900 words
COOR CREEK DAYS

by lyle Owen

Coon . Craak anpties int.a the White River, which is expanded into lake
.Tanmomonp and downstraam‘from Branson, 'l'he creek mters the. hke

; ﬂ:ge_,-ffﬁide of tf:e 1ake oppo-sita‘ to this town,

- ;-r_‘;',ﬁf"' I ny high school days, in the early 1920s, our f&nily lived in a
gihall h_ouae (one room at first, t.“m finally) & ‘couple hundred yards up
. Coon ‘Cr'eek. This creek ia a small cme, and floata a boat only vhere lake
.._wter ie backed up its ‘mouth to about where we l{ved
_ Our trips to town were often by walking, and I carrled out a 50 mmd
_séck of flour fo'r Mother“s bread ‘bakj,ng a gopd.many times‘._ And how good
t.‘bat‘bfead wasl Ples and caker and cookies too, all hot and arom;;tie from
-g.he.'gyf'en. The.sa ‘Lrel;e _Bakad in 'a_ubod.-bu'rn_in_g range; it took some wrk
wood e-n't.rtin;g to keep its maw entd efled, but the ranﬁé s_ervad. as a house
'-_h__ea;:.er too,”ax_xd ﬁm,’mtained-ﬁ hot water mppljr 1;1_ 1ts 'r'eee:fvoir.
One ‘vonderig‘u-f.l cake Mother. bakod was with black wlﬁuts ti‘xrou@out,
a' iehite ieing on t.o;;‘and wvith some lemon flavor too - 'l'he black'wﬁ_»lauta
: were cracked with a hamar and picked out on rainy days. The hot broud
{ _and other baked things eoming fmgrant-!‘reah from the oven made the nost#ls
dilate and the taste huds danca. One of my favorlt.e caker (and knowing
thia Mother made 1t for my ‘birthdgys) wae a chocolate-banana layer cake:

sliced bansmas and chocolate irn between th_e layers, choecolate icing flood-

ing the top.
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This all sounds fattening, even artery clogging and heart disabling
in these latter days. But we worked and walked so much we all were lean,
My father dled at 95 and Mother 1s approaching 92, so perhaps the diet
did not do us in,

Sometimes cur trip into Branson wae by rowboat, down the orsek and
angling across the lake, especially when there was a heavier load to be
carried like a sack of feed for the cow or chickens, Even then thera vas
shoulder carrying of the sack from the Farmers Exchange in town down to
the lake, and then, after rowing back upsiream across the wvater, more work
Jugging the load from our Coon Creek boat landing up the hill to our barn
§r house. Usually these sacks weighed a hundred pounds, heavy encugh to
temporarily curve an otherwise straight but slender 135-pounder, but oc.
casionally I earried over by boaf. and my back a 4.bushel bag of oats,
welghing 128 prjlmdS, and found that somewhat staggering. 1 fancied myself
getting shorter and squatter as the bag on my shoulder crurhed me tovard
that faraway center of the earth that all weights love.

T5 W1t Lion %o there Wels bate biomsht Sut From town aa one of our
livestock feeds for the mules and other critters, we bought rolled cate
in hundred pound bage for the man and boy critters and aleo for rome animal
use., ldttle boughten boxes of rolled cats were too small and expensive
for all the eating that went on up Coon Creek, what with three growing
and ravenous boys, not to mention Father, and Mother too -. and baby chicks
and the dogs and the goldfish, Dad used to eat his catmeal with a tablespoon,
thinking asmaller tablewarea waste of time, though Mother thought this me-
what inelegant and reproved him from time to time for not ueing 2 teaspoon
awy more arrived people did. f‘he was alwayes trying to civilize us, But

these arguments of tradition or elegsnce did not noticeably move him,.
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We had other rnaonaui‘or buying rolled oats by the hundred pound
bag, for we used it, dry, as & starter food for baby chicks, Mother also
sprinkled the dry rolled oats on the marface of her large outdoor water
Nly p&ol, fed from a sprifig by the house, to feedthe numerous goldfi sh
there, The fish rose, dozens and dosens of them, happily to get the
floating flakes. The gqt au fish, some quite large, between the vater lily
pa;ds and blossoms, made aﬂpretty sight. Mother had as many as 25 blossors
at a time there. She loved flowers, and watehed over them and worked for
them like her children.

Mothor also cooked oatmeal by the washpan full for the hounds, the
greediest gglpers of tasty catmeal that our family ever saw. I used to
wonder if the dogs ever tasted it, so fast did the great globs go past
their tasting place.

