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THE LIFE STORY OF CURTIS W. DUNN
BY CURTIS W. DUNN

[ am going to go back just as far as I can remember and
write everything that I can think of. In 1932 we lived on
a place that was called the old Gilbert place about 6
miles northwest of old Keystone, Okla. Ella May was
born there and she was the 5th child of the family not
counting the baby boy that was lost at birth. Trudy, my
oldest sister, and I was playing late one evening out in
our back yard with a rubber ball and she threw the ball
to me but I missed catching it. The ball rolled into the
cellar and I ran into the cellar to get it and I came out of
the cellar a lot faster than I went into it. There was a big
black snake down in the cellar and my dad heard me
scream and came running to check on his son. I showed
my dad the snake and he taken a garden hoe into the
cellar and cut the head off of the snake. The snake had
swallowed a whole toad frog and it came out of the
snake after the head was cut off of the snake. Back then
people did not know what air conditioners were and
there was not that much crime going on so every one
slept out in the yard. I was about 5 years old at the time
and I would sleep up in our farm wagon outside till I
would hear our dogs barking and that would scare me
and then I would get to sleep with some one. While
living there my dad and I taken a load of cotton to
Keystone to the cotton gin and if I remember right, I
think that we got a half of a cent a pound for it. On the
way home from the gin we found a brand new full size
mattress at the side of the highway and we stopped and
got it and taken it home with us. No one ever clamed it
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so my parents got them a new bed to sleep
on. My parents and us children was down
to see some friends of ours by the name of
Henderson one Sunday afternoon and our
iron wheel wagon had a coupling pole
sticking out a ways on the back of the
wagon. The children would always try to be
the first one to get on the end of the
coupling pole and ride home on it. I saw
that my dad was hitching the team of mules
up to the wagon so I ran out to the wagon
just as he started to back the wagon up a
little to turn it around and my dad did not
see me. The wagon knocked me down and
the iron wheel started to roll over my body
and 1t got on my body about my left hip
and just before it got to my head, I let out a
big loud scream and my dad pulled the
wagon ahead off of me. I got a cracked left
collar bone out of that mishap.

In 1933 we lived on what we called the old
Woodring place and none of us 10 children
was born there. Before I go any farther, I
was born at Big Cabin, ( on Jan. 11, 1927).
A few things happened while we were
living there on the old Woodring place that
I might mention. One day my older brother
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and I were out feeding the pigs (all these
places that I am mentioning here were out
in the country on the farm) and while the
pigs were eating, I ran up and got one of
them by the tail and the pig started running
and I fell down. My older brother (which
was 3 years and 4 months older than I )
said "Goody, goody, goody - that is what
you get for bothering the pigs while they
are eating. I said "I'll get you for making
fun of me and while I was looking for a
little rock to throw at him, he ran and laid
down behind a 55 gallon drum that was
laying on it's side. I went and threw the
rock anyway and that rock sailed right over
that drum and came down on the top of my
brother's head and he went into the house
and told our mother what I had done. I
went and hid in the barn and stayed there
all rest of the day but my mother didn't
forget about it and used the rod on me
when I did come out. My parents believed
in using the rod and I thank the good Lord
for parents that loved me enough to not
spare the rod when one of us children done
something that we should not have done.
Parents that love their children, in my
opinion, will use the rod on them when
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they need to. I credit the rod for keeping
me out of prison and teaching me to behave
myself and causing me to want to work and
to do my share of work.

A cousin of mine came over to our place
one day to play with me and my folks had
been picking cotton and putting the cotton
into a little building close to the house. My
cousin wanted to see if the cotton would
burn and he wanted me to light a piece of
cotton that he was holding with a match
and then he was going to throw the cotton
out the window. Instead of him throwing it
out of the window like he said that he
would do, it burned his finger and he
dropped it onto the rest of the cotton and
the cotton burned over right quick and went
out but we thought that the place was going
to burn down. (That sounds like something
that Jerry Clower would do.) My cousin
got scared and went home and my dad was
notified and he came to the house from out
of the field and lit a fire under me with the
rod and my dad said that he would of lit
one on my cousin too if he had of been
there. My cousin lived across the road from
us about a quarter of a mile. We had a
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cistern there for water and my older sister,
about a year and a half older than me, was
teasing me there one day about jumping
into the cistern and her shoe fell off of her
foot and went into the cistern and none of
us children ever told our parents what
happened.

