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Dove Creek: The Pinto Bean Capital of the World

Carolyn J. Fosdick ©2013
Dove Creek has been called The
Pinto Bean Capital of the World for years.
Wheat has been the second biggest crop
grown in Dolores County both are dry land
farm crops.
Change was inevitable, one of the
major being an irrigation water system
bringing irrigation water to some, but not
all, area farmland. Also, area farmers have
branched out in other crops in recent
years, such as Alfalfa and sunflower
seeds, often irrigated crops.
In 2009, Dove Creek’s population was
estimated to be 689. According to the
United States of America census, the town
has a total area of 0.5 square miles, is located on the northern portion of the Great
Sage Basin, and is a productive agriculture region.
The development of the Dolores
County Industrial Park west of Dove
Creek, is the former site of a bioenergy
plant which went broke. The industrial
park is also the home of the community’s
first area made ready-mix plant. In addition there is an old tractor museum at the
Industrial Park that is worth seeing. The
park is still under development.
On the eastern edge of Dove Creek is
Adobe Milling, formerly run by David Corlett and was previously called Romers.
Adobe Milling markets various locallygrown beans and other traditional southwestern foods. Dove Creek is also home
to two other elevators, Midland Bean,
which is located behind the Dove Creek
Superette, and High Country, which is
west of town. Most businesses in town
support agriculture operations with some
providing transportation for local products,
food and gasoline for farmers and towns
people, and cafes for folks to eat out when
they are tired and want a break. There are

no street lights along the highway running
through town.
*Information taken from
wikipedia.org/Dove_Creek
Dove Creek is a small town with a big
heart. It is a good place to live with friendly
people who are active in community affairs and who generously give to community projects and fellow citizens who need
help.
The life blood of Dove Creek is agriculture, primarily raising beans throughout
the years, with wheat following as a close
second crop. Both, in the past, were dryland crops. Actually, farmers followed a
crop rotation program, beans the first year,
wheat the second, and the third year the
farmers would summer-fallow, raising no
crop on the land. This helped the land rejuvenate and rest, and helped control
weeds and build up water for the next
cycle. In addition, farmers learned to contour plant, plant grass in water ways and
use other methods to conserve wind and
water erosion. For years, the beans were
hoed by hand, but in recent years, weed
control has been done better equipment
and ground spraying.
Dove Creek schools are the Home of
the Bulldogs and our young people make
us proud year after year in athletics and
other fields such as Vo-Ag, Knowledge
Bowl, music, business, and academics.
Those who call Dove Creek home know
they are living in the best of places. Dove
Creek is our home and the folks love it
here for the friendly people who are their
neighbors. Natives and newcomers alike
support the schools and the various local
activities, such as our yearly, Pick ‘n Hoe
Celebration on the 4th of July.
So I’ll end this with the motto: “Go
Bulldogs, Go, Fight, Win!”

So, God made a farmer

And on the 8th day God looked down on his planned paradise
and said, "I need a caretaker!". So, God made a farmer!
God said “I need somebody to get up before dawn and milk cows
and work all day in the fields, milk cows again, eat supper and then
go to town and stay past midnight at a meeting of the school board.”
So, God made a farmer!
“I need somebody with strong arms. Strong enough to rustle a
calf, yet gentle enough to deliver his own grandchild. Somebody to
call hogs, tame cantankerous machinery, come home hungry and
have to wait for lunch until his wife is done feeding and visiting with
the ladies and telling them to be sure to come back real soon...and
mean it.” So, God made a farmer!
God said, "I need somebody that can shape an ax handle, shoe a
horse with a hunk of car tire, make a harness out of hay wire, feed
sacks and shoe scraps. And...who, at planting time and harvest season, will finish his forty hour week by Tuesday noon. Then, pain'n
from ‘tractor back’, put in another seventy two hours.” So, God made
a farmer!
God had to have somebody willing to ride the ruts at double
speed to get the hay in ahead of the rain clouds and yet stop on
mid-field and race to help when he sees the first smoke from a
neighbor's place. So, God made a farmer!
God said, "I need somebody strong enough to clear trees, heave
bails and yet gentle enough to tame lambs and wean pigs and tend
the pink combed pullets...and who will stop his mower for an hour to
mend the broken leg of a meadow lark.” So, God made a farmer!
It had to be somebody who'd plow deep and straight...and not cut
corners. Somebody to seed and weed, feed and breed...and rake
and disc and plow and plant and tie the fleece and strain the milk.
Somebody to replenish the self feeder and then finish a hard days
work with a five mile drive to church. Somebody who'd bale a family
together with the soft strong bonds of sharing, who'd laugh and then
sigh...and then respond with smiling eyes, when his son says he
wants to spend his life "doing what dad does.” So, God made a
farmer!
(Author Unknown. Article reproduced from Paul Harvey radio show,
but unable to trace the source.)
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Grand Marshals

Wanda and Cecil Martin • Grand Marshals

From Cecil Martin
Wanda and I are very much honored to be chosen as
Grand Marshals for the 2013 Pick and Hoe celebration.
Upon being notified of this, we were asked to write an
article for the paper about the past, and at the time, I
thought, no problem, and quickly agreed to do so. It must
have been Carol Marie’s charm, as the closer I got to
doing it, the more difficult it appeared.
In the first place, she said, “Something like Louise has
put in the paper in the past, would be nice.” To me, that is
a tough act to follow.
I first would like to review the “good old times” and a
few things that cross my mind. At a very early age, I can
remember “slipping” bean hulls to the barn for feeding the
cattle in the winter. A slip is a wooden structure about
9’x14’ that lies flat on the ground and is pulled behind the
combine to catch the bean hulls as they come out. Then
with a pitch fork, I stacked them on the slip and tromped
them down by continually walking on them so the stack
would be firm and would be solid up to about five feet tall.
Then the slip would be unhooked and pulled with a tractor
up next to the barn where the hulls would then be pitchforked into another stack similar to the slip except much
larger and taller. Later the hulls would be fed into a hammer mill and blown into the barn where they could be fed
to the cows in a manger with a scoop shovel on Wednesday after school and Saturday.
I used to wonder, when seeing the 50 gallon drums of
fuel being used for farming, “This must be making a huge
hole in the earth, wherever this comes from.”
My father bought the south 320 acres and rented it to
my Uncle Ed Mays who planted it to wheat. Probably the
best wheat crop I can remember. Ed threshed it with an All Crop pull-type Allis
Chalmers combine which was a whole 66 inch cut. He had an army surplus
truck to haul the wheat to town. The bin was so small and the wheat was so
good that it only took a little way to fill the bin. He had me sit in the truck on a
hill where I could see him. When he would wave, I would turn on the key, and
the truck would coast down the hill. I would let out on the clutch and the truck
would start. Being in first gear already, I would drive it to the combine. I would
be on my knees in the seat. He would catch me and unload the bin and park
it back on the hill. I could not push the clutch and put it in gear. This was a
long wheat harvest!
I then got a look at government regulation which was very aggravating.
You see, Mr. Bill Rieske and my father decided to buy the Dove Creek Implement from Bill Kenyon of Cortez. Bill Rieske was to farm that same 320 acres,
and my father was to run the store. This was too much for one person on the
farm work, so it was decided that I was available to drive the tractor and help
out. The only problem was, I was not but 13 or 14 and did not have a driver’s
license and no way to get to work which was about 4 miles south of town.
The solution was that Dad paid 50% and I paid 50% to buy a Whizzer bike.
This is a heavier bike with a little motor that drove the rear wheel with a belt.
You would take off peddling, and when you got going, you would let out on
the clutch and the motor would start. It was only one speed but a whole lot
less work than riding a regular bike. I could ride it to work and lean it up
against a post on a hill and then I could come home that night. But, can you
believe that some citizens complained to the city town board, and they drafted
an ordinance to stop me from riding in town. There were only two of these
bikes, mine and Dale Davis. Dale Davis was Floyd Davis’ son who lived in the
old house behind where the Baddings live now.
We moved to town and lived in the Bennett home which was on the south
side of the highway just east of the bridge. There is a flat area there now,
waiting for someone to build there. Romer Mercantile was where Adobe
Milling is now and my father was a mechanic there, in addition to farming.
I would get out of school and walk up to where dad was working and wash
parts or whatever I could do to help. This was very educational and it makes
me ask, what if kids today were allowed to go into wherever their father or
mother works and learn basic skills by watching and assisting?
My father, how I DO miss him, told me many things which I did not understand then, but I certainly DO now. He said, “If you go to work for someone,
do the best you can and a little more than you are asked or are expected to
do, and you will rise to the top just like cream on cows’ milk.” If you are not
old enough to understand that then some of the rest of this letter may not
make any sense to you.
M. C. Turner worked for me for several years, and he told me of the older
days. There were no jobs to be had, and he farmed on Cedar Point. They
were drilling an oil well somewhere down there, and he tried to get a job, but
could not get on the payroll. So each day, he would go to work a little bit before starting time and hang around until everyone got there. Then he would
work right alongside the hired hands until the boss would notice him and run
him off. Many times he got sent home and told to not come back. Out of frustration, the boss one day told him to go to the office and give them his information so they could put him on the payroll. M. C. said he probably worked
15 days before he was paid anything, but it paid off.
No kid, underage or not, will go unnoticed if he excels in what he does,
and he will go far in life.
By the way, I do not remember there being a lunch room at the school at
that time. I walked from the old rock building to the Bennett Home for dinner
each day, and back by 1:00. It was no big deal, however, I do not see kids
walking to school or home to lunch. Is it because it is dangerous or are the
meals at school that good? Must be a little of both.
The next thing I knew it was 1956 and I was graduating. I had no college
plan and mainly wanted to farm.
Dad had two WD45 AC tractors and I rented all the land he owned plus
some other small acreage which came to about 800 acres. From the first of
February to the end of September in 1956, the total rainfall from Cedar Point
was 2.56 inches. There were some beans in the draws, so you can guess
what the wheat made.
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It was time for a NEW DEAL. I quickly decided that schooling should be in
my future.
I had been pushing reservoirs with an HD5 AC dozer which the ASC helped
the farmers do under some program that was available and I had accumulated
a little money, so off to school I went. I chose ASU in Tempe, AZ.
This was the greatest thing that ever happened to me as it was at this time
that I met my wife, Wanda. “Dad, come, I have someone I want you to meet!”
She was a hard sell but finally agreed to marry me. She also came with a wonderful mother and father in law and a close loving family.
I hear a lot about our rights lately and there is one that I want to exercise
right here: That is for old people to tell stories.
I went to the Denver Livestock Show once and watched the mules pull a
sled. There were some big, big mules but there was a pair of little white mules
and an old couple, both white headed. That old couple would stand up next to
their ear and rub their neck and when it came time to pull, their feet were in time
and they would pull the sled farther than the larger mules because they were in
time and together.
I have sat on many boards throughout the years trying to give back to the
community what it has given to me. The Dove Creek Town Board, the Dove
Creek State Bank, Chamber of Commerce, Community Health Clinic, hauled
the first Xray machine from Denver to the clinic. An old saying from the past is,
“It is not what the country can do for you, but what you can do for your country”.
With regret we as a community still struggle with trying to keep our children
here in the community.
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High Country Elevator - began in 1952
by Bruce Riddell
The present High Country Elevators facility
began around 1952 and was operated as the San Juan
Bean Elevator. In the 1970s, it was purchased by JW
Crowley and Sons when the name was changed to High
Country Elevators. During those years the facility stored
and processed wheat and pinto beans. All elevators then
were very comparative and usually filled to capacity.

