Out at Aunt Louisa’s*
By CORINNE SCHENCK DAHMEN

A mile and a half beyond Center Square in Vevay lived my
mother’s Uncle, George McCulloch. He was one of life’s mis-
fits. Born on a farm near Kingussie in the Highlands of Scot-
land, nature cut him out for a Scotch Dominie, but fate made
him a pioneer in the new world. For years he labored, strug-
gled and failed in trade until his eldest son Joe grew up and
went to Louisville, Kentucky, to become associated with his
uncle, my mother’s father, Daniel McCulloch. Here showing
the ability that his father so signally lacked, Joe soon made a
brilliant success in business, and, being of a generous nature,
he shared his prosperity with his family. He purchased a
large farm and placed his father’s family upon it, equipping
the home with comforts and luxuries almost unknown in the
farm houses of the day. Best of all he kept up a constant flow
of books, periodicals and newspapers to the country place
which he had established.

The large family of sons and daughters grew up and went
out into the world. However when warm summer days ar-
rived, one by one they would come trooping back home with
their families, and there were many happy reunions in the
big farm house. They were the only kin of my mother that
lived near her, and she was greatly attached to them. They
were in and out of our house a great deal both as children and
when grown up. When returning for their annual visit, there
was no way of reaching or leaving Vevay, except by the rail-
road, seldom used, as it was across the River and ten miles
back in Kentucky, or by the mail boat. The latter reached
Vevay at midnight or in the small hours of the morning. Ar-
riving at such a time, the drive into the country could not be
undertaken until the following day. So what was more
natural than to spend the night at the home of Cousin Tenie
(my mother), where these relatives were always welcome.

On the other hand, a day spent out at Aunt Louisa’s was
one of our summer pleasures, and was always on the itinerary
for our guests. On the day planned for such an outing, our

¥ In a letter accompaning her short sketch, the author says: “The journal intrigued
me because it shows such a simple life—children listening to Spurgeon’s sermons in con-
trast to the blood and thunder movies put on every Saturday afternoon exelusively for
children. My own childhood was so much more wholesome than what I see today.”
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steady white mare, Jane, would be hitched to the surrey, and,
after breakfast, served promptly at seven o’clock, for which on
this day, even I, was in prompt attendance, my mother or eld-
est sister would take up the reins and Jane would start out at
a brisk trot up and down hill for the twelve miles or more to
the George McCulloch farm. TUnless some misfortune befell
us, we would arrive shortly before noon to sit down at a table
groaning under its load of fried chicken, every vegetable in
season, hot biscuits, jellies and preserves, sweet pickles and
several kinds of sour pickles, along with berries, pie and cake
for dessert. After this repast, we children would find our
way to the big barn. If it was the haying season, we would
go out to the meadow, where the men would swing us up on
top of the loads of hay and let us ride back to the barn. While
we went a haying, our elders sat about in rocking chairs and
talked and sewed or crocheted. Five o’clock found us on our
way again in order to reach home before dark.

In time, during the summer months, only the two old
people, an unmarried daughter and a little, motherless grand-
daughter were left in the home. Uncle George had a shock of
curly red hair and the irascibility of the Scotch. Aunt Louisa
had a sweet face and gentle ways. Theirs was the pleasantest
farm house I have ever known, for Aunt Louisa’s mild spirit
together with the charm and sunny humor of Cousin Emma,
the unmarried daughter, seemed to pervade every niche and
corner.

Cousin Emma was one of the genii that every child needs
to make childhood perfect. By unerring instinct she always
knew the heart of a child, its joys and sorrows, and could fill
young minds with beautiful ideals. She could heal the wounds
of the spirit as well as of the body and she could hold one spell-
bound with tales of her own weaving.

