PREFACE

This manuscript is the product of tape~recorded interviews con-
ducted by Margaret Klusmeyer for the Oral History Office during the
winter of 1974. Margaret Klusmeyer transcribed the tapes. Margaret
Klusmeyer and Syma Mendelsohn edited the transcript. Winifred Hiles

Sackey reviewed the transcript.

Winifred Hiles Sackey was born in Galesburg, Illinois on August 3,
1911, After graduating from high school during the Depression, she
worked at various jobs until August, 1942 when she was employed as an

operator by the Intra State Telephone Company.

A lifelong resident of Galesburg, Mrs. Sackey has been very active
in church and community work. In her memoir, Mrs. Sackey recalls the
changes in daily life in Galesburg, including the effects of the De-

pression and two World Wars.

Readers of this oral history memoir should bear in mind that it is
a transcript of the spoken word, and that the interviewer, narrator and
editor sought to preserve the informal, conversational style that is
inherent in such historical sources. Sangamon State University is not
responsible for the factual accuracy of the memoir, nor for views ex—

pressed therein; these are for the reader to judge.

The manuscript may be read, quoted and cited freely. 1t may not
be reproduced in whole or in part by any means, electronic or mechanical,
without permission in writing from the Oral History Office, Sangamon

State University, Springfield, Illinois, 62708.



Winifred Hiles Sackey, February-April, 1974, Galesburg, Illinois.

Margaret Klusmeyer, Interviewer.

Q.

Mrs. Sackey, tell us about your home, when you were a little girl?

My earliest recollection of my home was a five-room house, two
bedrooms, not very big, a living room--what we called a sitting
room——and the kitchen, off the kitchen was the pantry. We did not
have many of the conveniences that we had later. 1In our sitting
room was a big old coal heating stove. In the kitchen was a gas

stove and a cook stove.

Our lights were by lamplight. We had what we called a gas jet,
in the kitchen, and if Mother needed an extra light over by the

stove she would light the gas jet,

The summer I was four, I remember quite well, there was a house
being moved or torn down, and my father bought one room. That

was put on a foundation on the south side of our house. One of

the windows which had been in the s8itting room became the door, and
that room was divided into a small bath,a little entry way and a
bedroom. That same summer we had installed furnace heat; we had
running water, we had a sewer, bathroom and electricity, all at

the same time.

Prior to that we had had, outside the back door, a small building
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in which we kept the coal for the stoves and kindling. At the south
8ide of the lot was the pump, where we got all our drinking water—-
all the water we used, in fact——and clear out on the back, on the

north side of the lot was the, shall we say, the rest room?

It was a case of anytime you used water, you carried it in, and you
carried it out. You carried in coal, you carried out ashes. It
was outside inconveniences, to say the least, but that summer we

had all these things done.

The next summer—7I believe it was the next year--my father had a
cistern dug, so we had soft water, and we were among the elite;
we had a pump, in the kitchen at the sink, and we could have soft
water in the kitchen. That way we used the soft water for dishes
and for shampoos and washing faces, and that sort of thing. We
also had a pump in the basement, so that Mother could have soft

water to do the laundry.

We had no insulation, no storm windows or doors, and the north

winds really chilled the place off pretty much in the wintertime.

We had a refrigerator; I can't remember when we didn't have it,

but it wasn't a refrigerator as we know it now, it was an icebox.

It was a wooden chest affair, lined with zinc, and insulated.

Qurs opened at the top, and the ice would be put in the top of the
refrigerator, then that door was closed. There was a door on the
bottom, and three shelves in which we kept the food to keep it cold.
Of course we didn't use ice in the wintertime. It was foolish to
buy_coal and 'ice at the same time, so we.jpst.had it_in the;summer—

time. There is an ice company just a few blocks west of
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where we lived, and they made artificial ice.

The iceman came with a wagon and a team of horses, about three times
] a week, and we would have a card—Mother had a big yellow card

about a foot square--and in each corner was numbered, 25, 50, 75, or
100, and you would put the number up, denoting the amount of ice you
wanted. For instance, if you wanted a 75 pound chunk of ice, you'd

put 75 up, and the man would bring it in.