In 1990, Mr. Halworth Tanner of Cortez Milling
Co. purchased the facility to store wheat for the flour mill
needs. In 2000, we began receiving and processing organic commodities such as wheat and pinto beans. In
2005, we bought a new commodity, oil sunflowers. Storage was arranged to assist the producers to utilize a new
crop. From 2008 to the present, most sunflowers are contracted through an oil crushing facility in California.

Hoeing Beans - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - For over sixty years, here in Dove Creek, a group of ladies and teenage girls
did their share to make the growing of pinto beans a successful venture. They hoed
beans every summer, kept the pesky weeds at bay, weeds that sucked the water away
from the beans. Hoeing beans was very important work.
It sounds like hot, dry, tiresome work, but the ladies made it fun. First needed,
of course, was a sharp hoe. To try and hoe beans with a dull hoe was an exercise in futility. Along with the sharp hoe came suntan lotion, bug repellent, sun glasses, hat, bottle of water, snacks, whatever, and a good attitude.
According to Bonnie Thompson, who hoed for J.E. and Mary Wilson, they
would pick her up at 5 A.M. and hoeing would start about 5:30 while it was still cool.
The ladies would work until about 11:30 when it got too hot to hoe. The Wilsons would
have two coolers at the end of every four rows, one with cold pop and one with chocolate for those hoeing to enjoy and cool off. Not all farmers who hired hoers were this
considerate. Bonnie said hoeing was a lot of fun, but hard, too. She said it wasn’t really
work though, because she enjoyed it. She started hoeing when she was twelve and
worked with girls as old as seventeen, she said, “Just a bunch of teenagers cutting up
and cracking jokes.” They used the money they earned to buy school clothes, help pay
bills, or for gas money.
Carol Stiasny hoed with a different group of ladies that included her sister,
Shirley Gersch, and Cindy Gersch. She remembers it was hot work and they were
afraid of snakes, but they survived and had fun doing it. They’d laugh and joke and
enjoy the fellowship of fellow hoers. The money she earned went into the money jar
and was used to help her and her family live.
Cindy Gersch hoed beans and used the money to buy school clothes. She
said most of her friends did the same, that without this money most would not have had
money to buy any school clothes. She also said she had fun hoeing beans.
Carol Marie hoed beans with this same group. One year she used her money
to buy me (Carol Fosdick) a wonderful Pentax camera and the next year a telephoto
lens for it. This was long before digital photography. I loved that camera and used it so
much, I wore it out. I have always appreciated my daughter’s generosity.
Restroom facilities were non-existent in the bean fields, so the ladies would

Today, High Country Elevators, Inc. receives conventional and organic wheat, pinto beans, and sunflowers. We are proud to represent the local producers’ crops
in various markets places. The flour milled from this area
continues to be in high demand through out the southwestern states.

Arthel Hodson owned
this thrasher, and the
names of the people
who worked on it were
written with a lead pencil
on the galvanized side
panels. Most of the girls
were not married yet and
so they only had maiden
names on the panel.
They are all from around
here though. These signatures took place between 1945-1946.

By: Carolyn J. Fosdick © 2013

keep watch for each other to make sure no one from a road or nearby house could see.
This worked fine until once when a low plane flew overhead. That was a memorable
moment. Another reported that occasionally someone would hoe a bean plant by mistake, but they would just cover it over and go on.
Hoeing beans was a tradition among the ladies and teenagers of Dove Creek
for years until better equipment and ground spraying took over what the ladies had
done. Something was lost at that time among Dove Creeker ladies who had hoed for so
many years. The good friendships that formed and the fun times remembered last on in
the memories of those who helped make Dove Creek the Pinto Bean Capital of the
World.
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Floyd and Glennis Daves

The Floyd and Glennis Daves history - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - by Earlene White
When Dad and Mom moved to Colorado from Quail, Texas, Dad farmed in the
Lewis, Colorado area for T. Guy; Dad cleared the land and farmed forty acres. Times
were hard with three children and another on the way. They moved from Lewis to Dove
Creek and farmed for Joe Fury. Mom helped cook for the hired help for Mrs. Fury.
Dad started renting land from different land owners. He purchased the farm on
County Road 4 about 1 ½ miles north of the fairgrounds. It had an old house, which at
one time was a post office for Molding, Colorado. A big barn, chicken house, and cellar
was there. We had no electricity and no running water. We hauled water from the Lloyd
Baze farm (now owned by Lynn Marie Nash)
Dad started farming with an H Farmall Tractor and two row equipment. He
worked long, hard hours and eventually bought a Super M. Then he really went big and
purchased an 806 which he used until he stopped farming. Marlin now owns the tractor
and Travis Daves has the Super M.
Dad farmed the Lester Crain field south of the County Elevator and a farm on
Cedar Point that belonged to Cecil Jones. He rented farmland from Mac Sisk which now
belongs to John Fury or Johnny Fury, on County Road 6, land from Mac Sisk which now
belongs to Deremos and farmed his own land with all the same equipment.
Dad worked hard, but Mom was right beside him helping in any way she could
rearing twelve children, cooking, sewing, gardening, canning, and of course, it wasn’t
our own children that were around. We always had our friends that she helped with. We
never ate sandwiches and always had enough for any number of people that might
show up.
Dad was a good man. He taught us many good things like how to accept hard
times and to treat life like you really cared. Dad and Mom wanted each and every one
of us to attend church (they may not go, but wanted us to go).
At harvest time, we all helped from hoeing beans, to picking up beans after they
were cut, and putting them in piles so Dad could thrash them. He saved the bean hulls
and corn stalks for feed for the animals for winter.
Dad and Mom moved into town so that we kids could attend school. After we
moved into town, it seemed like he would buy feed to carry us through the winter. Years
later, they purchased the place west of Dove Creek and still saved as much of the crops
for feed as possible.
Dad worked at the local elevators during the winter and several mines for “Cap”
Rockwell. He also worked at the Gibson Gas Plant two winters. He was a trader by
heart; he loved to visit and always had time to chat.
I can remember when we were very small, Dad loved to play baseball. They
would gather west of Pleasant View, or sometimes at the Cahone Park with brothers,
brothers-in-law, and friends. Mom would cook fried chicken, potato salad, and always a
chocolate pie. We never knew of paper plates, plastic cups, and plastic forks. We had a
canvas water bag that everyone drank from, plus a lot of Kool Aid. We had a wonderful
time playing with cousins and friends. When Dad was busy in the field, Mom would
cook a full course meal, gather everything, and take to the field whatever she had
planned for the meal. It could be fried chicken, roast beef, or pinto beans and corn
bread, (we never went hungry or needed anything that was in season).
I can remember we hauled water from the Frank Fury place - now owned by
George and Sally Fury. The water was always cold.

The Christmas Star

by Linda Funk
In the early 1980’s the light went off the Christmas star at the top of Frazer Elevator.
The grain elevator had been unused, and the electricity was turned off. Alton Frazer,
owner of the elevator, lived in Texas at the time.
Linda Funk was apprenticing at the Dove Creek Press in 1982, just before she and
Doug Funk took over ownership from Mike and Maxine Bonan. Mike encouraged her to
see what could be done to get the lights on before Christmas.
A call to Fraser revealed that he would require a $1 million bond to allow the lights
be turned on. He had a worker in Texas fall off an elevator and die, and that is what he
cost him.
The town stepped up to the plate. Carol Sue Trudeau, of what was then Martin Insurance Agency located a policy. Over $500 was raised to turn on the electricity and
buy the insurance. The lights came on December 1, 1982.
The next year, someone never identified, climbed up the dark elevator shaft with
helpers, and detached the star. It was lowered by ropes to the ground.
It’s new home became Midland Bean Elevator.

What wonderful times; we loved every minute of doing all this. There was never a dull
moment with all us kids. Bobby Joe always made the comment that Mom thought he
was the brightest because she always called him SON (SUN)
Marlin remembers when we were at baseball games in the Pleasant View area
that many times we would go to “Box Suppers” and have a dance afterwards. At that
time we called it “Silvan”. There was a school and nice playground equipment. Marlin
said many times we went to Goodman Point for ball games.