My dad had a good team of mules while we
lived there and he sold them and everyone
was telling me that the man that bought the
mules was buying my dad too and I was
very unhappy about that. Like I said
before, this was 1933 when we lived on
that place and times was hard to make ends
meet. One day while living there [ had on a
pair of girl's long handle underwear and I
don't know if I did not have any underwear
of my own or why I had on a pair of my
sister's and we had company come over one
night to see us. When the company went
home, I said that it was a thousand wonders
that the company didn't notice girl's
underwear on me. In 1934 we lived on
what 1s known as the old Churchill place
and while there, my brother vy was born. I
guess that I was about 7 years old then and
[ remember my dad taking all of us kids
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fishing about 1/2 to 1 mile from our house
over to a pond. I remember catching a little
perch about 2 or 3 inches long but to me it
was like catching one that weighed 2 or 3
pounds.

We had some neighbors that lived aboutl/4
of a mile down below a hill from where we
lived there. Our neighbors had some
turkeys and one of the old hen turkeys had
some little baby turkeys and I had been
trying to catch one of the baby turkeys and
my dad told me that the old mother hen was
going to get me but I didn't pay him no
mind and kept trying to catch one. Sure
enough that old mother hen got after me
and I want you to know that I we up over
that hill like there was a super highway
going up over that hill.

One day while living there I saw a hay fork
( pitch fork ) laying on the ground with the
prongs sticking up and instead of picking it
up, I tried to step over it and I hit a prong of
it with the bottom of my bare foot and it
nearly went through my foot.

My oldest brother and my oldest sister got
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angry at each other one day and one of
them got a pair of barber scissors stuck in
their ankle from the hand of the other. I
forget who done what. It was only by the
Grace of our good Lord that we lived
through 1t all and lived to be adults.

Talk about hard times, people nowadays
don't know the meaning of hard times.
Back then a family of 5 or 6 was
considered to be a small family and there
was a lot of families with 10, 11, ard 12 or
more members in them. I remember one
day that my dad didn't know what my
mother was going to feed the family and he
went out to the barn there on the farm and
got a big bucket of threshed wheat and
brought it in the house and washed it good
and cooked 1t and we had a good feast of
wheat with milk and sugar on it with bread.

The good Lord tells us in his word that He
will supply ALL of our needs. There was
not very many cars back then and I
remember riding on a horse behind my dad
and go to a little country church maybe 4 to
7 miles from home and get back home
some where around 11:00 p.m.

(7)



When I was a baby, a boy of about 13 or 14
years old by the name of Wilson Wooten
came to our home and asked my dad if he
could stay with us and work for his room
and board until he got grown and my dad
taken him in and he became a brother to all
of us children. My dad and Wilson would
cut a lot of firewood for money to buy food
with. My dad gave 15 ricks of firewood for
a cow one time and he told Wilson that
when they got 3 rick of wood cut, they
would call 1t a day. They would be back to
the house by about 4:00p.m. most of the
time after going about 2 and 1/2 miles on
foot to cut wood.

The old Churchill place was where we
lived when I first started to learn to milk a
cow. My grandparents always lived on a
farm and about everyone that had any
connections with them lived on a farm. One
time I was visiting my grandparents and I
was helping my uncles milk the cows one
evening and I got done milking a cow and
one of my uncles ask me if I got all of the
milk that the cow had? I said no, I left some
for in the morning and they all got a big
laugh out of that.
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The next place where we lived was known
as the old Gifford place and we lived there
in 1936 and I don't remember if we lived
on the old Churchill place in 1935 or on the
old Gifford place but it was one of the two
places then.

