Baseball in front of the “The Alamo”

Bob Cook, David Allen,
and Waldo Whitener

Bunky (Smith) Young
ready for prom - 1950

Freshmen initiation, 1946

by Carolyn J. Fosdick
Dove Creek has a proud and ancient heritage
we need to remember today. Evidence of dinosaurs
roaming these lands millions of years ago lie on the
ground in the form of petrified dinosaur bones. Long
before there was a town of Dove Creek here, going
back thousands of years, the history of the people
who have walked here in the past, where you and I
walk today, has made this area diverse, interesting,
and down-right unique. From the ancient Puebloan
cultures and the modern Indian Tribes; from the
Spanish explorers and the Old Spanish trail; to the
European settlers who ran cattle, homesteaded, and
mined for the earthʼs precious treasures, the history
of Dove Creek is special.
We living today must help preserve this legacy
of Small Town Strong for our children and grandchildren who will be living in tomorrowʼs world. Many
area people are actively helping preserve this exceptional history, not just the people who work at
museums, archeological digs, and cultural centers,
but also many individuals themselves.
Local art, music, and literature have helped preserve this important past, as Dove Creekers have
added their distinctive mark on the history of our
area.
The first white men to impact our area were the
Spanish Conquistadors. Cortez landed on the Eastern coast of Mexico in the early 1400s, the first to
bring horses to America. These horses were superb
animals of Arabian stock, tough with a lot of stamina. The Spanish carried these horses in slings in
the holds of their ships so that they would not break
a leg in transit. Cortez burned his ships after arrival
so that his men could not escape and return to
Spain. Cortez is famous for beating Montezuma
(Anglo Spelling) the Aztec king, and declaring Mexico as land belonging to Spain. Of course many of
our area names come from this Mexican conquest:
Aztec, NM, town of Cortez, and Montezuma County.
Many horses brought over from Spain escaped and
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formed the core of bands of wild mustangs roaming
the West still today. These hardy horses changed
the lives of the Plains Indians and gradually the
horses worked their way further north and west of
Mexico. The Spring Creek Basin Wild Horses in Disappointment Valley are descendants of these
horses.
Trails through Dove Creek became important to
the development and history of the entire Four Corners. Centuries old, Trail of The Ancients brought
trade and people into this area for thousands of
years. At one time an estimated 30,000 Early
Pueblo people lived between the current towns of
Dove Creek and Cortez. Long before the Spanish
came exploring most of these people moved out
probably to New Mexico. The area near Dove Creek
was relatively empty of habitation with just wandering tribes of more modern Indian. These, however,
used the old trails visible and in use for many future
travelers.
In 1776, Spanish explorers, Dominquez and Escalante, camped where Dove Creek is today while
traveling through in their search for a passage to the
Pacific Ocean. The Old Spanish Trail went through
the future town, connecting Mexico with areas north
and west of Dove Creek. Fur trappers and traders
followed the ancient trails to the mountains rich with
beaver. Some pioneers from the East, in search of
the fabled “Garden of Eden” on the west coast,
passed through. They herded domesticated animals
like turkeys, hogs, and milk cows with them, as well
as their own horses who added to the wild horse
herds. At that time, the only people who stayed were
the bands of modern Indian tribes, mostly Utes. All
were just passing through.
Then gold was discovered in the mountains
close to Dove Creek. People flocked to the gold
fields, and mining towns sprung up almost
overnight. All these men had to be fed, so cattle and
cowpunchers came next. After them were the farmers, the homesteaders, the shop keepers, and the
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women with their children. It is this last group who
settled here, built homes and schools, grocery
stores and churches. They cleared the land and
planted beans and wheat, made roads, built fences,
often backbreaking work. They laughed and played
and often got down on their knees and praised the
Lord for the bounties in their lives. Many came during the terrible 1930s to escape the ravishes of the
Great Depression and the Dust Bowl. After World
War II with the dropping of the atom bomb on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, uranium was discovered
nearby, and once again miners flocked to the area.
Often they stayed, too.
All these diverse groups formed the backbone of
early Dove Creek. Often they are the unsung heroes
and heroines remembered, if at all, by loving family
members and friends left behind. But they still cherish the memories of these people who settled Dove
Creek. These were the pioneers who made our
town the special place it is today.
These are the people who dared to dream of a
better tomorrow. They came and stayed; they fought
the elements of nature; they civilized the growing
town; they put down roots, and they made Dove
Creek special. It doesnʼt matter when they came;
before the beginning of the 1900s, or in the 1930s,
or even later. They were our local pioneers. They
often braved unbelievable hardships that we cannot
even grasp today. We are so used to modern day
comforts, warm, dry, snug houses, automobiles, and
all the fancy gadgets of our time, the lives of those
who have gone before us, who stayed and settled
and made Dove Creek a “Small Town Strong”. They
are often our parents, grandparents, great grandparents, and maybe even our great-great grandparents.
They left us a wonderful legacy from the past, a
legacy we honor today. We dedicate the second
issue of our Pick ʻn Hoe Newspaper, Somewhere
Special, to the pioneers of Dove Creek. Let us not
forget what they did for us.

Randolph Memories

1926 4th of July and a 1934 4th
By Louise Eaton
July 4th! The year was 1926 and the first
two Randolph families were ascending the
East side of Wolf Creek pass. They were the
Fred Randolph and Emery Randolph families.
Their older single brother was already living
in Colorado. He was the one bringing them to
this last Great Frontier, a land of free homesteads and a healthy atmosphere for the
asthma which my Dad, Emery Randolph, suffered.
They had been on the road almost two
weeks and I’m sure it being the 4th did not
make them even hesitate. I was only six years
old so it didn’t mean anything to me.
I clearly remember our trip over the pass. A
day to go up. Camped that night in a campground at the top and a day to descend the
other side. It was the great challenge of the
trip. Narrow dirt roads and constant showers.
My family was in a new 1926 Chevrolet car
with icing glass windows and a little hand
crank. They bought it when they sold their
cotton farm, my mother’s Cherokee inheritance. My Uncle’s wife and 2 year old were in
an older vehicle. A touring car cut down into a
truck to haul all the life possessions of both
families first the treadle sewing machine,
tubs, wash boards, dishes, buckets, clothes and
camping supplies. I think we looked like the
“Grapes of Wrath!”
The road was very narrow. We met a very
few cars but when we did one had to pull over,
stop and let the other pass. My Aunt rode with
one foot on the running board and the baby on
her lap ready to jump especially when there
was a shower. That was 85 years ago.
We arrived July 7th shortly after noon at our
new home on the Dolores - San Miguel county
line.
I couldn’t find the house! Oak brush,
sage brush and prairie dogs were all I could
see in all directions and when it was pointed
out to me it looked like the storm cellar we left
on our cotton farm close to Porum, OK. We
also left an almost new log home. This half
dug out, dirt floor house was a far cry from
what we left.
I’m not sure it looked good to the Randolph’s. After two weeks, from campground
to campground, sleeping on the ground and
cooking all our meals on the campfire. At that
time there were no motels but we couldn’t
have afforded to stay in one anyway.
It didn’t take my mother and Aunt long to
make it into a cozy little house. How they
managed to bring those hand crocheted rag
rugs slipped in among our essentials, I’ll never
know. They covered up most of those dirt
floors.
The neighbors were wonderful! They
came bringing garden produce, rhubarb,
gooseberries and whatever they could spare.
My Uncle that had the house for us lived with
Aunt Cynthia and Uncle Bill Goforth. Aunt
Cynthia was a mid-wife which must have been
a consolation to my Mom and Aunt as they
were expecting very soon which I knew nothing about as it was not discussed with children. The “Stork” was still the delivery route!
By September my Dad’s application for a
Homestead was approved, my Uncle’s family
had moved to Rico to work in the mines. My
Dad had traded our new car for a wagon, a
team of horses, harnesses, some farm equipment, feed, and seed for his new farm. We
couldn’t use a car with only cattle trails and a
few rough wagon roads. Our new farm was
virgin territory with no close neighbors with
the Dolores River Rim on the east side and the
North Pines on the north with a great working
saw mill.
On September 26th my brother Gerald
arrived and my Dad found an abandoned room
log house with a good well less than a mile
from our new farm home and the owners of
the saw mill, Ed Baird Sr. offered my Dad a
job with his team.
At this point I want to retrace and give a
short history of the Randolph’s. Both my paternal grandparents were born in Missouri and
so were their eight children. Then when my
Dad, the youngest was only four years old,
they went through one of the bitterest of bitter
divorces.
The underage girls went with their mother
and moved to Oklahoma. All the boys were
left with grandad. They stuck together
through thick and thin. My Dad said he couldn’t go to sleep unless he had a hold of his
daddy’s ear.
Grandad used his team in summer to farm
and skid logs in the winter. In 1907 they heard
about Oklahoma reaching statehood and they
wanted to be in on the Oklahoma Run for the
free homestead land. They formed a small
wagon train. It included my grandad, his three
boys and one married daughter, Letha Johnson, and family.
It was very dangerous traveling then.
There were river pirates all along the trail
ready to rob and steal. There were rivers to
ford that were so high they had to wait to subside before they crossed. At points the road
was sandwiched against the railroad track and
they had no idea when a train would be coming by. They said my grandad hid his money
in the thimble of the wagon wheel.
I don’t know whether they arrived on
time for the run or not. There were so many
parked in their wagons days before the whistle
blew. That was why it was called the “Sooner
State.” They all got land. I don’t know if it
was homestead or if they bought it.
In about 1908 my Dad started to school
in McClain, OK. My Mother saw him when
she started to school about 2 months late.
They were both in the 2nd grade. She said “I
thought he was the prettiest boy I had ever

seen and I’ve never changed my mind.” Well,
she carried that torch from then on but it was
many years before Emery paid her a second
glance. When Emery started paying court he
found more obstacles to overcome than Ichabod Crane.
First of all, there was an older brother
who thought it was his duty to keep herd on
his sister, and a brother-in-law, a minister who
tried to steer the whole family and Dad! He
was a big 6’4” red headed Irishman who sat in
the amen corner of the church and was also the
sheriff, who forbid his girls to have anything
to do with those “Wild Randolph’s”. My
Mom said she knew exactly how Little Jimmie
Dicken felt every Sunday when she had to take
“an old cold tater and wait,”
The Randolph’s were workaholics. They
used their trusty team to farm in the summer in
the field and the horses, wagons and camping
equipment plus the family were loaded on box
cars and hauled to Missouri to work in the saw
mills during the winter. They came back in
the spring the same way.
The teenage romance blossomed and my
Dad asked my maternal grandad for his daughter’s hand and got a very emphatic “No”.
Grandad Randolph said be patient till
Grace is 18 and can sign for herself. He liked
the little Cherokee maiden. When they were
both 18 he took them in his new car (they cost
between$400-$500 dollars) to the county seat
and marked his X so his son could be married.
My maternal grandparents didn’t speak to
them but it didn’t take my Dad long to be the
favorite son-in-law.
My parents farmed my Mother’s Indian
cotton farm until 1926 when they sold out and
sought another frontier, Colorado. To be more
specific Dolores County with Dove Creek the
County Seat. And our last frontier I might add.
It will be 86 years this July 7th.
I’d like to eulogize the gentle everyday
work horse that our lives revolved around.
The horse or horses were our transportation by
wagon, buggy, sleigh, or horseback. After our
first winter we hauled our water at least two or
more miles from 2 to 4 barrels a week for
every use that water is used for drinking,
cooking, bathing, washing, and some times
stock water. Those same horses hauled our
wood, our groceries, tilled, planted, and reaped
our farm crops. In the winter they were used in
the saw mill skidding logs for enough logs to
build a huge barn. We lived in one end and the
horses and cow lived in the other. Dad always
drew enough wages to buy our necessities and
then for lumber for our first 2 - 4 room homes.
After my Dad proved up his homestead
he sold it to his Dad that had followed us to
Colorado. My Dad loved that little farm but I
was almost nine years old with two brothers
right behind me and my Mother was having a
fit to get us in school.
We got a pickup with a top built over the
back for kids to ride and we headed back into
civilization and school. We were there three
months and my Dad walked the floor everyday
wanting to come back to Colorado. A fortune
teller told him she saw him loading his family
in the pickup and heading out and that’s what
he did!
This time my Aunt Letha Johnson and
family, the same one that came on their wagon
train that wanted to come with us and they did.
This time it was a three vehicle caravan all
headed for the promise land and this time they
never left.
That bitter divided family of my paternal
grandparents started following us to Colorado,
family by family and 98% never left and now
my grandad, grandmother, step-grandad, 6 of
the 8 children and many of their off spring
never wanted to move on. They are all in our
two local cemeteries. Very Peaceful! I think!
At our last family reunion we were about
150 strong. That shows what a wonderful
place Colorado is to us and our offspring!
Speaking of the value of horses, come
spring we had a tragedy. We had three work
horses and a pony that was so mean nobody
but my brother J.R. the one that broke it could
ride. The three work horses died. One fell on
the ice in its corral, broke his back, and had to
be put down. As soon as the pasture came out,
our horses were turned out to graze and the
two remaining horse ate poison Larkspur and
died. My Dad didn’t know what to do. It was
time to work the ground to put in a crop. He
told my brother they’d have to break his pony
to pull farm equipment and a wagon. He went
looking for another horse and when his friend
Little Bill Goforth who rounded up and broke
wild horses for a living heard about our bad
luck, he brought Dad another pony.
My Dad green broke both ponies and put
in his crops. We didn’t have much in cultivation.
Then the 4th of July Celebration came
along. Our ponies were hitched to a buggy
and we went to the Celebration. I was about 14
and was fighting with my parents to let me go
to the dance that night. They said “No, you
need to baby sit.”
My parents had friends coming by horseback quite a ways out in the country to spend
the night.
We had a very happy celebration and our
whole family was in the buggy coming home.
We were in sight of our house when something
“spooked” that green broke team. And it ran
away with us.
As soon as my Dad realized he couldn’t
control his team he yelled for us to jump out. I
saw my Mother toss my two year old brother,
Hunter out as gently as she could behind a
runaway team. I didn’t remember whether I
jumped or was thrown out. My Mother stayed
with my Dad and tried to help with the team
until the buggy turned over and the horses ran
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free.

We all had cuts, bruises and scratches but
my Mother was hurt worst. She thought she
the buggy ran over her head. Her face looked
terrible and she knew she’d be scarred for life.
Our company watched the whole thing and
came running to help us and round up our
team.
Needless to say there was no dancing for
the Randolph’s that 4th of July.
The good news: my Mom wasn’t scarred,
Someone told her to keep the wound saturated
with castor oil and it wouldn’t scar. It worked.

