WHERE I WAS BROUGHT UP

By Gordon Lord

Our electric lights was a portable kerosene lamp.

Our refrigerator was deep inside a well.

Our flush was a two holer fifty feet from our house.

Our toilet paper was a Sears Roebuck catalogue.

Our toothpick was whittled from a small tree.

Our doughnuts came hot from the frying pan.

Our farm tractor was a one horse power animal.

Our milkman was our cows teats.

Our meat was running wild in the woods or the pig pen, chicken coop or 

       Bean.

Our snowplow was a snow shovel.

Our breakfast eggs were in the hen pen. 

Our only running water was rain.

Our bathtub was a wash tub for clothes.

Our ice was available whenever the outside temperature was under 32        

       degrees.

Our water was some twenty five deep.

Our washing machine was a scrub board and a wringer.

Our bank was called “Piggy”.

Our doctor was twenty five miles away.

Our sewer system was directly under the outhouse seat.

Our daily bread came from the wood fired oven.

Our telephone was a make believe, two tin cans with a string between.

Our entertainment came from each other.

Our grocer personally brought each purchase to the check out counter.

Our movies were peeking through some ones keyhole.

Our snowmobile was a two runner sled.

Our electric blanket was a heated stone, flat iron, or brick wrapped in a 

        Towel.

Our ball point pen was an ink pen filled with liquid ink.

Our rooster was our alarm clock.

Our one room, one teacher school held all eight grades.

Our only heating and cooking fuel was wood.

