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Chapter 1 The Beginning
My parents Paul and Ocia Lineback were ranchers in Western Nebraska. There
were fourteen children in the family.

I, Iva Jeanette (Jean) Lineback Plaster, was

number nine from the top. I had eight siblings older, and five younger.
In 1911 Paul Lineback filed on a homestead in the sandhills of Nebraska, which
is a hundred sixty acre parcel of government land acquired under the Homestead Act.
The filer had to “prove up” on the land in five years or the land would go back to the
government ... which meant to build fences to secure the property allotted him. My
dad’s dream was to be a cattle rancher and live off the land.
There were not many resources
for building materials as there were no
trees to be seen in the sandhills. The early
settlers used the earth to build their
buildings. I will have to rely on my older
siblings to describe our house made out of
sod.

Sod is the grassy surface held

together by matted roots and cut by a plow
to the depths of four to six inches. It was layered flat side down and stacked to the
desired height for the outside walls. This made the walls twelve to fifteen inches wide

which served as adequate insulation against cold winds and blizzards in the winter, and
hot sun in the summer. Openings were made for the windows, lumber was used for the
roof and floors. The inside walls were secured with chicken wire and plastered over.
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I remember my mom, Ocia, saying that at time pieces of plaster would fall off
and needed to be patched. Not being there, I visualize a dialogue like this. Mamma
calling to Catherine to please get the broom and sweep the plaster off the floor. “Alright
Mama”, replied Catherine adding, “When are we going to move into our new house?”
“It will be soon, honey. Now hurry and get the table set for supper”.

My older sister Margaret described the sod house as being long and narrow,
similar to a mobile home. The front door led into the kitchen, the dining room and
living room together and a bedroom on the end, which our parents occupied.

The

children had mats to sleep on, wherever they had a place to lay their head down.
Disappointment, responsibility, struggle and hard work were not strangers to Paul
Lineback. He felt a strong responsibility to his mother and younger brothers and sisters,
due to the disappearance of his father. Paul was nineteen years old at the time his father
left. The story was related that William Alford Lineback left his family to work in the
silver mines in Wyoming. Money was scarce and the mortgage was due on their home.
After some time, he sent his mining equipment home and the message that he would
follow soon. That was the last they heard from him. After several failed attempts to
locate him, Grandma Milly moved her family to Kearney to be closer to family that
could help her with the many needs of a growing family.

Ocia was expecting her

second child in May of 1913. Grandma Milly came to assist in the birth. Homer was
born May 3, and was barely three pounds at birth. It is told that Grandma Milly lined a
shoe box with cotton for baby Homer’s first bed.
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Pictures of Jean at the sod house
1924 - 1925

4

Two months after Milly returned home, Paul received a telegram that his mother
had died suddenly. An epidemic of scarlet fever sweeping the country that was proven
deadly, as no treatment was known in those days. Some survived, some didn’t. Paul
Ocia, Helen and two month old baby Homer journeyed by train to Kearney to plan a
funeral for his mother, and make a decision for the care of his seven siblings who were
now orphaned. Paul’s Uncle Ward and Aunt Grace Hardy offered to take the three
youngest to live with them, but Paul was firm on his decision that they would not be
separated. After working that summer to add an additional two rooms to the soddy, the
nine siblings were brought to the homestead to make their home with Paul and Ocia.
I have no memories of my life in the sod house, as I was two years old when we
moved to the frame house. The older members of the family “affectionately” referred to
the sod house as “the soddy”. Paul and Ocia and baby Helen moved to the homestead in
1913. Brother Homer was born shortly after that. Nine babies were born in the soddy.
Midwives were hired to deliver the babies. It is hard to imagine how Paul and Ocia
managed in those hard times, but my mother’s answer to that was: “You did what you
had to do”.
I don’t remember moving day, but those who remembered related the events this
way. The household goods were loaded on the hayrack driven by a team of horses. My
sister Marjorie was not a strong child, so a place was secured on the wagon for her to sit
and hold four month old Jim. The rest of us walked. It was my second birthday ... May
1, 1926.

Moving Day - May 1, 1926
(left to right) Helen holding Jim, Homer, Vern, Margaret, Duck, Rodney, Catherine, Marjorie, and Jean
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The frame house was constructed by Paul and his friend Jake Zieg. After the site for the
buildings were chosen, the building began.
meadow, full of alfalfa and clover.

The chosen site was near a beautiful

Sunflowers and Goldenrods grew abundantly

throughout the meadow, which enhanced the beauty of the meadow. There were also
two lakes. The lake nearest the house we called the Big Lake, and then a smaller lake a
little farther east. These were shallow lakes and froze solid in the winter. On the north
and east were rolling hills covered with sand grass and sunflowers in the summer. To
this day I love sunflowers with their beautiful yellow flowers looking towards the sun.
Building materials used for the construction of the buildings were obtained from
different places. Paul bought a building in Antioch (a small town about twenty miles
from the site) that had been a hotel used during the First World War, when the Pot Ash
Plant was in operation. Pot ash was processed there and used in fertilizer. There are
still some stone pillars there that was part of the building that housed the pot ash plant.
After Paul bought the vacated hotel and dismantled it, the usable material was loaded on
wagons, pulled by four horse teams and brought to the building sites, approximately
twenty miles. The barn was build first and then the other buildings... chicken house,
milk house and the main house, and of course the out house! The main house was two
story with five bedrooms upstairs. Downstairs, the dining room and living room was
along the east side, partitioned by colonades.

The kitchen, bathroom and Paul and

Ocia’s bedroom were on the west side. A long, enclosed porch on the north end was
used for laundry, canning, etc. It is hard to calculate how long it took from start to
finish, but at least two or three years. This is where I spent my childhood from 1926 to
1942.

The ranch we moved into in 1926
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My first memory of the frame house was the winter of 1927 or 1928. I was 3 or
4 years old. It was an extremely cold night in January. The house was heated by a pot
belly stove in the living room. I remember the stove being red hot, and seeing a flame
on the ceiling. My brother Vern was laying on the floor beside the stove and when he
saw the flames he yelled, “Fire!”. Using what resources we had ... a water pump in the
kitchen with buckets. Someone pumped while the others passed the buckets up the
stairs to the others and drenched the fire until it was out ... thus we put out the fire and
saved ourselves from total disaster. The fire was contained to that one area.
There were hard times and good times at the Lineback ranch over the years. We
laughed a lot and cried a lot but by God’s grace and His wonderful protection over us,
the family survived.
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Chapter 2 Calving
In the early spring the range cattle started giving birth. The new calves came along.
The men rode the range to watch over the cows at this time. A lot depended on the
safety of the herd. Times when a spring storm would come up and some of the cows
would have to be brought in to the barn until their calves were born. There were some
that needed assistance with the birth and the riders were always prepared to help with
the birthing. Calves were kept with their mothers for a certain length of time and then
they were weaned from their mother’s milk and put in the calf shed and fed milk in a
trough and also mash (grain soaked in milk) until they could eat grass and survive out in
the pasture. It was a stressful time for both cows and their calves as the cows would
stand outside the shed and bawl all day and all night it seemed. I thought the little
calves were so cute. I went in the barnyard and reached through the gate to pet one of
the little calves. The old cow butted me and knocked me down. Dad happened to be
right there and rescued me... a lesson learned for me!
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Chapter 3 Milking
There was always much work to be done on the ranch
and we all learned to work together. We milked a lot of cows
in the summer time (sometimes forty or fifty). We all shared
in “the joy” of milking.

I don’t remember when I started

milking, but the story is told that Paul made us each a milk
stool for our 5th birthday. We were never asked if we would
like to learn to milk. NO! Dad gave us our milk stool and
showed us what side of the cow to sit on and showed us how to extract the milk. It
wasn’t as simple as you might think. It took practice to pump the milk out of the udder,
but once you learned, you never forgot
how.

The bucket was held between

our legs, and before I was old enough
to hold the pail between my legs I put
it on the ground. Sometimes we had
to put kickers on the back legs to keep
the cow from kicking the bucket over. We had lots of barn
cats to keep the mouse population down. Somehow they
knew when the milking started and would be there waiting
for a squirt of milk in their mouth.
I was proud of my first milk stool that I could call
my own. Now I could go out with the big kids and do the
chores. The “new” wore off soon, I’m sure. We were all
loved collectively, but personal attention was rare accept
times when we needed our attitude adjusted.
When the milking was done, the milk was separated.
The milk house was a free standing building that housed
the milk separator.