A few more memories

The year was 1926 (Oops, I told my
age!). Ed Baird, Sr. and wife Adra had a saw
mill in the North Pines. They had three children and another on the way. Emery and Grace
Randolph had just homesteaded on a piece of
land at the edge of the North Pines running up
to the Dolores River rim. They had four children with brother Gerald the youngest at one
month old, born August 27, 1926.
Our first home, on the San Miguel and
Dolores County line, was waiting for us, prepared by, my dad's oldest brother who had
moved to Colorado prior to us. Another uncle
and his wife and baby came with us. I didn't
recognize the "house" until it was pointed out
to me - a half dugout in the hillside. The living, eating portion of the house was framed
with a dirt floor. The new home was a small,
one room log cabin with a dirt floor, about a
mile from our homestead. One stove was
ample for heat and cooking and we had a wonderful well in the front yard that still produces
water to this day.
Our new Chevy car, with the glass windows and crank in front was long gone, traded
for a wagon, a team of horses, feed, seed and
several team drawn tools. Dad and his trusty
team got a job at the Ed Baird saw mill felling
the big pines and skidding them to the mill.
This is when we first met the Baird family. We
were the first children they knew or played
with and it was the same with us.
Our families formed a life time friendship. Mrs. Baird often called on my mom to
help her cook for the mill hands, and of course
mom took us kids. That was always a red-letter day for us, watching the lumber cut and
planed, or the logs notched for building. We
loved watching dad fell those giant pines and
skid them into the mill. My dad took logs,
lumber and enough cash for our bare necessities. The first year he built a huge log barn. We
moved in to one end and the horses and cow in
the other. It had a dirt floor but was larger and
it took two stoves to heat it. The second stove
was made from an oil drum; a door was cut in
one end for the wood and a hole on the top for
the stove pipe.
The second year dad took only lumber
and started building our four-room house. It
had a large living room, a kitchen, two bedrooms and a wooden floor. It looked like a
mansion to us although we still had the same
bathroom - an outhouse with Sears and Ward
catalogues and a big wash tub for our Saturday
night baths.

One event stands out clearly in my mind.
Mrs. Baird's due date came. The midwife was
in place and everyone was waiting. Early one
morning a terrified, out of breath Marie came
to our door. "Mrs. Randolph, please come! My
mom needs you! Her baby's coming and Aunt
Cynthia got mad and went home last night."
Mom said she couldn't deliver a baby. She had
four children but always with the aid of a doctor or midwife.
She finally agreed as there was no other
woman within 10 miles. She had no choice.
She said if my dad, Emery, would help by cutting the cord, she'd do it. It was embarrassing
to Mrs. Baird and my dad, but they finally
agreed and they did it! A beautiful baby girl
named Collie (known as Collie Cowling to
many of you) was born.
The Baird and Randolph children were as
happy and wild as the deer, bear, snakes and
other creatures in the great forest.
Snakes! One morning I went out to my
play house and there was a beautiful snake
with perfect diamonds down its back. I ran in
the house to have mom come see the beautiful
snake. She panicked. She grabbed a shotgun
dad had given her to defend herself and family.
He had showed her how to load it and pull the
trigger but she'd never fired it as ammunition
was scarce. She made me stay behind her so
she wouldn't shoot me and we went back to
my oak brush play house. The snake was still
there. With shaking arms, mom raised and
pointed the gun, closed her eyes and fired!
When she opened her eyes and got her balance, there was no snake or parts to be found.
I'm sure Mr. Snake was safely in his hole,
watching, grinning, wondering what kind of
monsters had invaded his world.
The Randolph and Baird children were
happy but there was a problem in both families
- no school! I was almost nine with two
younger brothers nipping at my heels. Marie
was almost ten with Ed and Bob right behind
her.
Education was very important in my
mom's family. My petite Cherokee grandmother had been adopted as a baby by a
judge's family that was financially well off.
They sent my grandmother through school and
college that amounted to a junior college in
our day. She was married to a 6' 2" , red-faced
Irishman who was also well educated. He was
a sheriff, into politics and didn't like those
"wild Randolphs" that his daughter favored.
My granddad Randolph was just the opposite.
He never went to school and signed his name
with an X. But he could figure a load of lumber or a load of hay before you could get your
pencil out. He was a shrewd business man and
a workaholic. He always had spending money
and had the first car that went down the streets
of McClain, Okla., where they lived. It scared
all the live stock, as well as the women and
children. Growing up with this example is
probably the reason my dad wasn't convinced
that education was all that important.
Grace Randolph and Adia Baird did all
the teaching they could with a homemade
blackboard and chalk; their only books were
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Zane Grey and True Story magazines. Mom
was homesick for Oklahoma.; she finally won.
My grandad followed his boys to Colorado the Last Frontier and bought our newly proved
up homestead. We got his pickup in the deal,
loaded up and headed back to Oklahoma civilization and school.
It was just what my mom wanted, but not
my dad. He began getting ready for the return
trip. In the meantime his sister's family, Letha
and Bill Johnson, decided to come with us.
They had a truck to haul their worldly goods
and a touring car to carry the women, driven
by their 15 yr. old son, Jim Johnson (father of
Bernie Capron, Barbara Soper, Floyd Johnson
and Janet Johnson).
It was spring when we left Oklahoma. But
it was still winter when we arrived in Colo.
Granddad came down in his sled and took his
daughter and her family to our farm homestead. They later bought half of it. Our family
rented a cabin in Dove Creek until the snow
melted and my dad found an abandoned farm
house close to an abandoned school, the Oak
Grove School. My mother made that school a
must. My dad and a friend and neighbor, Fred
Young, got themselves appointed to the school
board and hired a teacher. She was only 18
yrs. old and had students almost as old as she
as the school had been closed for several
years.
The Randolph kids only went one year.
My dad found out Ed Baird had moved his
saw mill about two miles east of Dove Creek
and wanted Emery Randolph to work for him,
which Emery was glad to do. The Baird family
was progressive and aggressive. Ed moved his
mill and built or had a school built. I know he
furnished the lumber and probably the labor;
they even boarded the teacher. There were a
lot of students close by that couldn't hardly get
to Dove Creek to school. The families I remember were the John Parkers, Leslie Allens,
Wancures, Holmes, Davis', Newlins, and of
course the Bairds and Randolphs. Once again
the Bairds and Randolphs renewed their
friendship.
The only place we could find to live was
in a "haunted" house. We needed a home and
my parents weren't going to allow "haunts" to
keep them out. It was called the Murray
House. The Murrays had a brooder house for
chickens, which was nicer than the "haunted"
house, where they hatched chickens and
turkeys for sale. The story was they had to
monitor it 24 hrs. a day so Mr. Murray slept
there.
They found him dead in the brooder
house one morning; apparently died in his
sleep. And one of the family's children
drowned in a rain barrel at the corner of the
house. If the house was haunted, it must have
been with friendly ghosts because they never
bothered us.
We got a chance to buy the Randolph
farm north of Dove Creek. My dad worked at
the saw mill until he had enough lumber and
made enough adobe bricks to build a house on
the farm. The six Randolphs pretty well finished their schooling in Dove Creek. After receiving a boost from Louise Small, I went to
college. Marie went to high school in Dolores
and we attended different colleges. World War
II interrupted our educations. I spent a year as
Rosie the Riveter in Southern California;
Marie worked in Washington D.C., where she

met Bus Grubbs who she later married.
Marie traveled while continuing her education and acquiring more degrees. I returned
to Dove Creek and taught on a permit until I
was almost forty. I returned to college in
Alamosa, taking four small children with me,
the two youngest were 15 and 30 months. It
took me one year and one summer to get my
Bachelors degree and a lifetime teaching certificate, with which I was delighted.
Marie and I both returned to Dove Creek
to teach. Marie was principal, superintendent
or superintendent of schools and usually my
boss. This did not hinder our friendship. My
husband, Ursel, and I spent many evenings
with Bus and Marie, listening to Bus' seafaring
tales and sampling his "Goom bay smash".
They moved to Fruita and we didn't see much
of each other until after Bus' death. Marie returned to Dove Creek, with her son Terry, to
visit relatives. She always spent a day with me
reminiscing. We agreed that in our shared history we lived in the best times of all, from
have nothin'/know nothin'/want nothin', to
having every convenience and luxury imaginable. What a miracle when we heard our first
scratchy ole radio and listened to the Grand
Ole Opry on Saturday night. If anyone had
told us, when we lived on that homestead dugout in the early '20's, that some day we'd be
able to turn a knob and see pictures and news
from all over the world, we would have said,
"They should be locked up!"
My dad was in the Monticello hospital
when man first walked on the moon. We
wheeled him down to the lobby to the only television to view the miracle.
Marie and I found and often drove up to
the old saw mill location and our homestead
spot. We discovered an old rusted boiler on the
old mill site and a lot of Prince Albert tobacco
cans where our house sat.
Our lives were not a
bed of roses, but our pioneering parents taught us to
fight adversity head on. The
Great Depression was first
although it didn't affect
Dove Creek and surrounding
areas that much; we were
used to "make do" or "do
without". Dove Creek didn't
have a bank; no one had any
money to put in it anyway.
We grew our own food,
canned it, stored it in a root
cellar, smoked it and froze it
in our "refrigerator", a tree
limb in winter where we
hung our venison and sometimes beef. My mom made
most of our clothes on her
faithful old Singer sewing
machine.
A big bump in our life
was WW II, seeing our family and friends go to war,
some of whom did not return. Our small town had
four casualties, two of whom
were my classmates.
We've experienced a lot of
recessions, similar to what
we are now facing. They
didn't last long, just as this
one won't.
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50 Years -- Really?

By Lynn Smith
A friend called a while back and said, “Hey, I think we need to have a class reunion this summer!” But, I thought, we just had one last year, why would anyone want to come back for another one already? Before I could say that out loud, she continued on, “Well, it has been fifty
years, you know.” Her voice had a bit of an edge.
You’ve got to be kidding! Was my thought, but I did a quick, mental calculation and, of
course, she was right. “Well, I said, it needs to be something special then, don’t you agree?” She
did, and she volunteered to do a phone or e-mail survey of the class members to see if there was
any interest.
For any slow thinkers, fifty years ago was 1961. Twenty-two seniors received diplomas from
Dolores County High School in May of that year. Along with our diplomas on graduation night,
there were also some predictions as to how we would all turn out. The Prophecy is for the far
distant future of 1971 -- Here it is as written in May 1961:
“We see Billie Knuckles riding herd with his cattle on his 5000 acre ranch in Cahone Canyon.
Following in the chuck wagon is Charlotte Todd and their dozen kids.
Next we pass by the First Methodist Church in Egnar, Colorado, and see our old classmate,
Reverend James W. Corlett, delivering his regular Wednesday night service.
Judy (Wires) Perkins is now head of Empire Electric. We always knew she was sparky.
Lynn (Grandma) Gore and Carl Broderick are running a lonely hearts column in Gene Elder’s
Daily Bulletin.
Last we heard Alan Conn was in great shape for his bout with Dick the Bruiser at Madison
Square Garden, his first appearance there since his win over Argentine Rocco.
Robert Hancock, who manages Conn as a sideline for relaxation from his other varied activities as a business tycoon says, “Conn’s a playboy but - He’ll win!”
Gary Jackson is manager of the Boston Celtics.
We go North to Alaska and see Pat Havel living happily in her little igloo with her big Eskimo.
We see Glenda Randolph, now Mrs. Robert Thompson, riding in her Corvette with her five
kids on her way to the exclusive Elks Cafe to have a serious talk with Lonnie Sellard, the owner.
Bill Stowe and Sharon Neely are trying to elope in another old Mercury.
We look in at the local bowling alley and see Leo Maley still trying to get his ten pin.
Our friend Wanda Gidcumb is now a dance hall girl at the Club 160.
Joyce Turner and Glendeana Smith are arguing over which one will get Norman Ayers, the
handsome, new, debonair movie star.
Naida Kirkendallis married to her childhood sweetheart.
Also living in the married state of life is Shirley Allmond. Her husband, Paul,
is superintendent of Slickrock mines.
That was how someone back in 1961 saw life for those Seniors. Of course it was all in fun and
with very little intent of reflecting anything of reality.
However, Shirley did marry Paul, and Bill and Sharon got married to each other. Glenda also
secured her claim on Robert Thompson. Most all of the rest though, is fantasy. For instance,
Jimmy did not go to Egnar to pastor a Methodist Church. Instead he went to Denver and mixed
in state politics. Leo, on the other hand, did become a pastor. Norman, although handsome as he
was, did not make the scene in Hollywood, and neither did Joyce nor Glendeana lay claim to
him. He went out of town and found his very
own Julia.
The stories can go on and on but the sobering fact of this trip down memory lane is that
eight of those twenty-two people died way
too soon. They are, Billie, Alan, Carl, Glenda,
Sharon, Wanda, Lonnie, and Norman. Besides
those, there are several others of our classmates who moved away and did not graduate
with us, whom God called home before we
were ready to say good bye. Those that I
know about are: L’Jeanne Hixson, Faye Conrad, Vic Sunquist, (Charlotte’s husband) and
Dolly Loerwald. There may be others that I
have missed. If so I apologize to
their families.
Many of you reading this probably think
that after fifty years since high school, one
should expect to lose friends to old age. That
is true, but most of these folks did not live to
“old age.” Most of them died in their 20s, 30s
or 40s. Some left small children, some even
left tiny babies and expecting mothers.
It is true that those of us who are left do
not recognize the fact that we have drifted
into “old age.” However, many years ago, I
heard a woman say, “You don’t know how old
you look until you see someone you graduated from high school with.” So this summer
as we, the Class of 1961, gather to reminisce
we may have to admit some things we will
not allow when looking in a mirror, but we
will also rehearse some very special memories of those who will forever be young to us.
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Allen Homestead

