
WHEN I WAS TEN 
YEARS OLD 

by Elizabeth Gibeau 

Did you ever wonder now people lived before 
they had radio and television? I'm sure you did, 
so now I'm going to tell you. The year I was ten, 
occasionally we saw a "horseless carriage" on the 
street here in Carthage. The word "automobile" 
was not yet a household word. 50 that means no 
taxis. People usually walked. If it was a great 
distance, or if you could afford it, you called 
a "hackl' which was a smallar version of the 
western stage coach, drawn by a team of carriage 
horses. If you were going out of town, you took 
the train. That is, if the train went to the place 
you were going to. If no', you hired a horse and 
buggy at the local Live 'Y !table. Surprisingly, 
we all lived through th~ t period of inconveniences. 

It was a time when kerosene lamps, which 
replaced candles, were still in use, and were they 
something to take care of! Filling the lamps and 
cleaning the chimneys was a daily chore. One day 
my sister was given a dime and sent to the store 
for a gallon of kerosene. On the way she lost it 
and had to go back home for another dime. What a 
lecture she got on the scarcity of dimes in our 
household! Few people had telephones. You called 
on people to deliver messages. Instead of a long
distance phone call, you sent a telegram if you 
were in a hurry. Otherwise you sent a letter. 

It was a time when women wore long hair and 
very few little girls had short hair. My sister, 
who was older, never forgave me for beating her 
to it. 

It was a time when women wore ankle-length 
dresses, some with "mutton-leg" sleeves. These 
were long sleeves with cuffs up to the elbow, and 
the top part was puffed way out. It resembled a 
leg of lamb. Little girls wore skirts to their 
knees, and drew criticism if they were shorter. 
Until they were in their late teens, boys wore 
knickers, short pants which buckled under the 
knee. for dress wear, their shirts were always 
white, and for every day they were blue or gray. 
The men wore pants, not trousers or slacks, 
usually of ~avy material, even in the summer. 
The exception was overalls, the bib type. They 
were never called blue jeans nor levis. 

Houses were not centrally heated, but with a 
space-heater in the living room, and the cook
stov.l'in the kitchen 'heating the back part of the 
house. Both stoves used either coal Dr wood. I 
remember my mother started a fire in the living 
room stove in the fall and kept it all winter 
without letting it go out. Very few people could 

~
do , that as it took rag-ul-,J"t;-nding,- Then the 
ashes hed to be teken out every day. In those 
days it took much more time and energy to keep 
the house warm than the modern method of turning 
up the thermostat. The heat from the stovepipes 
was the only heat in the upstairs room. 

Thera was vary little indoor plumbing in 
those days and you wera lucky if you had tha 
cold water piped into tha kitchan. Usually it 
was carried in from outside pumps, and the water 
ueed for washing and for dishes wae thrown out 
on the ground, but away from the housa. 

But anough of thatl I promisad you a story 
and a atory you shall have. ~ 
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~y earliest racollection of being excited 

about moving into ' a new house was when I was 
about ten years old, when we moved into a big, 
white d DubIe house on Bridge Street. The smaller 
side was occupied by Uncle Tommy Beahan, my 
father's brother, Aunt Minnie and their four 
children, Raymond, Geneva, Lawrance and Margarat. 
There were really two femilies on the other side. 
One was my UncIa Newt's family. He was my mother's 
brother, and his wife, Aunt Mary, was my father's 
sister. Their children were Rose and Alton. Our 
family consisted of my father, John, my mother, 
Olivia, end their children, Leo, Susie and me, 
Beth. Raally an all in the family situation. 

To me the new house was a mansion. The cir
cular staircase in the front hall intrigued ma 
as I had never seen one before. ~qually appealing 
were the huge rooms and the spacious ground. 
where a ten-year-old had room to run and feel 
frae as a bird. The house we ~ovad from was' 
closed in by other houses and the sidawalk was 
the only place to play. 

Speaking of sidewalks, makes me think of the 
Fourth of July calebratian that year, when the 
sidawalks of downtown State Street were jammed 
to capacity. I never saw so many people in my 
lifel Where did they all come from, I wondered. 
That thought left me quickly as realized my 
sister and I were just as dressed up as the rest 
of the people on the street. We were allowed to 
wear our Sunday best that day, much to the chagrin 
of Aunt Mary who considered it sort of a dese
cration to wear our church dresses to celebrate 
the Fourth of July. 

Those were the days before the "Safe and 
Sane" Fourth was esteblished and we really 
celabratedl We had fire-crackers, balloons, 
noieemakers and any conceivable thing the hawkers 
could sell you. There was a pop-corn stand on 
the corner of the square and all the ica cream 
parlers were open. About that ti~. the In thing 
wes a naw drink called Moxie, much like today's 
Coke. You really weren't with it until you had 
sampled it. It was very good end had mora zest 
than plain lemonade, for instance. 

After wlking tha streets all afternoon, we 
returned at night for tha fire-works. They were 
held in an open area at the foot of West street 
hill, so the hill was covered with people 
sitting on tha 'ground to watch. The fire-works 
were fantastic I ~uch better than we have now 
since the "Safe and Sane" Fourth came into 
being. However, much as we enjoyed the day, we 
were glad to get to bed and dream how much 
better it might be nsxt year. 

And so life went on. I was really an out
doors girl always finding new things to be 
axcited about. One day my mother found me ad
miring soma pretty flowers I had never seen 
before. They were vary tall end had red 
blossoms all tha way up the stalk. 

"Oh, ~ama, I'm so glad we moved hare," I 
exclaimed. "Have you seen these pretty red 
flowers? I never saw flowers growing up the 
stalk liks that. Do you know the name of the~?" 