The milk was poured into a big

hopper on top and it went through a number of disks that
separated the milk from the cream. It was turned by hand
and had two spouts. Cream came out one, and milk the
Cream separator

other. This is a pretty elementary description of the cream
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separator, but I don’t know how it worked...
it just did. There was a windmill outside the
milk house that pumped water into the
holding tank in the milk house, and also a
holding tank outside that supplied the stock
in the barn yard with water. The cold water
that was pumped constantly into the tank
served to keep the cream cold until Dad
could get it to Ellsworth and shipped by train to the Alliance Creamery, forty miles
away. The cream was put into five gallon cans and lowered into the water. Wooden
shelves were built in the tank to hold perishables for our personal use, like cream,
butter, etc. It was cold enough to set jello, which was a real treat for the family! We

had no electricity... so no refrigeration. Most of the skim milk was fed to the pigs, but
some was saved to make Dutch cheese, which was made by letting the milk sour and
kept warm on the back of the stove until it was curds and whey. It was then put in a
cheese cloth and drained until it was quite dry then moistened with sour cream and
seasoned with salt. Yum! We call it cottage cheese today. Once the lady of the house
determined how much cream for churning and cooking was needed, the rest was put in
cream cans for shipping.
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Chapter 4 Bringing in the Cows
In the summer, the milk cows were let out in
the pasture to graze during the day and brought in the
evening for milking. Milking occurred twice a day, so
the cows were kept in the barnyard over night and
milked again in the morning and then let out to pasture.
Shepherd dog like “Old Shep”

About
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o’clock in the afternoon a couple of us would
saddle up our horses and go out after the
cows. This particular day, Jim and I had that
duty. My brother, James Ray, spent a lot of
time trying to figure out how to make life
easier for him.

He decided to take “Old

Shep” along and try to teach him how to
bring in the cows. The old dog would have
no part of that, so Jim decided you had to
know more than the dog to teach him
anything. Jim was just younger than me and
being the mischievious type, found himself in
the chip shed with a strap applied quite often.
He was a tease and loved to get us girls on the

Jimmy with his berry hat, 1928

run. That was my brother... James Ray Lineback.
One of the favorite pranks of the boys was when us girls would visit the outhouse
just before bed, they would sneak out and make spooky noises, or throw rocks at the
privy and scare the wits out of us. When we finally caught on it was them, they had to
think of some other mischief. They never ran out of ideas! They had nicknames for us
girls.

I was a red-headed freckle faced kid, so I was not

immune to their teasing. My older brother Homer called me
Rusty. He said I stood out in the rain and got all rusty. Jim
called me Speck. My other sisters were not immune either.
Marjorie got the nick name Skinny and Phyllis was Fatso.
Of course, this was a description of their physique.

On

summer evenings, after the chores were done and the supper
11

dishes washed, if there was any daylight left we could go out and play. Bedtime was
nine o’clock and we got up at 5 a.m. and started all over again. It was breakfast, dinner
and supper at our house. Lunch was what we put in our lunch buckets to school. It
wasn’t until I moved to the city and got sophisticated that I called supper ‘dinnah’.
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Chapter 5 Putting Up Hay
After the morning chores were done, the men would harness the work team ready
to go to the hay field. The sand grass and alfalfa was ready to be mowed and stacked
for winter feeding. The girls job with Mom’s help was to pack lunch for the men as
they would be gone all day. We always had chickens that hatched in the spring and
were ready for the frying pan. With bread and butter, they always had a good lunch.
They also took “long Tom” with them. Old “long Tom” was a big shotgun that always
stood behind the bathroom door. As a kid it always looked threatening to me, and I
have to say, I was scared of the old thing. My brother Duck said he didn’t know which
end was the most dangerouse... it had quite a kick! Quite often they would bring home
a rabbit or a duck, or maybe a quail. There were several sandhill lakes in the hills that
was home to mallards and other ducks. Also, there was fish in those lakes. I remember
one of our favorite lakes was “Tin Can” Lake. We would go fishing on saturdays quite
often in the summer. The lake was stocked with bullheads, similar to catfish. We each
had a fishing pole and wiggly worms for bait. If the fish weren’t biting, Dad would get
the net out. We called it a seine which is a long fishing net with floats along the top and
weight along the bottom. The boys would put on their hip waders and one on each end
would drag it across the water. Usually one drag would produce a meal or two. I
remember we always skinned them at the lake and put them in a tub of water to take
home. The heads and tails etc. was thrown back into the lake for fish food.
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To explain the haying more... after the hay was mowed, the rake came next and
raked it in winrows. Of course the machinery was pulled by a team of horses driven by
one of the men. The sweep would sweep the winrows into piles and put on the stacker
to be stacked. There was a frame used to keep the stack straight. Someone had to be on
the stack with a pitchfork, keeping the hay balanced every time a load was piled on.
That was the hardest job of all! My cousin Ray Dwiggins was a city boy and he loved
to come to the ranch and help in the hayfield. My brother Rodney relates this story.

They were stacking the home meadow and as no one ever volunteered to stack, Rod
said, “Who is gonna stack today?” just as Ray drove up. They looked at each other and
said , “The Lord provides”. Ray didn’t care, he loved doing anything and was a good
worker. I’m amazed when I drive through that country today and see the bales of hay,
some square and some round. They have equipment today that mows and bales all in
one operation. Sure eliminates the manpower!
When the boys were in the hay field, the girls’ job was to keep the weeds out of
the garden, potato patch and corn patch. The weeds were never hard to pull because of
the sandy soil, but Oh! How I hated the sandburrs. We had no protection for our hands,
so Mom would have a basin of water with soda and vinegar to soak our hands in. It
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took the sting out and Mom had a jar of salve that we rubbed into our hands. That took
care of all the hurts! My mom, Ocia Belle, always knew what to do to make us all
better. She was our doctor, our seamstress, made all of our clothes for us girls and shirts
for the boys. If she didn’t have a pattern, she would cut one out using a newspaper or a
brown paper bag. We always had a Montgomery Ward catalogue. Us girls would pick
out a dress that we liked, and she would make it for us. Marjorie and I got dresses alike,
and Phyllis and Lois got dresses alike. She was also our weather man. If she thought a
storm was coming up, she would watch the clouds. If they looked like a cyclone in the
works we went to the cellar till she gave the all clear sign.
One such day when the clouds
were looking threatening, Mom
asked Helen to run the car into the
garage. Marjorie ran and sat on the
running board. Helen didn’t know
she was there, and the car got too
close to the door frame and Marge’s
leg was caught between the car and
the door frame.

Her leg was cut

clear to the bone. Helen and Mom
rushed her to Alliance to the closest
doctor for stitches. She had a bad
scar the rest of her life.

When

Marge was a little over two years
old, Mom was in bed recuperating
from my birth. Dad took her out to
the yard with him. He was sawing
some wood on saw horses. Marge
wasn’t too steady on her feet and
Jean and Marjorie in their sun bonnets, 1926.

lost her balance and attempted to

catch herself from falling by grabbing onto the board just as Dad was sawing and cut off
the end of her pinky. Paul, thinking it might be re-attachable took her to the doctor in
Antioch, but it was too late. Some of the nail root was left, so a thick nail grew over the
end of her finger. She was never able to milk, as it would irritate her finger. She was
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Mom’s helper with cooking supper and the many household chores that needed to be
done.
We all learned how to bake bread. I remember learning how to knead bread even
before I was tall enough to reach the table. I would stand on a chair with a dish towel
tied around my waist and knead the bread. The dough was in a big dish pan, and under
Mom’s instruction, I learned. I remember saying, “Is is good enough? My arms are
tired.” The answer usually was, “Not yet. Keep going.” Well, I learned, and I still bake
bread to this day. I also remember learning to make gravy. Mom would say, “Stir the
gravy till it thickens.” And then when it got thick she would pour more milk in so I had
to stir some more. I thought the stirring made it thick.
Getting back to my sister Marge, she was an organizer and a clean freak. When
she graduated from high school, she took some college courses. She learned shorthand,
and worked as a stenographer.

I remember visiting her and her husband Glen in

California and when I got home I thought I should clean my cupboards... hers were
always spotless. That was my sister Marjorie Elizabeth.
Threshing Day
As Paul raised some small grain as a supplement for the hay, I remember a man
named Carl Hippi that had a big threshing machine. He was hired by the different
ranchers to thresh the grain. As a child I was fascinated by that big machine. I could
never figure out how it worked. They fed the straw in a big hopper, the grain came out
one end, and the chaff the other. Carl was a sort of large man, and we kids always
wondered how his pants stayed up. He wore his pant at half mast. We kids were wanna
be poets, so when we saw Carl coming we would say, “Here comes Cartly, with his
pants up partly”. It wasn’t exactly Shakespeare, but we had to make it rhyme. We
didn’t share our talent with our elders, as we might have been misunderstood.
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Chip Picking
As cow chips were our main fuel for the cook stove and also the pot belly, we
had to stock up for winter. All hands on deck, we each had a tub with a rope tied to the
handle that we pulled around. When it was full, we would empty
the pile and whoever was driving the wagon would pick up the
piles and load up the wagon. We had a big chip house that had to
be filled more than once during the year. Cow chips burn fast and
hot, and it was quite a rotation to bring in the chips and take out the
ashes.
Out in the pasture land there was always a chance of seeing a rabbit, so old Tom
went with us. This one day, Duck was driving the horses and took advantage of being
the boss for the day. He came to a gate and told Rod to open the gate. Rod replied, “If
you want that gate opened, open it yourself”. Duck picked up the old shotgun and
pointed it at Rodney and said, “I said open that gate”. I was standing by the wagon. I
jumped up on the wagon and pleaded with Duck, “Please don’t shoot Rod. I love him”.
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By that time, the gate was opened and Rod was humbled. There seems to be a rivalry
among brothers. I always thought Duck was the target for jobs no one else wanted.
Duck got his nick name when he was learning to walk. My Aunt Iva said he waddled
like a Duck, and the name stuck. His name was Paul Silas Lineback Jr. but was never
called Paul. Mom called him Buster.