By David Allen
The Allen's came to Dolores County in
1915 to homestead and four generations have
now farmed this property.
MARTHA McCURRY
Martha McCurry Allen was born in Albany MO February 29, 1864.
Martha's homestead was where Kenneth
& Candy Hudgeons live now. Her daughter
Adra Allen Baird homesteaded to the NW. Her
son Leslie picked property SE mainly because
he liked the grove of trees there. This is the
property that is still owned by the Allen's. A
year and a half later her daughter Inez Allen
Martin Hatfield, with her son John Martin and
pregnant with Paul, came and homesteaded on
the west side which is now owned by Wancura's.
The Allens stopped in McElmo Canyon
on their way and worked there obtaining
supplies to survive on. She sent word back to
Alfred that they had hay, flour, and enough apples for sugar to get through the winter. The
first year that the Allens' were homesteading
they stayed on the SE corner near the trees
which provided protection. This is where she
had her dugout to store her food. After the sudden death of her husband times were tough for
Martha but she was a strong determined lady
so she stayed with her homestead and survived
by growing a large garden and raising chickens, turkeys , guineas and sometimes milk
goats. She never knew the luxury of refrigeration or electricity so she canned and dried
meats, vegetables, and fruits and always had
enough to share. At some point her mother
Elizabeth McCurry came to live with her.
Times were hard and the neighbors to the
south occasionally stole her chickens and
helped themselves to her canned and dried
goods. Leslie tracked the culprits and told
mother who was stealing from her. He told her
that she would have to put a lock on the door
to protect her supplies. When she found out
who it was all she would say was "No those
poor children over there will starve to death if
someone doesn't help them out." She always
canned extra knowing that she would be helping those kids. As a child, what I could never
understand is "why anyone would steal canned
gooseberries".
Martha died December 27, 1941.
LESLIE V ALLEN
Victor Leslie Allen was born September
19, 1884. He was 14 when his family moved
to Payson OK. Payson was a small farming
community not far from Sparks, OK later to be
the county seat of Lincoln County. He was 30
years old when he decided to go farther west
and find better farmland with his mother and
sister.
Township 40 in Dolores County was
opened up for homesteading, so in 1915 Leslie
filed his claim 3 1/2 miles east and 1/2 mile
south of Dove Creek. Farm life in the early
years was a very rough life and survival was a
top priority. The cattlemen disapproved of the
dry nesters breaking up their range so they
tried many ways to discourage farming in this
area.
Victor Leslie Allen changed his name to
Leslie V Allen because he didn't like his first
name. In 1921 he met and married Grace
Krout from Idaho Springs, who was visiting
her sister May Larimore in Lewis. The children born to this union were Viola May Allen
Sellard, Sept 19, 1922 and David Kaye Allen,
Nov 28, 1923.
To support his family, Leslie mined in
Rico and Idaho Springs and ran a gravel pit in
Denver. David was born in Idaho Springs.
When the children were old enough to start
school he came back to the farm. He worked at
Baird Sawmill and held many other jobs.
Most of the crops raised went to feed the
horses, cows, pigs, and chickens, but there was
always a large garden.
Every Saturday, if weather permitted,
Leslie would load a 1/2 cord of wood, a case
of eggs or potatoes, or such in the wagon or
sled and take it to town to get money to buy
groceries at the Parley Butt Store and pick up
the mail.
Leslie served as the second Superintendent of the Sunday school held in the old
schoolhouse in 1918. In early 1928, he and his
wife began holding church services in the
country school houses throughout the county.
DAVID KAYE ALLEN
When I started farming after the war there
were 63 acres cleared for farming on the
homestead place. My father and I had worked
hard to get that much cleared. I remember that
my Dad grubbed sage with a grub hoe all day

and we would pile and burn at night. The coyotes would bark and howl back away from the
fires and my dog Mutt would stay by the fire
and bark back. My Dad would use a railroad
lantern to do chores morning and night and
then work all of the daylight hours either for
himself or someone else. He traded wood and
eggs for our groceries. I remember growing up
during the Great Depression years and being
very poor. But we always had enough to eat.
There was a lot of cornmeal, whole wheat
bread, mush, and sometimes water gravy. I
don't ever remember ever being hungry. I am
sure my parents did without many times so we
could live. My dad farmed when he could and
worked where ever he could. I remember him
working for $1 a day and applying it on our
grocery bill. Each year in the fall in the late
1920's Dad would take a wagon with wheat to
the flour mill in Cortez and trade for flour. I
think he took a few extra sacks of wheat and
got enough to buy a few school supplies for
Viola and me."
They mostly had horses for transportation
but Leslie had a model T Ford touring car for
awhile. Leslie used to say that "you had to
crank on it till it boiled before it started." We
would go to church in it at night and lots of
times the lights would burn out and we had to
hang a lantern on the front to drive home.
Then we had a model A Ford and it was better.
The lights didn't burn out for one thing and it
had windows!
While growing up we never owned a tractor. Always farmed with horses, a two row
planter, 1 row cultivator, and homemade bean
cutter pulled like a sled with knives made from
saw blades. We hand shocked 6 rows together.
Wade Redford and Phillip Mellot had stationary thrashers and thrashed for all the farmers.
All the neighbors worked together threshing.
The beans were loaded on wooden slips and
pulled to the thresher or stacked waiting for
the machine. Wheat was either bundled with a
binder or cut with a header and stacked until
the machine could get there. I remember years
when the birds, usually pinion squawkers,
would get most of the grain on the outside of
the stack.
The deer didn't bother except the garden
and orchard. Coyotes, hoot owls, and hawks
were always a problem for raising chickens.
Jack rabbits were really bad on everything that
grew.
Grandma Martha Allen got me a Winchester 22 Rifle for Christmas when I was a
little boy because the Jack Rabbits were so
thick they were eating the feed up for the livestock. I still have that rifle. I remember only
once getting a toy for Christmas. Aunt Laura
Brannan sent a stake bed truck for me and a
baby doll for Viola. Uncle John Brannan
owned Denver Sand & Gravel and was known
as a millionaire. What we usually got for
Christmas was gloves, socks, and a cap all ordered form Montgomery & Ward. One Christmas Day my dad went to town to talk the
Postmaster into opening up so he could get a
late order from Montgomery & Ward. Without
that package we wouldn't have had any Christmas. I remember getting overshoes that year.
Sometimes we had a can of hard candy but
mostly it was homemade candy and popcorn.
They used to have taffy pulls which were always a lot of fun. We made all of our own tree
decorations, mostly with paper colored with
crayolas.
I started 1st grade in Dove Creek in the
white school house just north of the present
Assembly of God Church. Lucy Beam was the
teacher. I think that I attended part of 5th grade
there also. The rest of my years in grade
school I went to East Side school which was
across the road from Kenneth Hudgeons
home. We walked to school in the fall and
spring and skied there in the winter. At first it
was a frame house that belonged to Uncle Ed
Baird and it was on the hill beside the barn.
Then they got a log permit and set up a small
sawmill at Albert Wancuras. They sawed 3
sides and built a 1 room log school on the hill
east. I graduated from 8th grade at East Side in
1937.
I started High School the first year they
had school in the Rock Building. The High
School was in one room on the West end, the
grade school in the middle, and the gym on the
east end. The heating was so bad we almost
froze to death at first. I had to miss one year of
school to help on the farm because my dad
was really crippled with a disease and could
hardly walk. I later went back to the new high
school (which later became the Jr high).
When World War II broke out I didn't want to
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be drafted into infantry so I talked my Dad
into letting me enlist in the Air Force in 1942.
I didn't graduate from high school but later
took the GED courses. I was discharged from
Air Corp November 10, 1945 and came back
to Dove Creek.
The first winter back I worked in the shop
at Romer Merc overhauling a Model A and G.
That year I bought half interest in farm equipment with brother-in-law Hubert Sellard. It
consisted of a 1939 Model A tractor with 2
row cultivator, 2 row planter, 10 ft pull type
field cultivator, bean cutting attachment, and 2
row Richardson bean piler. My share was
$1,029.11. The worst part was Hubert had a
full-time job as a mechanic so I did most of
the work.
I married Hazel Buffington Oct 2, 1946.
We lived in a cabin in town until spring and
then lived in the grainery at the farm during
summer. Leslie gave them the acre he lived on
and late fall 1947 we built a 2 room cabin at
the end of the driveway which we planned to
use as a garage when we built our house. Phyllis was born in 48, Vicki in 49, and then in late
50 found out we were expecting another baby.
We couldn't afford to build the house we had
planned on so we added a bedroom on the
north end of the cabin that was supposed to be
the garage. In June of 51 Leslie was born so
we had 3 children in a 3 room house.
I was farming and working at various jobs
in the winter. One winter at the uranium mill at
Monticello, 2 winters in El Paso in construction at Fort Bliss, the mill at Slickrock. After
the kids started school they needed to stay in
Dove Creek so I worked several local jobs.
The main job was at Romer Merc as a partsman for 13 years. I finally rented enough land
to farm fulltime.

The 50's were pretty dry farming years so
we decided to move our 3 room cabin from the
end of our driveway to the west side of our lot
and we used them for bedrooms and added living quarters with an inside bathroom. Then
June 16, 1962 Jay was born.
Jay was 11 years and 1 day younger than
Leslie, so when Leslie was a Senior Jay started
1st grade. Some of Jay's classmates felt sorry
for Jay all through school because they
thought he was an only child with older parents! Anyway we sent kids to school in Dove
Creek for 27 years. Raising two families in
Dove Creek has been both challenging and rewarding.
Hazel worked at the Dove Creek Press,
for Stowe Insurance, and served on the County
Library Board for over 20 years. But more importantly she was dedicated to raising her family, being a farm housewife, and became a
professional seamstress. She made a lot of her
own clothes, made dresses and clothing for
two daughters from toddlers through high
school, and altered and made clothes for
women throughout the area.
In 1980 while on a church sponsored tour
to Washington DC. Jay met Tamara Bjorklun
from Haxtun CO and they married in 1982. In
1984 they moved to Dove Creek so Jay could
start farming with his Dad. While continuing
to farm they also raised their children Grant
and Natasha here. Both of them graduated
from Dove Creek High School and in a few
short years Grant was the 4th generation of
Allen's farming on the "Allen Homestead".
So having lived all of my life in Dove Creek,
farming through all of the bad years and all of
the good years has proved to be very rewarding. I don't know of any place I would want to
live other than right here!

Allen homestead
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Remembering - by David Carhart

The Carhart family moved to this area from Denver, CO in 1936 and settled at Cedar Point,
Utah, southwest of Dove Creek.
The family consisted of three boys and four girls. We lived in George Harring’s house on
the creek, east side of Dove Creek.
Dad and John (the oldest boy) and neighbors helped build the hogan on Cedar Point. We
lived in the hogan for 8 or 9 years.
Dad was a good farmer. He raised beans, wheat, corn, barley and in later years, certified alfalfa & grass seed. John farmed for five years before moving to California.
Ross farmed and continued the seed crops as does his son Matthew. He also opened the
Carhart Feed and Seed Store and was President of the Dove Creek Bank at one time.
My own family farmed on Cedar Point for some 20 years before moving to Dove Creek.
Faye was on the Board of the Clinic for 20 years and helped with its inception.
We both have helped in numerous ways with the Pick N Hoe for the past 25 years in Cook
Shack and other areas where we were needed.
Jerry, our oldest son farms south of town and raises a good number of cattle. He helps with
the kids games and Catch-It-Pig for a number of years. We all love this town!
P.S. Dad brought in one of the first Rocrop tractors to this area, a JD Model B!

Mike Garchar and His Wife, Anna Garchar

They lived in Ouray, Colorado where he worked at the mines. They mined gold, silver, and
zinc. Then later, he worked at the mill where they separated the gold from the ore and put the
gold and silver into bars for shipping. I don’t know where it was shipped to. When he quit the
manual work at the mill, he was hired back on as night watchman, because gold and silver bars
were stolen before they were ready to ship.
Anna came from Sazani Czechoslovakia. In Ouray, the elevation was too high, and when a
son, Paul, was seven years old, the doctor told them to move to a lower climate. Mike Garchar
already owned some land in Dove Creek and so did another man.
After a time, Mike bought this guy out. So in 1920 or ’21, Mike, Anna, and Paul moved
from Ouray to Dove Creek. They came on the Narrow Gauge Railroad to Dolores, Colorado.
From there, they came on in a wagon pulled by two horses. The first night they got to where
Herb and Mary Davis live now, then the next day to a log cabin about 100 feet west of our
house.
When they came from Dolores, it was very muddy as it had been raining. Also the cabin
roof leaked. I would say it wasn’t a very agreeable time.
There was a little ground cleared, so they planted corn, a few beans, and cane for feed for
the horses. They said there were a lot of prairie dogs and jack rabbits, and every night the coyotes would howl, so that was their country music.
Then Paul started school and one of the first ones he met was Woodrow Mellott. Woodrow
said that Paul was a fast learner. When they played marbles, he caught on quick. They played
Big Red Boston. Woodrow said after four or five days, Paul won most of their marbles.
I was born in January in 1923. I graduated from school here in 1941. I’m still living in the
same place where I was born.
By: Johnnie Garchar
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Carhart, Garchar, Heaton

This is the Programʼ for the 8th Grade Graduation ceremony held at the Mesa Verde
amphitheatre on May 8, 1954. The country schools all had a part and the name of the
school follows their part of the ceremony. I was in that ceremony and the contrast of
patriotism and Godʼs role in our lives in that program with todayʼs educational activities
is stark. What have we become? Contributed by Ron Heaton.
1954 8th GRADE COUNTRY SCHOOL GRADUATION PROGRAM
Processional
Color Bearers - Four corners, Yellow Jacket, Hovenweep
Choral Reading - All - 23rd Psalm Pleasant View
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures;
He leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul;
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name's sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil; for thou art with me;
Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies;
Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life;
and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.
Song - "The Star Spangled Banner" - (1st stanza)
Flag Salute and Pledge -Mildred
Responsive Reading - All - Lebanon
Q. Why do we salute the Flag?
A. We salute the Flag because we desire to honor it.
Q. Why do we honor it?
A. We honor it because it stands for our country, the United States of America,
which gives us liberty, justice, and equal opportunities for all. When we honor our Flag,
we honor God, whose Almighty Hand rules the nation and guides the hands of those
who help it grow.
Q. How can we best show our devotion to our country?
A. By becoming law abiding and patriotic citizens.
Q. Who are the enemies of our country?
A. Every person who strikes at our country by force of arms or by breaking the
laws that are made to preserve our liberties.
Q. How can we best protect and preserve our form of government?
A. By making it our duty to vote at all elections. By keeping inviolate our own
votes and helping in every way to enforce a strict obedience to our laws. Above all, we
must remember that we are American citizens whose duty it is to place the welfare of
our country above selfish greed or personal ambitions.
Choral Reading - All - THE AMERICAN'S CREED - Arriola
I believe in the United States of America as a government of the people, by the
people, for the people; whose just powers are derived from the consent of the governed, a democracy in a republic; a sovereign nation of many sovereign states; a
per¬fect union, one and inseparable; established upon these principles of freedom,
equality, justice and humanity for which American patriots sacrificed their lives and
fortunes. I therefore believe it is my duty to my country to love it, to respect its flag,
and to defend it against all enemies.
Song - "America the Beautiful" - (1st stanza)
Address - Dr. Don Watson of Mesa Verde National Park
Topic - "Colorado" - Lewis
Song - "Where the Columbines Grow” - Lakeview
Colorado Official State Song
Songs - Battlerock School
Presentation of Diplomas
County Superintendent of Schools
Benediction:- All - "God Bless America" - Chorus
Recessional
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Hall History