Sayings from Floyd and Glennis Daves:
1. “Watch out for those crazy drivers. If they were in that big a hurry, they should have
left 30 minutes earlier.”
2. “Hey, Good Lookin.” This was his comment to everyone.
3. “My hair. What are you thinking?” Or “Fine as frog hair.”
4. “Glad you got to see me.”
5. Bobby Joe picked up this saying from Dad, “Don’t work too hard.”
6. “Huh, Hell, Pay attention.”
7. “Don’t ride the clutch. If you were going to do that I should a put a saddle on it.”
8. If anyone asked Dad, “How are you?” He would say, “I’m still here.”
9. Floyd and Glennis to everyone, “Have you been to dinner?”
10. Dad’s comment to Marlin, “When the leaves on the Oak Brush are as big as squirrel ears, then it’s time to plant beans.”
11. Woodie remembers one of Dad’s quotes, “How come you wanted to be a farmer?
Dad would reply, “Well, I couldn’t teach school.”
12. “I’m whirlin’for gravy?” From Stanley.
13. Linda remembers Dad’s saying, “Goofier than a pet coon.”
14. From Travis and Emily, “Don’t cry because it’s over, smile because it happened.”
15. “Spoil ‘em and send ‘em home.”
16. From Bobby Joe’s three daughters. Granddad would tell them they were better
lookin’ than their dad. The girls remember their dad, Bobby Joe saying, “It took
12 times to get the perfect child and I am the cream of the crop.”
17. Rodney Rehmert remembers, “Bet you ain’t ever seen that before” and “What’s
that? A frog batting his eyes in a hail storm?”
18. From Jackie –One of his quotes, “I’m busier than a one-legged man in a butt kicking contest.”
19. When someone knocked at the door, his reply was “Scratch under”.
20. Kay remembers, he always introduced himself “Floyd Honeycutt or Tom Hooten”.
He always liked to say, “Evidently.”
21. From Paul Rehmert, when he would be riding with Dad in his old pickup, Dad
would be in 3rd gear and would look over at Paul and tell him, “Just look at the
power this pick up has.”
22. “Make hay while the sun shines.”
23. “Can’t cut the mustard anymore.”
24. From: Eddie Daves: “Floyd – If you are going to plant beans for me, you will have
to keep your rows straight and keep your butt crack right over that mark with a
stiff upper lip.”
25. When cultivating, if you messed up and got into the row, Floyd would say, “Don’t
cut them now. They are too damn green.”
26. Glennis: “I hope all of you are coming to Sunday Dinner.”
27. Floyd: “What did you have on your mind?”
28. Floyd: “Beats the hell out of me what them boys are doing.”
29. Floyd: “If it don’t rain, it’s going to be a long dry spell.”
30. Floyd: “Those are the prettiest beans I ever seen.”

Where Dolores County goes to get its news
By mail or on line
www.dovecreekpress.com
www.picknhoe.com
www.dchsdawgs.com

This Model “T” Ford Truck was built in 1919. It was bought from Phil
Spraig of Egnar, CO. Hanley Vinson donated it to the museum and it still
runs good, with work clothes still in it. I am not totally up on all the history
so if I am wrong about things, please bring me up to speed. (Steve and
Elyce Peirson)
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Royalty Candidates

2013 Royalty Candidates

Emma Hassell
daughter of
Verne Hassell and Kristy
Rogers

Tessa Gersch
daughter of Jerod and
Tasha Gersch

Sponsored by:
Hankins Stone
Dinner Bell
Frontier Bar

Sponsored by:
Quality Compression
Services

Maureen Bartley
daughter of
Joe Bartley
Sponsored by:
SOARR
Dove Creek Sinclair
Frontier Liquors

Janette Halls
Kendall Gardner
son of Terence and Katti
Gardner
Sponsored by:
Frosty's Liquor
Adobe Milling Co

daughter of
Chris and Leona Halls
Sponsored by:
Carhart Feed & Seed
Dinner Bell
Delmac Farms

DJ SIMMONS, INC
Proud
Supporter Of the
Pick ‘n Hoe!

505-326-3753
1009 Rideway Place, Ste. 200
Farmington, NM 87401
www.djsimmons.com
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Fraser Mill Adds to Storage Facility for Wheat and Beans in Vicinity
Written about 1951, (Copied from an old newspaper article)
Standing out as a permanent landmark of
the present and future is the towering Fraser Elevator one mile west of Dove Creek.
The new structure was started in June of
1950 and has stored several thousand bags of
wheat and beans. It is completed except for painting. It was built by the Fraser Milling Co. of Hereford, Texas, with Bud Fassauer, engineer.
The three concrete tanks have reached the
finished height of 180 feet for the center one and
150 feet for each of the two outside tanks. They
have an overall capacity of 225,000 bushels.
The construction of the huge concrete elevator was such that has never been equaled in this
territory. It required only three to pour the huge
tanks. This was done with 18 men crews that
worked 11 hour shifts for approximately 24 days.
Construction started June 23, and the last of the
concrete was poured September 23, in order that
the company could be in readiness to buy and store

the grain and beans.
Robert Thompson, manager, stated although
the elevator would hold 225,000 bushels of grain or
beans, only 21,000 bags of beans were placed in
the structure last fall due to the short crop of Pintos.
As beans are received at the elevator, they
are dumped from the truck into an underground pit.
From there, huge conveyor buckets carry the beans
to the top of the elevator where they are distributed
to various bins. The elevator has two 85,000 bushel
bins on the outside, and seven smaller bins on the
inside. By manipulating a steel spout at the top of
the elevator, the beans can be directed into any of
the nine bins. The beans are cleaned and stored in
one operation so that only clean beans will be in
storage ready for trucking.
Pouring the concrete for the large elevator
was no little job. A large mixer was placed at the
base of the structure and concrete was carried to
the higher levels by an elevator. Circular forms

moved constantly up as the concrete was poured.
The same elevating mechanism was left intact in
order to place the cleaning equipment at the top of
the elevator.
The steel shed at the foot of the large elevator- the structure that covers the underground
dumping pit—is now completed except for the outside paint job. The cleaning machine has been
placed in the top of the large tank, in order to clean
the beans before they are placed in the storage
bins. A large red clearance light has been placed on
top of the center of the tank.
A small one man elevator, electrically powered, lifts the men to the head house at the top.
With the completion of the office near the
tanks, the elevator is finished except for the paint
which will probably be done this spring or summer.
Original plans were to finish it with white luminous
paint. It is unknown if the elevator ever got this coat
of paint.

High Country Elevator - 2013

The Dove Creek Alligator
Carolyn J. Fosdick © 2013

When we first came to Dove
Creek, we were told that the Fraser
Bean elevator, a tall, concrete elevator
west of town was the tallest structure
between Denver and Salt Lake city. I
don’t doubt it. It stands some 180 feet
in the air from a base of rolling bean
and wheat fields. It is the most notable
landmark around Dove Creek and is
the first thing you see as you are approaching our town.
The Fraser Elevator has sweet
memories for me personally. It is not
just a landmark of Dove Creek; it is
the “Dove Creek Alligator” so named
by my children when they were young.
As we were approaching Dove Creek
from any direction, North, West,
South, or East, they would eagerly
watch to see which one of them could
spot the Alligator first. Spotting the alligator meant we were almost home.

I have several Bean Pilers, which
have also been donated by Allan Anderson and Ron Pribble. The Anderson’s piler is a Richardson’s brand, &
the Pribble’s one is a Stevenson’s
brand, and was built in Blanding, Utah.
There are some farmers who still use
the piler method. You can see piled
beans around Pleasant View and Yellow Jacket some times. (Steve and
Elyce Peirson)

I'm glad I don't have
to make a living farming. Too much hard
work. Too many variables you don't have
control over, like, is it
going to rain? All I can
say is, god bless the
real farmers out there.
Fuzzy Zoeller

They made it a fun game and sometimes Ray and I would get involved
and watch for the tall concrete towers.
When we would drive into our yard, I’d
always say, “Home again, home
again, jiggity-jig.” We were always
glad to get home. In fact, long after
the kids had left home, Ray and I
would see who could spot the Alligator
first and, then I’d always, and still do,
say “Home again, home again…” The
Dove Creek Alligator will always have
a special place in my heart.
I have no idea if the name Dove
Creek Alligator originated with my children, if they got it from a friend, or if
many children of Dove Creek have
called the Fraser Elevator the Dove
Creek Alligator for years. Whatever, it
brightened my kids childhood and
therefore brightened fond memories of
a mama.
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Cedar Point farming
Kinds of beans