Duck had a slow sense of humor and when we

were out milking, it wasn’t unusual to hear him sing to the cow he was milking, making
up the words as he sang. He milked to same cows every night and had names for each
of them. I don’t remember all the names, but one was Josephine, one was Clementine.
He had a delightful sense of humor.
Rodney Clair Lineback, my brother, was what I would describe as the
peacemaker.

When I got my feelings hurt, he had a way of comforting and make

everything ok. He was also a tease. One night Rod and I were drying the dishes. There
were always so many dishes. Two would wash, two would dry. We had flour sacks for
towels... and they got wet pretty fast. I was drying a cast iron skillet, one with a hole in
the handle. Rod snapped me with a wet dish towel and I swirled around and got my
little finger caught in the hole in the handle. The weight of that skillet nearly cut my
finger off. He was so sorry. He cried and I cried. I still have that scar. Many years
later, Rodney contracted a lung disease. Knowing it was terminal he called a man he
had known since childhood... Ray Hamilton. Ray was raised on a neighboring ranch, a
few miles north and west of the Lineback ranch. Ray had been to a seminar school and
was trained to be a clergy man. He started a church in the Sandhills named Pleasant
Point, ministering
18

to the ranchers in that area. While visiting with Rodney, he

explained God’s plan of salvation. Rodney accepted the Lord Jesus into his heart. Soon
after that, Rodney called me and asked me if I could come see him. He lived in South
Dakota. When I got there he said he couldn’t die until he apologized to me about
hurting my finger so bad. Well, we both hugged and cried again. As I said before, we
laughed a lot and cried a lot. I will say here, that the childhood rivalries never carried
through to adulthood. We learned to love each other, or at least to tolerate each other. I
can say here, that Duck and Rod were best of friends throughout their adult life.
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Chapter 6 Fertilizing and Planting the Garden
The milk cows were put in the barn in stanchions in the winter for milking. So in
the spring the boys would clean out the barn, and that was the fertilizer for the garden.
Dad had a manure spreader that would spread evenly over the garden spot and when the
ground was thawed they would plow and get ready to plant. Planting the garden itself
was a huge event. Row after row of vegetables. I don’t remember the rotation. The
small onion bulbs were planted beside the radishes and was the first to come up and
ready to eat before any of the others. They tasted so good after the long winter with no
fresh produce. The water tank that was outside the milkhouse served as water for the
livestock in the barnyard on one side, and the garden on the other side. Ocia and the
girls always had their flowers around the garden side of the tank.

We always had

beautiful dahlias and iris. The root vegetables, carrots, turnips, parsnips were planted
along the far side, as they would not mature as fast and mostly pulled in the fall and
stored in the cellar.
We had a huge garden and potato patch and sweet corn. It was the girls’ job to
keep the garden weeded and watered. And of course the canning in the fall. We always
had a strawberry patch. To insert a story here, our closest neighbors, Ralph and Elsie
Munger, lived just over the hill north. Elsie had been sick that summer, so one day
Mom told Marjorie and me, “Pick some strawberries to take to Elsie. And while you’re
doing that I will stir up a chocolate cake to take”. When we got back from Elsie’s, I told
Mom that Elsie wanted the recipe for her chocolate cake. Mom said, “Oh, it’s just an
old chocolate cake”. That story stayed in the family all these years. I don’t remember
seeing a recipe in the house. We all knew how to stir up a chocolate cake. Just recently
my sister Phyllis sent me a copy of an old recipe book that had been put together by
some of the Sandhill ladies.

There was Mrs. Lineback’s old chocolate cake recipe

submitted by Elsie Munger. Mrs. Lineback was an excellent cook. Anyone that was
there at mealtime was encouraged to stay and eat. I don’t think anyone ever turned
down that invitation.
Harvest came when there was anything ready to can and lasted till frost. Peas and
beans set on first. Tables were set up in the yard to prepare the vegetables. The pickers
would use bushel baskets and empty the baskets onto the table to prepare the vegetables
for canning. Peas podded and beans snipped and broken and corn cut off of the cob.
One of the girls in the kitchen helping Ocia sterilizing the jars and getting the canner
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ready for the jars. The canning boiler was oblong and had wooden two by fours or such
on the bottom to keep the glass jars off of the bottom to keep from breaking. The boiler
set over two burners. The water had to be kept boiling for hours (I don’t remember how
long). For the vegetables we always canned in two quart jars with zinc lids and a rubber
seal. Tomatoes and fruit were canned open kettle. As chips burned fast and hard, it was
a full time job to bring the chips in
and carry out the ashes. A root cellar
was dug and secured with a wood
roof and covered with dirt.

It was

finishes inside with shelves to hold
the canned goods and a bin across the
back filled with sand to bury the root
vegetables... potatoes, carrots, turnips, parsnips, etc. They kept through the winter. The
root cellar was also used as an escape from storms, cyclones, etc.
Meat was also canned... mostly beef. Pork was cured.... ham, bacon and sausage.
Pig fat was rendered for lard. Cracklins used to make lye soap... nothing was wasted.
A fruit orchard a few miles north where we bought fruit... crab apples, plums, cherries,
etc., Old Jules Sandoz owned and operated the orchard, and his sons and daughters after
him. Paul and Ocia bought fruit for many years from the Sandoz orchard. I can still
taste the delicious apple butter Mom made from the crab apples... yum!
Ellsworth was a small town about 6
or 8 miles from the ranch.

There was a

post office, a train station and a general
mercantile store with a lumber yard.
Lawrence Graham ran the store.

He

catered to ranchers around town.

Paul

bought flour and sugar in one hundred
pound sacks and coffee, salt, yeast, etc.
They also offered some items of clothing.

Ellsworth Store

This brings back a memory of Jim and I the day we went to town with Dad. Lawrence
had bulk candy in glass containers setting on the counter. Dad and Lawrence went out
to the lumber yard and Jim and I took advantage of their absence and we filled our
pockets with candy. We were on the back seat of the car on the way home and we
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couldn’t resist. We started eating the candy. My dad was a man of few words, but his
actions spoke volumes. He turned the car around, went back to town and made us get
out of the car and go in and tell Lawrence what we had done. I truly believe that that
lesson taught me honesty that I couldn’t have learned otherwise.

My dad, Paul

Lineback, was the most honest man I ever knew. Everyone that ever knew him or did
business with him knew he could be trusted. He could go to the bank in Alliance and
get money without signing a paper. I was with him one day when he did that. He asked
where he should sign and the banker said, “If I can’t trust Paul Lineback, I can’t trust
anyone”. We were studying George Washington in school, and I told Dad that George
Washington couldn’t tell a lie. George Washington’s famous line, “I cannot tell a lie, I
cut down the cherry tree”. Dad’s answer was, “I can tell a lie, but I won’t”. That
proved to be true in Paul’s life.
Mail order catalogues were used for items like cooking utensils, canning jars, etc.
Then there was “Old George the Peddler”, as we called him. He was an Assyrian man
that came around once in a while with his wagon and a driver. He peddles household
items. Mom bought sewing items from him... needles, thread... and he even had some
yard goods. He had a heavy accent, and when he left we tried to talk like he did. He
was entertaining , to say the least.
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Chapter 7 Summer Activities
Sunday School
A group of Sandhillers got together and formed a Sunday School. I don’t know
what year that started, but it was on through my childhood. Paul and Ocia Lineback,
Shorty and Edna Donohue, Eli and Roxy Louden were charter members. We always
looked forward to going. They met the first Sunday of every month at different homes
each month. The host would furnish the main dish, and every one brought a dish to
share. It was at one of these meetings that someone brought some green olives. I tried
one, and thought I never tasted anything so horrible!

Now I love them!

Shorty

Donohue was in charge and he always brought the tin cups for coffee, tin plates and
silverware and the hymn books.

I remember burning my mouth on those tin cups.

Shorty would always have sunday school papers... they were stories to read to the kids.
Most everyone had a piano and someone that could play for the hymn singing. If not,
we san accupello.

When Homer and Betty were married, Betty played for sunday

school. She was an accomplished pianist.
Homer Daniel was my oldest brother and a delightful, funny person. He laughed
a lot, and always reached out in love to all of us. Over the years he lived his Christian
life and by his testimony to us he led me to the only Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.
Homer and Betty lived in a little house that was built just for them around the lake from
the ranch house. Dad called it the weaning pen, as some of the other newlyweds lived
there over the years... Maudie and Vern, Margaret and Russ, and Rod and Mildred for a
while. Betty gave Marjorie and I piano lessons and after Homer and Betty moved to
Idaho I played for sunday school. I have a hymn book that was presented to me and
signed the community sunday school, 1938. If Preacher Larson was available, he would
come and preach a sermon. He was a congregational preacher and had a church in
Bingham, where I went to high school. After his morning service he would come out to
our sunday school in the afternoons. I don’t remember when the sunday school ended,
but I know I went sometimes after I was married and had my little daughter Nancy. She
was so cute and I was eager to show her off.
These meetings proved to be so valuable socially and spiritually. We formed
solid friendships among the younger ones that lasted through adulthood. It was also an
opportunity for the community to come together and support each other.
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Barn Dances
One of the highlights of our summers was the barn dances.

