring the president out to the truck to discuss their business. The same was true at the Beaulieu Hardware
store. 1 would go in, and Mr. Beaulieu would come to Dad. If we had
car trouble, it was my job to walk and seek help.
7. Proud flesh, or granulation tissue, is formed as a wound begins to heal, its characteristic irregular surface is caused by newly forming capillaries.
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The first big change in our everyday life was getting our first Aladdin lamp. This lamp had a long, narrow chimney and a mantle similar to the Coleman lanterns used for camping. The main feature was
that the lamp filled the whole room with a beautifial white light. If the
lamp was turned too high, black carbon would form on the mantle. A
few shakes of salt from the shaker sprinkled down tJie chimney would
remedy this problem.
Our one-room schoolhouse, the West Star Valley School, held a
special place in the lives of the entire community. In addition to
school, it served as a city hall. In 1924, a Sunday School was organized
there for children and adults. According to the 22 July 1926 issue of
the Winner Advocate. "The election of officers was held at Sunday
School last Sunday. Charles Boreson was reelected superintendent;
Austin Lang, Bible teacher; Mrs. Boreson, assistant Bible teacher; Will
Van Patten, intermediate teacher; Opal Calhoon, primary teacher;
Mrs. Will Van Patten, secretary and treasurer; Adeline Lantz, Marjory
Calhoon and Mrs. Ed Calhoon, organist. A motion was made that each
family would serve in turn four weeks as janitor of the building." Occasionally, a traveling minister came to preach, giving me my first formal religious training. There was a Lutheran church in Hamill and
other Protestant churches in Winner, but the distance we had to travel
to attend was prohibitive.
The West Star Valley School was also the meeting place for the annual community Thanksgiving dinner. Every family participated.
Some years, we had goose and turkey, and one year my dad donated
an elk that he had shot in the Black Hills. It was always a festive affair,
with loads and loads of food. Snow permitting, the children played
"Fox and Geese."^ Following dinner, the men would go home to do
chores, after which they returned for an evening of dancing and
8. The game of Fox and Geese requires four or more players and a large, open area of
fresh snow. Players stomp a large circle in the snow crossed with two intersecting lines and
a "safe zone" in the center. The person chosen to be the fox tries to tag the other players, or
geese. All players may run only on the paths and cannot be tagged in the safe zone. When
the fox catches a goose, that goose becomes the new fox. "Fox and Geese," http://fun
.familyeducation.com/outdoor-games/37110.html, accessed 11 Aug. 2008.
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singing. There was no such thing as a babysitter. The children would
be bedded down in blankets and coats behind and around the woodburning stove, which had a metal jacket around it for protective purposes. The music would begin, and dancing would last until midnight. I can still remember the accordion blaring out, "Around the
corner and under the tree/The beloved major made love to me/He
kissed me once, he kissed me twice/It wasn't quite the thing to do/But
gosh it was so nice." Mother always had to prepare a second dinner at
home for the hired men. They did not feel comfortable coming to the
dinner at the school since it was primarily a family gathering.
Our schoolhouse was also the site of the annual Christmas program. A committee from the Sunday School would assist the East and
West Star Valley teachers in planning the program, which included
recitations and songs in which each student participated. Santa Claus
brought a bag of candy for each child. Eor some reason, Santa always
wore my dad's coonskin fur coat. I cannot remember much about
Christmas gifts. The ritual of preparing for Christmas was always the
same. Lutefisk, or dried cod, was ordered from New York and arrived
in November. Eirst, it was soaked in lye water. When it started to swell,
the tLib was emptied, and fresh, cold water was added each day. This
procedure started before Thanksgiving, and the delicacy was ready for
Christmas Eve. Along with the lutefisk, we always had boiled or
mashed potatoes with plenty of melted butter. Mother always made a
pure white mush of cream, flour, and a little salt, which looked like
pudding. She served it in individual bowls decorated in the middle
with a Christmas-tree design made of cinnamon. Some ate it with
sugar and butter, while some preferred sugar and milk. I am sure I received my dolls for Christmas, but I do not remember which year. I
had two dolls-—Maiy Lou had brown hair and bangs, and the other
one had a new curly wig from the Sears, Roebuck catalog.
I do remember one Christmas vividly. Don was building a chest,
complete with drawers, out of a wooden shotgun-shell box. I visualized what a wonderful dresser it would make for my doll clothes. He
kept assuring me it was for Mother to use to store feed for the baby
chicks in the spring. On Christmas morning, it was adorned with a
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coat of white paint and an attached mirror with the name Dorothy on
it. My first project for the new year was to embroider a dresser scarf
for this precious gift.
The schoolhouse had a front room for our coats and boots. It was
important to get to school early on the first day to pick out your desk
since the selection was done on a first-come, first-choice basis. Don
and I were at a disadvantage because we had a five-mile ride, whereas
our classmates had only a mile or two. My first day of school happened to be as a guest on Valentine's Day. I had such a good time! The
teacher, Vema Regan, said I could keep coming. At that time Donald
was in either the seventh or eighth grade. We rode horseback double.
I sat right behind him, and he did not like my holding on to his waist.
One time, while Don and I were both going to the West Star Valley
School, Don conceived the brilliant idea of placing a skunk stink
bomb in the ventilator. Of course, it created a terribly foul odor
throughout the schoolhouse. I have no idea what the teacher did or
said or what the consequences were when he got home. I do know
that I had to wait for him outside until five o'clock.
For a short period, once Don started high school in Ideal, he drove
a truck, and I would ride as far as my school. 1 would remain there until he could pick me up on his way home. This arrangement did not
last long. Don's drive was eleven miles one way. After the older kids
went on to high school, there were only five children left at our oneroom school: Rex and Merle Calhoon, Lois Chamberlain, Ruth Lantz,
and myself On my five-mile ride to school, I picked up Ruth, and we
rode double for a mile and a half For several years, the teacher had to
lift both of us up onto the horse. I was fortunate because I had a nice
saddle, especially crafted for a child. The stirrups were adjusted so I
felt secure at all times.
My horse's name was Shorty. He was probably the most gentle of
our three regular riding horses. Shorty lived according to habit. For a
time, our mailbox was located one-half mile from school. I would pick
up the mail on my way home. Sometimes I would know that my parents were going to Winner and would pick up the mail, making it unnecessary for me to stop. Even if we were travehng at a full gallop.
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Dorothy Boreson is pictured here at age twelve astride one of her favorite horses.

Shorty would halt at the mailbox and refuse to move until I had
opened the box and slammed it shut.