Stories From Cedar Point - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - By John(JP) Funk
When I was asked to write a couple of stories for the “Somewhere Special”
Paper, I thought that actually writing the stories would be the hard part. It turns
out that picking the individual stories and trying to remember the details has
been the true challenge. Regardless, I have made my selection and now we all
have to deal with the consequences. I thought I would start with a couple of stories that my dad(Johnny Funk) has told us in the past that should bring out
memories for many of us that grew up on farms with cows, horses, tractors and
the like. So the first stories take place in the 40’s when Dad and Uncle Buddy
were young boys. It seems an old mare showed up on the farm from points unknown. Granddad Funk had no use for the mare and was certainly not intent on
feeding any of his hard earned hay to a horse that was of no apparent use
around the farm, although I’m sure Dad would have had other ideas given the
chance. Anyway, Granddad Funk struck upon an ingenious method for making
sure that horse disappeared back to whatever pasture it belonged. He took a
coffee can and some bailing wire, along with a few carefully selected rocks (I
can only imagine where he found an assortment of rocks on Cedar Point), and
proceeded to wire the can to the mare’s tail. When the job was done he let the
can drop, smacked the mare on the butt and that was the last time the mare
was seen on the place. Apparently, Buddy and Dad were around to see the
show as the mare left the country, because it got the two of them thinking about
a similar strategy a little more to their scale.
You see, there was a young calf in the corral that was not yet weaned from
the old milk cow (Grandma always had a milk cow), some of you may have figured out where this is going, but don’t ruin it for the city folks out there who have
lost their imaginations. Anyway, Uncle Buddy and Dad found a smaller tin can, a
smaller piece of wire and some smaller stones, and proceeded to hem the calf
up in the corner of the corral. They were able to accomplish this series of steps
because Granddad always took a nap after lunch, which in retrospect may have
been ill advised with two young geniuses/troublemakers prowling the grounds.
Anyway, the calf was hemmed in the corner of the corral with a can tied to its
tail and two boys hanging off its neck just waiting to see what would happen
when they let go. When they finally released the calf they got far more show
than they expected. Rather than running laps around the inside of the corral as
one might expect, the calf proceeded to throw itself at the corral fences creating
a sort of bovine pinball effect, first one edge of the corral, then across to the
other, all the while kicking and screaming. Immediately, the boys knew that they
had made a mistake and that Granddad would hear the commotion from the
house if they didn’t get the can off of the calf in a hurry. However, the formerly
hand fed, well loved calf of five minutes ago had become a red-eyed, bellowing
monster with the sole intention of getting away from its own tail. I don’t remember the end of the story exactly, but I’m pretty sure it wasn’t a happy one for; the
boys, the calf, or Granddad’s nap.
The boys always seemed to use Granddad’s afternoon rest as an opportunity for mischief. I don’t think they intended to get into trouble every afternoon,
but the best stories do seem to have a correlation to Granddad sleeping and the
two of them outside thinking. It seems that Granddad had brought the tractor in
from the field for lunch and parked it close to the house, apparently in neutral
with the brake on. The boys had watched him start the tractor many times in the
past and decided that they should give it a try, afterall soon enough they would
be working the fields just like their Dad. So they pulled out the crank and engaged it with the crankshaft of the engine, but neither of them was large/tall
enough to get the old tractor to crank over. Not being boys that gave up easily,
a plan was hatched that was sure to be successful. Looking back, I’m sure they
had no idea that the tractor would actually start when one of them jumped from
the hood of the tractor down onto the crank, but that’s exactly what happened.
Again, they immediately realized the error of their ways and made tracks for a
secluded location where they could hide and watch the result of their unexpected success. Sure enough, after a minute, Granddad Funk came out of the

house bleary eyed and scratching his head, convinced that the tractor was either haunted, or that there were two boys who had some explaining ahead of
them.
In the mid to late 80’s Dad and I did quite a bit of horseback riding on long
afternoons around Cedar Point. One summer afternoon we were riding toward
Lucias’s cave (I apologize if the name is misspelled, I’ve never tried to write it
before). We were riding up the driveway of the then abandoned Carter place
(just north of Grandma Funk’s house) when a rattlesnake crossed the road in
front of us. It was pretty large and Dad decided that it would be best to kill it as it
was close to homes and livestock. There is a row of elm trees along the driveway near the house and there were some limbs that had fallen, so Dad told me
to hold the horses and keep an eye on the snake while he found a stick suitable
for doing mortal combat with a critter of that size. The snake worked its way into
the edge of a CRP field of grass and did something I had never seen, and
haven’t seen since. It lifted its upper body up over the grass like a cobra and
was watching both myself and Dad as he searched for a weapon (it seemed
that every stick had a weak point and would break when tested). I shouted at
Dad that the snake was watching us rather than the other way around, and it
was soon decided that there wasn’t a stick long enough or strong enough within
a quarter mile, and we mounted up and rode on. To this day I’m not sure who
was more relieved; myself, Dad, or the snake. These are just 3 of the hundreds
of stories that have been told about life on Cedar Point. If you want to hear
more just ask someone who grew up out there, they’ll be happy to tell you, and
some of the stories might even be true.

Beans - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

By: Francis Young
You take beans. Beans are good for your heart. They are the best
food money can buy. There are many kinds of beans here. Here are a
few kinds:
Colorado Red Pinto grown from Dove Creek to Red Mesa until 1938.
After that was the Anasazi Bean starting in 1939. They brought the
special Mexican Bean from Mexico to the area and called it the Pinto
Bean.
Then there is there is the Rough Builder’s Bean which is a big bean.
There are white beans, purple with red spots, red with purple spots,
black, red, valentine beans, Bulito Golden beans, Great Northern beans,
small, white Taco Beans, the Blue Lake Bean, and 1000 of others,
I have raised the Colorado Red Pinto since 1955 after Al Heaton gave
me a handful, raising them ever since.
You can do more work on a bowl full of beans than on anything
else. Francis Young

Our works is guaranteed
not to fade or peel
Call 970-565-1234

for all your T-Shirt needs
T-Shirts • Long Sleeve T-s
Hats • Sleeveless T’s
Hoodies • Youth

Jen’s T-Shirts
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Frosty Thompson

Frosty Thompson - early believer in Dove Creek, and farmers
By Joan Thompson
Forrest L. Thompson (Frosty) was
born in Nebraska on November 22,
1895 to Sam and Mary Thompson.
Frosty’s father was born in Iowa and
engaged in farming. Frosty attended
school in Nebraska. In 1921, he
moved to Durango, Colorado and
learned the meat cutting business. He
served in the U.S. Army during World
War I.
In 1930, Frosty came to Dove
Creek and started a grocery business,
Frosty’s Market. He also ran a camp
with cottages. On July 6, 1932, Frosty
married Myra Conn, daughter of
Samuel Marion and Arizona Dodson
Conn in Aztec, New Mexico.

In 1935, Frosty moved the grocery
store to a new building. This building
burned, but was immediately rebuilt.
Frosty had a full line of groceries and
meats, offered locker service, and he
did custom cutting of meats and wild
game. At present the building is known
as Wild Coffee and Frosty’s Liquors.
Myra’s father was born in Macon,
Georgia and was reared in Oklahoma.
He (Sam Conn) was one of the first
farmers in the area. He homesteaded
in 1918 and their homestead is still in
the family.
Frosty and Myra both served as
members of the town board. Frosty
also served on the school board,
Chamber of Commerce, and was a

Mason. Frosty and Myra were both
members of Eastern Star and the First
Baptist Church. They had three sons,
Charles Lee (Chuck) Samuel Edward,
(Ed) and Robert Gail.
Myra passed February 1, 1978,
and Frosty passed April 12, 1978.
The sons are still in the area.
Charles (Chuck) lives in Dove Creek,
Samuel (Ed) lives in Cortez, and
Robert lives in Fruita and part time
(winter) in Mesa, Arizona.
Although Frosty did not grow
beans himself, he certainly added to
the agricultural economy of Dove
Creek through the years he ran his
grocery store. He carried many a
farmer through the months before har-

vest without being paid, until the
farmer sold his crop for the year and
could pay his bill off. His full service
grocery store furnished Dove Creekers with a great choice of goods, making a trip to Cortez or Monticello
unnecessary. He was friendly and
brightened the day of the many who
knew him. Frosty was a true pioneer
of the area, and he added much to the
growth and prosperity of Dove Creek.
His son, Robert, continued to run
Frosty’s Market for several years after
Frosty’s death, keeping the legacy his
father started, Frosty’s Market, alive.

Wanda and Cecil Martin - Continued from Page 2

from Wanda Martin
I met Cecil D. at Tempe, Arizona, in 1956, while going to college at Tempe,
Arizona. I came from a farming family in Palo Verde, Arizona.
We had acres and acres of cotton, as far as you could see, in the Harquahala Valley. If I could describe it in one word, it would be beautiful. I did all of the
cultivating because out of 6 children, I was the only one who could drive a
straight line on my little Ford Tractor without pulling up the cotton plants.
When I married Cecil in 1958, we came to Dove Creek, and the first thing I
saw was fields and fields of beans. I said, “I did not know they raised Cotton up
here.” Cecil laughed when he told me they were beans. WELL, it looked just like
cotton growing to me. If there is a good stand, both crops are beautiful to watch
grow. The Town had a big sign as we came into town, “Pinto Bean Capital of the
World.” I actually believed it.
Cecil and I planted beans and wheat for the first year we were married and
lived outside of town in a little wooden house, where the good friends came and
chivareed us with flour, rice, comet, and cornflakes. They put them in our water,
bed, and food containers. They thought it was funny. I, however, did not.
Living out of town in a new area certainly kept things interesting. The bobcats came up in the backyard and would eat our chickens and eggs. The bats
made a home in our little outhouse. Cecil would thrash beans and wheat almost
all night. Needless to say, we moved to town and bought a little log house from
Guy Dyer. It was great! It had a big yard, trees, flowers, and good neighbors.
There was a 4-H club going and I taught 10 girls to cook and gave demonstrations on how to prepare foods of all kinds. It was great fun and I loved all the
girls.
I worked with John and Cecil Martin at the Allis Chalmers Dealership in the
middle of town for several years, and it was during this time that I started meeting all the farmers and their wives. Then I decided to open a dry cleaners store
across the street from the dealership. I cleaned draperies, clothes of all kinds,
and anything else anyone wanted to clean. I ran a route and delivered the articles back to the customers.
When Brett and Rhonda arrived, I taught kindergarten for 4 years and loved
every minute of it. The first year I taught, there were 44 students, 22 in the
morning and 22 in the afternoon. We had an ant farm, fish aquarium, a lamb,
and made fresh butter, among other things. All 44 students knew their sounds,
could count to 100, addition and subtraction, write their name and numbers, and
sang songs to a rhythm before they entered first grade. It was the most rewarding job I have ever had. It is still great to watch my kindergartners grow into
adulthood today. They have all done well and some of them are still in the community.
It is my understanding the Pick ‘n Hoe was started to honor the Miners and
Farmers of this area that settled here. The first parade the Implement built a
float, Cecil and I jitterbugged on the float throughout the entire parade (boy was
I tired). Pick ‘n Hoe was going strong all the years I have been here. At first
there was only meat and beans. There was a picture in the Dove Creek Press
in 1957 of the table with a lace tablecloth under the big tree that is still standing
and bean pots all over it. BBQ beef and beans were served. The coleslaw, hot
sauce, and watermelons were added in around 1965. My brother, Gene,
brought the watermelons up from Arizona right out of the field for 3 years. His
family always enjoyed the 4th of July. There was a little building built beside the
BBQ pit that served as our serving area. Then we used the community center
after it was built.
People came from far and wide to reminisce, have reunions, reacquaint old
friendships, and make new ones, all in honoring the people that had made their
lives in this community, in honor of farmers and miners. The Martin family organized the meat stripping and serving the meals for eight years. There were

Tanning • Lotion
Body Jewelry
Accessories
230 West Third • Dove Creek
970-739-3773
tricialade@hotmail.com

Tanning & Accessories - Tricia - 970-739-3773
Spray Tanning - Shelly – 970-739-1867
Hair Appointments - Stina - 970-238-0434
Hair and Nail Appointment - Darcy - 970-529-0464

organized softball games, horse shoe throwing, drilling competitions, tug of
wars, barrel racing, horse events, games for kids of all ages, and music and
dancing to enjoy. The day begins with a parade and ends with a spectacular
fireworks display. It is fantastic.
Cecil and I started our lives together in 1958, we bought the Dove Creek Implement and Ford dealership and a house by the creek all in one year. Started a
family and life began. Together we have now been in business for 55 years providing employment to many families.
We have made many friends over the years and call Dove Creek our home.
With the passing of time, I encourage young people alike to continue the tradition that Pick ‘n Hoe brings to the community and the renewed friendships that
take place each year. After it is all said and done, Friendship means everything.
Thank you for selecting us as “The Grand Marshals” for this year’s Pick ‘n Hoe.
God Bless all of you.