In 1936 while living on the old Gifford
place, my dad had gotten a old Model-T
ford truck some where and he traded it for
several stands of honey bees- some of them
in hives and some of them still in the trees.
One pretty warm day in early spring of
1936, my dad got about 3 or 4 guys to go
with him to cut down the bee trees and get
the bees in hives and see if they would have
any honey in the trees. They drove an old
Model-A truck down on the old Keystone
bluffs of the Cimarron river and they forgot
to take any drinking water with them. By
the time they got the first tree cut down,
they were all hot and dry from lack of
drinking water. My dad told the others that
he would stay there and get the bees in the
hive while they go and see if they could
find any water some where. My dad found
the Queen bee and put her into the hive and
all of the other bees would follow her into
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the hive. My dad got all of the bees in the
hive before any of the others got back and
he went to look for water himself. My dad
had on a new pair of leather sole shoes and
he started down over that river bluff and he
stepped on a big rock and the rock rolled
with him on 1t. My dad jumped and landed
on another rock and his right foot slipped
and the rock that rolled with him landed on
his right leg and crushed it and then slid off
of his leg. It took 4 men to lift the rock that
landed on my dad's leg. My dad taken his
two hands and lifted his right leg up and his
foot dropped down and his leg bone stuck
out the side of his leg. When my dad got
hurt, he yelled for help and the other men
come running to help him. My mother had
sent along some nice clean white linen to
put over the honey 1f there should be any
but none of the men thought about that.
One of the men had an old red
handkerchief and they wrapped that around
my dad's leg and then an old burlap sack on
over that. They taken an axe and cut a pole
and sat my dad on that pole and carried him
on that pole about 1/2 mile to where they
had their old truck parked. They laid dad on
the back of that old truck and started out to
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the hospital in Pawnee. They stopped
somewhere and called for a ambulance and
they meet the ambulance about half way to
the hospital. The old doctor there at the
Pawnee hospital drilled a hole in through
the heel and through the knee of my dad's
right leg and put steel pins in it to hold the
break apart. The doctor said that by holding
the break apart, his leg would grow on each
side of the break and when the two sides
meet, they would grow back together but
the part of leg that his foot was on was
dead and did not grow and would not heal.
My dad was bedfast for several months
with his broken leg. He finally got able to
get up on crutches after several months and
he walked on crutches for two or three
years and then he made himself a peg leg.
The peg that he made was a piece of two by
six hewn down from the full width at the
top of it on a slant to where it would be
square at the floor end of it. He put a one
by six on top end of the two by six and let
it run back to his right ankle for a leg rest
with a thick pad on it. He had a one by one
and one half inch board nailed on the left
side of the peg leg and it came up to his
crotch on the left side of his right leg with a
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strap fasten to the top of it long enough to
buckle around his thigh and he had a board
just like that one on the right side of his peg
leg but it went up to his waist with a strap
long enough to buckle around his waist
fasten at the top of it (Now you Know how
to make a peg leg). In the winter time
when it was cold, Dad would put on about
two pairs of socks on his sore leg and foot
and then a paper sack and then another pare
of socks. You ask why the paper sack ?
Guess Why- stop and think a minute why
dad would put a paper sack on his foot and
leg before you go any farther. You give up ?
He wasn't using his foot any and 1t was just
hanging there on the footrest of his peg leg
and 1t would get cold so he used that paper
sack to keep the cold wind from going
through 1t and get his leg cold. The paper
sack was a windbreaker for wind won't go
through a paper sack.

1936 was a hot and dry year and there was
a drought that year and all the crops was
burnt up and there wasn't much pasture for
the cattle so we turned the cattle into our
crop fields and let them try to get
something to eat in them. One morning my
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older brother who was about twelve years
old and I who was about nine years old at
the time went down on the creek that was
almost dry except for holes of water here
and there to see if we could catch some
fish. My brother made him a fish hook out
of a safety pin but it did not work out for
him. After that homemade hook didn't
work for my brother, he started to sticking
his hand in some holes in the bank of the
creek under the water and he caught a fair
size catfish and we went to the house for
dinner. That afternoon a couple of my
cousins ( Clarence and Robert Collins )
came over to our house and my dad, my
brother and I and my two cousins got some
burlap feed sacks and made us a fish net
and put a log chain on the bottom of it to
hold it down 1n the water. ( It would have to
been before he was hurt. I can't remember
if this was after or before my dad hurt his
leg.) After we ate dinner, my dad, my
brother, my two cousins and I taken the fish
net that we made and a wash tub to put the
fish in down to the creek and my brother
and cousins started using the net. I started
doing like my brother had done that
morning by sticking my hand in holes
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under the water in the bank of the creek. I
told my cousin that [ had a hold of a good
one in a hole in the bank of the creek. He
told me that I might let it get away and for
me to move and let him get it and I said no,
that I had a good hold of it and I pulled it
out of the hole. Guess what?, 1t wasn't a
fish but a water moccasin snake and I had a
hold of it right behind it's head and no one
had to tell me to turn it loose. I threw it
about thirty feet and kept on doing what we
went there to do and that was to get some
fish. We got that wash tub about half full
of fish by using the net we made and we
had a fish fry and every one got full of fish.
For back then there was no electric
refrigerators to keep them in so we ate and
ate and ate until we couldn't eat no more or
they were all gone.