From Dorcus Hall Lowry
My parents, Earn and Roma, were married in Missouri in 1916. They came to Colorado by
train, arriving in Dolores on the narrow gauge Galloping Goose. Earn’s brother Cleve met them
at the station and took them to his home about 10 miles S.W. of Dove Creek. They homesteaded
just east of the Utah state line.
I was born June 3, 1922 Dorcus Hall. The name Dorcus is from the bible in Acts chapter 9. She
was a beloved woman who always did good and helped the poor. She became ill and died. The
disciple, Peter was sent to Joppa. He kneeled and prayed and she opened her eyes. “Then there
were a lot of people in Joppa that believed in the Lord.”
When I was a month old my folks went back to Missouri and bought the Garfield farm from
Earn’s father R.J. Hall. When I was 5 they headed back to Colorado, stopping in Oklahoma to
help to R.J. farm for a year. While in Missouri (at age 2) I had Rheumatic fever which was not
clearly diagnosed for years (when I started having heart problems) I nearly died but Mama
pulled me through it.
Papa bought a 1928 Chevy truck and continued on to Colorado. He bought a 360 acre farm
just over the Utah line in Mormon Territory from Ben Hines. He sold our first Colorado property
to Mr. Warden. Took a team of mules on the deal. Jack was old, brown in color, Beck was
black, a beautiful young mule. Papa bought John Deere farm equipment from Noel & Findoll
Sitten in Dove Creek. He also bought a cow and a calf from Oliver and Davey Hayes. Davey
was a sister to the Sitton brothers.
Our early beginnings in this area.
Mr. Fraley didn’t have any first grade students in 1927 so he talked my folks into sending
me to school. He taught me to read “Little Red
Hen and Gustava” and The Three Trolls.
I started back to school in April 1928. Teacher
was Miss Eva Anderson. Just before school was
out Miss Anderson took us on a hike. We went
S.W. down an old dirt road to the Wilkens place
and continued south on the State line. We came
up on an old shack. Little Charley McGeehee
(Emma Reeds nephew) steps out on the porch
and fires a gun into the air, we all ran for all we
were worth. I knew who Little Charley was and
later learned he was working for Charlie Griffith,
helping him with his whiskey still. Charley Griffith was later caught and sent to the penitentiary.
Miss Vivian Clark taught school the next
year & I was a third grader. I don’t know why
but my folks took me out at Christmas. The following year I was in Miss Lillian Terry’s 4th
grade class. They took me out of school again because I told them that I saw John Wilson ride up
Earn and Roma Hall - at Earnʼs 74th
to the school house door. Miss Terry stepped out
birthday, March 9, 1965
on the porch, leaving the door cracked just enough
that I could see Mr. Wilson kiss her
I suspect my folks thought there was a lot more going on.
My next teacher was Ada Blackman or Gunderson (we never knew which) She boarded
with us for a time until my folks realized the rumors of her ill repute were true & had her leave.
She boarded with others for short periods of time but it was always the same. She eventually left
our part of the country. The following fall I was finally in 5th grade. Our teacher was Miss
Beers. I got to stay and learn for the whole year and became very close to Miss Beers. She tried
to convince my folks to let her adopt me and of course that never would happen. Miss Beers was
very fond of me and wrote to me for years.
I finished 8th grade in California on one of our yearly stays out there.
When I was 10 Mama got really sick. Papa took her in to Dr. Lipscomb. They couldn’t get
back; the roads were too deep in mud.
They were in town for a week. I never missed a day of school. I fed and watered the mules,
horses, cows, hogs and chickens. I milked and I had to cut & split wood for both stoves and
carry it in. Hard work but I was proud that I could get it all done. I’m not sure that our 10-year
olds today could handle such a load of chores and if you were to leave a 10 year old at home
over night now you would be in deep trouble with child services. How times have changed! By
the time I was 12 I had taken over most of the farming as Papa was crippled up.
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a not-so-nice neighbor, an older man name McGee. McGee cut the fence and let his cows into
the Rittenhouse’s crops. They continued to have all kinds of problems
with McGee.
One day McGee walked into Jim Posey’s store where Rittenhouse and George Clark were
visiting. McGee reached around the front of Rittenhouse, stuck a long knife blade in him and
pulled it. Rittenhouse turned around and knocked McGee through the front store window and
then died. McGee got a life sentence and went to prison.
In 1931 or 32 Mr. Jennings had Enic and
Sibble Davis working for him and he
brought a young man home with him to help
out as well. His name was Joe Smiley.
Joe slept in the barn & had a horse to ride.
Enic Davis and a bunch of young men went
to Urado School to a dance. The Hartley’s
came. They were brothers from Texas and
always wore guns. The Hartley’s were notorious for jumping guys and fighting. Bullies! They jumped Enic that night and hurt
him very badly. Next morning Joe came in
for breakfast and asked where Enic was.
He went into the bedroom and talked to
Enic then he saddled his horse and rode
off. He rode about 12 miles toward Dove
Creek to Old Man Hartley’s, called them
all 3 out and said “I have come to kill you”
He ended up marching them all back to the
Utah state line in nothing but their cowboy
boots, told them to leave the country. They
walked home, packed up and left. On their
way out of town Old Man Hartley stopped
and talked to my Uncle Cleve. Mr. Hartley told Uncle Cleave “I thought we were
mean but if I had just one cup of blood out
of Joe Smiley’s jugular vein in mine, then I
Dorcas working at the Dove Creek Telephone might be mean!” Uncle Cleve’s conversation
Company - 1948
with the old man is how I found out what
and how it happened.
In 1934 Papa came home from town with a Denver Post paper, put it on the table and said,
“Roma who is this?” Mama looked at the picture and said this is “our Joe Smiley”. He said you
better read it. That was October 1934. They had shot and killed Pretty Boy Floyd. The law had
learned that two of Papa’s uncles knew him as Joe so they went to Oklahoma to talk to them.
The Uncles were hoeing weeds, here comes a car and stops, Joe said “Can I hide my car in your
barn?” Uncle Lewis said “yes”. Then Joe came down took a dress off the clothes line, put it on
and then a bonnet, grabbed a hoe and went to work. Here comes the law, they asked if a car had
passed by the house. Uncle Lewis said “no”. They left, Joe put the dress and bonnet back on the
line, handed them some money and left. Uncle Jack and Aunt Maxine lived in Rose Oklahoma,
Uncle Lewis Lived in Agra. This happened at Uncle Jack’s place in Rose. Joe Smiley was just
one step ahead of the law.
Joe Smiley cleaned up Urado and we all liked him.
Years after around 1990 a man came into the Doctor’s office where my daughter LaDon
worked in California and signed in as Jack Floyd. LaDon told him “my mother knew a man
named Floyd but his first name was Pretty Boy” Jack said “oh that’s my daddy,” Jack made a big
poster for me and took it to LaDon to send to me. I have it framed. He wrote on it for me “Dorcus I hope you enjoy this article. You are among many people that met my Father. This may help
you remember him.” I tried to find Jack to thank him but he died soon after this.
Orval and Hughlen Reed were my best friends. They had a sister but she was much older
than me. I was an only child and they were our closest neighbors. We did everything together

WILD AND WOOLEY DAYS.
The first 4th of July I remember, I was maybe 7 or 8. We came into Dove Creek for the
rodeo. Mama and I were walking down to the bucking chutes. There was this huge rock as high
and big as a table. John Dixon came by yelling “show me Bud Burns, I’ve got 2 45’s to make
my word good. The next thing I know Mama threw me down behind the big rock and laid on top
of me and the bullets were flying.
Bud whipped (John was a lousy shot) John and took his guns away.
They had to get Allen Moore who was the local law at that time. They found him hiding
under his bed. Then I saw Mr. Moore driving the car going to Cortez to lock John up. In later
years I thought it odd that the sheriff was driving and Bud was in the back seat holding the gun
on John. I think the law officer was a little afraid of John Dixon.
Mr. Rittenhouse and his wife lived on Squaw Point and were good friends of ours. They had
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and that included some mischievous things. Not much, we were pretty good kids.
During the winter of 1937 Joe Lewis, also known as the Brown Bomber, had a fight coming up and our radio had quit so Orvel, Hughlen and I rode over to the Hendrix place to listen
to the fight on their radio. There was a ‘norther’ raging. We were frozen when we got there
and hugged that stove as close as we could without burning ourselves. There were 2 punches
thrown. Joe hit the other fighter and the fighter hit the floor! We had just barely begun to get
warmed up but knew we had to get home. Ride one more time in that blistering, blowing cold,
made it okay.
In 1941 I was pregnant and had no money. I sold my guitar to Jimmy Presson & I bought
baby clothes. In the 70’s Jimmy moved back to Dove Creek. He asked me if I would like to
buy my guitar back, I said yes and was able to buy it back for the $15.00 he had given me for
it. It has since been sold but I was glad to have it back after all those years. It brought back so
many great childhood memories. Folks would go to Squaw Point one Sunday, Bug Point the
next Sunday
and Cedar
Point the following Sunday. They
were wonderful times
with picnics,
music,
singing,
games and
sometimes
rodeo. Lots
of fun.
Begonia, my
first horse
was a broomtail (a wild
Urado School: right to left: Mrs. Clark, Cora Wright, Arlie Reed,
mustang) and
Orval Reed, Elizabeth Griffith, Dorcus Hall, and Hughlen Reed had what they call
Wolf teeth. (large
abscesses under each eye which caused them to be cloudy. Because she was my first horse and
I loved her so, I was afraid that I might lose her if she went blind. I was 12, very timid and shy,
couldn’t talk to hardly anyone. I knew Doc Fordice was the vet in the county. One day while
my folks were gone I saw Doc coming up the road, I have no idea what I said to him but he
came and looked at Begonia’s eyes and asked if Mama had a spool of black thread. I brought it
out to him. He looped several strands into the eye of a big needle. Doc put a half hitch on her
lip and told me to hold it while he ran the half moon shaped needle in the lower part of the
knot and out on top. He tied the thread and told me to keep the bottom open so it could drain.
Begonia got well, her eyes were no longer cloudy and I never got a bill! I don’t remember if I
even thanked him. My folks were shocked when they came home that I had somehow had

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

Carhart Feed
and Seed

~ Daniel Webster 1840

281 S Guyrene
Dove Creek
677-2233

Beans and Things
Adobe Milling Company
09006 East Highway 491
Dove Creek
(970) 677-2620
800-542-3823
www.anasazibeans.com
email: adobe@centurytel.net

Hall history continued

mustered the courage to walk out and talk to that Doc. I’m guessing it was the worry and love
for my horse.
1935 Ralph Willie carried the mail. He had a mule that was really sturdy and good in the
snow so other than just the harshness of the weather they didn’t have many problems. I was 13
and he knew I was strong and a good rider. He hired me to gather the mail at the end of the route
at the Wilsons and Williams homesteads and ride 2 miles to meet Ralph Hendrix.
Everything went well until February. The snow was so deep you couldn’t see the fence posts. I
didn’t have a saddle so I tied two gunny sacks together by one ear on each sack and put them
over my pony.
The Montgomery Wards, Sears & Roebucks & Chicago Mail Order catalogues had come
out and I loaded them up along with the other mail in my gunny sacks and started out.
Begonia got down in a really big drift and could not get out with the extra weight on her. I wasn’t big enough to get the bags off of her so I had to take everything out of the bags and helped
her get out of the drift. I put all the catalogues and mail back into the bags and finally reached
Ralph. The catalogues were a little (actually a lot) wet but none the worse for the wear. No one
seemed to mind, just glad to have their catalogues and mail.
I don’t remember what Ralph paid me but I got enough to order a pair of sandals and a guitar.
These are just a few of the things I remember from the early days in Dove Creek. Things
that happened in my life that made me a survivor and the strong willed woman that I am today.
I lived through three husbands, two were drunks and the other was just plain mean. Buried all
three. Raised my 3 children, and lived through two open heart surgeries. Still have a great love
of horses and my dogs.
Today I am an old woman (still young at heart), with a lot of memories, some fond, some
not so good, some sad, some hard but mostly good memories of growing up in this community
with an awful lot of very good people.

Hankins Mercantile

970-677-2900
303 W 3rd St • Dove Creek

Hardware, lumber, stone,
antiques and gifts

Community
Banks of
Colorado

Doing Business Differently
970-677-2241
305 Guyrene
Dove Creek Colorado 81324

Itinerary
JULY 1ST

12:00 pm ~ DCVFD Beer Tent Opens (Weber Park)
6:00 pm ~ Washer Tournament (Weber Park)
6:00 pm ~ 3 on 3 Basketball Tournament (East of Tennis Courts)

JULY 3RD
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JULY 4TH

8:00 am ~ 2nd Annual Pancake Breakfast FREE (Ten- 8:00 am ~ Parade Line up at the Airport
nis Courts)
9:00 am ~ Parade down Hwy 491, starts at airport.
8:30 am ~ Cowboy Church, Tim Krebbs – (Tennis
10:00 am ~ VFW Salute, Grand Marshall, Royalty,
Courts)
Weight Loss, Archery, Softball winners will all
6:00 pm • D.J. Music (Weber Park)
10:00 am ~ Horse Shoes (East of the Tennis Courts)
be announced.
10:00 am ~ 2nd Annual Super Soaker Hosts-DCVFD
10:00 am ~ Car Show at the old Football Field - FeaJULY 2ND
(Weber Park)
turing Ray Young live music
7:00 am ~ 2nd Annual Archery Tournament (End of W. 10:00 am ~ Second day of Archery Tournament (End
10:00 am ~ VFW Display (Community Center)
1st Street.) - 2 day event
of W. 1st Street)
11:00 am ~ Kids Games, Grease Pole (Weber Park)
8:00 am ~ Softball Tournament, Round Robin (Weber 10:00 am ~ 3 on 3 Volleyball, hosted by HS Volleyball 11:00 am ~ Alcohol free fun for kids in grassed area of
Park)
team (Weber Park)
Weber Park
10:00 am ~ Poker/Rod Run (meet at D.C. Superette)
2:00 pm ~ Tug-O-War Competition (Weber Park)
11:30 am ~ Pit BBQ meal opens first for Senior Citi12:00 pm ~ Meat Preparation for the Pit, Volunteers
6:00 pm • John Moore & Bluegrass Etc. Dance
zens, then to the general public
needed, (Cook Shack)
(Tennis Courts)
1:00 pm ~ Adult Games
2:00 pm • John Moore
7:00 pm ~ Intermission from
2:00 pm ~ Pig Catch
Mini Concert-Autographs
Dance to Announce Royalty
3:00 pm ~ Tug-O-War Championship
The
old
Frosty’s
store
9:30 pm • Ray Young &
(Weber Park)
4:00 pm ~ Drilling Competition

The Country Feedback
(tennis courts)

6:00 pm • Kevin Frazier
Music (tennis courts)
8:30 pm • Ralph Dinosaur
Dance (tennis courts)

Memories

S h op wa s a re q ui red
s u b je c t i n t h e s ch o o l
d i s t r i c t , ev e n f o r g ra d e
s ch o o l s t u d e n t s

4:30 pm • Ray Young and the Country Feedback
(old Football field)
7:00 pm • John Moore & Bluegrass Etc. in Concert (old Football field)

Dark Thirty ~ Fireworks (old Football Field)

www.krtzradio.com

Proud Sponsor
Of The
Pick ‘n Hoe

Proud Sponsor
Of The
Pick ‘n Hoe
1934 school picture: Top row: Lucille Hatfield, Thelma Simmons
teacher, Berneice Hayhurst, Ruby Crain, Marie Coen, Annie Hayhurst,
Lester Crain, Ralph Wetherinton, (?) Gerhart; second row: Nadine
Lawrence, Dorothy “Toots” Vinger, Myrtle Parker, John Garchar, Jimmy

A big thanks to everyone who
has helped me in one form or
another to make the Pick ‘n
Hoe such a success

Carol Marie Howell

McCabe, Marvin Miller, Louise Eggers, Joan Barrett; third row: Louise
Hayes, Louise Randolph, Martin Hatfield, Nathan Mellott, Margaret Herron, Bernice Parker, Willard Hays, Bobby Hall.

www.krtzradio.com

You are my kind of people!
I hope you enjoy “Small
Town Strong” the 2011 Pick
‘n Hoe Celebration
paid for by Quality Compression Services Inc.