After getting

permission from Dad, we would clean out the hay mow. By this time the hay was gone
that was stored there for winter feeding. We put benches along the sides for seating,
posters would be made to advertise and a couple of us would saddle up our horses...
Whiteline and Skeater Bill.... and go into Ellsworth and put our posters up in the post
office and the general store to get the word out. Between the posters and the circuit
riders, there was always a crowd... anytime anyone was going into town, Mom would
say, “Bring me some penny post cards and three cent stamps and stop and get the mail”.
Our mailbox was approximately a half mile to the main road and was delivered every
day. Ocia had Dwiggins relatives in Indiana. Brothers and sisters would keep postcards
going back and forth to keep in touch.

John Louden was our rural mailman.

He had a ranch and when he became

disabled he hired a man to work the ranch. He was able to drive and deliver the mail.
The Loudens had three daughters... Hannah, Vita Lee and Naomi, and one boy, Le Roy.
I went to high school with Vita Lee. We spent weekends together sometimes.
Back to barn dances... anyone able to play an instrument was invited to come. I
think the first ones that came was Shorty Thompson on the drums and Claude Anderson
on the fiddles, Roxy Louden brought her mouth harp. And I’ll tell you, that was a toe
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tapper!

Later on the Oliver Hamilton family that were a very

talented musical family. There was Oliver, Lee, Eldon and Eula
made up the band. They also had barn dances in their barn. The
women folks made sandwiches, cookies and cake and coffee.
There was always an intermission, and dancing went on till
daylight.

The little kids were bedded down in the house and

watched over by an adult or two. We learned to do the circle two
step and the schottische and square dance. Some of the old guys
danced the jig. Paul liked to dance and didn’t believe in all work
and no play. He also kept an eagle eye out for any mischief. A rumor had it that there
was a still up in them “thar” hills and some boot legging going on. Paul nipped that in
the bud fast. As this came through the grapevine we know that the grapevine is kind of
windy and crooked and not straight, so I can’t say with any certainty that this was true.
More Summer Fun ... Cousins Coming to Visit
We always looked forward to visits from our cousins in the summer. For the
most part, they lived in town, so it was a treat for them to come to the ranch. When we
knew they were coming, we knew it was time to wash the upstairs windows. We had a
high ladder, and someone held the ladder while one would take a bucket of water up the
ladder and do the washing. The Steggs girls, Doris and Lena, came one summer. Lena
and Catherine were about the same age, and they always had so much fun together.
They were gigglers. We called them the “nut” sisters, “Wal” and “Pea”. Mom wouldn’t
let Catherine and Lena up on the ladder until they stopped giggling, which never
happened. So Doris and I ended up being the window washers.
My sister, Mary Catherine, was fun to be around. She loved to laugh. I loved to
be around her because whatever happened, good or bad, she could find a way to laugh
about it. She was always so cheerful. Catherine went to nurses’ training and worked as
a nurse and was invaluable to patients needing some cheering up. You could not be sad
around her.
My son Craig and I visited her and her husband Sadie in Tuscon in October of
1973. We had so much fun. When it came time to leave she took us to the airport to
come home. I must have had a premonition, because when I hugged her to leave, I
didn’t want to let go. I cried and said, “I don’t think I will ever see you again”. She
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said, “I don’t know why you say that. I’m planning to come to California soon and will
see you then.” That was the last time I saw her. In May, 1974, Catherine was killed in a
car accident on her way to work. She worked the night shift in the emergency room at
St. Mary’s Hospital, and a drunk driver ran a red light and broadsided her little
Volkswagen. I still miss her so much.
Another cousin that came was Doris Hoffman. Her family lived in Kearney,
Nebraska. Doris had a great imagination. I think she lived in a fantasy world because
she loved to write plays and we loved to perform in them during the summer. On a
summer afternoon we would clean out the hay mow and build a stage. We would make
sandwiches and potato salad and invite Mom and anyone else that was around to our
luncheon and performance. Ocia was always such a good sport. After lunch we would
put on our play.

Ocia always clapped on cue and supported us.

We were never

discovered for the “big” theatre, but we had fun.
The Sand Hill roads were quite a challenge. No paved roads and we had to be
prepared for blow-outs and wind blowing sand across the road. We had to watch out for
those places and try to find solid ground because getting stuck in the sand dune was
hard to get out. We usually carried burlap sacks to put behind the back wheels for
traction. With enough of us pushing, we always made it out. Because this was a rural
mail route, the government had to keep the roads passible. They would come through
periodically and bed the roads with hay or straw to keep the mail coming through,
which helped us all.
Grandfather Dwiggins
One of the highlighs of my childhood was getting to meet my grandfather
Dwiggins. It was the only time I ever saw him. He was the only grandparent I ever
had. Daniel Webster Dwiggins ... my mother’s father... lived in Indiana. Grandpa came
out to visit us one summer.

He had a mustache.

I had never seen anyone with a

mustache before. Only generals or important men that we saw in our history books, so I
knew he was very important.
I might have been six or seven years old at the time. I got to go with Dad and
Grandfather out to the range to check the windmills and water tanks. We went in the
lumber wagon pulled by a team of horses and took some rock salt to put around for the
cows to lick. The rock salt made the cows thirsty, so they would drink plenty of water
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to keep from getting dehydrated.

I was listening while Grandpa and Dad visited.

Grandfather said, “Paul, do you have drilling equipment to drill the wells? And how do
you know where to find water?”

I can’t remember Dad’s answer, but I thought, “

Windmills and water tanks ... weren’t they always there?”

At my young age I never

thought about how they got there, they were just there. I did learn a little about it after I
got a little older.

Borrowing from my sister Lois’ story, “A Tribute to Paul and Ocia Lineback”,
“The sandhills, Nebraska”s most unique physiographic feature, covers about one fourth
of the state. The sandy soil acts like a giant sponge soaking up rain and forming a vast
underground reservoir.

Hundreds of permanent lakes were found there, grasses

flourished, making the sandhills ideal cattle country. Cattlemen had begun to discover
the sandhills potential as range land.” Even though there were several permanent lakes
around, they were too far apart to provide sufficient water for the range cattle, so wells
had to be drilled and windmills and holding tanks had to be installed. I was told that
they used divining rods to know where to drill. Again, it was people helping people.
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Ranchers coming together, helping each other. They borrowed equipment from each
other, so it was a community project to drill wells and install windmills, etc.
It was such a special time when Grandpa
Dwiggins was there. Sitting around the dinner table
visiting, watching Grandpa’s mustache when he ate
and talked. I hope I didn’t stare, but I probably did.
It was fun when he went out with us to feed the
chickens. We had corn to throw out into the yard,
and Grandpa helped. We had to get water from the
Feeding the chickens

tank to fill the water pans. I don’t know how long

Grandpa stayed, but we were sorry to see him go. When Dad was ready to take him to
Ellsworth to get the train back to Indiana, he hugged each one of us kids probably
briefly, but the last was the hug he gave my mom, Ocia Belle, his daughter. It was an
extended hug, mixed with tears. Mom and Dad went to Indiana to visit a few times over
the years. They always took a couple of kids with them, but I never got to go. Those
who did came back with some wonderful stories, visiting with our aunts and uncles and
cousins and Grandpa Dwiggins.
Summer Visit with Aunt Iva and Uncle Dave
I was probably nine or ten years old when I got to go on the train to Gibbon to
visit my Aunt Iva and Uncle Dave Dwiggins (Ocia’s brother). They lived on a farm just
outside Gibbon, Nebraska. My mom took me to Ellsworth to get on the train. She got
on the train with me to talk to the porter. That was the first time I ever saw a black man.
He was tall and handsome in his uniform and cap he wore. I was so intrigued with him,
I couldn’t help but stare. He was so kind to me, and assured my mom that he would
take care of me and for her not to worry. And he surely did that!
It was a fun trip on the train and also at Aunt Iva’s spending time with cousins
Bernice, Junior and Danny. Aunt Iva was a great story teller. After supper on summer
evenings we would spend time in the backyard with Aunt Iva telling us stories. She
loved to tell ghost stories. I was named after her, and I was her Iva Jean. I felt so
special.