That was back in the good old days when
no one knew what money was or what
money looked like for not many people had
any money to show off. We ate fish, rabbit,
hawks, and some times a hog in the winter
if we had one. And that was our meat
supply but back then you would never hear
people complain and people would help
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one another and visit and be friendly and
go to church and worship the good Lord.

The year before my dad got hurt, he was
living in a tent down by uncle Raymond
baching and working on the W.P.A. and he
would stay there all week and come home
on weekends. I can't remember if he was
working five or six days a week. Uncle
Raymond only lived about four and a half
or five miles from where we lived but dad
didn't have a car to drive then and he done
his going in a horse drawn wagon. [ was
about eight years old I think at that time
and dad let me go down there and stay with
him for a week one time. I would stay with
Aunt Virgil in the daytime while dad was
gone to work. I think that it was in the fall
part of the year but I can't remember.

Back then we would buy big packages of
about anything that we would buy and dad
bought a 25 1b. can of peanut butter and
then 1t wouldn't stay soft and pliable like
now and all of the o1l would rise to the top
and it would get stift down in it a ways.
Any way dad and I was eating a lot of
peanut butter and we both liked it real like
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well and one evening I told my dad that
Uncle Raymond and his family might like
eating some of that peanut butter and dad
thought that I was getting tired of it or
getting burnt out on it when I said that and
when we got back home that weekend,
Dad told everyone that I said that we ought
to give that ole peanut butter away. But I
didn't say what he thought that I said.

The year that my dad got hurt I was going
to the Scraping Ridge School that was up
on top of a big hill and we only lived about
a half of a mile from it. I was in the second
grade then and when dad got hurt, all of the
children (3) that was in school had to quit
and take care of the farming and the cattle.
We always grew cotton and I kept my math
up good by picking cotton and weighing
the cotton that I had picked and keeping up
with the weight of it on paper. All of us
children was out of school for three whole
years and I forgot everything that I had ever
learned except for math. When I started
back to school, I started back in the second
grade and the only way that I stayed in the
second grade, they didn't want an eleven
year old in the first grade. I passed to the
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third grade only on account of my age and
size and not on my grades that I had made
in the second grade that year. In the third
grade I really started to applying my self
and everything started to come a lot easier
for me. I was always the best pupil in my
grade in math and the teacher would always
let the next to the best in math go to the
blackboard with me ( A Girl) and we two
would run a race in our math figures that
was on the board and I would always beat
her done. (The same problems except in
different order). My worst subjects in
school was spelling and English and history
and health an geography. You say what else
1s there? Reading, and I never was good at
that.

[ am getting ahead of my self here and I
guess that I am getting in a hurry for this is
the first book that I have ever tried to write.
Now going back to the place when us
children left school to work the farm, I was
only about nine at the time and my sister,
Gertrude, was about eleven and my oldest
brother, Jay Dee was about twelve but we
got the work done I guess for I am still
living. I can't think of much of anything
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that happened on that place other than Dad
getting hurt and me pulling that snake out
of the hole but that is the place where we
lived when W.R. ( Bill ) was born there.
We moved from there to the old Berson
place and that place (160 acres ) had a lot
of timber on it and we cut a lot of wood off
of 1t and sold it for fifty cents a rick at the
stump or for $1.50 a rick delivered and we
usually delivered it. We sold a lot of wood
to Bill Tanner who ran a little country
grocery store and that is where we bought a
lot of our groceries on old Highway 64
about 6 miles southeast of Cleveland, Ok.
We probably cut two to three hundred rick
of wood from off that place and maybe
more than that, I don't remember for that
was 58 years ago and a few things has
changed since then to cloud up my mind.
We did not have chain saws and such back
then and the only power we had then to
operate our saws was called arm and elbow
power on about an 7 foot cross cut saw but
it got the job done. I was telling about dad
hurting his right leg earlier in this writing
and I can't remember if I told you how long
that dad was on the crutches and how long
that he walked on his peg leg. He walked
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with crutches for about three years I think
and on his peg leg for about four or five
years.