One year in early springtime, Cousin Emma had the happy
thought to borrow me for a companion to her motherless little
niece. At Cousin Emma’s suggestion, and with her help Lulu
and I kept journals. We did nothing wonderful or unusual,
nevertheless this visit has stood out in my memory as one of
the happiest experiences of my childhood. Long ago my own
diary disappeared, but the one kept by Lulu McCulloch during
that wonderful week when she was only seven years old, I have
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in my hand. The following entries constitute the journal as
she kept it out there on the farm:

April 15th, 1880—1It was 7:30 P.M. when Aunt Emma and Corinne
came home. It was muddy, and the spring wagon got stuck in the mud
so they had to walk up hill and the rest of the way home. Today was
Friday and what did we do the first thing, when we got up and were
dressed and had breakfast, we attended to our babies, because they were
sick. Frank was mine, and Daisy was Corinne’s. The babies were
nervous then. She changed from the morning, and Daisy had brain fever.
Maybe she had it this morning when we thought she was nervous. We
sewed carpet rags, next we took our babies to ride and ate bread and
butter and apples. This evening we had a literary society. I like the
reading best and so did Corinne and Grandma.

Saturday, April 16th. It was a real pretty day. Corinne took Daisy
for a ride to the barn and every where. I went too, but I didn’t take
Frank. We sewed carpet rags and played croquet. And it is fun to
get money for sewing rags, but it is not a bit of fun to sew them. We
colored eggs and it is Easter tomorrow. Purple and yellow ones, 13
eggs. It will be very funny if Aunt Emm makes pictures on her yellow one.

Monday April 18th.—We went to Sunday School on Sunday. The
walk was very nice only we got dreadfully tired when we came back.
We helped Grandma get dinner, then Aunt Emma read lots of Bible
stories about the Passover and Easter. Then Corinne and I ran around
afterwards. Then we had Children’s hour. We sung songs and Aunt
Emma told us Spurgeon’s sermon about thoughts, and we all tried to
think about happy things, happy times, and I said “Everybody is good
to me, and I have happy times nearly all the time, not quite, but pretty
near.” This afternoon Jessie came and we had a tolerably good time,
Then we heard the rest of “Kinfolks” and wrote in our journals.

Thursday. We had a little girl’s party. Fannie Clevenger came
first in the morning and we played croquet and dolls in our playhous.
After dinner Effie Wallick and Emma Paugh and Hattie Kirkpatric
came at 3 o'clock. We played and looked at picture books. We had
our supper at 5 o’clock and had float and cake and rice. Corinne and I
were at the end of the table and Aunt Emma waited on us.

After supper some gipsy wagons came. They never begged a bit,
but she had such pretty lace to sell. She said she made it herself but
I don’t believe it. They camped right up above our house, and they
stayed there and it rained too.

The little girls went home at 6 P.M. Fannie and Hattie stayed, and
Hattie told us a story at childrens hour.

Friday, April 22nd.—This morning the gipsys were still there and
they quarrelled, so we could hear them down here. We were so glad
when they started off we don’t like gipsy neighbors, but these did not
trouble us much. Fannie and Hattie went home this A.M.

I can still see that little group mentioned in Lulu’s journal
as we gathered in the early dusk for Children’s Hour or a
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Literary Society. The grate fire has been poked into a sturdy
blaze, after its somnolence of the day, to dispell the chill of
the early spring evening. Aunt Louisa sits in her low, com-
fortable rocker while Cousin Emma, occupying a chair by the
octagonal mahogany table with its pedestal base, reads aloud
by the shaded light of a kerosene lamp from Spurgeon’s ser-
mons and some good moral tales found in the church papers.
Two little girls with long pigtails, one blond the other a lovely
shade of red, with the fire flickering over their freckled faces
turn soulful blue eyes upon the reader, drinking in every word.

Best of all we loved to sit at Emma’s feet on low hassocks
with only fire to light the dusky corners while she told stories
which she made up while in the telling. These were not fairy
tales or stories of adventure but accounts of every day experi-
ences and emotions, things that we could feel and understand.
In one of these stories a picture was painted that has come all
through the years with me. It was of apple blossoms in a
bowl of transparent milk-glass against a soft grey wall-paper
unknown at the time. Of the story itself I no longer have any
recollection but the description was so vivid that when I close
my eyes wherever I may be on land or sea, I can see that bowl
and smell the delicate fragrance of apple blossoms. That
happy childhood experience gave to apple blossoms a differ-
ent meaning from that associated with other flowers.

The old farm house long ago passed into other hands.
Strangers sit by the blazing fire watching the shadows on the
wall. They till the broad fields and other children go a haying.
Uncle George and Aunt Louisa have long since passed on. Of
the elders in that group of 1880, only Cousin Emma is still
among us, a light and inspiration as ever.