Wattenbarger
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Watty and Susan didn't stop with only two he got out of bed to help start the breakfast
The land on the county line was sold to
while Grandmother tended to the baby. Since
children. When the family was completed
Raymond and Ruby Doyle somewhere in the
Grandfather thought breakfast could never
there were seven girls and three boys. One of
early 50's and my grandparents were moved to
come too early, such as the minute your eyes
those boys died at the age of one month, and
Grand Jct. to live in a house of their eldest son,
opened, she told of her setting the table the
Mother always said that knowing about SIDS
Leonard. I was too young to remember them
now that was probaliving here so my memories of them
bly what he died
are in Grand Jct.
from. Grandmother
After they were moved to
had diapered and
Grand Jct. Grandfather got himself
nursed him that
a bicycle and rode miles and miles
morning and laid
on it. The family would cringe
him back in the crathinking that he would get hit and
dle to sleep. Upon
either killed or injured at best. He
checking on him a
did get hit on one of his 40 mile
bit later, found him
rides to Delta to visit his sisters. He
blue and no longer
wasn't hurt badly, but he didn't ride
breathing. He was
his bicycle much after that. He was
buried in a spot that
90 at that time.
had been chosen by
My grandmother loved flowers and
the small commugardening and since she could not
nity members to be
raise the garden as she had in the
the cemetery. As
canyon, after moving to Grand Jct.
you drive north from
her
whole back yard was rows and
Homestead house on Chico Creek 6 miles NW of Dove Creek. Ethel WatDove Creek to Egnar tenbarger in door holding Eve. Fern with dishpan, Leonard with wood, Clara rows of plants and grandfather had
upon passing the
built rails that she had hanging plants
sweeping, Leslie with bucket. House was built by Jim Doyal
county line you will
on. One summer her yard was chosen
see the road curves
the prettiest in Grand Jct. Watty lived
night before, turning the plates upside down so to be 98 years young and Susan lived to be just
out to the right. There is a reason for that
it wouldn't take so much time to get ready for
curve. There are three, now unmarked, graves
under 90.
breakfast. They would also peel the potatoes
there. One is baby Robert Irvin Wattenbarger.
This past summer the step-son of Ethel
and place them in water the night before.
The cemetery was not to be continued at that
(named after her mother), a younger sister of
Grandfather helped her with some of the cook- my mother found out I was living in the area
location due to the rockiness and difficulty of
ing, but she stood on a box at the stove and
digging graves. It was then moved to where it
and came to see me. They had kept three quilts
then to do the dishes. Again, those were the
still is, the Peel Cemetery. The three graves
made by my grandmother and brought them to
"good 'ole days". My kids didn't even like to
were left on the canyon edge along side the
me. I don't know how old the quilts are, but
empty the dishwasher!
road now known as Hwy 141.
I'm sure they were made before my grandparMy grandfather was the son of a black
The Peel School was founded by my
ents left this area. They have seen many days
smith and as a baby he had gotten steel dust in of use, but were still in quite good condition. I
grandparents and a couple other neighbors.
his eyes causing him to be legally blind. When was so pleased to have them and will always
They were members of the school board.
my mother was 16, grandfather had contracted feel as though I have a treasure and I cherish
There was a law that a certain number of chila mail route to Gallup, NM to the railroads. I
dren had to attend to have a school and for the
them.
don't know the make of the car, but my mother
area they were one child short of that number.
My father and his family moved to the
would drive him to Gallup with the mail beMy mother was four years of age so she was
Dove Creek area from the eastern slope of
cause he could not see well enough to drive.
started in school so there would be enough
Colorado in the early 1930's. My grandparents,
children to have a school. Kate Barrett was her She stated it took them five days to make the
Molly and Frank Rockwell had a house in
trip and that was in good weather. It would be
teacher. Often my mother told about having to
Dove Creek just east of the court house on 4th
two and one-half days down and the same
walk from their home in the canyon to the
St. I don't know a lot about them as my grandschool and my daughter would say to her, "yes back. They would take camping gear and bed
father was buried on my first birthday and
rolls and would sleep along side the dirt road
Grandma and it was up hill both ways". Last
much of grandmother's remaining years were
when night came. She told about the Indians
year when my daughter came to visit I took
spent away from the area with her other chilher and showed her the area. The up and down that had wagons and went into Gallup via the
dren. There didn't seem to be nearly as many
same roads.
of the road through that area convinced her
stories told about their lives. One thing I rethat "it well could have felt
like it was uphill both ways,"
and they didn't have roads as
we know them to walk on, "It
was across the fields and
through the woods to Grandmas house we go." We had a
good laugh remembering my
mother and her stories. Their
school year was short due to
long winters, so it took two
years to complete one grade.
Mother, being the oldest girl,
had to start helping with
chores and house work early
because Grandmother always
seemed to "have a new baby".
With Grandfather needing to
work in the fields early in the
morning, Mother was the one
Dad and Mom Wattenbarger, 1920

by Faith Dance Rockwell
Being a third generation Dove Creek gal
that returned to the area to live in the past couple of years, was asked to write something for
the Somewhere Special paper of July 4th. I
will try to remember some of the things that I
knew from the past and do my best to make
them interesting. My grandparents Susan Ethel
and Fredrick A Wattenbarger were married in
Read, CO on December 7, 1906. After a few
years of marriage they set out to find their
home and raise their family. They came with
all their possessions and two children to Dove
Creek. The second child was my mother, Fern
Wattenbarger, who was two years old. Stories
my mother would share on occasion lived up
to the documentation I was given this past
summer, of their settling on the Dolores/San
Miguel County line. Grandfather homestead
320 acres of land there on both sides of the
county line on the west side of 141. He filed
for and was granted the right to that land November 23, 1923 in Montrose, Co..
In the past, I saw a picture of their first
house; it was an old box car. I don't know
where they got it and how they moved it into
the canyon, although my grandfather worked
on the railroad in Dolores through the winter
before coming to this area. Chances are, may
have purchase it and transported it to the area
during that time. They built a wood framed
house the next year and that was what they
lived in until they sold the land. My grandfather was a slight built man, but according to all
that I heard from, he could work long hard
hours and did.
I recently read a book written by Charlie
Ayers and in that book he talked about having
lived as a neighbor to "Watty" (my grandfather), as he was affectionately called by most.
In his book Charlie confirmed the story my
mother often talked about when her father
"Watty" cleared an acre of land a day by hand,
grubbing out the sage and rabbit brush. I’m
sure it wasn't small bunches of brush as we
have all seen the sage and rabbit brush that has
been left growing for years. It takes a bush hog
and a good tractor to rid the fields of them
today. It is still no small job even for today
with equipment to use. Charlie related in his
story that each morning he and "Watty" would
each step out 70 paces on their respective

www.conservativeissues.org
Carol Fosdick 970-677-2614

Let Freedom SOARR

lands and begin work at sun up and it wasn't a
short day that they worked. Sundown would
find them winding up their day with chores to
do and firewood to be gathered as well as
other things for the family. To some, those
days have a rather glamorous feel when spoken about, but in reality those days were hard
days to live in.
I've heard more than one person state
something about "back in the good 'ole days".
I had a sister-in-law that made the mistake of
making that statement when she was "pushed"
into washing dishes and helping with cleaning
the kitchen after the meal; she wished she
"could have lived in the good 'ole days cause
she wouldn't have to work like this." She had
just turned on the faucet for the running hot
water and dish soap out of a bottle, she could
pull the stopper of the sink for the water to
drain and the light in the house came when she
flipped the switch. My mother informed her,
"Yeah, I really wish you could have lived back
then too. You could have carried the water in a
tin pail from the spring, cut the fire wood and
built a fire to heat the water in a pan, then you
could make the lye soap that was used for
washing about everything. Since it was dark
by mealtime you could light the coal oil lamp
to cook and clean up the kitchen by, then you
could have carried the dishwater out the door
to water something you were trying to grow in
the yard, or maybe just to the chicken or hog
trough." Those were the "good 'ole days" for
sure.

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

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

677-2264

Danʼs Service Company
•Interior•Exterior ~~ •Remodeling
•New Construction
•Decks•Landscaping
•Honey Doʼs
DANNY BLACKMORE OWNER

970-394-4420

Free
Estimates
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member hearing was that "all the kids in town
loved 'Grandpa Rockwell' He would lead them
on his horse and was always ready for a prank
of some kind
Mother and Daddy married August 13,
1932. They bought what is now known as the
Rockwell farm west of Dove Creek. Dad
bought a section of land, 640 acres for $1.00
per acre. He collected and sold scrap metal to
pay for the land. It was during the war and he
often told that that was the hardest loan he
ever had to pay back.
During the summers, dad farmed and
often in the winters he would work in the
mines, as so many of the men in the area did.
During the days of his farming I tagged along
and rode the tractor and where ever he was,
there I was. I loved going to town with him
cause I always got a piece of penny candy. I
was the youngest of six children. My sister left
for college when I was nine months old and
the four boys between us were in school by the
time I was born. My playmates were often
Mother's chickens. I had them so tame I could
walk up and pick them up. I would take them
into the closet and pet and talk to them for the
longest. Mother would come and say, "don't
you think it's time to put the chicken out so she
can eat?" I would, but then I would come back
with another one.
I always had a great imagination and I'd
hear words that I didn't know, like Polio. At
that time Polio was sweeping through the
country and was on everyone's mind. I didn't
know what the word meant, I thought it was a
place to go. I would dress up in any ole thing I
could find and out the door I would go.
Mother would ask, "where you going?" My
answer was, "to Polio". I spent my time tagging my mother or dad around the farm. I
watched and I learned.
We never realize until sometimes it's too
late that the mirror our children are seeing and
learning from is us. Attitudes, actions, and
work ethics are often caught not taught. My
mother was a gentle lady and I can look back
with 'pride in the way that she mirrored her
life to me. Mother worked hard. She was not a
member of organizations in the community as
there was always a big garden to tend and canning and putting away the winter groceries.
There were minimal groceries bought at a
store in our house. The folks butchered and
hunted for the meat. Mother had chickens for
eggs and meat as well. There were always one
to two cows to milk morning and night. Many
nights by the time I was 7 or 8 years old I
would walk to the back side of the farm to
bring the cows in for the night. Mother sewed
the better part of our clothing.
When the harvest came off Dad would
take a load of wheat to the mill in Cortez and
have flour ground, enough for all winter. Often
there were harvest hands to be fed along with
the family and these were always three big
meals a day. I do not remember my mother
ever going to bed with the kitchen in disarray,
but rather it was cleaned and ready for a new
day.
There were loads and loads of laundry for
a house full of kids. Mom had the old wringer
washer that sat on the back porch and I remember that the old #3 wash tub was brought
out and in the summer a campfire was built
and water was heated there for laundry day.
This wasn't all it was used for either. It was
also the bathtub! I always helped Mother with
the laundry cause I loved running the clothes
through the wringer. And yes, I got my fingers
caught in the wringer more than once. Since I
had learned at an early age, when I was ten
years old my mother sent me to the laundry
mat so I could teach my sister-in-law how to
do laundry.
It was not until after the accidental death
of my third brother Willis in 1960 that our
house became modernized with a bathroom,
running water, and a propane kitchen stove.
That was the last gift he gave to our mother,

insurance money, and she used it to fix up our
home. That left quite a hole in our family and
around the table was never the same.
Time continued to march on and each one
of us left home with our dreams of what life
should be. Maybe we experienced a pinch of
it, but life has turns in which we know not of
There isn't a story or a book big or long
enough to hold the memories that each of us
carry in our minds of yesteryear. As I related a
few of the memories I hold, I know that for a
great part of you reading this paper one can
walk through those same types of memories in
your mind. Many living here now grew up in
this small town and there wasn't anyone in the
area that was not known to each of us. There
were some in the area with maybe a bit more
resources than others, but I don't remember
anyone that thought they were above another.
Times and situations have changed. What I see
now is that most people don't even know their
closest neighbor. If they have family the hustle
and bustle causes a feeling of "their four and
no more". There isn't time to pull taffy and
make homemade candies or to pop popcorn
and sit together just visiting. We really are
missing out on a lot because of it too. The
small town's are still somewhat sheltered from
the business of life, unlike the cities. The
motto of July 4th is Small Town Strong. Only
we together can keep it that way and those that
come behind may say, "oh, for the good 'ole
days".

The stories and family histories were written by family
members and to the extent
possible their stories are presented as written.

