REMINISCENT TEACHER ESSAY
By Lucille (Adkinson) Richey
My teaching career began when I was a sophomore in high school in
Springview, Nebraska. That state made it possible to study Normal Training
for three years in high school, pass the state exams in all subjects, and obtain
a three year teaching certificate. As money was scarce, it deemed an
opportunity.
Our Normal Training teacher told us that two things were necessary for
success, First was to live in the community and second to be able to start a
fire, fast, which I found it to be true. Soon after I graduated, a school board
near the South Dakota boarder on highway 183 offered me a contract. My
sister had taught there for several years previously and they admired her
efforts. I signed for $115.00 a month for nine months. The third year I
received $170.00; the county's higher average.
My first year I had six grades and nine pupils, no phone, no electricity,
a pot-belly stove, and two outdoor toilets with catalogs furnished for any
purpose. There was no well for water, so two students took a week at a time
and carried a gallon pail, each, from a farm house across the road making a
quarter mile round-trip before school started at 9:00 AM. I also took my turn
dumping it in a crock forthe day's drinking and hand washing.
During my second year, we lost one pupil and gained three pupils. We
had had Christmas programs, so we had a Thanksgiving program usually
followed with a pie or lunch social. I continued the rhythm band my sister
had started and I pushed art and singing some of the more modern songs at
the time. We dug up clay behind the building and made clay pots with lids
firing them in the ash pan of the pot-belly stove. It enhanced the third grade
reading story and soon everyone was making pots with the teacher learning
how to fire. That stove warmed many a noon lunch too.
I marked off an area for a library where they could read when their
studies were done. As many didn't take daily papers, they couldn't wait till
Monday morning for me to bring the dog story from "Capper's Weekly". We
decorated our windows each month for art according to the season. I sent for
free samples of toothpaste to help instill the habit of brushing for health. As
this was Nebraska, we planted trees for Arbor Day. We also invited neighbor
schools for track and field day in the spring.
I boarded with a family one and a fourth miles away from the school

I walked every day. We played cards almost every night. A student
from Wewela was going to high school in Springview so they gave me a ride
on the highway many a cold morning. It was a model A coupe and his father
said that I walked as fast, but I appreciated the ride. Years later, my husband
and I sang for his funeral.
The second year I attended summer school for nine weeks enjoying the
psychology and modern printing classes.
The previous years had gone well and I started my third year. That was
the year of the L949blizzard. I was snowed in at my boarding home and we
missed several days of school. I frosted *y chin and the worst thing was the
outside toilets blew full of snow, so we could only open the doors a few
inches. I had to scoop them out with a small coal shovel. I rode a horse for
one week and finally got home for a weekend after the highway was opened.
Well, it stormed again , so I came back by plane on skis.
It was nice to get back to normal and I decided three years was enough
in one place. The school board in Springview had offered me a contract, but
over the years, I had fallen in love with atall, dark, and handsome man living
and

nearby and he wanted to marry.
I enjoyed my years and it seems primitive compared to today, but
managed and had many compliments on my effons.
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