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The gravel road that leads me home is like a slideshow at the back of my mind—

images from my childhood fill the screen in my head. I will tell you what I 

remember, or at least what I think I remember. As Mark Twain said, "I have 

arrived at an age at which things that I remember most clearly never happened at 

all." 

The gravel road to my childhood home runs east past a grove of dying trees—

sagging leafless branches. The road, bumpy like an old washboard, shakes me as I 

sit in the passenger seat of our rented car. Ruts created by the countless cars, farm 

machinery, and trucks guide our SUV through the dips and mudholes. How many 

times have I rattled and shook as I rode down on this old gravel road to and from 

the farm? Furrows with sprouting corn stalks replace wooded areas. Giant 

sprinklers crawling across vast fields dominate the landscape. A ghostly abandoned 

farmhouse huddles in an overgrowth of weeds and trees.  

Images beside the old gravel road are changed, but the rutted jarring road remains.   

 While exploring the road to the farm, I was curious about the old barn? Before I 

was born, on Memorial Day in 1935, a devastating flood along the Republican 

River caused damage and destruction along its path. My family sheltered in a 

neighbor's hayloft as the floodwaters raged. The barn survived the flood, but was 

the reminder of my family's history still standing? The house's roof ripped apart 

during the flood, but it remains looking as it did before the 1935 flood. As we 

slowly progress by the farmyard, I see a large, well-established shiny metal shed 

on the site of the weather-worn old barn.  

Though the barn is gone, the family stories of the harrowing night spent in the 

hayloft remain as pictures in my mind.  

Continuing on the bumpy country road, I glance to my right, and a flood of 

pictures reel through my brain. I see Mrs. Brown's house. Happy memories fill my 

senses: feeling the cold sting on my face as I ride a sled down the hill beside her 

house, the aroma of Mrs. Brown's fresh-baked cookies as we chat and share 

cookies and milk at her kitchen table, the yipping of the little black puppy she gave 

me fills my ears, and dust collects on my shoes as I skip through her yard on my 

way home from country school.   



I look again, and her house is gone. The welcoming white porch is gone. The 

towering, lush trees surrounding the house are gone. The winding lane to her house 

is gone. My eyes open, and I see carpenters building a new place. With no trees 

close by, and a bland graded driveway, the house appears as a lonely edifice in the 

country.  

What does over the hill look like now? We continued east, and my childhood 

farmhouse appeared as we ascended a small hill. Over the hill was the sloping area 

surrounding the house and farm buildings. It was a tangle of twisted trees that grew 

like weeds, not in defined rows. Hidden in the layers of brown leaves covering the 

ground were broken toys, shattered plates, old appliances, discarded tires, and 

forgotten machinery parts. Over the hill was a mysterious playground, and it 

provided a shortcut to the pasture.  

New owners live in the farmhouse. Over the hill is now a gentle sloping grass-

covered hillside with precisely spaced fir trees. No secret hidden treasures.  

Another question: Is the windmill still a part of the farm? I have images of the 

windmill standing proudly in the farmyard with its giant wheel spinning and 

changing directions as it pumps water and fills the round tank in the corral. The 

cattle, lowering their heads, are guzzling the cool water. The owner working in the 

farmyard stares at us as we inch along the gravel road looking for the windmill.  

The windmill is gone–no water tank, no corral, only massive machinery occupies 

the once multi-functioning farmyard.  

The old yard light from 1945 still stands as a welcoming beacon. It chronicles the 

history of the farmyard and gathers the memories of families calling the farm 

home.  

So, little by little, the countryside shows more signs of change. Huge farm 

machinery, monstrous trucks, and enormous tractors fill the farmyards. The once 

tree-lined roadsides are plowed and planted, small farm fields are combined, and 

giant sprinklers move across the land.  

A few things remain the same. Wide-open spaces and blue skies endure; an old 

yard light glows in the night. The fifth generation of farm families is plowing and 

planting crops. They drive their giant pick-ups along the washboard roads with 

their elbows out the window and their hair blowing in the breeze. The farmer's 

wave—two fingers in the air while grasping the steering wheel of their farm 

trucks—persists through the generations of farm folk.  



Time has moved on; new generations of families gather their memories along the 

old gravel road leading east.  
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