There was another incident. The mail route had been extended,
and our box was now about two miles closer to home. One day in late
October or early November when I got to the mailbox, I discovered
that the Sears, Roebuck and Montgomery Ward catalogs had both arrived. 1 had two rather large saddlebags attached to the back of my saddle in order to carry the mail and my lunch. Somehow, I could not get
those precious catalogs into the saddlebags and accidentally dropped
one. So, I got ofTthe horse, carried both catalogs, and led the horse
home. By the time I arrived, my mother was frantic with worry. I am
sure there was a light in the window.
You have undoubtedly heard the term "horse sense." I can assure
you that there truly is such a thing. One time in January or February, I
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rode off to school and had gone perhaps three-fourths of a mile when
Shorty would not go any farther. When 1 kicked him in the flanks, he
would get down on his knees and start to roll over. I had to let him
have his way. I went home and told my parents about Shorty's behavior. They said, "Something is wrong." Sure enough, within a short
time, a terrible blizzard was raging. Another time, Donald was riding
Chubby at night. Don was lost and could not find any familiar landmark. He let the reins go and said, "Chubby, you take over." The horse
turned around and took him home.
Teddy was our Shetland pony. I am sure he was a remnant of the
days when we lived in Mitchell. He was a darling pony, and Donald
and I adored him. He was gentle with children but a pain to the hired
men. If he got into a place where he was not supposed to be, they
could not get him out. He was small in size but large in age and character. When the men used rakes or pitchforks to try to prod him, he
would kick at them and knock the tools or prods out of their hands. I
remember one time when we took him to school. Don and I had a
small cart and harnessed Teddy to it so that we could take a Smith watermelon to share with the other kids. We got to school, but the others
wanted to use Teddy as horsepower to turn the merry-go-round. They
would hop on and get a free ride. We never took Teddy to school again.
My attire for school was a boy's denim shirt and overalls. In the
wintertime, long underwear was a must. The other kids in school did
not have to wear long underwear far into the spring. I can remember
rolling mine up to above my knees before I got to school and then
rolling it down before I got home. Another thing I hated were the horrible black sateen bloomers that I had to wear if I had a dress on.
Mother taught me to do all my own mending on my everyday clothes.
I have secretly thanked her for this gift—it certainly taught me how to
sew. It was also my responsibility to iron the hired men's work shirts.
This practice was valuable, as well.
Mother was an excellent seamstress—not by choice, but by necessity. I never had a store-bought coat. After Aunt Carrie (Grandma
Strand's sister) died, Crandma received many of her lovely items.
Aunt Carrie was married to a doctor in Indiana, I believe. They had
one daughter who died prematurely at the age of twelve or so. Aunt
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Carrie had saved all of the child's clothes and other personal items.
Grandma Strand gave Mother all of these clothes. The fabrics were of
excellent quality, such as silks and velours. The styles were of the early
1900S, so there was a wealth of fabric with which to work. It was my
job to rip these dresses apart, wash the pieces by hand, and press
them. Usually, the underside became the outside of the garment that
Mother created. Grandma Strand also gave me a child's breakfast set.
It consisted of a small bowl, a small pitcher, and a cup and saucer. I
was allowed to eat from the set only if I were sick. I still have the bowl
and pitcher, but the cup and saucer have disappeared. An antiques
dealer told me that the composition of this set is "rice china." It is unmarked.
In 1925, many people in Star Valley Township purchased their first
radios. We bought our Atwater Kent as a Christmas gift for the entire
family. That Christmas Eve was the first time I heard the sineine
miracle of Madam Schumann-Heink performing "Silent Night" in
German. The Winner Advocate often mentioned neighbors inviting
friends over to hear a radio program. I am sure it was the popular
"Amos 'n Andy" serial ofthat time.^ In January 1926, the Winner Advocate noted that the Sunday School group was invited to the
Boresons' to listen to a Sunday morning sermon. This event was followed by a potluck dinner, with each family bringing a dish to share.
During these years, even though my father was handicapped and
disabled, his mind was constantly working for the good of his family.
He had numerous business dealings selling cattle and horses to buyers in Omaha, Sioux City, and Chicago. If he made a long-distance call
from the Lantz place, where they had a community line, through the
operator in Winner, everyone along the line could listen in, or "rubber," on Dad's conversation. So, whenever he had to make confiden9. Ernestine Schumann-Heink. born in Austria 1861. was a popular operatic contralto of
the time. Her radio performance of "Silen! Night" in both English and German remained a
Christmas tradition through 1935. The Amos 'n Andy radio show, one of the first radio comedy serials, began in 1928 and ran through 1955. It was based on archetypes of African Americans. although tlie actors were white. "Ernestine Schumann-Heink," http://en.wikipedia
.org/wiki/Ernestine_Schumann-Heink, and "Amos ' n Andy." http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Amos_n_Andy, both accessed 11 Aug. 2008.
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tial business calls, he would go across Dog Ear Creek and then cross
the White River to the Halvorsgaards. In addition to having a community line to Presho, they had installed a private line to the Presho operator. This was the rule: when it was necessary to negotiate business
over the telephone, we would go to the Halvorsgaard place so that our
transactions did not become public knowledge. The family also had a
small general store featuring basic nonperishable groceries and other
items.
Up until I July 1925, the South Dakota Department of Game and
Fish had a commission composed of the governor, the attorney general, and the state game warden. In that year, the legislature transferred the department to the Department of Agriculture, where it
functioned as a division through June 1927. In July 1926, Governor
William J. Bulow, a Democrat, appointed my father to serve as a member of a newly reconstituted Came and Fish Commission. The commission was the idea of the national Isaac Walton League, an organization of sportsmen who wanted to preserve hunting and fishing for

This photograph of Charles
Boreson was taken during
his term in the South Dakota
Senate, a few years before he
served on the Came and Fish
Commission.
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future generations. The six-member commission consisted of three
Democrats and three Republicans. Of these, half were required to be
actively engaged in farming, and the other half represented other professions. Dad was chosen to be vice-chairman. Because the Democrats were in power, I suspect that Governor Bulow appointed one of
his own party as chairman.
That summer, we had a severe rainstorm that turned the dirt roads
into impassable gumbo. At the same time, a message had to get to my
father regarding the first meeting of the Game and Fish Commission.