The old Case
Tractor was
bought new and
used in dryland
bean farming
out in Summit by
Lyle & Lillian
Hyde. It is a
1929 L-model
case. It still runs
and is proudly
displayed by
their daughter,
Sandra Hyde
Benzen.

Blue Mountain Meats Inc.
Box 279
333 South 200 East
Monticello, Utah 84535
Phone: 1-800-437-3448
Fax: 435-587-2179

You can check out their website at www.bluemountainmeats.com or like them on
facebook at www.facebook.com/BLUEMTNMEATS. They are even doing a
Walk-in Special for the rest of the month of June, 5% off their first purchase of
100$ or more when you walk in. Just mention this ad and they'll help you out.

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

Dove Creek, Colorado 81324

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

Carhart Feed
and Seed

~ Daniel Webster 1840

281 S Guyrene
Dove Creek
677-2233

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

677-2251
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Facts about Beans

Carolyn J. Fosdick © 2013
Beans have been the “staff of life”
for many Four Corners inhabitants for
centuries. They first appeared in the
fields of the Anasazi around 130 A.D.
and are still one of the main crops
today. Why are beans so popular?
They grow really well in this region;
they store well and last for years if
kept dry. They are nutritious, having
no fat or cholesterol, but are high in
protein and fiber, and they are inexpensive. Mostly, beans taste good.
They can be cooked in many different
ways --- there are even pinto cake
recipes.
Some Facts about Dry Beans
§ Why do beans give you flagellation? (This is the polite word for gas).
It is a variety of carbohydrates that
cause this discomfort. Some people
are more affected than others.
§ Dry beans should be soaked before cooking. They swell up at least
twice their size.
§ According to one folk-tale, one
poor man ate some half-cooked
beans. These swelled up so much that
his stomach burst and he died.
§ Dry beans should be sorted and
washed before cooking. Sometimes
there is a rock or something in them
that you don’t want to eat.
§ Many dry beans have spots and
coloration on them which set them
apart from other beans. Interestingly,
the spots disappear in cooking. One
visitor to the Dove Creek area asked if

the spots boiled off, because the pinto
beans he was eating were brown.
What else would have happened to
the spots?

2 cups dry Anasazi Beans* -- washed,
sorted, and soaked.
1 large onion – quartered.
2 ham hocks – lean
2 cloves garlic – pressed
Salt and Pepper to taste.

(Red Ribbon 1960)

Anasazi Beans

Cook beans alone until almost done. Keep
covered with water while cooking. Check
them often to add water and stir occasionally to keep beans from sticking to the bottom.
Add ham hocks, onion, garlic, salt and
pepper. Cook until done. Serve with cornbread or tortillas.
From the kitchen of Ernie Waller

(Note of Interest: Ernie Waller told me if
you are watching your salt intake, if you
wait until the beans are entirely cooked to
add your salt, it takes less salt.)

Anasazi Beans
Anasazi Beans* were found in the
ruins of the cliff dwellings by white settlers in the early 1900s. For over 3000
years, these beans worked their way
north from Mexico and were one of the
main sources of food for these people
until the disappearance of these people some 1000 years ago. Presently
they are grown on the same lands that
the Anasazi themselves grew these
beans on hundreds of years ago.
Anasazi Beans* are sweeter and
mealier than other beans. They also
contain less of the carbohydrates
causing gas than do other beans.

These beans absorb other flavors and
taste really good in soup. They also
grow well in the Four Corners.

Pinto Beans
The main bean grown in the Four Corners is the Pinto Bean. They were
brought to eastern Colorado by pioneer Henry Martin Fosdick in the late
1800s and worked their way to western Colorado. Henry Martin Fosdick
was Ray Fosdick’s great-grandfather.
He surveyed the streets of Colorado
Springs, part of Pueblo, and part of
Denver. Dove Creek is called The
Pinto Bean Capital of the World because so many beans have been
grown in this area for so many years.
There have been many a pioneer fam-

ily who have lived on “beans and
buckskin” buckskin being venison or
deer meat. There often was little else
to eat. Bean hulls were saved to feed
animals in the winter, so the Pinto
bean benefited not only the people but
also the cattle and horses of Dove
Creek. Pintos are simply the best allaround bean, according to most experts. They store longer, cook faster,
and many think, taste better. Pinto
beans have been vital to the economy
of Dove Creek.
*Anasazi Beans is trademarked to
Adobe Milling Co., Inc, P.O. Box 596,
Dove Creek, CO 81324. All beans can
be purchased in most area groceries
stores, or at Adobe Milling, other area
bean elevators, or via USP.

Bolito Beans
Bolito Beans originally were grown
in Mexico around 7000 years ago. The
early Spanish brought these beans
with them when they came to the area
in the 1600s. They too have been
grown on the same lands as the
Anasazi Beans* for centuries. They
have different qualities from other
types of beans grown here. Beans
have been very important to the diet of
the people of New Spain and Mexico.
In fact, Hispanics are famous for their
recipes containing beans, such as chili
and burritos, not only in the Four Corners, but throughout the world today.

Prize Pinto Bean Cake

1 ¾ c. Flour
1 c. sugar
2 tsp. baking soda
¾ c. water
1 c. mashed pinto beans (cook before
mashing)
1 tsp. allspice
1 tsp. vanilla
½ tsp. cinnamon
1/2 tsp. nutmeg
1 c. mayonnaise
Combine all dry ingredients.
Add mayonnaise, water, and beans.
Mix well.
Bake in greased square or round pan
in 350 degree oven for 35-40 minutes.
When cool, frost with a light caramel
frosting.
From the kitchen of Mrs. Jim Baker

Great big thanks to the Girl Scout Troop 1412, from Dove Creek for
painting all of the trash cans to make the park nicer and help present the
4th patriotically.

Gather Round For Bargains

Frontier Liquor Store
UNIQUE GIFT ITEMS
Ice Cold Beer • Wine - Liquors
315 W Hwy 491 • Dove Creek
970-677-4190

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

Pork and Bean Capital
Bioenergy Plant

The Pork and Bean Capital of the World
By: Carolyn J. Fosdick and Jim Mellott

Once back about 1970, Vo-Ag teacher, Ray Fosdick, took three of his students to Texas to buy a registered Hampshire boar Ray was going to use for
stud. Ray, Jim and I put our heads together to remember details of the trip because it was a long time ago. The whole idea was to improve Ray’s and my
own line of hogs, which we then kept at Mellott’s because we did not yet own
our property. We bought our land shortly after from Jim’s dad, Woodie and built
our house on it.
Jim remembers he could never forget this trip because they stopped at Durango to, “Visit the judge and he took my driver’s license. If it hadn’t been for
Ray putting in a good word for me, I would have lost my license for more than
the 90 days I did. I think Ray knew the judge.” Jim remembers they took our
1966 Chevy pickup and crossed the Oklahoma panhandle into Texas. I didn’t
go, but left it up to the boys and Ray to get us a good daddy for our future babies.
Jim says, “When we picked the pig up, we had to put on rubber boots to
enter the facility where the pigs were kept; it was a very clean, upscale facility.
Ray and I got a good chuckle out of this.” The boar, no one remembers his
name, unfortunately did not get such preferential treatment at either Mellott’s or
Fosdick’s farms in his accommodation, but he did do his fatherly services and
improve the Fosdick stock.
Later, the FFA boys entered the boar in the Homecoming parade, with the
sign above him, “Dove Creek, The Pork and Bean Capital of the World.”
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The Dolores County Bioenergy Plant