}j He had a 1eatﬁer cape, almost on his back and he would carry the ice
on that, then when he delivered the ice, he would upend the bottom
part of the cape and dump out the water, that had melted in from the
ice. Of course it was a lot of fun to go out to the ice truck and
snitch a little p;gcg_of ice while he was delivering i;: Therewwas

a family that lived next door to us, and the father, an elderly uncle,
who lived with them, and at least three of the sons all delivered ice,
and the last one of those was Eddie, and he passed away just about six
months ago. Eddie was our iceman for many years, and his father was
before him. Of course of late years, Eddie delivered commerciaily,

to commercial establishments, but I can remember when Eddie brought the

ice to our house.

This ice would melt, and under the ice box always had to be a pan to
catch the melting ice, and if the pan wasn't emptied promptly, it
would overflow. My brother had a brilliant idea. We did not have
linoleum on our floor, or tile, such as we have nowadays, so he

marked the place where this dripping would occur, then he moved the

icebox to one side and took a brace and bit and bored a hole in the

floor. He toock a small fumnnel and put in that, then replaced the
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icebox over the funnel. Down in the basement, under the fumnel he

sat a tub, so we didn't have the job of emptying the ice pan more
than about once a week, and Mother quite frequently would use that
water as part of her rinse water, because they made ice with ammonia,
and that ammonia made a wonderful soft water for rinsing the clothes

on wash day.
Which brother was this, now?
My older one, Terry.

There is one thing we don't have. We don't have the date that you

were born?

Oh! My goodness! I was born at 10:20 in the morming on Thursday,
August the third, 1911, so if I am not too far wrong I am something

like 62 years, 6 months, and 6 days.
I thought we should have that for the record.

Well, yes. In the wintertime—-as T said, we didn't buy ice and coal
at the same time-—so in the winter, my older brother, agaln concocted
a box. He wasn't original in this because many people did the same
thing. He had a box, a wooden one, which you can't find very many of
anymore, and he covered it with tarpaper. He fastened that up with
braces at the north side of the pantry window, and that was our winter
icebox. We could set the eggs and the butter and the milk and things
out there. Of course, if it got too cold, you couldn't put the eggs
out there, they would freeze; many a time, my mother would put a bot-

tle of milk out there at night, and in the morning the milk would
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have frozen, and pushed the 1lid clear up, about two inches above
the milk /bottle/. But it did serve as a very good winter icebox,

just letting Mother Nature cool things off.

Mother had a hand powered washing machine before we had electricity,
and then she had the electric machine, but before that it was hand
powered, or she scrubbed on the board, which was not the easiest

thing to do. I can remember when she used what they called '"sad irons’
just the plain iron that they would heat on the stove, and attach a

handle, and use that to iron the c¢lothes.

At one time, Mother had what they called a '"gas iron". T am not
sure just how it worked, but there was a long cord, and that cord

would attach to the bag burner on the stove. That was lighted, and

the heat would somehow heat the iron. One of our neighbors had one
just like it. One iron went haywire and one cord burned out, so this
neighbor came over, and said to my dad, "Bert, why don't you put one
cord on the other iron, and your wife and I will have one good iron
between us?" Dad looked at it a minute, and he said, "Hand it over
to the wife, I couldn't do it." My dad was not handy with tools,

and Mother could fix anything. Mother fixed it, and between them
they had one good iron, and that lasted until we finally had an

electric iromn.

When we first had electricity put in there were no wall plugs or
outlets. All the lights were just a single dangly light from the
celling. Mother had been in the habit, of course of reading by

lamplight, a kerosene lamp, or darning socks is what she usually
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did of an evening. When we first had the electricity put in, I
remember she said, "Oh, I just wish I could pull that light back
down here, where it belongs." It was up high, and she wasn’t used

to it.