Slim Helgerson came out from Winner in his one-seater airplane and
roared low over the house. When we all ran out to view this unusual
circumstance, he dropped a tin can from the airplane. Seeing us pick
it up, he tumed around and fiew back to Winner. The can carried a
message regarding the first meeting of the commission, to which the
commissioners' wives were also invited. The event was to be held at
the State Game Lodge in Custer State Park. President Calvin Coolidge
and his wife Grace were vacationing there.
Of course, this time was an exciting one for my parents. Mother
busied herself getting ready to go to the Black Hills. I was seven years
old or so and was to stay with the Lantz family while my parents were
away. I was bored and Mother was preoccupied, so I asked if I could
go along with one of the hired men who was repairing fences along
the cow pasture. I was barefoot and planned to play at the spring
where the water trickled out. 1 had a little dress on and some old
panties. The elastic had stretched out, so I had secured them with a
big safety pin. I was happily damming up the water with an embankment of pebbles when the hired man came down the hill and attempted to pull my panties down. I was so surprised, shocked, and
frightened that I grabbed the safety pin and ran as fast as 1 could over
the rolling hills towards home. The hired man kept telling me to
come back, promising that he would not touch me. I kept running.
When I got home, I immediately told Mother. Her first question was.
"Did he touch you in any way?" Immediately she told Dad, and Dad
had the man's check in hand when he drove into the yard. He was on
his way within an hour. I later heard that he had returned to Mitchell.
I feared seeing him face to face again someday because I knew I was
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the cause of his losing his job. 1 doubt that my parents shared this
episode v^ith any of the other hired men.
When my parents returned from the Black Hills, my gift was a pair
of silky embroidered anklets—a pure luxury. Mother reveled in the
memories of her conversations with Gilma Johnson, wife of Game
and Fish Commission director Oscar Johnson, and of rocking on the
front porch of the Game Lodge with the personable and charming
Grace Coolidge. This first meeting at the Game Lodge was apparently
a time for introductions and socialization.
The new commission had legislative approval to draft licensing
laws for the hunting of pheasants, prairie chickens, grouse, and big
game such as deer, elk, and antelope. Game wardens were hired to enforce these laws. In January 1929, the commission decided to pay
farmers to catch pheasants for restocking purposes. The paying price
was ten dollars per crate of sixteen hens and four cocks, to be delivered to the station of the warden. The number could not exceed two
thousand birds during the winter of 1929.1 can vividly remember the
day our dad released one or two crates of birds in Tripp Gounty, just a
mile from our home. It proved to be a perfect setting for them to flourish and multiply. In a matter of years, Tripp Gounty became one of the
pheasant-hunting capitals of the world.
The commission's minutes for 20 and 21 March 1929 contain Director Johnson's explanation of House Bill 263, an emergency measure signed by the governor. It provided for the control of coyotes,
which preyed on new lambs as well as chickens and pigs. Prédation
was a major problem in areas bordering Indian reservations, which
provided a perfect breeding habitat and had no formal measures for
predator control After lengthy discussion, a motion was made and
seconded to authorize the hiring of trapper/wardens who would cooperate with county agents to determine the counties with greatest need.
They would teach farmers where and how to set traps and how to detect coyote dens. In the winter, the pelts of the coyotes the wardens
trapped would become the property of the state. In the spring, when
pelts were worthless, the state would pay a bounty of two dollars for
pups and three dollars for grown animals, not to exceed thirty dollars
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in one month. Henry Axlund was one of the trapper/wardens hired.
He visited our home frequently.
Dad was a strong proponent for the building of dams to create
lakes. These dams and lakes were carefully engineered and provided a
fine refuge for wildlife. Dad so loved the outdoors and foresaw the joy
these lakes would bring to families who enjoyed camping, swimming,
fishing, and picnicking. The lakes and dams in our area included
Burke, Dog Ear, Lake Andes, and Mission. During dad's four-year
term, the Cleghorn Springs Fish Hatchery, complete with holding
ponds, was built in Rapid City. I am sure these fish were used to stock
these newly made lakes.
Dad thoroughly enjoyed seeing the fruits of the labor of this new
commission. By the late 1920s, though, it became increasingly difficult for him to get around on crutches. It was dangerous for him to
travel alone. I do not know whether he was able to complete his term.
During these latter years of the 1920s, the Boreson ranch had
grown in size. We had purchased several quarters of Indian land. The
land was broken and planted to grains, corn, and ensilage products.
Four artesian wells had been drilled, providing adequate water for the
cattle and horses. The major part of the land we controlled was leased
from the Indian Department. Long before the time of government
subsidies, Dad would have the east pasture for summer grazing and
the west for fall and winter grazing. Salt blocks were put out near the
water, and the cattle were soon licking the blocks, drinking the water,
and eating the nutritious salt grass. It was said that the cattle raised on
this diet equaled those being fed in the lots of eastern South Dakota.
They brought corn-fed prices.
Even though these were years of prosperity and expansion, conservation was the name of the game. We now had an Aladdin lamp, a radio, and also a wind charger to manufacture electric power. We used
this apparatus only to charge the batteries for the radio, which had become a necessity to keep abreast of the livestock market.
In 1929, Dad decided to buy Mother a true luxury, a gasoline-powered Maytag washing machine. What a wonderful aid this was. No
longer did we have to push the hand washer and turn the hand
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wringer. Dad decided to write a check for the entire amount instead of
waiting until we received money from the fall harvest. That decision
was a wise one, as the check had barely cleared when the stock market
crashed and President Franklin D. Roosevelt closed all the banks. As a
child, I always heard it said that we got the washing machine for nothing because the banks where we had monies did not reopen.
In the deep, short depression of 1921, we had lost our holdings in
Davison and Hyde counties. Now, at least, we still held onto our land.
I suppose some of it was heavily mortgaged, because it seemed as
though the folks were always having to take out loans. They had quite
a payroll (two to four hired men on the home place, and the family on
the camp place), rent to pay for the leased land, and the expenses of
running this large operation.
Several days each year were important in the operation of a large
cattle enterprise. All the new yearlings had to be branded with the U
brand on the left hip. Another day saw the vaccination of cattle against
anthrax and hogs against cholera. Bob Satterley, a veterinarian and
friend, often came from Mitchell to assist with the vaccination. Another (sad) day came when calves were separated and weaned from
their mothers. Hundreds of calves bellowed pathetically for their
mothers from one set of pens while in another enclosed area the
mothers bawled for their young. Gradually, these sad moaning
sounds ceased. Another day, the male calves were castrated following
a big roundup. After the day of castration, which, I believe, was usually done at the camp place, some of the hired men looked forward to
a "mountain oyster" feed—something I could not enjoy.'°
The new decade of the 1930s brought perhaps the most serious test
the country and our family encountered. The stock market had collapsed, prices were at rock bottom, and people had no money because
the banks had closed permanently. Our family would have survived
this catastrophe had it not been for the severe drought, followed by the
dust storms and then the grasshoppers.
