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The Pot Belly Stove in our Farmhouse
in Eastern Washington
By Loretta Overen-Rigel

T

he 20-degree freezing temperature of this January, 2017 in Redmond brought back many

memories of the cold living room our pot belly stove stood majestically to one corner.
The windows in our farmhouse had frost on the inside sometimes when the temperature
dipped into the teens. It was then that my mom would put big chunks of applewood in the
pot belly stove to burn early in the morning, to preserve a long-lasting warmth before we got
up in the morning. She would then put a blanket on the floor behind the stove, telling us to
get up. My brother, Don, and I enjoyed many an early morning breakfast of thick cream with
a little sugar on a half of a home-made biscuit huddled on the blanket before dressing for
school.
The pot-belly stove was a beautiful sight with its shiny ornate skirt around it. It was very
good for warming feet when we came in from sledding in the snow.
Another memory of winter was popping corn in a wire basket, when the red-hot coals were
just right to open the door safely and put the basket inside to pop. It was a magical sound the
popping and the smell of such a treat was so good.
As the years went by in the 1950s, my dad and brothers decided to install an oil stove for
convenience and control of heating the house. A big boxy brown oil heater took the place of
the pot belly stove. It was so sad to see it replaced, as my brothers loaded it onto the pickup to
be stored in the machine shop. I often wonder if it’s still there as it gave us so much comfort
to us youngsters growing up on the farm.

Climbing Trees
by Virginia Serna

I

was eight years old when my family moved to Connecticut. Prior to the move we lived in

Central Texas and my experience with trees had been limited to ancient Live Oaks, fragile
pecans, prickly Mesquites, and Mountain Cedars, all unclaimable for the most part. In Boerne,
there were pecan, live oak, mesquites and cedar but the house in Austin was in a brandnew subdivision there were none. In Connecticut there were soaring White Pines, Cherry and
Apple trees, Maples, Eastern Hemlock, Beech, Birch and Red Oaks. These were almost all good
trees for climbing.
We moved to the house where my mom grew up and there were still families that knew her as
a child on the street. One neighbor, the Debiasio family, let us play all over their yard and
orchard. It was a wonderful apple orchard, with trees perfect for climbing. Mary
Perbeck and I often played with our dolls under the trees, while Mrs. Debiasio and
mother Debiasio watched from their porch. One day as we left, Mama Debiasio said that
watching us made her think of how our mothers used to play with her grandsons. She said
they climbed all over the trees all the time and at one time had built a tree house platform in
one of the largest trees. I guess she was indirectly asking why neither Mary nor I were
climbing them. Thinking about it now, I had not, because it never occurred to me that we
could. I knew that people climbed trees for fun and often wondered about it but until she told
us about our moms, I never thought about climbing the apple trees.
Later that week, Mary, Peter and I were back in the orchard. As we sat in the grass talking
about how much time was left of summer before school started, Peter's older brother came
up. He was in the 6th grade, an older "man" to at least me who was the oldest with no
brothers. He immediately swung up into the tree above us. Peter followed to a lower branch
and I so wanted to follow but I was in a sundress. I watched the branches Peter used to climb
and decided that tomorrow I would be prepared to climb the tree.
We weren't allowed to play if the Debiasio's were not home, so it was a few days later that we
were able to go to the orchard. I was prepared, sneaker's, shorts and a t-shirt. Peter went first
going up to the branch that his brother had taken that day. I followed slowly grabbing each
branch and going higher and higher into the apple tree. We had been warned not to all get on
one branch as Apple trees are fragile too. I finally stopped a branch below Peter and sat down
to look where I was. Looking straight out between the leaves and branches was awesome. I
had never been up so high, even on my six-foot dad's shoulders. Then I looked to see where
Mary was and discovered that the ground was a long way down. Mary had stopped
about halfway up to me. Even then, I didn't realize exactly how high I was, until Peter started
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down. As he passed me, I realized I too would need to climb down. He had turned around and
was backing down the branches with ease. The assurance of an experienced climber in every
step down. Mary was already on the ground. I clung to the branch and turned like Peter had
reaching with my foot for the next lower branch. I finally found it and carefully lowered
myself finding the next and the next branch until there were no more. I let myself drop to the
ground with a sigh of relief. I realized how a cat feels when they get up to high and can't
get down. At first, I was too afraid to climb down but the thought of the embarrassment of
having someone, maybe the firemen, come and rescue me forced me to climb down.
When we were all on the ground it was close to suppertime, so we headed home. I decided not
to tell what I had been up to but as soon as my mom saw me, she said were you have been
climbing in the apple trees? How did she know? You could not see them from our house.
As far as I knew dad was not home yet, so he did not see us and tell her. I was immediately
ordered to take a bath; I and my clothes were filthy with tree dirt. I had not realized until that
minute that tree bark is covered with molds and sap and just plain dirt when we climbed it
clinging to the trunk and branches, we picked it up. That was how she knew because like her
daughter she had come home dirty from climbing the Debiasio's Apple trees.
We climbed them many more times after that day. I hated to leave them when we returned to
Texas and the lack of good climbing trees.
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Wash Day
by Bill Perkins