We had quite a lot of trouble with electricity at first, I don't

? know if it was a power failure or the lines would get tangled up
or something, and the lights would be out for a while. My uncle
used to say, "A fish went through the dam," but I never believed
that. This one time, I think it was an ice storm and the lines
were down for several days. You remember we have had some terrific
ice storms around here; and we had to resort to the kerosene lamp.
After about the first evening, Mother said, "I wish I could push this
light back up there where the electric one was." 8o it depends a

whole lot on what you get used to.

One thing that was very important in our home was the sewing machine
because Mother made all of her own clothes, and she sewed for all
four of us children. There was quite a humorous account of the first
pair of rompers that she and my aunt made for this older brother of
mine, and they got the pants upsidedown. They had a lot of laughs
over that, but she bought a treadle sewing machine from Sears and

Roebuck, and it was sent from Chicago to Galesburg, and for freight

and all, cest of the machine and everything, it came to $13.98. Now

match that ome if you can.

We had big gardens, and Mother raised a lot of the food, the fruit

1 and so forth that we used. We had five big cherry trees and two
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or three peach trees, an apple tree, strawberries, rhubarb and grapes.
And as I said, Mother raised vegetables, most of which were canned
for winter use. We had corn and heans, lima beans, peas, tomatoes,

and of course she had lettuce and asparagus and radishes.

The building that we had used for coal and wood, before we had the
furnace put in, was moved to the back of the lot in among the cherry
trees, and then Mother raised chickens. And we had our own eggs until,
along about 1928 or 1929 in the winter, one morning--Sunday--she went
out to feed the chickens and there were no chickens. There had been
eighteen hens stolen in the night. Dad called the police, and they
came. One man. Because of the light snow on the ground he was able
to track, and he followed the‘footsteps all the way over to Lombard
College to one of the fraternity houses, but he would not go in by
himself, so he went back and he called for reinforcements. By the
time the two men returned to the fraternity house, there was no sign
of any chickens, but Mother decided right then and there she was not
going to raise chickens for somebody else's benefit. So that ended
the chicken business, but she had railsed chickens, set the eggs, and

we had chickens all during the time we were growing up.

What about other things wou had to eat? What other foods did you

have?

Many people canned chickens and beef and pork. Mother didn't have
access to much of that, except the chickens, and up to the time these

were stolen she had fresh chickens, anytime she wanted.

The only time we could have lettuce, for instance, was in the summer-

time. There weee no frozen foods, we hadn't many eof the things that
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you find in the grocery stores now, they just were not available,

except during the summertime.

We had many a meal, for instance at suppertime, of corn meal mush or

fried mush, scrapple; Mother used to make a graham mush, with graham

flour that was very good. We had homemade vegetable soup, and Mother .

never put carrots in it, because she didn't like carrots. The rest

of us did, but she didn't so we didn't get carrots.

I have noticed lately, in the grocery stores, the kinds of cereals.
Our cereals were very limited. We had corn flakes, both Kellogg's
and Post's, grape nuts, shredded wheat, cream of wheat, cream of rice
and oatmeal. That's the kind of oatmeal you cook for twenty minutes
or so0o, none of the instant stuff. I noticed an article in the paper
not too long ago, saying there were something like 66 or 70 different

kinds of cereals. In my day we had six. Quite a change.

My grandparents lived on a farm~-my father's parents-—~and everytime
they butchered, which was in the winter, we always had a five pound
bueket of homemade sausage that my grandmother would fix and send

to us. My dad didn't go hunting, but sometimes somebody would give
him rabbipgs or squirrel and we would have those. He would buy wild
duck or geese, once in a while, but beef, park and chicken was the

usual meat. We always had turkey at Christmastime.

I remember when we first started getting oleomargarine, 1t was white.
It looked like lard, but it tasted like butter. You know, you eat
partly with your eyes, so the uncolored oleo was very unappetizing,

but there was a little yellow capsule, a little gelatine capsule
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filled with a sort of orangy colored liquid, and you would soften
the margarine and mix that in and stir it in, and it looked pretty
good. It tasted very much like the margarine that we get today,

but you did have to go to the trouble of coloring it.