10. Also known as "Rocky Mountain oysters." this delicacy consists of deep-fried bull testicles. "Rocky Mountain oysters," http://en.wikipedia.org/wikÍ/Rocky_Mountain_oysters,
accessed 11 Aug. 2008.
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In 1930, the drought was just beginning. Donald was attending
Ideal High School, a distance of nearly eleven miles from home. He
rode horseback and, if the weather proved dangerous, stayed with
someone near school. In those days, we all depended on our neighbors and friends. It was taken for granted that we would help and give
shelter and food to anyone who needed assistance. According to the 4
September 1930 edition of the Winner Advocate, Dad had just completed harvesting three hundred acres, which yielded an average of
thirty bushels of grain per acre. "The yield was considered good, considering the year." the writer noted.
I believe Donald attended Ideal High School for two years. Even
though we were at the beginning of the depression, the folks believed
in education, so it was decided that Donald should apply for admittance to the State Agricultural College in Brookings. He was accepted.
Wilma Frantz and Earl Wedean were going to school at Madison, and
they all left for school and came home for the holidays together.
In November 1931, Leon Calhoon, Bill Lantz, and Pete Dubray
drove the cattle to Okreek for winter feeding. Leon Calhoon stayed
with them for the winter, and the following May, he and Donald drove
the Boreson cattle back. Perhaps the agricultural college gave Donald
permission to leave or dismissed early so that the boys could assist
with spring farm work. Driving a herd of some three hundred to four
hundred head of cattle the seventy miles from Okreek to the ranch
was no small task. Arrangements had to be made beforehand to have
a place for them to settle for the night, plus food and water. There was
no Hotel Hilton for the men—their saddlebags probably provided
sandwiches, and a hayrack filled with hay provided transportation for
the newborn calves. Donald tells of one cow that kept getting away,
wanting to go back and find the newborn calf she had lost. They finally had to tie the cow to a railroad tie to keep her with the herd. They
watched the cattle all night. Sleep came when they had safely driven
every animal to the home pasture.
The drought deepened throughout the early thirties. Every day, we
would look to the skies in search of rain. The popular song, "Rain—
when are you going to rain again—showers," was heard daily. Whenever we had a wind from the east, it would raise our hopes. I can re-
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member that one summer I had to ride fences to see that there were
no holes where the cattle could escape. Cattle were like humans; the
grass always appeared greener on the other side of the fence. I also
had to check the ditches formed by the flowing artesian wells. These
ditches were a threat because the mud and muck that cooled the animals could also entrap those who were weakened by the lack of food. I
loved to ride our spirited coal-black horse because he loved to run. My
parents frowned on my running him and made me promise not to
mn him at great length. This I did, but they did not forbid me from
encouraging him to jump the ditches, which was fun and something
that I did not tell anyone.
I do not remember any of the family attending Donald's graduation
from the State Agricultural College. I do recall his writing that he had
bought a new blue suit for the occasion. Mother was anxious to know
the color he had selected because he was colorblind. I remember that
the suit included a cap to match.
That same summer, I took the high-school examinations at the
Ideal High School. The Calhoon boys and I received our eighth-grade
diplomas in Winner. During this time, the dust storms were raging.
Dust would seep into the house. Every day there would be a heavy
coating of dust everywhere. We would take a cloth and a dustpan and
push the dust off the window sills and into the pan. Farm machinery
was buried in dirt, much like a snowbank, except that it was valuable
topsoil. During July 1933. several carloads of cattle were shipped to
Chicago. Each carload required one man to care for the cattle, which
entitled that person to a ticket to the 1933 World's Fair. Donald, Sandy
Swedlund, and Andrew Halvorsgaard were chosen. While they were
in Chicago, they stayed with a relative of Sandy's. Donald brought
back a lovely loose-powder compact for me. This present was my very
first personal gift. I was so touched and pleased.
The wind blew, and the dust storms continued. In August 1933, I
went with the folks to visit Grandma and Grandpa Strand. The purpose of the trip was for me to be outfitted with clothes suitable for attending high school in Pierre, the capital city. Mrs. Neis Hanson, who
lived across from Grandma, was a talented seamstress. She used the
fabric from the clothes Aunt Carrie had given us. I came home with
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quite a wardrobe—a gold twill suit, blouses, and a couple of dresses.
In those days, jeans, or, as we called them, overalls, were not the
vogue. Blue denim shirts and overalls had been my uniform throughout my elementary years, but it was time for me to be dressed as a girl.
1 do not believe I had any choice as to where I was going to school.
The folks definitely agreed that eleven miles one way to Ideal High
School was too far for me to ride horseback.
In Pierre, I was to stay with the family of Oscar Johnson, director of
the Game and Fish Commission. They were Norwegian Lutherans,
and it was agreed that I should be confirmed in their church. The
Johnsons had three children—boys Stanford and Eldon, and a girl,
Gloria. She was a few years younger than me and loved playing paper
dolls. I hated paper dolls. As a younger child, I had made them out of
the Montgomery Ward and Sears, Roebuck catalogs. I much preferred
taking cardboard boxes, wallpapering them, and making imaginary
rooms, complete with curtains.
Enrolling in high school was quite a shock. I had been used to a
rural, one-room school of three girls and two boys. Here, I was exposed to home rooms, bells ringing for the next class, gym, showers,
lockers, etc. Academically, I took English, algebra, Latin, home economics, and general science. I was scared to death. I could not go
home, nor could I call home. Oscar Johnson located a man from Gregory who worked at the capitol and drove home nearly every weekend.
Gontact was made with him. 1 had gotten so homesick that I was nauseous and had a fever. The doctor said I had to go home. So, arrangements were made through the mail for me to be dropped off on the
highway between Presho and Winner at the point nearest the ranch. I
would be there around 6:00 p.m. on Eriday. Of course, I was met at
the designated location. I was to be at the same spot again on Monday
at 5:00 a.m. I was so delighted to be home and secure once again. I
can vividly remember my dad saying, "Girlie, you have to go back. You
have no choice. You must go to school." On Monday morning, 1 was at
the designated spot at five o'clock and back at school by nine.