Wattenbarger continued, White

Remembering - by Earlene White

Dove Creek is a small town but a strong town. It is a wonderful place to raise a family.
Think back if you lived in a big city you probably did not know your neighbors, and maybe
have very few close friends, and more than likely your family would not even be in the same
area.
This goes back a few years. The clothing store that I am referring to was located in the Post
Office area “McKibbens Clothing”. Helen and Frank McKibbens were the owners, “she was a
wonderful lady”. Every year a fashion show was put on by the school and Mrs McKibben would
let every girl old enough to be in the fashion show wear the formals and matching shoes in this
show. “that’s pretty brave don’t you think?” and boy, oh boy we really had a great time.
Frank McKibben was sheriff for Dolores County at that time and he probably gave every 16
year old their driving test. The written test was given at the County Clerks office by Erma Morris. I bet Frank took a few “wild” rides, don’t you?
Across from the court house was Stull’s Jewelry Store and Drug store. The owners were
Wayne and Pat Blyth. All the kids would go to the drug store for fountain cherry cokes and a
Snicker candy bar that could be bought for 15 cents. Kathryn Connally worked at the drug store
and never lost her cool when we would all storm in for our treats. Down the block was Young’s
Grocery store, Lairds Electric, Essies Café, Telephone office and McCarmils store. I worked for
Willie Jo Hendrix, owner of Essies Café. She gave each kid a chance to work and was a good
teacher in work ethic. Also a grocery store owner in the area of Napa, owner Virginia Cash. Later
Weeds Clothing, the theatre, all on the same block. Pete Fish Barber Shop and later Birch Clothing and Barber Shop. We had several doctors in town but I don’t recall ever having a dentist
back then.
This goes further back to Denny and Jones Store. I was very small and my folks bought me
a pink poodle skirt from this store. I remember Ross Durant was either a sales person or maybe
part owner of the business.
We had several elevators and gas stations. You could write a whole story on the businesses
that thrived in Dove Creek at that time. And how fortunate were we to have stores that would
give credit to the farmers until the harvest?
If families had no deep freezers we had Frosty’s grocery store and the owner Myra Thompson would rent freezer lockers to families for their meat.
You know whatever happens large or small, we Dove Creek people stick together. I am
proud to have been a part of this community and give thanks to all!
God Bless

For Pets’ Sake Humane Society

Helping Dolores and Montezuma County pets since 1984.
Programs include assistance with spays and neuters,
emergency medical issues, and our newest program helping feral, stray and abandoned cats.
Call 565-PETS for information and assistance.
Donations can be sent to
PO Box 1705, Cortez, CO 81321

We have the paper you read
and the paper you write on!
News • Office Supplies
Custom Printing • Web Design
Online Subscription $20
In County Subscription $20
Out of County Subscription $28

321 N Main • Dove Creek
(970) 677-2214
www.dovecreekpress.com

Guns and Ammo
Fishing Supplies
Archery • Indoor Lanes
Sporting Goods

Wyld Arrow Archers

~ 2nd Annual 3-D Archery Shoot ~
June 25, 9:30 Across from Port of Entry, Cortez
~ 2nd Annual 3-D Archery Tournament ~
July 2-3 End of W 1st Ave • Dove Creek
August 2011 • Watch for details

Perkins, Smith

It was 1933 and Marcus Perkins had just
graduated from Oklahoma University. The
family had moved to Durango, CO from Glendale, AZ in 1924. Marcus graduated from Durango High School, attended Fort Lewis Junior
College (the first year Ft. Lewis was a college)
and then finished up at Oklahoma University.
Since Marcus' degree was in Accounting and
no one had any money to account for in the
30's, he took a teaching job in Pleasant View,
CO at the Sylvan school for grades 5— 8.
Christine Cauley grew up in Pickens, SC,
moving with her family to Brownwood, TX
and graduated from High School there. She attended San Marcos College and moved to
Cortez as a young woman. She also was teaching at Sylvan school that year as the teacher
for grades 1-4. Christine would be paid $80
per month and Marcus would be paid $90 per
month. He got $10 more because he was the
principal.
They taught together that year and the
next fall in October, 1934 were married and
moved on to other teaching assignments; he to
Dove Creek High School and she to a one
room school called Prospect about 2 miles
north of Yellow Jacket, CO.
The Prospect school had a teacherage for
Christine to live in on the school grounds but
while moving it, the school board had cut the
building in half for easier moving. Winter set
in before they got the second half moved, so
they had a building with 3 sides closed and
one open side. They just hung a couple of
tarps and Christine lived there that year. As it
happened, the T. Gai family lived near by and
had 2 of their children attending the school. In
bad weather, Christine spent the nights with
them.
In 1936 in order to supplement their
teaching incomes, the Perkins' decided to rent
160 acres of land and try to raise some pinto
beans. There was a house on the property, so
they moved there so they could be together.
After having success farming the 160 acres,
they decided to buy some land and go into
farming on a larger scale. By this time, Marcus
and Christine had 2 sons: Delano and Gary.
In 1938 the investors at the Citizens State
Bank in Cortez were interested in helping develop the farm land northwest of Cortez, starting at Lewis, Co on through Yellow Jacket,
Pleasant View, Cahone and out to Dove Creek.
The Bank President was Roland Usher and the
Vice President was Pete Dunlap. They were
encouraged by T. Gai who was building a new
house and bean elevator on the soon to be
completed highway running from Cortez

through Dove Creek on to Monticello, Utah.
Marcus and Christine applied for and obtained 2 loans to buy a couple pieces of property on Highway 80, (now 141). One was for
480 acres about a mile north of Dove Creek
the other was 320 acres about 5 miles further
up highway 80. The 320 acres had 40 acres
cleared and part of the condition of the loan
was the Perkins' had to clear and put into production 40 acres a year in order to help pay the
loan back.
So Marcus gave up teaching and became
a farmer and Christine continued teaching
working weekends and summers to help Marcus on the farm.
In 1943 with the new highway and getting
tired of fighting muddy roads, Marcus and
Christine purchased a few acres at Pleasant
View on the new highway to build a new
house. The location had the old Acman store
building on it and it contained living quarters.
They moved in and started on their house.
They finished and moved in when Christine
came home from the hospital with their third
son, Douglas in July, 1944.
The Perkins prospered in their farming
and in 1948 were able to purchase a lease on a
hotel in San Diego, CA and spent winters there
and summers here on the farm.
In 1953, they bought the Frank McNeil
place on Cedar Point, increasing their farm
land by several hundred acres. Having sold the
Pleasant View house, they moved into the McNeil house during farming seasons now, and
returning to California and the hotel there for
the winters.
In 1959, the lease was nearly up on the
hotel so they bought the Rogette Motel in
Dove Creek and owned and managed it for 20
years.
Marcus died in 1982 and is buried in
Glendale, AZ in the Perkins family plot, purchased in 1914 by Walter and Anna Perkins,
his parents.
Christine retired to Costa Rica in 1999
and died there at the age of 98. She was cremated and her ashes scattered over the farm
she loved.
The youngest son, Douglas Perkins died
in Costa Rica on February 25, 2011. He was
cremated and his remains placed next to his
wife Gladys in the country cemetery south of
Arriola.
Gary Perkins lives in Costa Rica and
spends his summers in Dove Creek. Delano
Perkins is a retired farmer and lives with his
wife Hazel in Dove Creek.
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Dear Hearts

By Lynn Smith
There's an old song out there that seems to show up about every generation or so, for a little while at least. I don't know when it was written, nor who wrote it. The name of it is Those
Dear Hearts and Gentle People, and when I was a very little girl I thought someone downtown
wrote it specifically about Dove Creek. Some of the lyrics are:
There's a place I like to go
Where your friendly neighbors smile and say "Hello." It's a pleasure and a treat to meander
down the street. That's why I want the whole wide world to know,
I love those dear hearts and gentle people Who live in my home town.
Because those dear hearts and gentle people Will never ever let you down.
I feel so welcome each time I can return,
And my happy heart keeps laughin' like a clown. I love those dear hearts and gentle people
Who live in my home town.
Dove Creek is very much a typical small town in America, but that in itself is a blessing.
"Small town" first and foremost means fewer people and that means you can get to know your
neighbors, including those who live three, and four, even five or ten miles away. Abraham Lincoln once said, "To not like a person, is to not know him." Simply because, everyone knows
everyone else, everyone looks out for everyone else's children. Children are protected and cared
for where ever they turn. When families are in need there is a community of people who "come
along side" to help find, and/or aid in the solution.
Through the years there have been some rough spots also, but I would like to ask you, Do
You Remember...
... when there was a twilight parade? It was after dark and the high school band marched
under the streetlights. The drum majorettes wore tan colored shorts, white satin blouses, white
cowboy hats, and of course, white majorette boots. They were beautiful! The movie at the Empire Theater even stopped the film and everyone there went out to the sidewalk to watch the parade go by then went back inside and finished the movie.
... when the Phillips 66 station had its Grand Opening? They served refreshments to everyone and then an airplane flew over, just above the roof tops and dropped little parachutes. Each
parachute had a little white box that had a souvenir of an aluminum horseshoe with a penny in
the center; OR if you were really lucky, your box had a silver dollar in it.
... when Mr. McCoy stabbed Mr. Rittenhouse? How angry everyone was. They had gotten
into an argument in the grocery store on Main Street when the incident happened. That store
burned to the ground a few days later.
.
.. when the Memorial Hall was built? It was made possible by donations, which included
transportation of materials. If anyone had occasion to go to Durango or Cortez in a pickup or a
truck they would stop by and get as many cinder blocks or other materials as their vehicle
would haul and bring them home for the coveted project.
... when the Courthouse was in the Butt building across the highway from what is now
Main Supply? For that matter, do you remember when that building was the Butt store?
.
.. when there was a drugstore where Debbie Park is now? It was a full service drugstore
including a soda fountain that served every sort of ice cream treat one could want. Ice cream
cones were five cents and a dime would get you a double dipper. There was even watch repair
and jewelry sales in one corner of the store.
... when there was a tractor sales and repair shop at the corner of south Guyrene and the
highway. The Bank occupies that corner now. That business sold Oliver tractors and it faced the
highway. That building burned due to a butane explosion later.
... when Mrs. McKibben stood out on the sidewalk in front of her dress shop and hailed people as they drove by because we were at war, again? It was the beginning of the Korean Conflict
and no one in Dove Creek had television and few had a radio. Her dress shop was next door, to
the east of the Oliver tractor store.
... when all the streets, except the highway and a few blocks of Main Street, were so muddy
during spring thaw that you could "high center" in any given street in town? And during that
time, if you had sick kids, your neighbor would walk to town through that mud to get the medicine you needed.
... when it snowed enough to almost cover the fence posts every winter?
... when many people had to borrow a neighbor's car if there was a medical emergency or a
new baby that required a hospital visit? The nearest hospital was in Durango.
... when there was a rise - where Martin's Implement is now - that had a very large billboard
that listed Servicemen lost in World War II?
... How sad we all were when Sadie and Perry died? Because they were our friends and our
neighbors.
Yes, there have been some rough spots along the road, but it is still true that the dear hearts
and gentle people who live in our home town make it a wonderful place to live and to raise our
children.
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by Barb and Dave Breternitz
We came to Dove Creek 33 years ago. Dave was at the
University of Colorado in Boulder then. He won the bid to do
the archaeology on the McPhee Dam, then under construction.
We knew it would be at least seven years so we looked for a
house to buy. He had decided Dolores was too close to the
project and he wanted to be a little way from it when he went
home at night. Also the University's contract with Mesa verde
National Park ceased to be viable after 13 years of a Memorandum of Agreement. A place was needed to continue the field
school and Dave looked into such places as the old Lebanon
School House and then came up to chat with Mr. Whitten, the
County Superintendent. At the time the Cahone school house
was closed but was in the process of being turned over to the
senior citizens. Dave discussed Dove Creek with Mr. Whitten
and found out the biggest problem in the high school at the
time was "snooze". However, the picture presented was mostly
positive.We found the old Bill Lindquist place two miles south
of Dove Creek on then Highway 666. He had the CU archaeological field school there each summer for three years, 1978 to
1980. Ourselves and our youngest child, Nancy, lived in the
small apartment out back. The students lived in the house, a
small trailer and tents in the yard. Barb cooked for them as she
had when they were at Mesa Verde.
It was a lot for the people in the community to take in. All
these hippy looking kids wandering around at night. But Dove
Creek came through. At first it was the young people who took
us under their wing. When their parents saw their kids liked us
they came around too. After three years the field school was
discontinued and we moved to the main house and Dave made
the small apartment into his office.
We got more and more into the community around us.
There seemed to be two ways in integrate into the community,
join a church or support Middle School (then it was Junior

Breternitz

High) and High School sports; sports won out. At the end of the years but through it all the community stayed the same. We
project Dave woke up one morning and said “I am not going
know that we can ask for help at any time, that there will be fun
back to Boulder. I have just retired.” Nancy was at DCHS for
every Fourth of July when people come "home" for Pick-Ntwo years and loved it. Barb joined the Clinic Health Board
Hoe. That the students will always be polite and appreciative
and stayed 12 years. Dave ran for school board and lost, but
of the people watching them, supporting them and providing
was on the Accountability Committee for several years, as well oranges at the half. The schools are the heart of the community
as the original Planning Committee for the county. Barb went
and we must always work to keep them.
on the Library Board. Slowly we became a part of the surWe made the decision to stay after eight years. We have
roundings and have loved it.
been here 33 and have never regretted leaving the city and our
There have been many changes through the years. When
life there. There couldn't be a better life than here and we apwe came the Post Office was on Main street. Main street and
preciate having been made a part of it. Long live Pick-N-Hoe.
the Highway were all that were paved. In spring the regular
streets were a mess. The clinic was small. We would have
doctors and PAs leave and have to scrounge for help.
But it never closed. Now it is a modern facility with
emergency room and a dental clinic. The Ambulance
when we came was a long low vehicle, run very efficiently by Eldon Leffel and Alan Anderson. When
they would get a call Eldon would leave Main Supply with a note on the counter telling potential customers to find what they needed and leave the
payment. Now there are two state of the art 4WD
ambulances and full crews. We have seen Highway
666 become 491.
The Dove Creek Press took over the old Post
Office building when the Post Office moved to the
new building on the Highway. All the streets were
paved. New businesses came to town. A new High
School was built and it is a beauty. The football field
was moved, bleachers were built and a concession
Old farm house
stand and bathrooms. The community built two new
baseball fields with score boards and good dugouts.
A walking path was built. There
were many changes over those

D K Ag a n d Au t o
Brakes
Seals
Filters

Hand made farm equipment

High Country
Elevators, Inc
160 W Hwy 491
PO Box 597

Dove Creek, Colorado 81324

High Altitude: Pinto Beans, Wheat, Seed Wheat
Flour: White Rose • Bluebird • Red Rose • Valley Queen

677-2251

Belts
Starters
Batteries

Bearings
Tillage
Hoses

Ignitions
Alternators
And more

9009 Hwy 491 • Dove Creek
(970) 677-DKAG (3524)

C o m m i t t e d T o H e l p i n g Yo u G e t
B a c k Yo u r L i f e !