We moved from the Berson place on
January 10, 1938 to Joe Hamilton's place
about four miles north of old Mannford,
Ok. My oldest brother, Jay Dee was
fourteen at the time and he was riding Ole
Ribbon moving the cattle and Dad, Mom
and the rest of the children was on a wagon
loaded with furniture bringing up the rear
and it had been raining that day and the
roads was muddy and slick in places. Ole
Ribbon, a mare, was one-half race horse
and J.D. liked to ride her and she was
trained to stop when a rein dropped to the
ground. J.D. was driving the cattle west on
a country road and they came to a cross
roads and we wanted the cattle to go
straight ahead but they turmed north at the
cross roads. Keep in mind that it had been
raining that day and the road was muddy
and slick. J. D. started running old ribbon
chasing the cattle to head them off. After
he turned onto the other road and got up the
road a ways to head the cattle and turn
them around, Ole Ribbon's feet started to
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slip in the mud and she fell with J.D.
There was an oil field crew drilling an o1l
well right inside of the fence and they saw
the whole thing and said that J.D. went
about ten feet into the air and came down
on his head and shoulders and was knocked
unconscious. One of the oilfield men got
into his car and went out on the road and
got I.D. and went back and got my dad
from oft of the wagon and rushed my
brother up to Doctor Saddoris's office in
Cleveland, Ok. The doctor examined my
brother and could not find anything wrong
with him other than he was unconscious.
The doctor told my dad to take J.D. home
and 1f there was no change the next
morning that he would admit him to the
hospital. The next morning there was no
change so the doctor admitted J.D. to
Morning Side hospital in Tulsa, OK. ( That
1s Hillcrest hospital now). At the hospital
they could not find out right away what
was the matter with my brother other than
he was unconscious. After he was in the
hospital for twenty-one days and still
unconscious, the doctor told my dad that
my brother might have a blood clot on his
brain and that he was going to operate on
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him. They operated on him the next day
and cut almost the whole top of his head
oft. They started at the side of his forehead
at about his hairline and went all the way
around the back of his head and to the other
side of his forehead at the hairline and laid
the top of his head back all the way to his
brain and immediately my brother started
to get better. His brain was swollen and
when they operated, they relieved the
pressure and he was home in another week
after the operation. Up at the top of this
page you will notice that I told you the date
that this all taken place. You ask how do I
remember when it happened? The 10th of
January, 1938 and the next day on the 11th.
January, 1938 I was eleven years old and [
thought at the time what an awful birthday
present that I was getting to have my
brother in the hospital hurt and I went in
and laid down on the bed and cried. They
think that J.D. accidentally dropped a rein
and Ole Ribbon tried to stop and in trying
to stop, she fell with him.

About a year or two after the horse falling

with him, J.D. got real sick and we had to
rush him to the hospital up in Pawnee.

(21)



They operated on him and taken his
appendix out and they thought that .. was
getting better but after two weeks he started
to get worse again. We didn't have a phone
so the hospital called our neighbor and had
him to bring my dad a message that they
was operating on J.D. the second time.
They operated on his stomach this time and
taken about a quart of abscess out of his
stomach and in about another two weeks he
was home. When we was living on that
place when J.D. got sick, around about that
time or it might have been a year or two
later, I don't remember, my dad and two of
my brothers and I was hoeing in our corn
field one day in Johnson grass. The corn
stalks and the Johnson grass both was over
our heads in height and dad always kept
our hoes sharp and we was swinging our
hoes cutting the grass off just above the
ground. [ was a little ways away from my
other two brothers and the two of them got
too close to each other and one of them got
his nose cut on a slant from one side to the
other side on the big part of his nose and
dad taken him to the doctor and got it
sewed up. I was plowing ground one day
and when it came quitting time at the end
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of the day, I started to take the plow and the
three horses hooked to it to the barn yard. I
had to cross a little creek on the way to the
barn yard and the plow that [ was using was
a riding plow and I stayed on it to ride it to
the barn. When I came to that creek the
point of the plow hit a solid rock that
wouldn't move and the plow went side
ways right quick and I fell off of the plow.

I was afraid that the team was going to get
away from me (but they didn't even know
that anything had happened) so I ran up to
the side of the team to grab the reins and
when I done that, the team got scared and
sure enough taken off. The plow that they
were hooked to, the point of the plow
would hit the ground about every forty-five
feet for it would scar the ground every time
that 1t hit the ground. The team had to go
through a gate as they were entering the
barn yard and they made a sharp turn to the
right and there was a tree there where they
had to turn on the left. Two of the horses
went to the right of the tree and the other
horse went to the left of the tree and when
the team did that, they broke away from the
plow or they might of still be running. The
only reason the seat of my pants didn't

(23)