I still hated gym. We had to wear a one-piece bloomer outfit. On the
first day of gym, everyone selected a locker mate. I hung back and was
teamed up with another pitiful Jane who came from the country. I was
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so shy, and we were compelled to take showers and run our feet
through a disinfectant. I recall running into the shower with my
panties on. After the first six weeks, we received our report cards. I
had made the honor roll, and at last I began to gain confidence in myself.
The catechism classes were another story. 1 must admit the Apostles' Creed, the Lord's Prayer, and the Ten Commandments were really dissected. Even worse, the confirmands were on call every Sunday
during worship. We were tested by the pastor and had to respond to
the congregation. All in all, I am sure the year was a good step in the
process of my growing up. The Johnsons were good to me, and I can
recall that Sunday afternoon drives were big entertainment. They
would stop and get one pint of hand-packed ice cream for the six of us.
After that first year, my parents decided 1 should finish high school
in Winner, some twenty-five miles from the ranch. Dad's health was
continuing to deteriorate. Ruth Lantz was just starting high school, so
our two families shared the task of picking us up on Friday and returning us to Winner on Monday morning. We stayed at Austin
Lang's. As I recall, Roberta Lang was not too skilled in the kitchen.
These were fierce years. Autumn never looked good. How would
we ever feed the cattle? No one could buy hay under any circumstances. The grasshoppers had eaten everything. I do not know how
much my folks agreed to pay the Langs for my board and room. I do
know that 1 had to churn butter for them and press it into a mold. I
had several customers for sweet cream. Each Monday morning, I
would take butter and sweet cream to the Maules and the Headleys.
Mrs. Maule also took orders from some of her friends. The experience
was humiliating, but I had no choice. I can actually say I never had
any fun in high school. On Fridays, I would go home and on Mondays
leave for school and deliver butter and cream.
Dad was now even more crippled, and Mother showed signs of fatigue and stress. There was lots of cooking to do because of the hired
men. Thankfully, we did have that gas-operated washing machine, but
water still had to be hauled in from the artesian well, heated on the
Monarch range, and softened with Salsoda. In late September, Harry
Brokenhauser, Mother, and Dad made trips to eastern South Dakota,
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Minnesota, Iowa, and Nebraska to visit places where our cattle could
be wintered. In early November, the cattle were shipped to Rock
Rapids and Little Rock, Iowa, and Laurel, Nebraska. One load of cattle
went to June's ranch near McClure, where they must have had
enough feed and hay to be able to care for additional cattle.
1 sometimes wonder how Dad managed to inspect these places, because he was so crippled and not at all well. Donald, June's husband
Winnie Hupp, a man named Brockhauser, and Leon Calhoon all
made separate trips to check on the Boreson cattle. The project of caring for these cattle over winter was a major undertaking. In fact, it was
a bad decision. The animals were used to drinking hot artesian-well
water, but in their new surroundings, they got cold water. This change
and the change of food caused diarrhea and other related problems. In
the spring when they were to be brought home, many cows died, and
there was a major loss of newborn calves. This winter feeding project
was costly—about fifty thousand dollars to winter three hundred to
four hundred head of cattle.
During this time, Donald and a hired man named Frank Hall were
bringing some cattle and their newborn calves home from Nebraska,
or it may have been from the train in Winner back to the ranch. The
calves were so weak they had to be carried on the hayrack. The men
had a standard lunch of sandwiches, sardines, and pork and beans.
Unfortunately, Frank Hall finished a can of pork and beans that had
been opened earlier. He got deathly ill with ptomaine poisoning. He
suffered a painful death. The hospital could do nothing for him.
These were such hopeless years. The rains did not come. There
were dust storms that darkened the skies, and the grasshoppers were
everywhere. They would cover the north side of fenceposts, the house,
the barn, and even wagons or farm machinery. The federal government declared our area a disaster area, and we were allowed to borrow
money, which we did heavily. The government also offered Works
Progress Administration programs and other assistance. Dad was too
proud to accept help gratis, even though all of our neighbors were partaking of the golden gift.
The government was buying hogs because the market had dropped
to zero. People unloaded their hogs to the government at a specified
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price, and the government simply burned the animals. I can remember traveling to Ethan. As we drove out of Chamberlain and east beyond the Missouri River bluffs, you could see smoke and smell the
pork. It was like a giant outdoor barbecue. Mother fretted that it was
sinful to burn food when people were starving. I am sure there was no
feasible way of butchering and distributing this fresh meat in those
days when there was no refrigeration.
There were times when the grasshoppers in fiight would darken
the sky like a dark, heavy cloud. The grasshoppers were of all varieties
and colors. One type measured three or four inches in length and
three-quarters of an inch in width. It had a greenish top and red-pinkish belly. In the summer, we had to wash clothes at night and hang
them out to dry. If we did this chore during the day, grasshoppers
would eat the clothes on the line—the sheets looked like lace curtains.
If the men took off their shirts, the grasshoppers would eat their undershirts, evidently craving that salty perspiration. On the porch, we
had bags and bags of poison malt to put out, which was supposed to
kill these pests. In the meantime, we had to keep going to the bank
and taking out more loans. The men had to be paid, and we had to eat.
It was September 1935, and again I returned to Winner to attend
high school. I had the same routine of delivering butter and cream on
Monday morning. Because of the government loans and the bad experience we had in boarding out cattle the previous winter, every effort
was taken to care for them at home. In October, some cattle were
shipped to the Rice Brothers in Chicago for sale. Donald accompanied
them and supervised the sale.
Dad's health was worsening, but he would not give up. He bought
five bulls, and they had to be driven home from Hamill, a distance of
some thirty miles. Donald left on horseback with sandwiches in his
saddlebag at 3:00 a.m. on 11 December 1935. He arrived in Hamill and
started home around 10:00 a.m. with the task of driving five stubborn
bulls who took off in five different directions. He had a bullwhip in
hand and eventually guided them towards home. By evening, he
neared Ideal and the Howard Roosa home. Howard was our mail carrier and friend. Howard's wife Reva asked Don in for supper. The
bulls were exhausted and plopped down for a rest. After a wonderful
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meal of freshly fried porkchops. Don prodded the bulls on for another
ten miles. When he finally reached the ranch, he put the bulls in the
corral, unsaddled his horse, and stumbled into the house completely
fatigued. Dad inquired about the bulls, and Don went up to bed at
1:00 a.m. Two hours later. Mother awakened Donald. Dad was breathing heavily, and she said, "I do believe Dad is passing away." Dad
raised up and said, "Don't you ever think I am." Those words were his
last.