I also visited my Aunt Alpha, Ocia’s sister and Uncle Otto Hoffman and

cousins Doris, Esther and Dick.
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Some years later, when I was fifteen or sixteen, my cousin Esther and her
husband Gerald Boots were working on a ranch outside Ashby. Esther was expecting
her first baby and needed help. I went to work for them during haying. They had hired
men to work in the hay field. My job was to help Esther fix lunch to take to the hay
field. We would hitch the horses to the chuck wagon and away we would go to the field
to feed the hungry men. We had breakfast and supper to cook, so it was a busy time.
The night Esther went into labor, Gerald and Esther went to the hospital late and I was
alone in the house. I tried to go to sleep, but I heard every crack and noise that houses
make. I was scared, knowing someone was creeping around in the house. I know it
must have been the first time I was ever alone in a house at night, as I was used to being
in a house full of people. Even though Esther had planned ahead to have plenty of food
for the meals while she was gone, there was much work and responsibility in
preparation and serving food for the hired men. An older woman was hired to help with
all the cooking and meal planning. It was a hard time and also a fun time. I was not a
stranger in the kitchen and was used to cooking for lots of people, so I fit right in.
The day Esther came home with her beautiful baby boy Leroy, was a day of
celebration. I don’t remember how long I stayed, but I remember asking Gerald if I
could help with the cattle drive into Ashby to the railroad to ship to Omaha. I always
wanted to do that but never had the chance at home as there were enough boys. My
brothers were all cowboys and were all contributors to ranch work. Gerald consented
and got me a saddle horse. It was a great experience and took the whole day. It was
probably late August when I went home and got ready to go back to school.
The Turkey Story
It wasn’t unusual to have a plague of grasshoppers during the summer. Some
years were worse than others. A swarm of grasshoppers coming through a field can
strip all the foliage off the vegetation. Paul decided to kill two birds with one stone as it
were. He bought three hundred or so of turkey poults in the spring. He built a turkey
shed out by the back gate to keep the poults until they were old enough to let out. They
kept the grasshopper population down and Paul saved a lot of money on turkey feed.
Turkeys are a strange animal... not real smart. Any strange noise out in the meadow
would cause them to get scared, and they would run to each other and pile up. Two of
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us had to be out there to prevent them
from doing that because they could
smother and kill several at a time.
Woe to us if we let that happen! As
the big boys were in the hayfield it
was up to us older girls and Jim to be
Herding the Turkeys

the herders. The younger kids did not
escape the fun of herding turkeys as

Phyllis and Lois commented in their writings. It was especially challenging when the
home meadow was being stacked causing more noise and distractions than usual.
In the fall before Thanksgiving, the turkeys would go to market. Dad sold them
to the creamery in Alliance and they were sold to grace Thanksgiving tables. Dad paid
each of us five dollars and would take each of us to Alliance to do Christmas shopping.
We would draw names so no one would know the name we had to buy for. We always
had turkey for our Thanksgiving table ... yum! My dad always said the best part of
Thanksgiving dinner was the bread dressing and the gravy.

Now as I have just

indicated, turkeys are as dumb as rocks but
they were also prideful. After getting their
craws full of grasshoppers they could strut
their stuff. Their tail feathers would fan
out and their feathers would fluff and their
gobble would get our attention. Of course
these were the Tom turkeys, showing off
for their female counterparts. They were
The Tom Turkeys strudding their stuff

beautiful as their feathers can be a variety
of colors including black, brown, red and

even iridescent colors ... so they could be entertaining but we were still not sorry to see
them go off to market!
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Chapter 8 Branding
When the new calves were about three months old, they had to be branded to be
identified as Paul’s herd as they had been weaned from their mother’s milk and able to
function well in the pasture land, they needed to be branded before they got any older.
Branding was a big event in the middle of the summer. There again, the neighbors
stepping up to help. Some of the neighbor women would come too to help with the new

Paul’s Brand
P L (open) A

meal. Ocia would start making pies right after breakfast while the cook stove was still
hot. Mrs. Lineback always planned ahead taking advantage of food she could start for
supper while the breakfast meal was still cooking. She would put a pot of beans or
other meals on the back of the stove to partially cook for supper to save time and fuel
for the cook stove. After the pies came out of the oven the bread went in. The yeast had
been set the night before and was ready to knead and let rise and put into loaves. The
kitchen was the busiest room in the house, with all the food preparation in time for the
ladies to get caught up on all the gossip. The new calves were all herded into the
barnyard. A fire build to heat the branding irons. They each got a brand burnt into their
right hind quarter. The process was not an easy one. It took two men to first wrestle the
calf to the ground and then to hold the animal for branding, and sometimes that wasn’t
enough! My nephew Jack, who had helped with branding, said they had quite a kick
and sometimes knocked you off balance. This all had to be organized as someone had
to keep the fire going to keep the branding iron red hot. Other than the bulls that Dad
wanted to keep, the rest had to be de-horned. The de-horner was used to cut off the
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horns that were forming and tar was smeared on the area to keep the horns from
growing back and also to prevent infections. The males had to undergo an outpatient
surgery. Well, I don’t know how to say this, but you can figure it out. The “mountain
oysters”

we removed ... some of the boys relished eating

roasted mountain oysters.

And as the lady of the house

wouldn’t let them bring them in the house, they roasted them
over the open fire. Now I never tasted one and never wanted
to, but those that did thought they were delicious. As the old

Dehorner

saying goes, “Forbidden fruit is always sweeter”.
As branding was an all day job, the men broke for dinner at noon. If weather
permitted, tables were set up in the yard under the cottonwood trees, and food served
buffet style. Cottonwood trees grew well in the sandhills. A member of the poplar
family, it has a rough, light colored bark and shiny leaves and at the end of the summer
it gets seeds covered with cottony substance which flew through the
air in the late summer.
Other branding memories was when we went to other
ranches to help. I remember Marjorie and I going to Ellsbury’s ... a
short distance south of us. We helped Mrs. Ellsbury with some of
the cooking and some of our brothers with the branding. We also
helped the Mungers over the hill to the west of us. It was a fun time
Cottonwood Trees

and also a busy time.

Shelter Belt
As the wind was our constant companion, or so it seemed, blowing sand was a
hazard and also hampering the crop’s growth. The government had a project to plant
shelter belts to serve as windbreaks at no expense to the landowner. One such belt was
planted around the north and east side of the home meadow. It was four trees in breadth
all around. It added to the beauty and served as a windbreak for blowing snow and
sand. We tried to keep weeds out of the shelter belt, but in spite of our efforts, the
sticker weeds grew. At the end of summer, the winds dried them out and they would
tumble across the meadow and against the fences. Good old “tumbleweeds!” They
would attach themselves to fences. It wasn’t all bad, as they could serve as snow fences
to help keep the snow drifts away from the winter ranges.
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Chapter 9 Shipping
In the fall of the year, the cattle that was ready for shipping would be rounded up
for market. The two year olds, having gained their mature weight, would be those
among others going to the Omaha stock yards to be sold. The cutting process could be
dangerous. It took skill for the cowboys as well as training the horses. They had to
make sharp turns in order to separate one cow out of a herd.
My brother Bernie was severely
injured when his mount lost his footing
and went down, landing on Bernie’s
leg.

His ankle was smashed, he had

several surgeries with metal screws put
in and spent several months in Denver
Hospital, battling infections. Not being
able to ride much after that he made
some career changes and later on in life

Herd of cattle

got an ankle replacement, but never
regained full use of his ankle.

After the cutting was done, they were driven to the railroad about six or eight
miles away. My cowboy brothers were all involved in the drive. They were driven
to the stockyards in Ellsworth and loaded on the stock train and shipped to Omaha
Stockyard and sold. This is the main income for cattle ranchers. Dad and one of the
two boys would accompany the livestock to

market.

The ranchers up north were

farther away and sometimes would take two or three days to get them to the train. It
wasn’t unusual that the foreman would come ahead and ask Ocia to accommodate his
men for the night. The number varied ... sometimes three or four men... maybe more.
They needed supper, breakfast and a bed for the night. We would call it a bed and
breakfast. I don’t remember Ocia ever turning them away. We could usually offer two
beds in the house by us doubling up. If they needed more they bedded down in the hay
in the hay mow. The hay mow was filled with fresh hay for the winter feeding for the
milk cows. Mom always had extra blankets and pillows for their beds in the hay. Mom
made a big meal for supper and plenty of eggs and pancakes and coffee for breakfast.
The foreman and one of the men would check the herd before they went to bed to make
sure they hadn’t strayed. Mom was paid one dollar a man for these accommodations.
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Chapter 10 Grade School
The first school was started in a sod building on the homestead property as the
Lineback family grew by leaps and bounds when Paul’s siblings came to live with the
family.

I have to rely on hearsay and also on research as I wasn’t there.

The

government allotted a section of land for school to be built but before the frame
schoolhouse was built we met in a sod house built not only for school but also for
community meetings and social gatherings. By the time I was ready to start school in
1929 the frame school house was already established and build on a section of land
provided by the government to be used for school. A section of land is 640 acres. Paul
was able to lease part of that pasture for his stock. The school was a mile or so north of
our ranch and our only transportation to and from school was our legs ... and use them
we did! Rain, snow, sleet, wind, sunshine. We went up over the hills for school. The
only weather that would keep us home was a blizzard, like high winds and blowing
snow. Grades one through eight were taught, and one teacher for all grades. It was a
one room school house, and maybe eight or nine students as the numbers changed every
year and not every grade was filled every year. As I think back on those country school
teachers I am amazed at the endurance and challenge they faced every day. As there
was no janitor, they had to be at school early to make a fire in the pot belly stove and get
the room warm before the students arrived preparing the lessons for the different grades
each day, and other tasks too numerous to mention.
The students had their jobs too. We had a water pump out in the corner of the
school yard. It was the student’s job to pump a bucket of water for drinking during the
day. There was a cloak room just inside the front door to hang our coats and snowboots. A shelf was build for our drinking water and caps and mittens. At night when we
left there had to be water left in the bucket in case the pump needed primed in the
morning. Out in back of the school there were two outhouses ... boy’s and girl’s. In
between the outhouses was a shed to keep the horses during the school hours. When I
was in school there were two families who rode horses to school, so usually three or
four horses. The students who rode to school were responsible to keep water and feed
for their horses. When school was out at the end of the day, the kids were responsible to
clean the blackboards and tidy up the room before they left for home. The teacher’s day
wasn’t over. She stayed an extra hour to sweep the floor and prepare for the next day.
In winter they had to be sure the fire was out before leaving.
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The school day started with raising the flag. Two of us would raise the flag up
the flag pole. Weather permitting we would go outside and pledge the flag, and then
start our school day with the lesson our teacher had planned for us. We had a fifteen
minute recess to visit the outhouse and play if time permitted. When the teacher rang
the bell, we were back at the desk. We had an hour for lunch. After we ate lunch we
had time to play but when the bell rang we were back in the school room on the double.
At the end of the day, two people would take the flag down and fold it properly and put
it away.
In addition to the daily task we always had a Christmas program written and
produced by the teacher. The families got involved in these programs with props and as
we had our programs at night the parents would bring lamps and always refreshments
for the evening. We were always excited and looked forward to the Christmas program,
as we always knew there would be surprises for us kids. We kids were always involved
in the program.
One special memory I have of a Christmas program was part of the program was
for my brother Jim and I to sing “We Three Kings of Orient Are”. There were always
more parts than there were kids, so Jim and I had to be the three kings. Jim and I were
dressed in our “king” costumes made by us as part of our school project. As there are
five verses in “We Three Kings”, I was to sing the first verse, Jim the second, me the
third, Jim the fourth and both of us on the fifth. When it was our turn to perform I sang
the first and Jim just stood there. I elbowed him, but no sound came out of his mouth.
I ended up singing all five verses! Afterwards I said, “Jim, you were supposed to sing!”
His reply, “Yeah, I know, but I got scared.” After growing up and looking back, I can
understand Jim’s problem. As kids we were told to speak only when spoken to, other
words we were to be seen and not heard. Of course there were exceptions to this rule.
Jim was very shy unless he was home teasing the girls.
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As Jack went to school
here much later than I did, I
want to insert one of his
special memories of one
Christmas program.