The sunflower plant west of Dove Creek was started in 2005 as a biodiesel
CO-OP by a group out of Durango who were interested in alternative energy
fuel development. Sunflowers were chosen because they produce an excellent
oil and are very drought tolerant. The project targeted dry land production over
irrigated farming because irrigated sunflowers could not compete with irrigated
alfalfa, another crop in Dolores County that has grown in popularity in recent
years, especially on irrigated land
Extensive studies were conducted to see if the business was viable and
Dove Creek was chosen as the production site over Cortez. The founders enlisted the aid of a farmer, Jay Allen, Dove Creek, who planted 80 acres of sunflowers and produced over 1000 pounds per acres that season. With Allen's
success, the CO-OP turned to the CSU Southwest Research Center at Yellow
Jacket to conduct variety trials. The CO-OP then started to conduct a variety of
grower meetings to promote the sunflower project with the help of the CSU extension. One hundred farmers expressed interest with over fifty actually growing
sunflowers. The farmers did not need to buy new equipment to harvest the sunflower seeds, but just make adjustments to their current equipment, so added
expense was at a minimum. At its peak about 25,000 acres of sunflowers were
grown. The plant cost a total of $4.5 million dollars and although it did not receive any Federal grants, it did receive a $100,000 energy tax credit from the
Federal Government. The only grant the plant received was to do the study. It
was for $20,000 and was from the Region 9 Economic Development Program.
The remaining money needed to build the plant was furnished by the Durango
backers.
The plant changed its name to Bioenergy in 2008 and started to produce
vegetable oil rather than biodiesel the same year. Twelve jobs were created.
One reason for this change was because it cost about $8.00 to produce a gallon of biodiesel as compared to buying a gallon of diesel for about $5.00 a gallon at the gas station. According to Dan Fernandez, the price of petroleum
gasoline and diesel was supposed to go over $8.00 a gallon but never did.
The plant closed in 2010 and is in the hands of the Community Banks of the
Rockies. The biodiesel part of the plant was never finished, but the building to
house it was. The oil crush facility is still intact and is for sale by the bank.
The lasting legacy of the oil seed project is that sunflowers have now been
added as a permanent part of Dove Creek's dry land crop rotations. With the
closure of the Bioenergy Plant, sunflower growers take their beans to High
Country Elevator who ships the sunflowers to California or to places in like
Burlington or Lamar in Colorado.
Information provided by Dan Fernandez,
Former Dolores County Extension Agent, Retired
Written By: Carol Fosdick

In seed time learn, in harvest teach, in winter
enjoy. ~ William Blake

Yippee Ki Yea Trading
Great big thanks to the Boy Scout Troop 302 from Dove Creek for volunteering to help get items ready to help keep the 4th safe. They all worked
hard and did a great job.

PO Box 721
Dove Creek, CO
Bruce and Sandy Riddell

970-739-1080

Marketing
Agriculture
Commodities

Dove Creek, Colorado

Community
Banks of
Colorado

Where common sense lives
970-677-2241
305 Guyrene
Dove Creek Colorado 81324
Fax 970-677-2244
www.cobnks.com

Community Banks of Colorado is a division of NBH Bank,
N.A., Member FDIC
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Bean farming 101

by Doug Funk
The first thing bean farmers do in the spring is work the ground. If it’s
weedy, you need sweeps. If it isn’t weedy, you may get by with just a spring
tooth with points. Most farmers like to work the ground at least twice, but it depends on how much moisture there is. If it’s dry, you work it as little as possible
to keep from disturbing the moisture.
Then you hook on the planter, and I was nearly always on the second team.
First stringers got to drive the planter, but when you can’t drive straight and your
boss wants straight rows, he plants beans himself.
One year he had to do something else so he lectured me, “Now when you
get to that side hill, you’ll have to hold it uphill a little or you’ll develop a long
curve in your row.” We lived with a long curve that summer.
If the ground is wet when you plant, you may have to tine tooth. You can really rip and snort with a tine tooth because they pull easy and it seems like the
faster you go, the better you kill weeds.
The part I always dreaded was cultivating beans. You run a gang of sweeps
down each middle and the more weeds you have, the closer you adjust the
sweeps. When you only leave eight inches between sweeps for each row of
beans, you better do some precise driving.
You can’t lie out of it when you suddenly wipe out eight rows of beans. The
boss is going to find out.
Front mounted cultivators are easier to drive. You can look down and actually watch as your cultivator passes over the beans, or digs them up, which ever
it is you do. Rear mounted cultivators can be hard to drive. There’s room for the
cultivator to slide back and forth on its own and, like the planter, you have to
allow for side hills. We had an 806 International and if you kept your body exactly between the bean rows, that old cultivator would do the right thing. The
front wheels of the tractor would be way over on the uphill side but the cultivator
sweeps would be exactly where they were supposed to be.
One day I was cultivating beans that were eight inches tall and I must have
let the cultivator drift to one side because when I came back eight rows were
wilting for 200 yards. I was aghast at the awful scar I had left in the middle of
the field. I watched that eight rows as long as I could see them and they kept
wilting. The punch line, however, was that they apparently recovered and no
one but me ever knew. Until now.
One spring we came up with a new, actually well used, cultivator and went
out to the field to set it up. I still remember which field we were in and exactly
where in the field we were. I was driving and the boss was trying to set the cultivator and I couldn’t keep it in the middle. I had both hands on the wheel cranking it around like a wild man and my big brother scolded me several times for
“overdriving.” Finally he said, “You’re over-steering, if you don’t stop you’ll never
stay on the row.”
It wasn’t a warm day, but soon I was sweating It didn’t help at all. Finally I
gave up. “You try it,” I said and at that point I truly thought it was my lack of skill
causing the trouble.
About 100 yards later he stepped on the clutch and said words that I will
never forget. “The problem is you just weren’t steering near enough,” he said.
He eventually figured out that the lift arms on the tractor’s hydraulic system
were set too low and that gave the cultivator room to pick its own path. We
raised up the lift arms and that old cultivator settled in the middle just like we
needed it.
The first cultivation was none-the-less tiresome, especially if the weeds
were coming up with the beans. We set it close and the beans were short so we
crept through the field. When the wind was just right it would creep along with
you, and if the gnats were bad it was awful.
One day I was cultivating on the Harris place, and all the fields were small
enough that the gnats could fly from one side of the field to the other. Going
against the wind was fine, but with the wind at my back, the gnats swarmed me
so bad I would be on the brink of losing my mind when it was time to turn again.
Heaven only knows how many beans I plowed out because before long I no
longer cared. It was a matter of survival.
If we were lucky enough to get rain during the summer another crop of
weeds would come up, but by then the beans were tall enough that we could
speed up and throw more dirt. The gnats were usually gone by then, too, so it
was much better.
In August farmers said they had their bean crop “laid by,” and went fishing.
I’ve never been able to find out where that “laid by” came from.

Bean Farming 101
The Young Family
Going fishing would make it rain if anything would, although it only rained in
the mountains.
I was usually on the second team when it was time to cut beans as well. I
was the rake driver. Rake drivers can wobble all over and still get the beans in a
windrow.
The only thing I really know about cutting beans is that it’s a lot more fun
when the crop is good. Trying to rake beans that are the size of a coffee cup is
tough. Farmers prefer bean vines as big as a full-size pillow.
Now I work in the press room. Gnats are not bad at all.

The Young Family

By: Mikalya Johnson, Age 11, (Francis Young’s Granddaughter)
Elree Young came to Colorado from Liberal, Kansas to look at land in
1939. He bought the land, and the whole family Elree, Zelma, Mary (Watkins),
Dorothy (Holiday), Robert and Francis Young moved to Squaw Point, Colorado
in 1942. The only items that they brought with them when they came to Colorado was a team of horses and a wagon. They also brought a 1930 Model A
Ford and a camp trailer, and a hog that rode on the running board of the Model
A . They made their trip on highway 6. The journey was slow and dry. Francis
was the youngest of the children.

The stories and family histories were written by
family members and to the extent possible their stories are presented as written, without editing or fact checking.

This paper is the production of ROCK (Reaching Out to Community and Kids), PO Box
364, Dove Creek, CO 81324. Many people had a hand in making it possible: Thank
you each and every one. © 2013, all rights reserved

Have A Safe Pick ‘n Hoe
We will be open
all holiday weekend!

Open 24 hours a day • 7 days a week
445 W Hwy 491 • 677-2336
Fresh meat ~ Cold Beer ~ Groceries
Fountain drinks~ Pastries ~ Deli
Gasoline ~ Diesel ~ Propane
Free sanitary Dump ~ Laundromat
Hunting and fishing licenses

Tony Sanders
I was born November 2, 1940 in
Reynolds County, Missouri to Mose
Sanders and Rose Knouse Zigas
Sanders. Dad was born March 9, 1890
in Reynolds. Mom was born Oct 14,
1908 in Moon Run, Pennsylvania.
Dad’s first wife Delpha Casey
passed away in later thirties from
heart trouble. Mom’s first marriage
ended in divorce. She had a son,
Charles Zigas born June 1936.
I was born first of four to dad’s
second marriage. Second child was
Geraldine 1943, followed by Harriet
1946, and George 1950.
Dad had four children by first marriage, Agnes born 1910, Thelma 1911,
Walter 1918, and David 1920. David
served in the army in WWll.
Mom was a homemaker, wife, and
mother. Can’t remember how far mom
got in school. Dad only got through the
fourth grade. I guess he learned to
read, he read a lot.
He started work on the railroad,
Missouri Southern at age eleven as a
water boy; he worked up to section
foreman. Worked there thirty years.
Work was long hours, hard and physical. He worked in the Reynolds,
Bunker, Ellington, Corridon, Lesterville, Centerville, Drouton, Pilot Knob
areas.
Times got tough back there. No
work for people.
We came to Colorado in 1941 or
42 looking for better times as did a lot
of other friends and relatives, Buchers,
Mays, Buffingtons, Knuckles’, Randolphs, Brewers, Fergusons and others.
Dad worked at Bill Knuckles and
Eddy Bryants saw mill in early forties
in Upper Disappointment. JD Knuckles had a saw mill in the same area
1933 to 44. I think JD had a saw mill
in the North Pines in 1929, JD was
known as Day.
From there we moved to Chico the
area where some of the Ayers live
now East and North of the county line.
I went to school some while there
at Oak Grove, South of the county line
about a mile on road 8 with Frankie,
Loyeen, Tommy Knuckles, Barbara
Horn, Denver Ray Bricky. Joan Saunders was our teacher.
We moved from Chico, from a log
cabin, to Summit Point, Utah in Aug.
1946 into a log cabin with a dirt roof
and floors on a 320 acre homestead 6
or 7 miles west of Egnar.
The next summer Dad built a new
house with the help of Walter, David,
Earl and Ralph Randolph. Clearing
land began that same year. Tom
Knuckles pushed and piled timber with
his TD-14 Cat. Dad pulled a heavy
one-way with David’s W-9 International tractor to cut sage brush. It was
lots of rough rides riding a hay rake to
pile brush. I remember lots of hours
and hard work at a young age burning
sage brush and timbers. We had help
with David, Walter, the Bucher and
Mays families.
I went to school to the North toward Upper Summit Point, four or five
miles. Seemed like a long way, trading rides with other parents or walking.
I got behind a couple years in school.
Was hard to find teachers and the winters were bad. Lots of days and
weeks at home waiting for spring and
summer.
Didn’t have electricity, running
water, or inside toilet, had to read and
do homework by kerosene or gas
lantern.
The school building got moved
from there by the Crawford place
down closer, about a mile from us,
around 1950 or 51.
We raised beef, hogs, chickens;
grew potatoes and other vegetables to
have food; traded wheat for flour. We
would go to Perry Hankins’ store in
Egnar and I think it was Cash’s store
in Dove Creek for other things we
needed.
We raised wheat, oats, barley, to
grind for cow and hog feed.
We worked a lot with Walter and
David for bean hulls for winter cow
feed and use of bigger tractors, A, G,
W-9 and equipment to farm with. We
had a 1944 B John Deere. I still have
it.
Dad used about all of pork and
beef. He cured and smoked hams,
salt side bacon, pickled pig feet, pickled beef tongue, made sauerkraut.
Mom canned a lot of meat and fruit.
We had a good dirt cellar to store
canned goods, potatoes, turnips, and