I had an aunt who thought it was just a little beneath her to use
margarine. She just couldn't stand the taste of margarine. One time
we were at another aunt's, and they had mixed up the margarine very,
very carefully and colored it very evenly, and she had an old butter
carton, and she packed the margarine into the butter carton. When it
came time for the meal, she said, "Bertha, will you get out thé butter?"
And Aunt Bertha got out the butter, and she ate it, and thought nothing
of it. She thought it was butter because it was in a butter carton.

(laughter) It was a lot of fun to tease around.

As I said, Mother canned a lot of things. She always canned rhubarb,
and we made our own grape juice and grape jelly. Sometimes she just
canned grapes. We had an asparagus bed and she canned beets; well,
all the vegetables that you usually find in the garden, except she
couldn't very well can lettuce. Parsnips she always left out until
in the winter, when they had frozen. She sald they were better that
way. Of course, I don't like parsnips, so they never did taste good
to me but they did to her. We always had turnips to store away, and

that sort of thing. Just the foods that anybody else had, 1 suppose.

Do you recall what the grocery stores were like when you were a

little girl?

Yes, as I mentioned, the various kinds of cereals that we have now,

as compared to what we had then. At the grocery store where we
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traded they did not have a meat market. They had some lunch meats,
and that sort of thing, but there was a meat market next door. Some
of the other grocery stores I know, had meat markets in conjunction
with their store, not in the store itself, but right next. You re-

member Hultgren's?

At Olson's Grocery where we traded, the meat market was across the
alley. In order that they could make contact with the meat market,
they had a whistle tube, an air shaft, that went down from one store,
across under the alley and up into the meat market. When the grocery
wanted the attention of the meat market man, they would blow on that
pipe, and there was a small perforated lid on the end of the pipe,. and
as he blew through that, it made a whistle. ‘Then the meat market man
would open up the 1lid that had the hole in the center, and say, "What?"
The ‘grocer would relay the order, what he wanted, and by the time some—~
one from the grocery- store went over to the meat market, the meat was

already packaged and ready to be sent out on the grocery order.

The grocery stores delivered all things at that time. Our grocer

delivered three times a day during the week and four times on Saturday.

At that time there was very little that was prepackaged. Rice, flour
and salt; a few things like that. If you bought sugar in a 25-pound
bag it was packaged in a cloth bag. Other than that, it would be

weighed out.

We had salmon and tuna, mackerel; no spam, or anything of that sort.

Oysters, for instance, were always sold in bulk. If you remember

i walking past Olson's on the way to school, in the wintertime, they
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had a big keg—-like container that was iced, and sat outside. 1In
the cold weather, and with the ice underneath it, the oysters were
nice and fresh, and nice and cold, and it would be dipped into a
little cardboard ice cream bucket, with a wire handle on it, when

you ordered your oysters.

At Olson's Grocery, there was the grocery store, then there was

the alley, then Charlie Artz' meat market, then there was Duff's
Drugstote, then Duncan's barber shop, then Obie Traff's shoe re-

pair. Do you remember that block? Beyond that was the Christie

Coal Company. And now, the grocery store and the Christ§e Coaljcmmpany
are all that are left, because the rest has been taken over into

parking lot.

One of the things I remember about the grocery stores at that time
was that everything, and I mean everything, closed on Sunday. Do
vou remember you couldn't run to the corner market? Once in a while
a grocer would be open maybe until ten o'clock in the morning, but
it was very rare, and many times his trade dropped off because people

thought he ought to go to church, like they did.

We did not get milk in a bottle at the store, usually. Milk was

delivered by a milkman. The one we had was a Newcomer, from up by
North Henderson. M.D. Newcomer, Sr. was the one who delivered our

milk.