Most often our tripes to Branecon were by walking, as when going to
school there and for many errands. From our house there was a rough rocky
trail to Seven Falls, then the way continued by the public road carved
into the &se of the bluff ealled Mount Branson, Thie bluff overhangs
the lake on the side opposite from town, and the road at ite base led to
the east end of an 0ld irom bridge with plank floor that led us across the
water and into Branson, The bridge is now long gone, carried away by floods
and replaced by a large concrete highua-y bridge a half mile further upstream,

The heavy plank floor of the bridge used to rattle and resound, as
did the board flooring of a mmaller and similar bridge thgn across the mouth
of Coon .Cruk. Thesze boarde were long and strong but somevhat loose, and
sounde of crossing traffic, especially an iromiired vagon or a galloping

horse, echoed up and down the valley, Many a night, sometimes from my bed,
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I heard t.h;a loud and rapid hoofbeats of running horser on thore bridges,
the plank floors acting as amplifiers, Sometimes there were laughter and
shouts and gunfire, as well as the hoofbeate on the boards, as some young
fallia 01 P eats AN Revhonas Y atyhe Aesstisng eles. hnreled
somevhere dioutin; fheir conviction that it vas good to be alive.

It was by the road at the base of the bluff, and then the iron bridge
and on up the hill in town, that we m_lkcd to school, One has faraway,
sometimes sweet memories, of these days of his teens, Sometimes I walked
to school without my brothers, and as I approached the bridge from the
south I watched eagerly and hopei'ully the road on past there to the north.
For that way livedl a maiden, sixteen and lovely, who had caught my eye
and twinged my heart., I was very shy and only a worshiper from afar and
never .Imd a date with her, DBut if I was lucky I got to the bridge when
she did and wve walked across and on up to school together. I lmew the
color of her red coat a long way off, and altered my pace to get to the
bridge right if our distances were unequal,

In the decades later one rémambera these thing.s with 2 little emile,
partly of amisement and partly of regret. One of the wise Greeks of long
ago, Buripides *he playwright, said that if we could be young twice and
old twice we could correct all of our mistakes. Dear girl, 'tie more than
forty years cince then, and since I saw her last, Is she gone? 1Is she
st111 here in this world (she and her family moved away), but a shrew
instead of the dream I remember? Is there about her still meﬂuiné tender
lhd pretty, or was I wrong even then, misled by youth and hormones?

At the Branson High School there were 2-year graduates and 3-year

graduates before my time, but it was not until the 1922_1923 school year



that this became a A.year high school, Eefore that year Taney County

young folks who wanted to finish a full high school went to Forsyth (public)
or the School of the Osarks (private) to finieh the fourth year, or oc-
casionally they mg:gp live outside the county while finishing. But
Braneon at last got a third high school teacher for the year mentioned,

three being required for & A-year high school, The nev one was R, L, French,
and he was also the school supérintendent ae well as a teacher,

Also for that year a new one-sgtory white cut-stone schoolhov-e vas
built for the high school, its first separate building. lLeft standing
naarby as a grade school was the two-story red brick building which the

~ year before had been grade cchool below, high school upstairs, We were

the first seniors, the 11 of us who graduated in May 1923, to occupy that
stone building, and I have & picture of the chssmm

Dpeseiers, on the stepsmthat %5001 ClQArg;E > é% mm =2 :@Lcﬁu..

P &%W m""ﬁﬁ"g"i, the red brick one and the stone one, are gone,
When the stone school was torn down ten years ago, after more than a third
of a century housing eager and wmeager learners, 1 salvaged one of the cut
stones as memory laden, and have it against a tree as a little seat in the
front yard of my prerent country place on a high bluf‘f west of Branson.

We graduating seniors had caps and gowns for commencement, the first
time used there apparently, and our rent must have paid for the gowns for
several days. Anyway I remember walking to school in the medieval flowing
outfit on a May morning before cormencement day, from Coon Creek in the
country and along the bluff road, and clear through town to the echoo Thouse
on the hill, I guess I thought I'd paid the rent and might as well get

my money's worth., Or maybe the reniors had agreed to come to school that
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way, The gown of course was a new sight to some. Kear the Seven Falls
bend in the bluff road I met a farmer I knew, and he looked me over in
the robe and exclaimed "Iyle, I didn't know you had turned Catholie!™
He really thought I had abandoned our country Protestantim and taken
holy orders in the Chgreh of Rome,

The new teacher, %ﬁhé@« French, or "Profercor" French as we somehow
called him (him only of the teachers), was a real intellectual, wmlike
many a teacher vho dver the yeare pacsses acrors the front of the room.

He read, and he read some rubstantial things; he thought; he had ideas,

and he talked with at least some of the ctudentz about these things of

the mind. He was this year reading William Jaﬁes, long a famous professor
of psychology and philosophy at Harvard University, sand he invited several
of us boys to read James too, outeide of any class, and to come to his
house one weﬁng a wveek to discurs with him the classic James work om
peychology. Profesror French helped the three or four of ur get copies
of-the book for our reading and discussion, and mine is still in my library,

When the time came for the senior class play I was given a very little
walk-on part with one or maybe it was two lines to esay., I figured then
and now that that was because the director and the other ceniors estimated
that to be about my dramatic capacity, and I had no regrets, omnly relief,
for the smallness of my part, I remember wondering vividly if I would
forget efen that one line, but I guess I got through it. They let me make
a speech at commencement, and that was more than emnough coﬁsohuon though
i rgnlly.neodod none,

Much, much more floods one's memory, but this is emough of 0ld Coon
Creek days.