Phyllis

was the teacher that year,
either 1946 or 1947.

They

asked Duck to be Santa Claus.
Duck changed into his Santa
suit out in the boys’ outhouse. He was sitting in the Santa chair as the kids took turns
sitting on his lap and telling him what they wanted for Christmas. Jack’s turn came and
Santa asked him, “Do you know who I am?” Jack said, “Yeah, you’re Duck.”

He

recognized Duck’s voice. That story got a laugh over the years.
Another memorable time was making May baskets out of construction paper. It
was the time of year when the wild flowers were blooming. On May day we would put
some grass in the bottoms of our baskets and pick some flowers to put in the baskets.
Usually there were daisies, wild roses and lupin blooming on the hills.

The teacher

had some candy we could put in our beautiful baskets. We used the flag pole for a May
pole and we would dance around the May pole on May Day. I always felt like I was the
May queen as May first was my birthday.
My first grade teacher was Miss Schaffer.

My sister Margaret said that the

teachers who finished their normal training and looking for a teaching position would
contact the district office in Rushville to apply for work. The county superintendent of
schools would recommend the ones she thought qualified and they would contact the
school board. The final decision would be made by the school board. Our district was
number 160 Rural School, Sheridan County, Nebraska. The County Seat was Rushville.
The Superintendent of schools was Mrs. Summers. I remember her well. At the end of
the school year, we would go to the Ellsworth schoolhouse and Mrs. Summers would
come and give us an overall test of what we should have learned in every subject during
the year. How we did on those tests determined if the teacher should be rehired. The
School Board of District 160 consisted of Dan Wilcox, Lou Munger and Paul Lineback.
They worked together to make decisions for the school. I don’t remember the titles of
Dan and Lou, but I know my dad was the treasurer. He paid the teacher. If I remember
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right, she was paid $160 a month. As the teachers needed a place to room and board,
Miss Schaffer boarded at the Mungers. Lou and Mam (Mam was what Lou called her,
and so everyone else did too) Munger, lived a ways over the hill west of the Linebacks.
They had five children, Ralph being the oldest. Another son Freddie and three daughters
in between. At the end of the school year, Miss Schaffer became Mrs. Ralph Munger.
Looking back at Chapter 6, I referred to Elsie Munger and the old chocolate cake recipe.
After the old Mungers were gone, Ralph and Elsie took over the ranch. Some years
later after I was out of school, a lady named Irene Linden came to teach. She came
from Rushville and boarded at the Mungers. I became good friends with Irene and at
times I went home with her to Rushville on weekends. Irene became Mrs. Freddie
Munger. As it often happens, the eligible bachelors found wives ...

I was in the later

grades when Elsie Munger’s sister Bertha Schaffer came to teach. I remember being
very fond of Bertha. She became friends with Eldon Hamilton. The Hamiltons were
farther north and not in our district. Eldon and Bertha were married and she didn’t
come back for a second term.
I don’t remember all my teachers. We had a man teacher ... Mr. Weekly and he
drove his car to school. He would give us kids rides in his car. Wow! What a thrill that
was! My third grade teacher was Alice Sanderson. She lived with the Linebacks and
we were all very attached to her. She was married to Roy Sanderson and they made
their home in Denver. In the winter of 1932 a blizzard came up in the middle of the day.
As the storm was getting worse Mrs. Sanderson told us to go home before the storm got
any worse. My older brothers Duck and Rodney pleaded with her to come with us but
she said she would come later. This was a near tragedy as she started home and got lost
in the blizzard. After many hours of futile searching, almost ready to give up, my
brother Vern decided to go one last time. Homer and Vern went out and found her
beside a haystack. She had walked back and forth in the shelter of the hay stack for
hours. She was ready to give up. It was four o’clock in the morning. When the boys
brought her home, they were so overcome with grief, there were tears frozen on their
faces. She wouldn’t have lasted much longer. Her feet were frozen, and Mom packed
her feet in snow to thaw them out gradually. Someone went for the doctor to come. She
lost some toes and fingers. Her health was never good after that. She didn’t finish that
school year. The folks kept in touch with Alice and Roy Sanderson and visited a few
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times over the years. Several of the teachers boarded at the Linebacks over the years
and as the years went by there were fewer and fewer children to go to the school house.
My two cousins Bob and Harold Marcum went to the country school for a while.
My aunt and uncle Floyd and Ruth Marcum lived in the sod house for a while after we
moved to the ranch. I will regress here for a story that involves cousin Bob. “Sorry
Bob, but the pork and beans story just won’t go away”. Our lunches consisted of
whatever we could find to put in it. If we were short of bread, Mom would make extra
pancakes. We would spread them with jelly and roll them up. Always good food. But
here come Bob, with pork and beans for lunch. I was so jealous, I never let him forget
it. One reunion in Alliance, I was telling the story at Bob’s expense trying to generate a
little sympathy for me. Bob left and came back with a can of pork and beans. He gave
me the pork and beans and said, “Here is your pork and beans, now we’re even!” Now I
am sure he didn’t say it quite like that but we got a good laugh. Bob has always been a
special cousin to me.

My sisters Phyllis and Lois took some classes at Chadron State College to
become teachers. When the school age kids dwindled to two of my nephews, Pork and
Jack Enright and Ralph and Elsie’s youngest son Glen, they decided to close the rural
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school house as it wouldn’t be feasible to open it to so few pupils. The decision was
made to hire Phyllis to teach.

She secured an upstairs bedroom for the school and

taught the three kids there. I had left home by that time.
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Chapter 11 Winter Activities
As I left summer and fall, I had been thinking of all the things we did in the
winter months. After living in California all these years, and looking back at life on the
ranch in Western Nebraska and remembering the zero temperatures and snow and ice
and blizzards, I think of how different my kids’ lives were in Southern California.
We had fun in the snow ...
I have memories of sledding
down Buckbrush Hills.

We

always had sleds ... usually
Christmas gifts to the boys.
Buckbrush Hills was on the west
side nearly bordering the barn
Buckbrush Hill

buildings. Buckbrush was a lowgrowing plant. It was sprawling

in appearance, grew close to the ground and had rough foliage. When the hill was white
with snow, we were anxious to get the sleds out, but we knew there was frozen
buckbrush under the snow. We would stomp the ground in an effort to break the foliage
so we could have a smooth ride down. We never got them all, so there were times that
we slid down and left the sled hung up by a rough root. That was part of the fun!
Sleigh riding was definitely one of the winter events we looked forward to.
Christmas was always a wonderful time of the year for us. It was exciting for us
kids when we started preparing for the Christmas program at school. We made all our
costumes for the program and learned our parts as indicated in Chapter 10.
I am so amazed at how my Mom and Dad did their Christmas shopping. I can’t
remember that they ever spent more than one day in Alliance shopping. We all got a
gift ... usually not more than one and us girls would help Mom wrap the gifts and put
them under the tree. We always had a Christmas tree. I can’t recall where we got the
tree, but it was a live tree. We had fun decorating. We made a lot of the ornaments and
we made tinsel trimming out of popcorn strung together and crepe paper twisted to
drape on the tree. I remember when we got our first tree lights. Dad had a generator in
the milk house that supplied electricity in the house. I just know we had the most
beautiful tree in the world! To us it was, as we did not have any other to compare it
with. The gifts would consist of ice skates for our skating party on the lake and the sled
40

that we could all play with. There was always practical gifts, such as socks for the boys,
stocking caps, scarves and over-shoes for all of us. The smaller girls would get dolls.
We would hang our stockings up. They were always a stocking we found in our clothes
drawer. We tried to find one without a hole in the toe. I still think the best gift we got
was an orange we would find in our stocking. Fresh fruit was hard to come by in the
winter. There was always some hard Christmas candy and nuts and I don’t know what
else, but that orange was the most delicious and I could make it last all day, I think! The
ice skates we got was just in time for the skating parties we had after dinner was over.
The lake was frozen solid, as it was a shallow lake. We would clamp on our skates and
away we would go or not, depending on our skating ability. The skates clamped on the
soles of our shoes. There was a skate key to tighten them. That didn’t always mean that
they wouldn’t come off. I’m sure we all experienced a sprawl in the ice, but that was
part of the fun. For the most part we had a great time. Some of the neighbors joined us.
We had a fire in the middle of the lake. We would warms our hands and I remember at
times we had marshmallows to roast. What a treat for us! That old lake holds many
memories.
The boys’ project in the winter was trapping
muskrats. They would set traps around the edge of
the lake. I’m not sure how that was done. They
dug a hole around the edge of the water and set
their traps. I don’t know how the muskrats were
lured into the traps, but they were quite successful!
Using Jack’s memory here, he says he
remembered Duck setting on the back porch