Mother came to Winner to tell me the news and walked into the
Langs' home before eight o'clock in the morning. The minute I saw
her I knew that Dad had passed away. Next, she contacted Earl Mason,
the undertaker, and then made long-distance telephone calls to June
in McClure, Grandpa Strand, Louis Miller in Draper, and friends Ray
Riewert and Dr. Roy G. Stevens in Sioux Falls. Grandpa Strand and
Uncle Glen Frantz left immediately from Ethan and arrived late that
same Friday night.
I really do not remember much about the time before the funeral. I
am sure that having so many people around created a lot of commotion and activity. Knowing the neighbors, the supply of food that came
in must have been endless. Because Dad had been active all of his life
in the Masons, Mother asked the Episcopal priest and chaplain of the
Masonic Lodge, the Reverend Father Bussingham, to conduct the services.
Dad had been ill for so long that he did not have a proper suit. I
vividly remember the dickey-like white shirt and false jacket they put
on Dad. To all appearances, he truly looked like a senator. People
streamed in from all over to pay their respects. Dad truly had been
loved. He was always jovial, and everybody was his friend. Several
bouquets of red roses arrived from Masonic bodies in Mitchell and
Sioux Falls. Ray Riewert, I am sure, was instrumental in seeing that
these flowers were delivered. Roses in mid-December were a rarity in
Winner. South Dakota.
The funeral took place in our tiny living room. The crowd overflowed into the large kitchen. I sat with Ruth Lantz in a bedroom off
the living room. Condolences streamed in from Washington, D.C.,
and from friends past. Many people joined us on Monday, 16 Decem-
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ber, for the long trip to New Home Gemetery near Ethan. There, another service was conducted, and burial took place in the family plot.
We likely stayed at Grandma and Grandpa Strand's overnight and returned to the ranch on Tuesday. June and her family left from the
ranch on Wednesday for their home.
I do not remember much about that first Christmas without Dad. I
do recall, however, that the Riewerts had already mailed their Christmas package before Dad's death. His gift was a pouch filled with some
chemical that would create heat for several hours after two tablespoons of water were added—a new form of hot-water bottle or heating pad. Our traditional gift to Grandma and Grandpa Strand, the
Riewerts, and Dr. Stevens was two pounds of butter pressed into a
wooden mold with a wheat design, and a turkey or goose, ready for the
oven. We did not raise turkeys or geese for resale—only for Ghristmas
gifts and our own eating pleasure. Grandma Strand's gift to us was
her homemade lefse, a Norwegian delicacy, and her beautiful white
taffy candy. I cannot remember what gift exchanges were made over
the years between Mother, Dad, Don, and June and family. One year I
did get white ice skates, and Donald got skis. The skates were to last a
long time; my feet never grew into them. I am sure most of our gifts
were handmade.
In April 1936, Mother was taken to the Winner hospital for observation. June and family were called, and we were all at her bedside. Dr.
Wilson felt that her problem was an aftermath of Dad's long illness
and death. He believed she was generally run down. After she was allowed to leave the hospital, she stayed at the William Van Patten home
to recuperate. Hazel Van Patten was remarkable, the type of person
who could do anything. She was a beautifijl seamstress and an excellent cook, and her personality was a tonic for everyone. Around this
time, Ruth and I moved from the Lang residence to the Van Pattens'
next door.
School was out in May, and Ruth and I returned to our respective
homes. The dust storms continued, and the grasshoppers were still a
menace. There was no hope for any crops. Grandma and Grandpa
Strand visited us because of Mother's hospitalization and illness, I am
sure. They spent a week, and I returned home with them.
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In the meantime, the grasshoppers had eaten everything. It was
useless to try to replant corn or grains, so it was decided to harvest the
thistles while they were young and tender. They would be used for
winter feed. Thistles were the last thing the grasshoppers would eat.
Donald and a hired man were mowing these thistles when Donald
stepped over the power takeoff. His jeans got caught, and he was literally wrapped into the machine. By the time his assistant could turn it
off, the damage was done. He was driven home immediately. Donald
and Mother headed for Winner, stopping at the Lantz's to call the doctor and let him know that we had a severe emergency. Mother kept
giving Donald water to keep him from passing out. He was wrapped
in a sheet. After Dr. Wilson examined him, word got out that the only
way Don would leave the hospital was in a box.
Mother called Ray Riewert, our staunch family friend, and sought
his advice. He said, "I'll leave immediately and bring a registered
nurse. I will alert Dr. R. G. Stevens." Ray had a large, comfortable car,
and his word was gold. He drove to Winner and took Donald directly
to Sioux Falls.
After Ray left with Donald, Mother returned to the scene of the accident. She found the power takeoff covered with flesh and clothing.
Socks had been ripped from his shoes, and his jeans, shorts, and undershirt had also been ripped from his body. Flesh had been chewed
away from his waist to his knees, leaving a hole in one place large
enough to place a man's fist.
At Sioux Falls, Dr. Stevens canceled his vacation plans and set to
work on helping his patient. I believe he sought counsel from doctors
in Chicago. After a time, skin grafting began. They took skin from
Donald's back and grafted it to his inner legs. They had no antibiotics
to ward off infections. The best thing Donald had was an excellent
healthy body and the will to live. They forced him to drink fresh orange juice—a gallon a day, it seemed.
I was at my grandparents' and returned home immediately, having
gotten a ride from brother-in-law Winnie Hupp. He had taken a truckload of cattle to Sioux Falls and was returning home. As soon as it was
feasible. Mother and I drove a truck to Ethan, where we spent the
night with her parents and then made the trip to Sioux Falls. When we
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arrived at Sioux Valley Hospital, we found Donald in good spirits.
They had a tent-like fabric structure covering the lower part of his
body. A fan was situated so as to blow the foul odor away from the
healing wounds.
Donald was in the hospital for many months. The cost was three
dollars per day. Dr. Stevens paid for the hospitalization out of his own
purse and never billed us for his services. After Donald was able to
leave the hospital. Dr. R. G. insisted that he stay in their home so that
he could be monitored twenty-four hours a day. In fact, the Riewert
and Stevens families took a vacation trip to the Black Hills and took
Donald along.
Of course, we were eternally grateful to Dr. R. G. for this personalized care. His only request was that he hoped for a puppy from
"Bugs," our Chesapeake Bay retriever. She had been a gift from the
Riewerts because they could not keep her in the Sioux Falls hotels they
managed. Bugs was Mother's pet. She missed Mother when Mother
had to go into the hospital at various times. Bugs truly regained her
old personality when she would get Mother's scent from the postcards
she mailed. Finding a suitable suitor for Bugs, one of the proper
Chesapeake ancestry, was no small task. It was accomplished, however, and Bugs did deliver a beautiful Chesapeake Bay retriever puppy.