Mother had a gallon milk bucket—-milk pail, you know, with the re-

moveable lid——and Mr. Newcomer would come and he would pour the milk
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from his container into Mother's, out on the front porch. Pasteuriza-
tion, homogenization; absolutely unknown, but that is the way we
bought our milk for a good many years. Then eventually they got so
they had the bottled milk in the stores, and now, of course, it is

cartons.

Another thing I remember--this doesn't exactly come under grocery
stores, and yet it is about food, to a certain extent. Do you
remember "Banana Joe?" He was, I believe, Italian and he had a push-
cart that he pushed up and down the street. I don't remember him
selling vegetables, it was mostly fruits, and he would walk down the

r

street, ""Banano! Banano!" poor Joe made his 1living in that way.

We also had ice cream wagons that went up and down the streets in
the summertime, and you could buy ice cream cones. They were brightly
colored with gay 1lights, and drawn by one horse, and it was quite a

treat to get an ice cream cone from the ice cream man.

There was also a popcorn wagon, and a hot tamale wagon that made the
rounds at one time. You could not buy ice cream in a store because
they just didn't keep it in the stores. They didn't have that type

of refrigeration at that time, but they had several stores downtown,

Tee cream parlors they were called. The one I remember the best, the

one we went to the most, was Butterick's.

Butterick's had their own homemade candy and their own homemade ice
cream. There was another one further down the street, on the north
side, owned and operated by a.man who was a native of Greece, and

it was called "The Olympia Confectionary." About two blocks south
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of Main Street, across from the post office, and just a block from
the high school was a high school young people's hangout, "Hall's

Candy Kitchen." They had some of the most deliecious homemade candiesw
Then, later on, there was the "Karmelkornm Candy Shop" down on East
Main Street. They didn't have the ice cream, but they had homemade

candies and the karmelkorn, so there were many things to buy in stores,

but they were quite different from what they are today.

The day I went to have my eyes examined the first time——I had been
having trouble--the doctor told me that there is nothing in the world
that would cause any eye headache faster [fhaﬁ? chocolate, so I was
not to touch chocolate for at least a month. That was quite a punish-
ment for me. After the examination was over, we went down to Butterick's
to get some ice cream. I had always had a chocolate sundae, that was
my favorite. Mother said, "Doctor said you cammot have chocolate."
Well, what else was there? Finally I settled for a marshmallow sundae,
if you can think of anything much more gooey than that, but I had to
wean myself away from chocolate. And to this day if I find I am get-
ting an eye headache, if I have been eating too much chocolate, I just
have to cut back for a while because it will still affect me to a

certain extent.

We did have to get ice cream at one store, and we went to the bakery
for bread and we went to the meat market for meat, and that sort of
thing. We bought a lot of things at the grocery store, but there
were a lot of things that you could not buy at a grocery store, that
you can buy now. You never would have thought of buying a broom or
fly spray or something of that sort in a grocery store, but you bought

groceries.
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Well, now tell me, where would you buy a broom? I don't recall

where people got brooms?

At a hardware store. Remember when Dopp's had their hardware store?
All right, you'd go down to Dopp's. A little later on, of course,

they began to have brooms.

Of course, the store that my uncle had--my mother's only sister—-
they had a general store, and they had everything! You could buy
brooms and barbed wire and stove pipe and everything in that store,
but it was a general store, you could buy yard goods, and so forth.

But when I was a child, in the grocery store here, you bought groceries.

Did you intend to tell me about your uncle's general store some other

time, or would you like to tell me about it now?

I can tell you now, if you want. The store was located in a little
town called Timewell, which is not quite a hundred miles souﬁh and west
of here. It is in Brown County, Illinois. My uncle owned this store
for many, many years, and after he passed away, my aunt ran the store

for several years.

He had a full line of groceries, he candled eggs, he tested cream,

he had hardwyare of all kinds: nails and barbed wire, fencing, stove
pipe, and sé forth. He had shoes and hats and yard goods, clothing,
and he had some drugs, especially after the drugstore left the town,
so it was truly, a general store. They had just about everything that

you could imagine.

This small town never did get up over 275 population, and before




























































































































































































































































































































