W

ash day was a weekly routine at our house. My mom had a Speed Queen ringer

washing machine. Mother washed clothes upstairs in the kitchen in the wintertime
and on the 3-season porch in the summertime. In winter, water was heated on the
kitchen cook stove and on the kerosene stove in summer. We had a large copper
container in which the wash water was heated. It seems to me we called it a boiler.
Mother made all of her own soap from animal fat and lye. She put something in it so
it had a lemon-like clean, fresh smell to it. Dad filled the boiler with water and peeled
soap off of bars of soap cut from the batches of homemade soap.
Our clothes always smelled clean and fresh for two reasons. The soap and Bluing
Mother put in the rinse water, and because Mother always hung them out on the line
regardless of the temperature. Whites were washed first; Dad's denim bib overalls
and jackets were washed last. Braided rugs were very last.
When we dug the basement under the entire house, we got a furnace, running
water and indoor plumbing. Washing was then done in the basement. This meant,
however, that Mother had to carry all the dirty clothes to the basement, and all the
newly washed clothes up the basement stairs and outside.
Hanging clothes on the line meant fresh clean-smelling clothes. One time, my former
fiancé said "You smell nice." It was not my hair oil; it was not my after shave; it was
not the soap or deodorant I used. It was the smell of freshness from my clothes being
hung outside on the line.
Mother washed clothes every Monday unless it was raining or we had a snowstorm.
They were the only two deal breakers. Hot or cold temperatures were never deal
breakers.
I said our clothes smelled clean and fresh. They did. They really did. One of my
favorite comfort memories is going to bed on Monday wash day, in the wintertime
when it was cold, with warm, clean sheets and pjs. What a way to drift off to sleep.
The reason they were warm is they had been brought in off the line freeze-dried and
stiff as boards. They finished drying by the stove or the heat registers after we got a
furnace.
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Mother washed clothes once a week. We always had enough clothes to wear so our family
was dressed well. We did not have a lot of clothes. We had clothes for every day, school and
church, but we also wore our clothes all week. Sunday morning we got the fresh every day
and church clothes. Monday we got fresh school clothes. It was possible one would wear the
same underwear, and sometimes socks and shirts and bib overalls and jeans all week. We
would just change the outerwear for every day, school or church. We smelled pretty fresh at
the beginning of the week, but by the end of the week we were smelling a little ripe. Saturday
night baths and clean clothes at the beginning of the week were always a special treat. To
this day, I feel that way.
Wash day had its challenges for my Mother who would agree "cleanliness is not to
Godliness." Mother was very particular about washing. This came at a price. Sometimes it
was so cold she froze her hands hanging clothes on the line in the wintertime. Our clothesline
was some distance from the house which meant a lot of heavy carrying back and forth.
Mother always hung our clothes outside on the line summer and winter, even in the snow.
We had large Evergreen trees not far from the clothesline. I believe Blackbirds saw the white
clothes blowing in the breeze from above and made it their business to do their business as
they flew low over the newly washed clothes hanging on the line.
Blackbirds became my favorite target when I got my Red Ryder BB gun for Christmas when I
was about 12.

7

Mongolia

I

by Peggy Scanlon
went to Mongolia in the year 2002 to do a trek in the mountains north of Ulaan Bataar (the

capital). I was met at the airport around 11:00 at night by my Mongolian guide (I was to travel
with a small group).
The flight was fine—Korean Air from LAX to Seoul and then Mongolian Air (MIAT) to Ulaan
Bataar. I was staying at Genghis Khan Hotel and traveling with “Nomads Tours & Expeditions."
I was to meet my group the next day…..en route I had stopped at the wonderful new airport in
Seoul—but I wondered, the new airport is very modern but is that so great? The ratty gift
shop in the old airport was gone—but it was exotic—it was a bazaar full of treasures and now
the individual differences among various shops are paved over and in their place are upscale
bottles of liquor, perfume and other boring modern items…..!
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Trees

by Douglas Day

T

he willow tree behind my grandparents house was moving slowly back and
forth as the gentle breeze brushed its flexible, hanging branches.
I always enjoyed looking at that tree because it reminded me of the gentle and
loving gifts of kindness from my grandparents.
I also admired the flexibility and ability of the willow to adapt to and flow with the
wind no matter how gently or forcefully it might blow on any particular day.

The Gary Stone
By Bula Dow

If a picture could talk, I have one that has a story to tell. It is a 22" x 28" painted wood
cut of an old barn scene.
It came into our store in the arms of artist Gary Stone. Gary was a little down on his
luck at the time and wanted to trade for groceries. We were very willing to do that. It
was our present to each other that Christmas in 1979 and hung over our fireplace.
Five years later Gary came to ask if he could get the picture back if he made us a
different scene. We said, "Why?" It seemed the governor of Idaho, at the time, had seen
a picture of it and wanted to display it in his office.
We agreed to loan it for a year but wanted it back. It came back with a different frame.
The original frame had been screwed to the wall and ruined.
It hung over our fireplace until June 12, 2012 when we had a house fire. The next day,
two of our sons disobeyed orders and went in to see what they could salvage. They did
bring out what looked like a ruined wood cut painting. We did keep it with the few
things saved.
Gary came later and he, too, thought it was ruined but took it to see what he could
do. Two or three months later he returned it beautifully redone. It had its third
frame. It had taken a lot of work and he did it for the insurance money allotted for
it.
It hangs in my living room now, its third Daw home. I don't have a fireplace
anymore! It reminds me every day of a former life and very good friends Gary and
Bev Stone.
Gary and Bev have done a book, Stone by Stone, on the Oregon Trail. It displays pictures
of wood cuts and paintings he has done.

Night Sounds
By Virginia Serna
A clattering roar,
Grows louder
fading it passes,
Then silence.
Lasting for a moment
Then broke by the shush
Of smaller vehicles.
That is the sound of the highway
at night. Usually constantly roaring
Now subdued. Each vehicle is almost
recognizable by the sound of its passing.
My highway is not flat. Its grade makes
Large heavy trucks roar and struggle to
Conquer it. Small vehicles pass with
minimal struggle, just a quick disturbance
In the air. A group of small ones sounds
like an aircraft high in the sky.
Occasionally overtaken by another
Clatter and roar or the sleek hum
Of a larger vehicle, empty speeding
Smoothly by.
These are the sounds of my night in this time of COVID 19.