other things where it was cool.
She made really good Hog Head
cheese. It was pretty rich. Had to be
careful how much you eat, could give
you the green apple two step. She
made really good bread. She cooked
on a wood burning cook stove.
We always had a cow or two to
milk for fresh milk and butter. Had
chickens for fresh eggs. Had to put
the milk in big jars and hang it on a
rope in the well to keep it cool. Later
came up with a propane refrigerator,
what a real nice thing to have. I still
have the cook stove and refrigerator.
We chopped and sawed up a lot of
wood for fire wood. Later on Walter
would bring us coal with his 1948 Diamond T truck. What a modern and
easy way to heat.
We met and got acquainted with a
lot of friends and neighbors, Redshaws, Barrys, Snyders, Butts, Purcells, Petersons, Montgomerys,
Hastys, Geisingers, Skidmores, Pools,
Pattersons, Wagners, Bowens, Allen
Randolphs, Callahams, Crawfords,
Hydes, Woods, Kuykendalls,
Cresslers, Utleys, Gallaways, Halls.
I think there was another school
on West Summit at that time going toward Three Step.
We were sometimes snowed in for
a week or so at a time before the
snow plow could make its rounds.
George Barry worked for San Juan
County and ran a grader with vee
blade and wing blade to open the
roads wide in one pass. We lived
about a mile off the main road. He
would come in and plow us out on his
way up East Summit Crossover and
go down West Summit back to Dove
Creek-Monticello highway.
Dad would sometimes ride a horse
to Egnar to get a few extra groceries
at Perry Hankins store.
Louie and Wilburn Bucher came
by surprise one evening and got me to
go to school at Egnar, 1948-1949
school year. Went to school in the
building now Egnar Fire Dept. Stayed
with sister Agnes and her family,
Buchers and Mays. It was a full house,
Anges, Wendelin, Louie, Wilburn
Bucher, Leamon, Janet, Mary, Judy
May and me. From there I went back
to the farm.
It was a bad winter. Snowed a lot,
wind blew a lot.
I can remember Ed Knuckles
plowing the Burns Road West from
Egnar to the State Line with a grader
with a wing blade, probably up to a
couple feet of snow. From there it was
with a snow blower and dozers. I can
remember Tom and Glen Knuckles
pushing snow with their dozers it got
so deep at times.
I think electricity came up highway
80 about then or early 50’s.
I remember Agnes and Wendelin
taking all of us to Durango once to Fiesta Days. We all rode in the back of
his 1948 Ford truck, it was a lot of fun.
I went back home to the farm from
there and finished school through the
eighth grade.
Dad lost his life in a farm accident
in August 1956. We left the farm from
there. Later sold it to Johnny Skidmore.
We kinda got split up and taken in
by older brothers and sisters so we
could go to school.
We moved Mom into a little house
at Egnar that was across the road
from now the Egnar Post office,
owned by Glen Knuckles. Geraldine
and George stayed with her most of
the time.
Geraldine passed away in a car
accident in New Mexico 1963.
Harriet lived with Agnes and went
to school. She stayed with Thelma in
St. Louis one year and went to school.
I lived with Ruth and Walter and went
to Dolores County High School, graduated May 1960.
I helped Walter farm and ranch the
seven years I was there. In high
school the Senior class was allowed a
sneak day from school, whenever the
class decided to go. From Freshman
to Juniors some of us would get together and think they can do it so can
we. Probably got in trouble the next
day or maybe we were so ornery they
didn’t even miss us!
In the 1940’s, 50’s and 60’s in my
time of growing up there was thousands of acres wheat and pinto beans
raised. In our area at bean harvest a
lot of the farmers would get together
and be one big threshing crew and go

from farm to farm threshing beans.
They would set up a thresher on a
spot and have the bean shocks on
slips and haul the bean shocks on
slips to the machine. Slips were made
with 1x12’s and 2x6” nailed together,
with a cable or chain to pull it. A tractor and driver pulled the slip between
two shock rows, a person on each
side with pitch forks would load the
beans on the slip, when they got it
loaded the tractor driver would take it
to the thresher, park it in line and get
an empty slip and go back where he
left from and get another load. Had
several crews doing that. A crew at
the thresher would pull a loaded slip
up to the thresher and pitch fork the
beans into it. When we used the AllisChalmers 60 combine three or four
people had to pitch the hulls back from
the machine. When the stack got big
they would move it and start another,
another pile.
Later on Walter bought a Farmhand Loader with a big fork mounted
on a G John Deere. It saved a lot of
hard work hauling the hulls back from
the machine.
Tom Knuckles had a pioneer bean
thresher we used a lot. It had a long
tube with a flower and blew the hulls
into a stack and parked a truck under
the spout to catch the clean beans. It
saved a lot of hard work. It also had a
portable conveyor to pitch the beans
into. It was a mountain of a machine
compared to the Allis-Chalmers. We
threshed like that to save the hulls for
winter cow feed.
Later we used a blower mounted
on the back of a Gleaner Combine
and a faster wagon to catch them and
dump in piles. I started out driving
tractors pulling slips. When I grew up
a little I had to go from driving the tractor to loading slips and feeding the
thresher. Was hard dusty work.
In the fall of ’57 every farmer had a
bumper crop. We weren’t going to
save the hulls that fall. Just barely got
started threshing with the AllisChalmers 60 and it started raining and
just kept it up and later started snowing.
I was a sophomore in high school.
Besides all the other evening and
weekends I spent my Christmas vacation plus another week in Jan. running
a bean knife under the shocks, turning
them over with a rake and piling them
up with a pitch fork to dry them out.
What we didn’t get done and totally ruined we just raked them up in the
spring and burned them to get rid of
them.
In early 1961 Tommy Randolph
and I were up for draft into the Army.
We got together and decided to join
the Air Force. Went to Denver for
physicals. I didn’t pass from having
Rheumatic Fever. I think if I would
have kept quiet they would have taken
me anyway. Tommy had to go on without me.
I went to work in Feb. 1962 for
Union Carbide at the Deremo Mine.
Worked at Bond and Cleghorn, Slickrock, Frosty’s grocery store - Dove
Creek, Snyder Mine - Union Carbide,
Dentons Inc. - Pleasant View, Deremo
Two Mine - Union Carbide, JW Crowley and Sons High Country Elevator Dove Creek, Riverview Tractor Cortez, High Country Transportation Cortez, Weeminuche Construction Towaoc.
Retired from Weeminuche Construction March 2008.
I was on the Lewis-Arriola Volunteer Fire Dept. 1980-2000.
I married Sandra Kay Brewer, December 14, 1963 in Dove Creek. We
have three children - Lila, Brad, Jess.
Four granddaughters, a greatgrandson on the way, April.
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We brought and lived in an 8x38
trailer house on Lou and Arnold Randolph’s place just south on the west
side of the highway from where the
Peel School used to be. From there
we bought a bigger trailer house and
moved on 3 ½ acres just west of
where Jack and Lucille Semadeni
used to live. Later bought the place
from Kay’s mom and dad. We bought
mom a small trailer house and moved
her by us. She lived there until she
passed away in 1973.
Ron and Donna Pribble lived close
by for awhile and Kay’s sister Melba
and husband, Hunter lived in the same
house later. We bought 20 acres and
moved to Arriola Sept. 1973.
We have our place for sale and
want to move to Dove Creek.
Just a short note while I was still at
Walters, I was pulling a trailer load of
hay down the highway, then highway
80 with a pickup. State Patrol Bob
Bechtel pulled me over and wrote me
a ticket for no safety chain. Cost me
three dollars to pay the fine. Thought I
was gettin ripped off.
Since 2007 through the summer
months, I’ve worked for a great person
and farmer, Bill Garland. We meet
and have breakfast at Deb’ Diner during the farming season and visit with
friends and neighbors.
Just to add a few things. In the
50’s there were a lot of small mines in
the Egnar, Slickrock, Gyp Valley area.
David had some ore trucks and hauled
ore to the Uravan and Durango Mills.
I would go along for the ride a lot with
David, Leamon May, Don Wilson,
Arnold and Kenneth Randolph. He
had smaller Chevys and couple
Macks. Kay’s dad, Melvin Brewer had
trucks and hauled ore. Also VCA,
Eldon Leffel, Charlie Griffith.
When Highway 80 went bad in the
late 50’s due to the bad winter it pretty
well put everyone out of business.
In the middle 60’s when David was
driving for Lester Crain, I went with
him on a trip with truck and pup from
Monticello to Red Canyon to get a
load of ore. The roads were dirt and
gravel then. Had go down through
Comb Wash. It was an all day trip.
When I was in high school, Rex
and Natalie Krabbe and Charlie Hatfield were bus drivers.
In Texas they say ya’ll. In Missouri
we say y’ouns.
My story ties in with some of the
May family story written by Janet Buffington in the 2012 issue of “Somewhere Special - Together We Thrive”
newspaper.
Thank you Carol Marie for asking
me to write my story and publishing it.
Thank you for all your hard work and
organization putting on the Pick ‘n Hoe
every year. I like going visiting and
seeing old friends and relatives.
HOG'S-HEAD" CHEESE
1 pig's head
4 pig's feet
2 pig's ears
2 med. size onions, whole
1 bunch celery, including leafy tops
2 bay leaves
1/4 tsp. pepper
1 tsp. black pepper
2 tbsp. salt
1 c. vinegar
Place pig's head, feet and ears in
large, deep pot, and add water to
cover. Add all seasonings except vinegar; cover pot and boil over low flame
2-3 hours until meat leaves bone.
Mince meat coarsely; arrange on mold
or pan. Add vinegar to juice remaining
in pot. Pour this liquid over meat in
mold; refrigerate until mold has set, or
congealed. When cold, slice and
serve.
Cathy