Therapy
Solutions

Sand y Rid d ell ~ CMT
M a t t B e a n l a n d ~ R e h a b T e c h / P e r s o n a l Te c h
J e n n y A l b i n ~ OT R / L

A s s e s s m e n t s • Tr e a t m e n t
Re h a b i l i t at i o n • E xe rc i s e S t u d i o

Tu e s - W e d : 5 : 3 0 - 7 : 0 0 p. m . • F i t n e s s C l a s s e s
T h u r s : 5 : 3 0 p . m . Yo g a C l a s s
( 970) 677- 2477

We would
like to
wish the
community
of Dove
Creek a
Happy
FOURTH
of JULY

Sittons

The Sitton Brothers – From Rags to Riches
By Buckley Jensen
Noel, Findoll and George Sitton arrived
on the Colorado Plateau in the early part of the
20th Century. They came hoping to escape the
poverty of their Missouri boyhoods and had
high hopes of making it big in the wild west
with free land (homesteads), strong backs and
the inborn determination to never give up.
They homesteaded farmland east of Monticello near the state line. In those days, it was
cheaper to hire teachers to teach a few kids
than it was to build expensive buildings and
bus them many miles to the nearest towns.
Thus, the brothers became school teachers to
supplement the unforgiving land, the droughts,
the early freezes and al the other challenges
associated with making a living off the land at
7,000 feet above sea level.
In 1925, they decided they would never
obtain their dreams clearing land of sagebrush
by hand with a grubbing hoe and teaching a
few children for fewer dollars per day.
In 1926, area homesteaders won their first
small battle for state recognition and freedom
from the grinding isolation. It was daily mail
service. The Sitton Brothers bid on and won
the first mail contract from Dove Creek to Dolores for $300 per month.
And thus started the first of their many
business ventures which eventually led to success and wealth. Their first foray into the
world of commerce was in the trucking business. They pooled their resources. Noel sold
land; Fendoll sold his 1924 Chevrolet.
With those funds, they purchased a Graham truck and a 1926 Dodge touring car and
considered themselves in the trucking business.
They knew they would never come out on
the mail route alone, so they offered the first
passenger service going east from MonticelloDove Creek area to Dolores. They charged $3
per round trip. Women got to ride in the cab.
Everyone else rode in the back of the truck
wedged in among the mail and freight and endured the dust, rain, snow or whatever was the
order of the day. In those days, trucks were
generally no bigger than large pickups are
now.
The first day on the mail run, Fendoll returned with 27 silver dollars. After dividing
the days take, the brothers figured they were in
high clover, having made almost as much as
they made teaching school for a week. But the
euphoria was short lived.
The next day it started to rain and it created a 68 mile bog on dirt roads of the day between Dove Creek and Dolores. No motorized
vehicle moved for three weeks, including the
Sitton mail and freight truck.
But the mail contract said the “lock-sack”
had to be delivered every day. So in order to
keep the contract, Fendoll lived on the east
end of the route, Noel lived on the west, and
they would drive as far each day as they could.
Then Noel would hoist the lock-sack on his
back and walk until he met Fendoll coming
from the opposite direction. They would continue on to the other’s vehicle, and that way,
they were each able to be at home every night
in bad weather.
That was the beginning of 20 years of
trucking “the hard way”. They hauled everything anyone needed, including live hogs,
chickens, groceries and fresh cream.
The Sitton Brothers mail truck was the
only outlet for farm produce in the MonticelloDove Creek area for many years. They
charged a penny a pound. When the big truck
was full of squealing pigs, they pressed the old
Dodge into service for the mail and passengers.
It was a hard life, but they persevered
and were awarded the PUC permit #63, which
was grandfathered in and allowed them to operate anywhere. This permit became worth a
small fortune when the rules and regulations
which later truckers were bound came into existence.
The Sittons always maintained that the
early truckers deserved a place in western history, along with the fur trappers and river runners. They blazed the trails for what has
become one of the nation’s great industries.
It is nothing short of a miracle that they
never had a driver seriously injured. They
were not required to have insurance and for
years they could not afford to buy any. One
day they had a truckload of cement run off the
road into the Colorado River at Moab. The
driver got out, but the truck and all its contents
were almost a complete loss. This was the start
of events that eventually led to the purchase of
insurance, whether or not they could afford it.
Hauling cattle to market became a big
part of the business later on, after they had expanded their operation. “It seems preposterous
now that we didn’t know enough to put a stock
rack on the cattle trucks. But ties the cow’s
heads down with a tope to keep them from
jumping out of the truck.”
One day in Salt Lake City, Noel saw a
truck with a metal cattle rack. He raced home.

That night, he and Bill Lindguist worked all
night building a stock rack for the truck. The
next morning, without a wink of sleep, they
loaded cattle and didn’t tie a single head down.
Cattle racks soon became common.
Traveling on the trucks in those early
days was about the only way family members
could leave the isolation of the Four Corners.
The Sittons took their families to Salt Lake
City and Denver and many other places when
there was room for them. They also allowed
their drivers to take family members when
space allowed.
Expensive losses were part of the business. Once a driver got “rummed up” and hit
the brakes hard with a load of cattle. All the
cows got out of the truck and disappeared in to
the surrounding mountains.
Noel figured it would be cheaper to pay
the owner than try to hire people to go find the
cows. It cost $400, which was several months’
wages for men in those days.
They lost another load of cows between
Bluff and Mexican Hat coming up Navajo Hill
out of Comb Wash on the 22 percent dirt road
grade. The cows slipped to the back of the
trailer and it flipped up and dumped them all
out.
There was hardly any traffic in those
days, so Noel slept under the truck in the middle of the dug way until George came looking
for him. George had recently purchased a grocery store in Blanding. Between them, they
rounded up the load, and made it safely back
to their destination.
Once, while hauling a combine from Salt
Lake City, Noel’s truck lodged under the Old
Green River Bridge. He was trying to figure
out how to get his load unstuck when a young
boy came a long and after assessing the problem, suggested that Noel let the air out of the
tires. He did, and he was soon on his way
home.
Said Noel many times in later years,
“Never underestimate the wisdom of youth.”
He lived by those words, and said that was
probably why he had such a perfect working
relationship with his son, Robert, who became
his life-long business partner later on.
The Sittons hauled the first tractor to the
Dove Creek area. It was a beautiful new John
Deere, purchased by heir brother-in-law,
Oliver Hayes. Said Noel, “The whole country
thought he was crazy or lazy.” The first year
Oliver nearly lost the tractor because drought
destroyed most of the crop. But he persevered
and prospered and was the catalyst that sold
many other farmers in the Four Corners area
on the idea of mechanization.
Fendoll recalled hauling a load of laying
chickens to the Railroad at Gallup, NM. From
there, they hired a man to ride with the chickens to California. The man’s pay was all the
eggs the hens laid in route, which he sold upon
arrival.
Another time, Fendoll was hauling a load
of turkeys from the Adams Ranch in Monticello to Delta, CO. He stopped at an irrigation
ditch to fill his boiling truck radiator. In the
process he saw a large trout in the ditch.
He grabbed the end-gate from the truck,
blocked the ditch, jumped in and caught the
fish with his bare hands. That night the chef at
the LaCourt Hotel in Grand Junction cooked it
for Fendoll’s dinner.
In the early days of the Sitton’s trucking
operation, it was free enterprise everywhere.
Gradually restrictions began to be imposed.
These restrictions were the reason the Sittons
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got into the mercantile business. Truckers
could operate without permits, as long as their
loads were sold through their own stores. The
Brothers purchased outright, or were partners
with stores in Cahone, two in Dove Creek, one
at Park Acres, two in Monticello and one in
Blanding.
Dove Creek is today known far and wide
as the “Pinto Bean Capital of the World”, but it
was not always so. The first crop was planted
in 1929 by Jim Posey. It took him three years
to sell it.
Farmers did not begin to grow the speckled beans in large numbers until a few years
before World War II. Fendoll Sitton started the
Dove Creek Brand Bean Company, and Sitton
trucks hauled thousands of sacks of pinto
beans to railheads in Utah, New Mexico and
Arizona during the war. Fendoll was also the
man who built the huge concrete bean elevator
just west of Dove Creek, which is still visible
from up to 40 miles today.
Vanadium and uranium hauling was another big part of the Sitton Trucking Company.
Fendoll bought the O’Neal mines near Dove
Creek and they hauled all their own ore to Durango before the mill was built at Monticello.
Charlie Steen lived in Dove Creek for
several years before discovering his fabulous
MiVida Mine in the Big Indian area north of
Monticello. William McCormick of Dove
Creek grubstaked Charlie while he was
prospecting in that area and that small investment later made Dove Creek’s second millionaire.
Sitton trucks hauled all the cement that
built the vanadium-uranium mill in Monticello. When the mill in Monticello became operational, the Sitton Brothers hauled much of
their own ore to Monticello.
Once the boys decided to round up wild
horses and ship them back east by rail. They
hired Tuffy Woods, a local cowboy, to round
them up. After the work was done, the Sittons
discovered that the horses were too wild to
load and keep inside the racks they had at the
time. So Tuffy and his crew cowboyed them
all the way to the rail station at Thompson.
Said Noel,” When we first came to this
country, some of the most thrilling sights we
ever saw was watching a herd of wild horses
racing along the skyline as the sun set.”
The brothers built a wheat elevator in
Monticello, which was later sold to Eddie
Saul. There they cleaned and stored the wheat
and eventually hauled it to market. One season, Noel inadvertently failed to list one load
for Frank Redd of Monticello.
That fall, when Redd had time to audit his
books, he discovered the error and voluntarily
came to the elevator and handed Noel a check
for $1,000. “He was one of the most honest
men I ever knew,” Noel said on many occasions thereafter.
People showed their appreciation for the
Sitton Brothers Trucking business in many
ways. One fall, after hauling Carl Barton’s
sheep to market, Carl came in to the business
and presented them with a lovely Utah Woolen
Mills blanket as a “thank you” memento.
Another man drove a hundred miles out of
his way to pay a $15 bill he had neglected to
pay. The Sittons always extended credit to customers. Most was collected but “some of it
ended up on the bonfire”, when men had a run
of bad luck or lost their farms in hard times.
Fendoll hit it big when he purchased the
“Radium Seven” uranium mine. He begged his
brothers to go in with him, but they considered

it too risky. Fendoll mortgaged everything he
had to acquire the property. It turned out to be
his best investment.
Until Charlie Steen made his strike with
the MiVida, Fendoll Sitton controlled and
shipped more uranium ore than anyone in the
Untied States. He became Dove Creek’s first
millionaire.
World War II changed the Sitton’s lives.
They began to diversify. They were brothers
but they were also individuals.
Noel made his son Robert an offer he
could not refuse when he returned from military service in 1945. They remained business
partners until Noel passed away. Robert married Betty Jensen, daughter of Hans and Della
Jensen of Monticello and they purchased a
home on Uranium Circle in Monticello, where
they lived for several years with their young
family.
Noel’s daughter Fern married Gordon
Woods. He was the postmaster in Monticello
for nearly 30 years, and Fern was a registered
nurse who worked in the health care system in
Monticello and San Juan County until her retirement.
Noel found a new interest in Monticello… politics. He served for 12 years on the
San Juan County Commission. He was most
proud of helping Monticello to get a new
water system.
When the Vanadium Corporation of
America asked County Leaders to give them
permission to build the uranium mill in Monticello in the 1940’s Noel was instrumental in
the negotiations which lead the city to trading
water shares for a water storage and delivery
system for the town.
But Noel was not finished with Dove
Creek. He built the first movie theatre there
and drove every night for sixteen years with
his wife from their home in Monticello to run
the show in Dove Creek.
Perhaps the best investment the Sitton
Brothers ever made, except for Fendoll’s uranium interests, was the purchase of a 4,000acre ranch between Monticello and Dove
Creek. They hit oil, found uranium, grazed a
lot of cattle, loved the land and, to this day, the
heirs the Sitton Brothers still own the mineral
rights on that vast tract.
As the brothers aged, they pulled up
stakes and moved to Arizona. Noel and
Fendoll lived in Scottsdale and George and his
wife wintered with them when things got cold
on the Colorado Plateau.
Considering they were virtually penniless
when they arrived from Missouri shortly after
the turn of the century, it could be said that
they truly lived the American Dream. When
asked about it, they would laugh and reply, “If
we had known enough about what we did to
dream about it, we never would have gotten it
done.”
Noel’s son Robert summed it up with,
“Betty and I raised four kids in a nice home
with green grass, orange trees, and palms in
the yard, a car in the garage and a boat in the
driveway, but my children missed something I
had when I grew up that I wouldn’t trade for
anything. They never lived in Monticello,
Utah or Dove Creek, Colorado.”
Many of the Sitton Family went “home”
when they died and are today buried in the
Dove Creek City Cemetery. Their sterling example of “anything is possible with enough
hard work” will influence their posterity and
the rest of us for generations to come.
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“Living in the Shadow of the Sitton’s”
A voice from Dove Creek, CO
Louise Pribble Eaton
Yes, I remember the Sitton’s very well. They were the
“movers and shakers” during my teen years. They were the Giants of Dolores County as well as the San Juans, I believe Dove
Creek was their first home. Their mother Mrs M???? Sitton
lived in the first house Southwest of the Dove Creek Bridge.
I was often hired to stay with her after the family decided
she shouldn’t be left alone. I knew her better than any of the
rest. She told me stories of their extreme poverty in Missouri
before they came to Colorado.
She was so proud of her family! She gave them a good education. She was the “wind beneath their wings.” Her sons, she
told me, walked 5 or 6 miles to teach in little one room school
houses and saved every penny of their wages to invest in their
various enterprises.
I just became aware of the Sitton’s when Noel’s daughters
Maxine and Fern came to our school. Noel ran a grocery store
where our present day post office sits.
Maxine’s lunches made such an impression on us. “Store
bought bread with lunch meat” and always an orange.
Oranges were the Randolph’s once a year Christmas stocking
treat. That was before the days before school lunchrooms and
school buses.

Dirt Roads

by Doug Funk
In 1950 Dolores County hadn’t discovered sandstone. The roads we traveled then
had no gravel and country folk knew they
needed more than a day’s worth of groceries.
Sometimes we didn’t make our weekly trip to
town although we usually found a way. The
weekly trip was almost a necessity because
there was eggs and milk to deliver. We sold
our eggs to Cash’s Grocery for years until the
grocery store stopped buying our eggs and
Mother started going directly to people’s
houses to deliver eggs and fresh milk.
Dad had a little Ford tractor and had
rigged up a pickup seat that he could hook on
the back of the tractor. Many times Mother
and I sat on the seat wearing our warmest coat
looking backward. There is still a picture in
my mind of that tractor parked in front of what
is now Dove Creek Video.
Mrs. Cash had a Great Dane that was as
tall as I was and he was pushy. He didn’t really
care if he ran over timid grade schoolers and
Mother and I hated him. It was always a race
to see if I could get in the store before he accosted me. Mother ran interference. There was
a rumor that he had actually bitten somebody,
but he never tried to bite me. He just liked to
watch me fall.
Dirt roads were fine during the winter.
Sometimes they stayed frozen all day and
most times they froze at night. Sometimes we
had to plan ahead, making the 12-mile drive to
town on the morning’s frost and not venturing
back home until it froze again. If an unexpected warm streak surprised us, we could be
in trouble. You can only stay lucky so long
until you’re in the ditch and if there was no
frost, you were likely there until somebody on
a tractor came along and pulled you out. One
essential piece of equipment on every sort of
vehicle was a chain.
We were always one crop away from
foreclosure, but somehow Dad scraped together enough money to buy a Willis Jeep. It
was four-wheel-drive and I was proud, at least
until it broke down. I’m not sure how old I
was, but I remember being bitterly disappointed when Dad said, “I guess we’re walking.” It was about three miles home and that’s
a long way when you’re feet weigh 30 pounds
and it’s dark. It was so muddy it was squishy
but I covered up those sounds with my complaints for a hundred yards until Dad had
heard enough. I must have been grumbling
under my breath because before we had made
a mile even Mother was mad. I don’t think I
ever forgave that Jeep.
Our house was about a mile on the Utah
side of the state line so in September of 1956 I
attended my first day of school in the Cedar
Point School House. W.W. Stringer was the
teacher and he greeted me the first day saying,
“Why you’re the first one here.” The next day
I made that same observation, but that day he
said, “No… I beat you.”
By 1959 our student body had dropped to
six students. San Juan County decided it
would be better to buy us a four-wheel-drive
bus and bring us to Dove Creek.
I hear a lot of complaints about government, but I can testify that government isn’t all
bad. San Juan County could have ignored us,
but they provided us that bus and kept it fueled
and paid the driver. They may have even paid
tuition because the State of Colorado wasn’t
very wealthy then either. I don’t know about
that.
But I do know that old International bus
was durable. It didn’t have the luxury of waiting until after frost either. If October turned
rainy, it didn’t matter. The bus was scheduled
to go at 7:30 and it went. Sometimes it was a
grind in low gear the whole 12 miles.
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Fern also stood out in my memory. She was always so
kind and thoughtful of the younger students. Years later I was
so grateful when I found she was the head of the Nursing home
where two of my Aunts spent their last days.
After Noel’s family moved away to Monticello, I think he
came back and ran a hardware store where Eldon Lefffels hardware is now.
Noel and his wife Ollie ran the first theatre. They had a
matinee every Saturday afternoon and a movie Saturday night
and Sunday night.
I think they were the owners when the theatre caught fire
and burned to the ground. I took one of my nieces to see a Red
Skelton movie and when the red flames shot up on the screen I
thought it part of the show. Then a voice asked us all to leave in
an orderly fashion as there was a fire. I believe the film caught
fire. That was before Dove Creek had a fire department so it
burned up totally. There must have been good insurance as it
was rebuilt right away.
We knew the Fennel Sitton family best. Fendoll was my
Dads age. He was a good friend and my Dads banker. He was a
one man bank. He loaned out money on interest and being a
strict businessman had their name on every transaction - a note
or a mortgage. My Dad borrowed $1540 - $200 every Spring to
put in his crops and it was the first debt paid off in the fall.
“Fendoll was a great entrepreneur”. He took chances and