In the fall of 1936, I returned to Winner to finish my senior year. 1
stayed with the Van Pattens. Their daughter Edna was working in Watertown for a government agency. She sent me a box of her clothes. I
was especially delighted with a red-and-white polka dot dress with a
bolero jacket. The waist was white with red polka dots. It was thrilling
to receive such a gift when money was so limited.
Ray Riewert told my mother that if I were to come to Sioux Falls, I
could go to Augustana College. He would pay my tuition, and I could
work his hotel desk for my room and board. Hotels in those days
catered to the railroad crews, and Mother would not allow me to go.
Her health was precarious, as well, and I am sure she wanted me to
have some way of making a respectable living as quickly as possible.
At any rate, I ended up getting a scholarship, all tuition paid, to Grand
Island Business College. I left for Grand Island, Nebraska, in the summer of 1937 and completed the course in less than a year. Mother sent
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me ten dollars a month for living expenses and school supplies. I did
find a job working for three women public-school teachers, for which
I got my evening meal. On Saturdays, I often did day work for teachers and got twenty-five cents an hour. I remember Grandpa Strand's
sending me afive-dollarbill one time.
To get home, I had to contact a trucking firm, and I would ride with
the produce truck. The driver would leave Grand Island late in the
evening and deliver produce to various stores in the towns along his
route to Winner. We would drive, making deliveries all night, and arrive in Winner the following afternoon. I recall Donald's driving me
down a couple of times. There was no bus transportation and no
trains running from north to south.
Añ:er I had completed the business course, I happily came home.
Omaha Cold Storage, a chicken and turkey processing plant, needed
office help. I was hired and thoroughly enjoyed the congenial office atmosphere. It was here that I worked with Lloyd and Jo Terwilliger and
Lilhan Arp. I lived with Lil in her mother's home. Her mother made a

Dorothy Boreson had this
portrait taken upon her
graduation from Winner
High School in 1937.
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marvelous rabbit dish with sour cream. At times we were extremely
busy at Omaha Cold. We did work overtime, but there was no such
thing as extra pay. We were so happy to have jobs. I believe we made
around thirty-five or forty cents an hour.
The years 1938 and 1939 were depressing because of health problems. Mother's health was visibly and rapidly deteriorating. She had
not been well for years and had masked it during my father's last
years. Everyone assumed she was just exhausted. Little did we realize
that her true problem was the presence of three inward goiters, which
had attacked her heart. These goiters were not outwardly visible. She
entered the hospital in Sioux Falls early in 1939 for observation, when
I assume the diagnosis was made. She had surgery in March. During
this time. Grandpa Strand died of a heart attack. Donald and I went to
Ethan for the funeral and then went on to see Mother in Sioux Falls to
tell her of her father's death. After Mother left the hospital, she went
to Ethan and stayed with Grandma Strand. This pattern kept on all
summer—mother would stay with Grandma, come home, and then
return to the hospital.
Throughout these months, many thoughts went through Mother's
mind. Mainly, she wanted to leave this earth debt-free and with a clear
conscience. We had borrowed heavily to save the cattle when they
were sent to Iowa and Nebraska for wintering. We had tried the plan
of poisoning the grasshoppers with malt bran. Apparently, mother
had been told that her time left on earth was short, so she made plans
to sell the ranch. She bought a small, one-bedroom house in Winner.
I believe the purchase price was fifteen hundred dollars. She had a
garage built, and the house was placed in my name, i was to pay her
thirty dollars a month, which was the major portion of my check from
Omaha Cold Storage. We moved into the house. Mother coming in
from the ranch, and June joining us.
In October, Mother returned to Sioux Falls for further treatments,
and Donald and Lucille Jorgenson were married at the Methodist parsonage with Lucille's parents, her brother, and myself to witness the
ceremony. Afterwards, we went to the Jorgenson home for a fine
chicken dinner. For their honeymoon, Donald and Lucille went to
Sioux Falls to visit Mother.
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These years must have been trying for June. The era was a struggle
for everyone. June was tiny in stature, weighing less than one hundred pounds. She could wear children's shoes and often sent for dress
shoes from the oriental section in San Erancisco where they sold sizes
two and three. She had six full-term babies, one of whom died. Í cannot imagine what loneliness she must have encountered being pregnant, having little ones to care for, and struggling with the problems
of the depression, drought, and grasshoppers, as well as living so far
from her ailing parents.
I truly do not remember [une being home and part of the family. I
do know she was welcome every time she came home. It was my father who attached the name "Little Guy" to her second boy, and that
name has always stuck. June's children Jean and Orange, it seems,
came to our home in the late twenties, but I do not remember Margie
ever coming. During the thirties when the dust storms and grasshoppers were rampant, they were of much help to us. Winnie assisted and
helped in many different ways.
I know the folks sincerely hoped that June and Winnie's marriage
would last. Many questions regarding their marriage will always remain unanswered. I do know that June sought medical help in Pierre
and Sioux Ealls and eventually had major surgery. I believe Mother
helped her finance these treatments. Later, after Turp's birth, the doctors advised June to get away because of health problems. She went to
California and spent some time with cousins on the Boreson side
whom she knew from her early school days in Mitchell. She then
came back and joined Mother and me in our home in Winner.
In July 1940, our ranch was sold to the Ortman brothers for
$47,500, a price that included land, cattle, horses, machinery, and personal property. These doctors from Canistota were the only ones who
had the money to buy and finance the operation. Mother paid the government every dime she owed. It was common knowledge that the
government forgave these debts, but Mother could not and would not
accept charity. Now I grieve that the folks struggled so desperately to
make a comeback from their losses and regain the affluent life they
had enjoyed in the early 1900s. Ill health, not lack of determination
and perseverance, was their downfall. The drought, dust storms, and
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grasshoppers were mere stumbling blocks. The lessons they instilled
in us were far greater than material wealth and riches.
It was in this year, 1940, that I was advised that a job with the State
Game and Fish Commission awaited me at the capitoL I was to be the
secretary to the chief game warden and engineer. This position was indeed a giant step for me. I was to start with the magnificent salary of
eighty dollars per month. The staff all welcomed me with open arms,
and the atmosphere was most congenial and pleasant. Abbie Whitney
and Director J. W. Cluett had private offices apart from the rest of us.
