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One of the very pleasant experiences of my life has been my farming: It is 

hard work but pleasant and healthy and I thoroughly enjoyed it.  

 I left school the last of May and immediately went to planting the two-thirds 

of an acre on which my father and I spent our efforts and the time between May 28 

and August 30.  

 We started by furrowing the fields with a little hand plow and planting 

everything from Sunflowers for the chickens and field corn, carrots and beets for 

the same to muskmelons, sweet potatoes, peanuts and family necessities.  All the 

summer we weeded, hoes and did everything else to make the garden flourish and 

flourish it did.  

 In the fall we had enough chicken food to last all winter. Enough vegetables 

to eat and can too, though not the same vegetables and I and ½ barrels of potatoes. 

 I gained strength, muscle, and I think a little brains in the two months and I 

think that next year I shall try to do it again for my country, as the boys of the 

family are gone. One paid the supreme sacrifice for his country and the other is in 

training. My share is small.  