There were two long seats down each side
of the bus and the person on the end was in
danger. There was a metal bar bent in a half
circle situated so that it hit the poor child in
the ribs. The other riders knew this well and
contributed to it, shoving the child on the end
against the bar.
I was a finicky eater in those days and
about half the time I brought a lunch. As often
as not I forgot it and ate in the lunch room.
That was fine with me because I had 12 miles
in which to make that lunch disappear. Sometimes I didn’t eat much at supper, but I did
enjoy my after-school snack. That, and the
muddy road, ganged up to provide one of my
most unpleasant memories.
It was one of those low-gear days. There
was a set of deep ruts cut in the road, but they
weren’t straight. The bus was lunging and
lurching along as I opened my lunch box and
the driver, Ralph Pritchard, was apparently
watching me. “Dudley,” he said calmly, “don’t
open that thermos.”
So I ate my sandwich instead and waited
patiently. I figured he would forget about me.
Sometimes keeping the bus on the road was a
full time job so I waited until he was busy, put
the thermos behind me and opened it.
The milk was just reaching my lips when
suddenly all motion stopped. Ralph was mad.
“If you have to drink that milk, then drink it,”
he said, “I don’t intend to clean it up and
you’re going to spill it.”
“That’s alright,” I said “I’m not thirsty
any more.”
“Then you better get thirsty,” he said,
“because you’re going to drink it.”
It is hard to swallow around a sob. I don’t
know how long we sat there but it seemed like
an hour. Finally I turned the thermos up and
emptied the last swallow and Ralph said,

took advantage of every break that came his way. At first he
helped the farmers and after WWII he made it big grubstaking
some big mines.
He even loaned me 5 bucks for necessities when I left for
college. My Dad made me go ask for it and arrange payments.
I paid it off the next summer. Fine days in the bean field!
I didn’t have to sign a note as my collateral, my Dad was
sitting beside me.
Fendoll married into a local family the Snyders. His wife
Hazel and her sisters were also well educated and one, Edna
Allison was my teacher in fourth grade.
Hazel and Fendoll’s children were much younger than I
They were just entering High School about the time I exited.
Dove Creek got a Bank that opened Jan. 17th, 1949 and
Fendoll was the first president. It opened on Benjamin
Franklin’s birthday as he was known for his thrift.
Their children married locally, had nice homes for Dove
Creek, nice families, and seemed happy but suddenly they
began a great exodus to Scottsdale Arizona. Better business and
better working conditions than farming and mining. I was told
their children, like Robert Sitton said in the above article,
missed out on something good, not growing up in Dove Creek
or Monticello.
That’s just my personal opinion and a chance to pat my
home town on the back.

“Don’t let that happen again.”
I don’t know what it did for my health,
but it improved my memory.
San Juan County furnished us a fourwheel-drive bus even after the roads were
graveled and, in another example of coopera-

tion, Dolores County road graders plowed the
snow on Utah roads. In big snow storms the
grader would come up our drive in the middle
of the night and I will always remember the
sound of those diesel engines and the yellow
flashing lights on my bedroom walls.
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Fosdick

by Carol and Ray Fosdick -- Ray’s Story
My oldest daughter, Carol Marie, who most people in
Dove Creek are acquainted with, wants me to write something
on what it was like when we first came to Dove Creek. After
getting out of the army, I had taught two years in Holly, Colorado, but I had student-taught in Cortez as a vocational agriculture teacher while I was in college, and I was determined to
get a job on the Western Slope. Carol and I have always been
on the same page and there was an opening for a Ag teacher in
Dove Creek, and as we wanted to teach in the same district, we
applied.
We showed up in Dove Creek in a pickup and an older
Studebaker. We ran out of gas at Charlie Tracy’s on our first
trip. The pickup was pretty well packed with all our possessions. Mr. Ervin and Marie Tobin (Grubbs) welcomed us in
their office which was in the corner of the of the 7th Street
Grade School then. We had made a commitment to buy a small
farm on the Grand Mesa in Eckert, and we planned on moving
over there when an opening presented itself. However we both
were so delighted with the way we seemed to connect with the
people at school and in town that we wanted to stay in Dove
Creek. We moved into the teacherage at northeast corner nearest the water tower. We learned that was the first place to run
out of water when there was trouble with the water lines up
from the pumps.
Carol’s brother from Oregon and her folks from Pueblo
came to visit during the first summer. Running out of water
was not unusual, and a neighbor had told us, “Be sure to look at
the color of the water before you take a bath.” We ran out of
water during their visit.
We spent the next seven years getting acquainted with the
community, the mountains, the hunting and fishing opportunities, and the weather. Most of the roads including the one from
the teacherage to the school were not graveled. I was an extra
driver on the school bus routes, and occasionally had to be
pulled out of Dove Creek mud which got me acquainted with
almost everybody I didn’t already know.
Then came a major event in our lives. I had asked people
how much it cost to have a baby, and they said, $350. Our
teacherage cost $320 a year and we had been saving money, so
I thought, “We can handle that.” Woody and Dorris Mellott
had become good friends and their son, Jim, was one of my
best ag students. We didn’t want to live in town, but there was
no land for sale at the time. When I complained to Woody, he
suddenly decided he needed some money to dig a well, and
very shortly we owned 24 acres of the Mellott farm.
Then, the world fell on us. We had a place where we were
trying to build a house. We raised pigs, horses, cattle, geese,
goats, dogs, and rabbits. We went to all sorts of sport events
like football, volley ball, basketball, little league, wrestling, and
cheerleading events. There were Stock Show trips, FFA competitions, State Fair, Vo-Ag and FFA conventions, judging contests, and horseback fishing trips. I also sponsored student class
trips, and I often co-sponsored Carol’s art club trips. I even had
a farming program raising crops. I sponsored floats, FFA banquets, and held fund raisers like selling fruit.
When Carol and I started teaching here in Dove Creek, we
got the east ¾ of the good old Rock Building. The band room
was on the west. On Ray’s side there was still stuff from the
old kitchen with the big refrigerator. He also had the old basketball court. Carol got the part for her art classroom that had
the two walk-in freezers which she used for her art storage.
School money was short, but enthusiasm among both parents and students was high. There were very few tools available. Most of the necessities for the classroom and shop were
built by the students. There were donations and some purchases
that gradually got our facilities better all the time. It was a very
good teaching situation.
The community and school both pitched in and donated
materials to build such things as scoreboards, bleachers, and
the bandstand. For example, Louie Bucher donated the materials for the Crow’s Nest built by my students. Many of the students got quite proficient in welding and many projects for
themselves and others were built in my shop, such as the forge,

built in part, using our old vacuum sweeper. We also built the
green house in front of the rock building.
Everybody had milk cows, about all the kids had horses,
and almost all of them were familiar with hoeing beans and
bucking hay. In my class, we mechaniced on old equipment
and vehicles, slaughtered livestock, and killed and plucked
chickens. Often, my shop was so full of projects, it was impossible to walk through it. People had to climb over all sorts of
projects in various states of getting made or prepared, to get
through.
Younger students today must realize that many of these
stories are about young people who had never been to Denver
or even Grand Junction, and who had worked much harder because they didn’t have the mechanized equipment we use
today. Also, vehicles have been improved to the place where
no one but a trained mechanic with the right computers and
equipment can work on them.
My students often became friends with me after they
graduated and we and their parents stay in touch. There were so
many Dove Creekers who helped my ag program through the
years that I cannot begin to name all of them, so I just want to
say a heartfelt thank you to all of you. I didn’t mean to leave
anyone out of my trip down memory lane.
Forty-nine years this summer, we are still trying to do
everything and still not getting everything done we want to do.
Carol’s Story
When Ray told me there was an opening in Dove Creek
for a Vo-Ag teacher, I said, “That’s nice. Where’s Dove
Creek?” In the bed of pickup when we ran out of gas, we had
all our belongings tied in and we looked like escapees from a
gypsy caravan.
When we interviewed, Marie Tobin (Grubbs) started the
art department so I would have a job as well as Ray. I also was
supposed to teach another subject such as history or English. I
taught both in my 32 years of teaching in Dove Creek, and I
found I loved the challenge of teaching an academic along with
my beloved art. I had taught the previous year at Rocky Ford,
Colorado. By comparison, I felt like I had died and gone to
Heaven here in Dove Creek. I never wanted to teach or live
anywhere else.
When we had taught in Dove Creek a while, we both decided we wanted to stay and put down roots and not move
every two or three years. We moved Ray’s parents from the San
Luis Valley to the Eckert Farm after Raymond retired. When he
passed, we moved Grandma Vi here with us in Dove Creek,
sold the Eckert farm, and bought property here in Dove Creek
to start our cattle herd.
After Carol Marie was born, my brother and his new wife
and step kids, and my parents all visited again in the summer.
We rented an empty teacherage for them. Carol Marie was
about six months old, and, you guessed it, they had no sooner
gotten here when the fire whistle signified the water was going
off. It was off for about three weeks. We were lucky as by then,
we had a 300 gallon water tank on our pickup to water our pigs
we were keeping out at Woody and Dorris’s, so we had water.
Very shortly every paper diaper, every paper plate and bowl, all
plastic silverware had sold out at Blyth’s Drug Store and
Frosty’s and Louie’s groceries. We were on our own. Having a
baby in diapers, and company to boot challenged me to the utmost. There were no outhouses at the teacherages, so just keeping the toilet flushed was hard. Towards the end of their visit,
my new sister-in-law, whom I had never met before, said that
her mother had told her to get booster shots before she came.
I would take Carol Marie out to the property we bought
from Woody where we were building our house, set her on the
bank in her baby carrier, and watch as they excavated for our
basement. By the time we moved from our teacherage after living there eight years, we had two kids, and Grandma Vi, and
were very crowded. Ray and I and the kids would go to our
house we were building, which was quite unfinished then, leaving Grandma Vi at the teacherage for the night. We would get
up in the morning, hustle in to the teacherage where we would
shower and I would cook breakfast pack us a brown-bag lunch,
then we’d head to school to teach. Dave was about nine
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months old and we slept four to a double bed. Quite cozy
January 28, 1969, dawned bright and beautiful after a
couple of weeks stormy weather. I had put off my doctor’s visit
because of the weather, so I knew this was the day. Ray loaded
a couple of tires in the back for me to trade for retreads (remember retreads?) and our German Shepherd in the cab with
me to get him booster shots, and I headed to Cortez as he went
to work. I did the errands and had to wait quite a while to get in
to see the doctor. My back was beginning to really ache.
The doctor confirmed that I was in labor. I called Ray at
school, and after he got over the initial shock that the baby was
on its way, we made plans. I took the dog back to the vet to
keep for Ray to pick up later, took the tires back to where I had
traded them, and had the nice man put them in the front seat
with me so no one would steal them, went to Wilson’s Drug
Store, and bought a paperback to read as I waited, then drove
myself to the hospital. The doctor told Ray nothing would happen before midnight. But the little rascal was in a hurry to
make her entrance, so she was here at 10 P.M. By this time
there was such a snow storm in Dove Creek, Ray was snowed
in and couldn’t get down to see Carol Marie until the next
morning.
Yes, we tried to do it all. While Ray was busy with all his
activities, I, too, was busy with teaching, helping with our
ranching operation, painting pictures, sponsoring a very active
art club complete with yearly trips, putting on my annual
Spring Arts Fair, sponsoring class activities, float building, selling concessions, various other “fun raisers” as I called them,
sponsoring student council, National Honor Society, and later,
knowledge bowl. By this time, April was here and our kids
grew up being a part of all sorts of high school activities. They
pretty much went where we went. I even remember carrying an
unhappy, crying baby April one night as I was trying to get the
art show finished. The high school girls were a tremendous
help that night.
I will always have a soft spot in my heart for Marie Tobin
(Grubbs). She not only started the art department for me, she
supported and encouraged me and my program. As years
passed, we became good friends. She was my benefactor, my
mentor, and my friend. My life has been much richer because
of Marie.
My first art room was small but perfect for my fledgling
art program. The walk–in lockers I used for storage were air
tight. One day after my last art class of the day, for some reason
I decided to check the lockers. To my horror, out walked a very
scared Lynn Crawford which scared me as much as it did him. I
always checked those lockers at the end of each class after that,
just in case.
Later, my art room was moved to the bigger room in the
Rock Building that had been part of Ray’s shop. It took several
years to remodel the room, build some storage cabinets, and get
a sink in the room, but these were fun times. After years, I finally got a clock in my room after wanting one forever. About
that time, when I was having Dave, the school started a wood
shop program, moving my art room to the former concession
room under the high school bleachers. The custodians of the
time moved everything from my art room to the hall in front of
my new room. Everything except my clock. I threw a walleyed fit though, and got my clock. My hole under the bleachers
made a great art room. We could make all the noise we needed
to doing projects like wedging clay and pounding on leather
projects. I got really attached to that room.
One thing Ray didn’t mention was the time his students
were sent to help lay new water pipe up from the pumps. They
worked hard on this, and that new pipe pretty well ended Dove
Creek’s on-going water problems.
I spent my last five years teaching out at the old Egnar
School which had been turned into the new middle school, thus
vacating the old junior high, the “Alamo”. I enjoyed Middle
School age children even more than high school kids.
So many memories, such a nice life here in Dove Creek,
Colorado. Have we been here long enough to be considered
“Old-Timers”? I would say yes, because Dove Creek has been
home for nearly half a century now.