Mary Ahern, the bookkeeper, was a wonderful confidante and helper.
At first, I lived in a private home near the capitol, and then Audrey
Sutfin and I rented a furnished apartment. We lived there until
Mother and June moved to Pierre, and then we rented a large thirdftoor apartment in an old mansion on Euclid Avenue. Here we had a
living room, kitchen, bath, and four bedrooms. We even took in an extra renter to help pay the rent. Mother and June prepared the meals.
Mother's health continued to regress. She could not walk a fiight of
stairs without severe heart pain, so she remained upstairs and we did
the stair climbing. She rented out the house in Winner to a state patrolman for thirty-five dollars a month. I continued to pay Mother
thirty dollars a month towards the purchase price. During this time,
people still had not recovered from the drought and depression. Donald. Lucille, and baby Delilah decided to give California a try.
Early in 1940, Harlan Bushfield, who had been elected governor,
was to be inaugurated. The group I had worked with at Omaha Cold
Storage came up for the inauguration and dance. This occasion was
the social event of the year. Mother appeared to enjoy seeing everyone
dressed in their best attire. June and Mother were always invited to the
Game and Fish office social gatherings but declined. I am sure
Mother's health was a major factor. During the summer of 1940, Aunt
Ella and Unde Glen from Canton, Ohio, decided it was time that
Grandma Strand came to live with them. They drove to Pierre to bid
us goodbye. Grandma brought me the cut-glass bowl that is currently
in my curio cabinet.
In early 1941, Mother announced that she was marrying Frank
Sand. I had been so naive and was completely surprised. She told me
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confidentially that she was marrying only because she did not want to
be a burden to any of us. Then she said, "Why did you think he was always making those trips out to the ranch.^" When she asked if I would
stand up for her at their wedding, I replied, "Mother, this is one thing
I cannot do." I have always regretted this decision, for I am sure I hurt
her deeply.
June, at this time, had moved back to Presho and was working for
the Thompson family. Mother was married 13 February 1941. Audrey
and I visited them sometime in late February, having gotten a ride
with someone at the capitol who went home to Sioux Falls for the
weekend. In May 1941, we received word from Aunt Ella that Grandma had passed away. They were calling Mother in Ethan and Uncle
Charlie in California. Mother's heart was worsening, and Grandma's
death was terribly painful to her. Uncle Charlie's inquiry about the remainder of the estate appeared to worsen the situation. She wanted to
lie down on the cold ground at the cemetery. In Pierre, I had helped
Mother keep the books for Grandpa Strand's estate. She was the executor, and a small trust had been set up for Grandma's care while she
was living with Aunt Ella. The major part of Grandpa's estate had
been distributed at the time of his death.
A few days later, I received a telephone call at the office telling me
that Mother's health was deteriorating and that i should come immediately. By chance, Donald also called. He, Lucille, and baby Delilah
had been called home from CaHfornia because of the death of Lucille's
father. It was decided that Donald would drive to Presho and pick up
June. My boss, the chief game warden, drove me to Presho, and then
the three of us went to Mother's bedside in the Parkston Hospital. We
remained there until her death at 2:00 a.m. on 14 May 1941, a mere
three months after her marriage to Frank Sand. She was buried next
to my father in the Boreson plot at the New Home Cemetery.
After Mother's death I truly grieved, and everyplace I looked reminded me of her. I did buy a new black Chevrolet car from a dealership in Mitchell where the state bought ail of its cars. I paid six hundred dollars net, which included license, seat covers, spare tire, etc.
The car added a new dimension to my life.
June's daughter Margie had been having severe headaches and
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vomiting. Because a brain tumor was suspected, the decision was
made for me to take them from Presho to the Mayo Clinic in
Rochester, Minnesota. I remember stopping in Sioux Falls. We talked
with Dr. R. G. about Margie. He reaffirmed the seriousness of her
condition and wished us well. I left June and Margie at a private residence in Rochester that I had learned of through the worthy matron of
the Eastern Star in Pierre. June stayed there during Margie's surgery
and hospitalization. Apparently, this woman was of the inquisitive
type, which did not please June. Nevertheless, lodging with her was
cheaper than at a hotel.
Surgery could not be performed immediately. At that time, there
were no MRIs or other sophisticated diagnostic procedures. They had
to give Margie an injection of colored dye to detect the tumor on the xray. In addition, the tumor fioated about and had to be in the correct
position before it could be removed. This daily injection was extremely painful, and it took many days before the tumor was in the
right position for surgery. As I understand, the tumor did not have
fingers, nor had it attached itself to any part of the brain. June never
mentioned the word cancer. I have no idea how long they remained in
Rochester.
I continued to rent out the house in Winner. The famous Armistice
Day blizzard was one I shall never forget." The water pipes as well as
the toilet bowl froze in the house.
On 7 December 1941, the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor. Shortly
thereafter. President Roosevelt asked Congress for declaration of war
against Japan, calling 7 December "a day which will live in infamy."
On II December, Germany and Italy declared war on the United
States, and immediately we were engaged in two separate wars.
All the young men were either being drafted or enlisting in one of
the branches of the armed services. I had previously taken routine
government tests, and I received a telegram from Washington, D.C.,
offering me a job in the Interior Department. After due consideration,
II. The Armistice Day blizzard of 11-12 November 1940 hit the Northern Great Plains
with temperature drops of fifty degrees Fahrenheit and snowfalls of up to twenty-seven
inches. A total of 154 deaths were blamed on the storm. "Armistice Day Blizzard," htlp;//en
.wikipedia.org/wiki/Armistice.Day.Blizzard. accessed 11 Aug. 2008.
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I accepted the challenge. I gave up my secure job with the Game and
Fish Commission, made the necessary arrangements such as storing
my car and leaving my special treasures of sentimental value with
Claude Maule, and left alone by train for Washington, D.C. I arrived in
Chicago, little realizing that there were several railroad stations and
that I was at the wrong one. The train going to Washington, D.C, was
miles away. I took a cab over to that station, boarded the train, and
from that moment on. my life was destined to change forever.
Afier working for the Department of the Interior, Dorothy Boreson applied
for a job with the United States Fish and Wildlife Service and received a
transfer to Chicago. There, she met her future husband. Bob Ackermann.
When he entered the army and was sent to McKinney, Texas, she took a position with the Red Cross. Following World War ¡I. the couple lived in Thief
River Falls and, later, Minneapolis, Minnesota, where Bob Ackermann
worked for Land O' Lakes and where they raised their two children.
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