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
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The Anasazi Bean

world knew nothing about them. Ernie & Bruce decided to name them and
The ‘ Anasazi’ ride
I’ve been asked to write a story about Anasazi beans. Not being much try to introduce them to the public (of course Bessie was doing her part at
the local farmer’s markets). They decided to name them “Anasazi beans”
of a writer, I’ll give it my best shot. My story will not even come close to my
mother’s story telling, (Louise Pribble Eaton,) so cut me a little slack please. after the tribe that grew them. Having an idea that they might grow in popuAnasazi beans take their name from a southwest Indian tribe that flour- larity, the partners were smart enough to trademark them also.
Although it has taken a number of years, the Anasazi beans have
ished from 130 to 1200 a.d. The cliff dwellings in Arizona’s Canyon de Chelly
were the site of one of the Anasazi’s major cities. Also, right in our backyard, grown in popularity. I have been a part of this ride for 24 years. I started to
work for Ernie & Bruce in the small packaging room bagging Anasazis. After
Mesa Verde, was home to the Anasazi Indians.
Anasazi literally means “ancient ones”, pronounced “an-a –saw-see”. Bruce left the company to pursue other endeavors and Ernie passed away
in 1999 of cancer, my partner (Harley Gardner) and I bought the business.
After their demise, the colorful bean reverted to the wild. Occasionally, it
Anasazi beans have many great qualities. They don’t seem to age,
would be brought under cultivation by the settlers, but soon disappeared.
Enter, Ernie Waller, a former San Francisco bay area accountant. Ernie turn dark, or get hard to cook like pinto beans do. They also have less gas,
tired of California living, and in the early 80’s moved his family to Dove Creek, which all us women appreciate.
There are scientific reasons why they are less gassy, but I won’t bore
CO. Where he first met and joined forces with an agronomist, Bruce Riddell, to
you with that. There was a doctor from the Mayo Clinic in Arizona that did
found Adobe Milling Co.
Anasazi’s were just called red & white pintos back then. Ernie & Bruce some controlled experiments with a group of women and Anasazi beans.
He did this study for several years with the same women. This doctor would
believed they had superior looks and marketability. But, wait a minute. I’m
getting ahead of my story. I need to introduce you to the lady who first brought order Anasazi beans from us and specify he wanted them from the same
farmer every year. At the end of this study, he said these beans were so
Anasazi’s to their attention.
Bessie White and her husband Gene were bean farmers in the Pleas- good for you that they ought to require a prescription. He was convinced
ant View area. Bessie first acquired the Anasazi beans in 1973 from a kinder- that women who ate two helpings a week could throw away their over-thegarten school teacher named Nancy Porter. The beans had been given to the counter calcium.
Now that I am approaching the end of my story, I’m sure you can tell I
teacher (Nancy) by one of her students named Heather Morton (Fury).
Heather’s dad, Duane Morton, had received the beans from an archaeologist love Anasazi beans. I’m proud that they have put Adobe Milling Co. on the
who found them in a cave in the Lukachuka Mountains of Arizona. They were map. We are a success because of the farmers that took a chance early on
to grow a bean that had never been heard of. We are successful because
in an Indian pot with a pitch resin over the top so they were perfectly preof Bessie White having the curiosity to see if they would germinate and grow
served.
after all those years in storage. Last but not least, Adobe Milling is a success
Bessie proceeded to plant around fifty or so seeds in her garden in
because of Ernie Waller & Bruce Riddell who could see the potential for
1973. She planted them by hand and thrashed them in a tub, getting every
one. They made about four pounds over a period of several years, Bessie and them in the marketplace.
Thanks to you all for giving me the opportunity to carry on the legacy
Gene planted and grew more & more Anasazi beans. In 1983 they brought
them up to Bruce and Ernie to clean at the elevator, thus sparking their inter- of a bean that could have very well died in a cave.
Denise Pribble, Adobe Milling Co
est.
Now I am caught up to my story.
At this time the red & white beans had no name and no markets. The

Adobe Milling - 2013
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Carol Fosdick 970-529-3205

Let Freedom SOARR

Pledge of Allegiance
by Carol J. Fosdick
“There are few verses that have
been so memorized by so many people and uttered so often as the thirtyone word Pledge of Allegiance.”*
Something as common as the
Pledge of Allegiance has an interesting history that we Americans seldom
hear. We tend to think this pledge
goes back to the very beginnings of
our country, but it does not. We also
tend to think that the original version
of the pledge was unchanged until the
words, “Under God” were added.
Again, this is false.
The original version was first
penned in 1892 and published in a
Children’s magazine called the, “The
Youth’s Companion” on September 8,
1892. It contained only twenty-three
words. It was intended for school children to recite on the 400th year celebration of Columbus’ discovery of
America in October, 1892. On that day
some 12 million school children said
the pledge for the celebration. It read,
“I Pledge Allegiance to my flag and to
the Republic for which it stands: one
Nation indivisible, With liberty and justice for all.”**
It probably was written by Francis
Bellamy, but was published anonymously and not copyrighted, so some
people think it was written by James
Upham. It is very possible that both
men worked together to produce the
pledge. Both were educators interested in instilling in America’s youth a
love for their country and the principles on which it was founded, with the
idea of carrying on the ideals which
the early founders wrote into the Constitution of the United States. Patriotism was at a low ebb at this time and

there was a need to reawaken the
feelings of American greatness.
Going along with the Pledge was
Upham’s vision of a flag in every
school, so the magazine fostered a
plan of selling flags and some 25,000
flags were sold to schools in one year.
It is hard to imagine that any school in
America not having the American flag,
but this was not true before 1892. According to Upham, “Every school in
the land…would have a flag raising,
under the most impressive circumstances” along with the saying the
new Pledge of Allegiance. He considered the word, allegiance, to be the
primary idea, the one that stood out
that the school children should emphasize.” ***
The original pledge stood as written until June 14, 1923, when it was
changed to, “I Pledge Allegiance to the
flag of the United States…” and the
following year, 1924, “I Pledge Allegiance to the flag of the United States
of America…” The reason for these
changes was a concern that with all
the immigrants coming to America,
some might confuse the words, “my
flag” as referring to their old flag from
the country from which they had
come. Since then, the Pledge of Allegiance has been recited daily by
school children all across America at
the start of school and gained even
more popularity with the outbreak of
World War II. Until then, it was the unofficial pledge, but on June 14, 1942,
Congress included the Pledge to the
Flag in the United States Code, giving
it official sanction. In 1945, the Pledge
to the Flag received its official title,
The Pledge of Allegiance.**
The last change to the Pledge of

Allegiance came on Flag Day, June
1954. Both Houses of Congress voted
to add the words, “Under God” to the
Pledge and President Eisenhower
signed it into law. He said, “In this way
we are reaffirming the transcendence
of religious faith in America’s heritage
and future; in this way we shall constantly strengthen those spiritual
weapons which will forever be our
country’s most powerful resource in
peace and war.”**
So for the last nearly sixty years,
the Pledge has been unchanged and
is recited with the words, “Under God”
included. Thus, when you say the
pledge, you are promising your loyalty
to the flag of the United States, your
loyalty to all fifty states, your loyalty to
the government which unites us all,
recognizing we are one nation under
God, that we cannot be divided or
alone, and understanding the right to
Liberty and Justice belongs to every
American citizen.** When people recite the Pledge, they place their hand
over their heart or if they are military,
they salute.
Of course, the Pledge has not
been without controversy throughout
its 121 year history. In 1940, the
Supreme Court ruled that students in
public schools could be compelled to
swear the Pledge, but in 1943, the
Supreme Court reversed its decision
and ruled that students could not be
required to say the Pledge, because
forcing someone to say it violates the
First Amendment. In a later ruling, the
Supreme Court ruled that students are
likewise not required to stand for the
Pledge. By far, the most controversial
addition to the Pledge has been the
addition of the words, “Under God.”
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These words have been challenged
many times since 1954. This is because by having these words violates
the protection of the First Amendment
against the state promoting a religion.
Those who believe the words, “Under
God” should be left in because they
were quoting from Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address that contained these
same words. This controversy lingers
to today and probably at some point,
the Supreme Court will have to settle
once and for all if the words stay or
not.***
All states except five (Hawaii,
Iowa, Oklahoma, Vermont, and
Wyoming) give time for the Pledge to
be recited as part of the school day.***
Here in Dove Creek, elementary students from K through 5th grade, say
the Pledge daily, while older students
do not, but if the teacher chooses to,
the Pledge can be said in these
classes, too. Because the Pledge of
Allegiance has become so familiar to
all of us, we need to stop once in a
while and remember it’s deeper meaning and what we are pledging when
we say it. The Pledge should not become just a rote recitation, but should
have meaning to all of us when we put
our hand over our heart and say the
familiar words, “I pledge Allegiance to
the flag of the United States of America and to the Republic for which it
stands, one Nation under God, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.

*I Pledge Allegiance.com
**http:/homeofheroes.com
***http:/en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pledge_o
f_Allegiance
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