"They ara Hollyhocks. And this area is the 
orchard, because there are fruit treee here. 
But why anyone would sow Hollyhocks in an orchard 
is beyond ma. But maybe the seeds were just 
blown here by the wind. Why ara you so glad about 
this place?" 

"BecaUSB it is so bigl 50 much room ~o run 
in. Even in the house there is more room. And 
the apple traesl Do you know, ~aMa, thera are 
80me white appies on that tree ripe enough to 
eat?" 

"Are they now. They must ba Yellow Trane
parents. These two look like DutcheS8, and I 
hope the other two are winter apple •• " 
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"You mean w9'11 have 
wintar?" 

"Yas, if wa stora them properly. Now I'd 
batter gat back to the house and help Aunt mary 
with the supper." 

Walking back to the house mama held up her 
long skirts because the grass was 80 tall. 

"My! Your father had better get out the scythe 
and cut this grass for ~he horses,"she re~arked. 

There were no power mowers in those days. In 
small places a scythe was used, and in the meadows 
a horse-drawn mowing machine cut the hay much 
faster. The modern power tools surely save time 
and labor. 

In August it was decided we should go huckle
berrying. The berrias were on Pine Plains, which 
is now fort Drum, a large military establishment. 
Pepa put a lot of straw in the bottom of the big 
wegon and wa all climbed in, complete with our 
berry pails and a bountiful lunch. We sang and 
laughed the whole six miles. It's a wonder we 
didn't scare the horses. We wore broad-brimmed 
hats to prot act us from the sun and long sleeves 
to guard against sunburn and insects. We finally 
got to ths ber r y petch and picked for some time 
before we ate lunch. The only thing I remember 
about that was the cold tea Aunt mary brough. She 
put sugar and milk in it, and since I don't like 
milk, I couldn't stend the smell of it. Curious 
haw something like that will be remebered so many 
years. After lunch we finished filling our con
tainers and felt it was a worthwhile trip. Every 
one was vary tired and we were glad to get home. 
The berries were put on the callar floor as we 
had no refrigerator. The naxt day was spant 
looking over the berries end canning them. Much 
work, but wa enjoyed them in the winter. 

That fell my father and his two brothers, 
Tommy and Barty, took a lumber job way up above 
Wanakena, as thara was no work on the road in the 
winter. The men lived in an abandoned caboose 
(the treinmen's Pullman) which was on a side 
track, and they did their own work, cooking and 
all. The reilroad went wey up in tha woods to 
bring out the logs that had been cut. 

Sometime in January, I believe, my father 
came home. It was nearing the deadline for the 
job to be completed and he was afraid they might 
not meke it unless mama want up and cooked for 
them so the men could put in longer hours on the 
job. 
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After quita so~e diacueaion, mama agreed to 
go but ineisted that Susia and I go too. Leo aas 
old enough to atay 8ith Aunt Nary and Unc18 Ne.t 
aa he wouldn't be aO much of a cara for th ... Wa 
•• nt on tha train to aanson minas and by horse
draan sl.igh the rest of the way. It was an all 
aay'e Journey. 

Can you picture what it would ba like living 
in a caboosa WBy up in the wilds? Was it aver 
cold in that carl And thera .as so much snow •• 
couldn't play outdoors, 60 8. draw pictures, read 
stori.s and studiad our school booka which .e had 
brought with us. m.ma wss vary good at auggesting 
things to kaap us Dccupied. It was almost like 
modern superviaad recraation. 

Tha cold didn't let up. In fact it was so 
cold thet thera we8 ice on tha well back of tha 
beds! But we stuck it out for three weaks until 
the job wes finished. mama wes glad because aha 
was afraid Susie would get pneumDnia egsin. She 
had baen very sick with it two yeara before. 

Tha day w8 cama home was somathing to ramam 
ber! Wa had to start very early in the morning 
while it was still dark, because we had to drive 
a long ways down tha railroad track before we 
could turn off onto a road. We had to gat off 
the track before ths morning train came up. It 
was • very cold day so Papa put a lot of .trew 
in the bottom of the sleigh end laid a blanket 
over it. Th8n he had us lia down and covered us 
with more blankets. Ha stood up and drove the 
taam. What 8 difference from riding in a heated 
car on peved roads! 

We finally got off the railroad track and 
drove for quite a time bafore wa stopped at a 
lumber camp occupied by some french people. The 
minute we got in the door, we wara takan over to 
the stove to get warm. Ona of the older girls 
brought each of us e gless of liquor to warm us 
up. Before mame noticed, I had downed the whole 
thing. I think she gasped when sha S8W it. Of 
course, these french people were used to alco
holic beverages, but we weren't. 

Soon wa were loaded onto the sleigh ag8in 
as wa had to gat to Benson mines to get the train 
to Carthage. They had a great tima w.king me up 
when we got to the station, end for years I got 
drunk at the tender age of ten . mama, Susie end 
I got on the train but Papa had to drive the 
team home, about thirty-six miles. 

When we got to Carthage we had to walk the 
mile home and it was bitter cold. mama froze the 
sid a of her face. Were we ever glad to gat into 
a warm housa whare there was room to turn eround 
in and no ice back of the bed. It must have been 
the next day when Papa got home, but I don't 
remember. 

After reading this account of the "Good Old 
Days" count your blessings. You have central 
heating to keep you warm anywhere in the house, 
indoor plumbing for sanitation and convenienca, 
and electricity for lighting end appliances, 
amonQ other things. 

And happily you will _ l b a few things left 
over from those "good old ddYS", such a8 faith 
in God and your fellowmen, diligence, reliability, 
honesty and stamina to keep at a job until it ~s 
finished. These things can't be bought with money 
but are far more important in the long run. 

The year I aas ten brought many new experiences 
for me, but I guess the greatest was the appre
ciation of a good warm house -- without ice back of 
the bed. 
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