Muskrat

skinning muskrats and then stretching their hides to dry. Seeing the hide stretchers hung
on wires in the garage was beautiful to see. I don’t remember who they sold the hides
to, but it was income for my brothers. Muskrats fur was beautiful, and I’m sure they
ended up as a beautiful fur coat for someone. Eldon googled ‘muskrats’ and found
“beautiful ear muffs and caps out of the fur”.
In the summer, we kids also caught fireflies down by the lake in the evenings.
We called them lightening bugs. We would take canning jars and catch them and watch
them light up ... Wow!
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Of course a snow man would
show up in the front yard at times. It
was a competition to see who could
make the best one. We used coal for
the eyes and mouth. There was always
a corn cob to use for a pipe.
Sometimes snow ball fights would get
out of control ... especially on the way
home from school when we were away from our mother’s watchful eye.

We were

human kids and got into fights like any other kids. Our parents wouldn’t allow tattling
so we would solve our own problems. This brings me to say something I think needs
said. My parents raised their kids. There was never a doubt of who was in charge ... I
never wondered who the boss was. We were disciplined when needed, and always
loved. I remember in the winter when we couldn’t go out to play and cooped in the
house, like any kid we wanted our own way and get to scrapping and fussing and
crying. If telling us once to shape up, and we didn’t, Mom would open up the outside
door, and out we would go in the cold until we quit crying. I don’t remember it taking
too long to mend our ways as there was no bargaining with our Mom. Some of these
modern parents today you wonder who is in charge.

It is such a joy to see young

couples enjoy their kids ... teach and discipline them ... The kids are such a joy to be
around.
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Chapter 12 High School
I left home to start High School at the tender age of 13. Living away from home
was all new to me. Bingham was the closest high school, and as my oldest sister Helen
and her husband Homer Cook lived there. Homer worked on the railroad and my dad
made arrangements for us kids to stay with them and go to high school. Marjorie was a
Junior when I was a Freshman so she would comfort me that first year. When she
graduated two years later, Jim started my Junior year but he just went part of that year
and then went to an agricultural school in Curtis, Nebraska. Bernie and Don graduated
from Curtis also.
Helen was twelve years older than me, and I don’t remember her as part of my
childhood but I got to know her best when I stayed with her in Bingham. She had a
very difficult marriage. She worked so hard, as she had no conveniences. There was no
running water in the house so it had to be carried in from a pump in the back yard.
Helen washed on the washboard so the wash water had to be carried in and heated on
the wood-burning stove. I don’t remember her ever complaining. She laughed a lot,
and taught me a lot about sewing, especially mending. The ladies in town formed a
woman’s club, and I am sure most of the women joined. They met in different homes. I
loved it when Helen had it in her home. They would bring their crafts to work on.
Some crochet, and some knit.

But the beautiful quilts they made stand out in my

memory. They had quilting frames set up. I can’t say how exactly they worked, but
they tacked the quilt on each side of the frame and they worked on both sides at one
time, and rolled them towards the middle as they finished. There were beautiful quilts
made and admired. As women’s clubs go, there was a lot of visiting and story telling
and gossipin’.

They always had cookies and tea.

My sister, Helen Pauline was a

beautiful, wonderful person.
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Bingham High School

The town of Bingham was people challenged. The population up on the highway
said “Bingham Pop. 40”. One Halloween we kids were out creating a little mischief.
One of the boys had some black paint and on the “Pop” signs he put, “Pop. 40 ... and
that includes moms, pops, dogs and cats”. We were pretty bad. Some of the people had
their own milk cows and would stake the bovine out by their house. We would let them
loose so they would be gone at milking time in the morning. That was pretty much
nipped in the bud after the sheriff found us out.

Bingham had a sheriff, and on

Halloween he and my brother-in-law Homer Cook would get on top of the bank
building which was a perfect look-out. When they saw us coming they would shoot a
shotgun into the air ... that scared the wits out of us and ended the pranks for the night.
There was a gas station up on the highway run by Hank McElroy. We liked to hang out
up there.

We could by a Coke and other soft drinks in glass bottles for 5 cents.

Remember those days???? We didn’t have much time for entertainment on weekdays,
as there was so much to do at Helen’s. We were expected to help with the work, and
rightly so. I always wanted to go home on weekends. Dad would pick us up on friday
evening if he could. Sometimes I would ride with the mailman. John Louden (our rural
mail carrier) would pick up the mail in Ellsworth and go to Bingham and start his rural
route there. It was a long route and wouldn’t get to our mailbox till late afternoon. I
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would walk from there. I didn’t do that often as it wasted most of my saturday. Staying
in town on the weekends had its rewards.
John and Minnie Wilder lived two houses down from the Cooks, Homer and
Helen. They had no family, and I enjoyed visiting them and doing things for them. I
would help Minnie clean house. She had a big throw rug that I would hang over the
clothes line and beat the dust out of it.

We didn’t have any rugs in our house, so this

was a new experience for me. The rug-beater looked like a tennis racket. John Wilder
was the foreman of the crew that rode the rails in a little rail car to check the rails and
keep them in good repair. Homer Cook worked for him. I got to be close friends with
the Wilders and I stayed with them the last year and a half of high school. One Saturday
the Wilders took me to Alliance and bought me my very first store-bought dress. I can
remember the dress as it was my senior graduation dress.

Black with colored

embroidery down the front. It was beautiful! Mom still made our clothes and taught us
to make our own dresses. I never enjoyed sewing. Some of my sisters learned to sew
very well. Lois was an excellent seamstress ... in fact she could do anything in the
sewing line. She was also a prolific writer as indicated in her book, “Remembering
Paul and Ocia Lineback 1911- 1949”. She could crochet and knit and her craft work
was spectacular. I have quite a bit of her work in my house. When her and Bill lived in
San Diego, they bought a sewing machine with attachments and she did so many
creative things. She made men’s suits, and did sewing for other people. Such a talent!
I will digress here from high school to characterize my special sister Lois.
As a child she was a tomboy and was not afraid of anything. If she was told she
could not climb over that barb-wired fence, she would show you she could. Us girls
always wore dresses, that was before jeans for girls came out. In the winter time we
wore long wool stockings to keep warm. It wasn’t unusual for Lois to tear her dress on
barbed wire or anything else that got in her way! She was curious ... always wanting to
know what was on the other side of the fence.

One time Lois and I were outside

weeding the garden. We would each take two rows at a time. I was behind her and she
ran across a garter snake. She picked it up and threw it over her shoulder and it landed
on my back. I let out a screech and she said, “Oh for heaven’s sake, it is only a snake!”
That was my Lolo, as I affectionately called her. I had another name for her the day the
snake landed on my back, as I hated snakes!
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When Lois and Bill lived in San Diego,they came to visit us one weekend. We
decided to go bowling. Lois said she had never bowled so I would have to show her
how.

Harvey and I were on a bowling league, so I thought I could give her some

instruction. I told her how to do it, and she said, “Ok, I got it.” She got up to bowl,
focused on the pins and knocked them all down. I thought, “Beginners luck”. She did it
again and again, and I said, “Now Lois, you said you had never bowled before. Now
level with me!” She said, “Well, I have always had a good aim.” I can attest to that as I
think she knew exactly where that snake would land! That was my dear, delightful,
mischievous sister Lois Lea.
High school was not easy for me. My sister Marge was the smart one. She could
get good grades without much effort. And I had to study long and hard to keep my
grades up. I loved English and got good grades in that. I loved to diagram sentences
and I liked to read. But any kind of math I hated. I don’t remember much about any of
the other subjects. I get amused when I hear about the schools now try to keep the class
room size down to twenty five or thirty pupils. There was five in my graduating class
and probably no more than twenty in the whole high school. The school building was a
two story brick building. The high school, grades 9 to 12, and the elementary school
were in the same building. The elementary on one side, and the high school on the
other. The basement was the gymnasium. We had competition basketball for the boys
and volleyball for the girls. We played other schools, which was always fun. We also
had a Drama Club and we put on plays. The only one I remember was the play “Let’s
Go Somewhere”. I don’t remember what it was about. Other clubs I was in was the Pep
Club. We learned yells and were the cheerleaders at the basketball games. The Glee
Club was fun. We sang at banquets and special occasions.
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Back Row - (Teacher) Miss Thompson, Verna Taylor, Jean Lineback
Front Row - Miles Branson, Vitalea Louden, Knight Ballenger

The entire High School, Grades 9-12. Bingham High School, Bingham, Nebraska. GO BULLDOGS!
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The memory I have of my little sister Phyllis. I was home from school for the
weekend. It was in the evening. I was getting ready to churn butter. We had a crocktype churn with a wooden dasher. The dasher was a wooden handle with a wooden
cross nailed to the bottom. The constant moving of the dasher turned the cream into
butter. On this particular time I had just put the cream in the crock to be churned.
Phyllis spotted a mouse. She grabbed a broom and was chasing the mouse determined
to eliminate him from this earth. She came around the corner into the kitchen swinging
the broom around, hit the mouse and the mouse flew up and right into the crock of
cream. I’m sure we all let out a scream. Phyl was so excited, she yelled out, “That’s the
last mile you will ever go you blankety blank!” We were all laughing so hard! Many
questions come up when I tell this story. What happened to the mouse? Did you use the
cream? I tell you the truth... I don’t remember, but I’m sure Phyl gave the mouse a
proper burial. As far as using the cream, I doubt that a little mouse would prevent us
from wasting that much cream. Dad believed in waste not, want not. My sister Phyllis
was our entertainment. She kept us laughing. She was so witty and fun! She also had a
reputation of being very stubborn. She butted heads with Mom quite often. But I doubt
that she ever came out on top. Her sense of humor has followed her through life. She is
a special aunt to my kids and a special sister to me. That’s Phyllis Maxine.
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I was fifteen years old when Carl and Alice Hippe were married. They were
ranchers outside Bingham. There was a shivaree planned for them. Shivaree is a noisy
celebration with a couple on their wedding night. The shivareers would surprise the
couple with noise makers, etc.

This is the same Carl mentioned in the threshing

machine story. My brother Vern came to Bingham and I went with him to the shivaree.
The reason I remember that in particular was I got really sick. I had terrible pain in my
stomach. Vern took me to Alliance to the hospital. I was operated on for appendicitis.
My sister Catherine was in nurse’s training at the hospital at the time, so she took care
of me.
My brother Vern was so different than his brothers. I never could understand him
when I was growing up. Seeing him through my adult eyes I could see a man that was a
good business man, and I think he regretted that he couldn’t get a higher education. He
went through 8th grade and as he was one of the older boys he was needed on the ranch
so couldn’t go on to school. He did accomplish a lot. Although ranching was not his
calling, he did ranch a while, and then became a business man and a sales man. I
remember thinking how handsome he was in his suit and tie. I never became as close to
him as I did to some of my brothers. I went to see him when he was in a rest home in
Chadron. He was glad to see me, and we hugged and shed some tears. That was my
brother, Vern Roger.
I owe my sister Margaret for her help in writing the sod house story. She lived
there and had good memories of how life was in the soddie. To characterize my sister
Margaret, she was very picky.
everything.

She wanted everything in its place and a place for

Her house was always spotless and her decorating abilities were

impeccable. Her house plants and pictures, etc. were placed right where they should be.
I thought her house was like a show place... so pretty. Margaret was a spiffy dresser.
She was getting ready to go out one day and was washing and primping in the
bathroom. Jim, being the tease that he was, saw her washing her neck and he said,
“Margaret’s boyfriend must be coming, she’s washing her neck”. Margaret took after
him and chased him across the yard and the barnyard before she caught up with him.
You can’t say my sister had a good sense of humor. The rest of us were laughing but
not her, Jim probably learned his lesson that day.
The story was told that Pap was sleeping in one saturday after a busy work week.
Marg had been up for a while and Pap got up to go to the bathroom. When he came
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back, thinking he could go back to bed, the bed was made and everything back in its
place. Pap said, “Hey Babe, I wasn’t through sleeping.” That was my sister, Margaret
Eloise.
Bernie and Don were the “little boys”, as Mom called them. I remember Bernie
as being a sickly child. He didn’t gain weight like he should, and also had a skin
disease. It would show up mostly on the back of his head. Mom consulted the doctor
and he diagnosed it as ringworm. I remember helping take care of him. Doctor also
told Mom, if Bernie would eat more, he would gain weight. It seemed to work. How
simple the treatment was in those days.

We had one doctor whose name was Dr.

Copsey. I don’t know if there were specialists back then, but Dr. Copsey is the one I
remember.
Bernie liked to sing. We sang hymns at Sunday School. The kids would sit
down on the floor and sing. We all learned the old hymns. I remember one sunday,
when we were singing “If Your Heart Keeps Right”... the chorus goes... “Every cloud
will wear a rainbow if your heart keeps right”. Bernie singing at the top of his voice,
“Every cloud will wear a beebow, if your heart keeps right”.

Precious memories!

Bernie learned to play the guitar and he and Sharon sang in church later in his life. My
number 13 brother, Bernard Freeman Lineback.
And then there is Don. Don was number 14. I remember the day he was born. It
was a summer day, July 1, 1932, I think around 8 or 9 a.m. The doctor, Margaret and
Dad were in the birthing room with Mom.

I was 8 years old and we kids were

anxiously waiting to know if we had a baby brother or sister.

Dad came out and

announced “It’s a boy!” Someone asked “What’s his name?” Dad said, “Caboose”, as
he went out to the barn to do chores. It was business as usual.
Dad told the story of seeing his friend Emmett in town one day.

Mom was

pregnant with Don at the time. Emmett, being the vocal person he was, said, “Paul,
aren’t you about to run out of names? What ya gonna name this one??” Dad said,
“Well, I haven’t had to name one Emmett yet.” The selected name was Donald Arthur.
I wondered too, how they came up with all the names, but I didn’t think to ask. We all
had middle names too. Yes, Don was a spoiled brat. He got by with a lot more than any
of the rest of us, but I am sure Mom and Dad were tired of disciplining kids by the time
he came along.
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Don was a cute little boy. One day he came into the house with his arms full of
cow chips announcing, “I brought you some cow turds.” Mom said, “Donald Arthur!”
He said, “I know, you call them cow chips. But the boys and me, we call them cow
turds”. I am sure “the boys” put him up to this. Don was a scamp, but a lovable one.
Good for lots of laughs.

I understand why we all had middle names... it got our

attention when we needed correction! That was Donald Arthur Lineback.
I graduated from high school, May 15th, 1941.

The next fall, the Japanese

attacked Pearl Harbor. As I had the desire to be a nurse, I wanted to join the WAC,
which is the Woman’s Army Corp. The young men were flocking to join the Army.
Their mantra was “Those Japs can’t do that to us.” My parents were not agreeable for
me to join the Army. I am sure they had their reasons, so I went to Scottsbluff and
stayed with my Aunt Fern and Uncle Hi. Cutting strings with my parents and home on
the ranch I was ready to begin my independent life.

Looking back, I think how

fortunate I was to have learned to work hard and produce, which served me well in the
years ahead.
This is my story as told by the girl who was nine from the top. I am sure if my
older siblings were here to read it they would question if I was raised in the same home
with the same parents. Characterizing each of my siblings as I remember them, I realize
how different we all were. These are my cherished memories of life on the Lineback
Ranch in Western Nebraska from 1924 to 1942.
Many memories and a
long journey back.
We lost a few
feathers on the way,
but we made it.
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Epilogue
The inspiration for this story was my mom and dad. I want to say I don’t know how my
dad proposed marriage to my mom, but it might have been like this. Paul might have
said to Ocia, “Oat”, yes that was Paul’s special name for her. He didn’t call her honey,
sweetheart or any of those sappy names... no, it was Oat.

“Oat, I heard about the

Kincaid Homestead Act that allows you to file on a homestead up in the Sandhills. I
would like to look into it. It would be an opportunity to maybe own a ranch some day.
I would like you to go with me and work side by side to accomplish that. It will be hard
work and no conveniences, but I think we could have a ranch to raise our family.” Ocia
obviously agreed, and from that day, they were committed to each other, no thought of
turning back. I am sure they never went to pre-marriage counseling, if there were such
a thing in that day. They worked side by side in making their ranch prosper and in
raising their family, not always agreeing on everything I am sure, but making it work.
My mother was raised by her older sisters, as her mother died when she was
three years old. I have wondered where she has acquired her skills and wisdom of being
the wonderful mother she was. We all have a God-given talent, and hers was definitely
being a mother. When asked about that she always said, “You do what you have to do.”
Where did Paul get his wisdom and know-how to run a functional, paying cattle ranch?
He kept his mind on the goal with dogged determination, hard work and Ocia by his
side, they made it work, never looking back. When God created the human race he had
a plan. Genesis 2:24 says, “Man shall leave his father and mother and be joined to his
wife. And the two shall become one flesh.” They indeed became one flesh. They
brought fourteen children into the world and raised them all to be moral, upright
citizens. Was it easy, of course not! This poem says it all:
God has not promised skies always blue
Flowers strewn pathways all our lives through
God has not promised we shall not know toil and temptation
Trouble and woe
He has not told us we shall not bear many a burden, many a care
But God has promised strength for the day
Rest for the laborer, Light for the way
Grace for the trials, help from above
Unfailing sympathy, undying love
— author unknown
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Now to my kids,
Nancy, Dennis, Dale, Eldon and Craig.
This story belongs to you.
I love you with all my heart, Mom.
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