Dog Days

W

By Grace Case

hen I was 11 years old, in 1922, living
in Toulon, Ill., we experienced dog days
that I remember well to this day. My
father told us that the expression had begun back
when people believed that the hot August weather
might make dogs get rabies. It was better to stay
away from dogs when the weather was extra hot.
But I don’t remember worrying much about
that. We kids loved hot weather.
My Uncle Tom and Aunt
Maude lived on a farm west of
town. Sometimes Aunt Maude,
who was my mother’s sister,
would invite us out to play all day
Saturday. My sister Julia and our
cousins Katherine and George
and I walked the 2½ miles to
their farm.
We made up our own games.
We baked mud pies in a little
oven made of old bricks with a
piece of tin on top. Yellow kernels of corn stuck on the cookies that we baked nicely. They
looked good enough to eat, or so
we thought.
Aunt Maude kept lots of leghorn hens so she’d
have eggs to sell for groceries. We caught some,
put their head under their wings and swung them
around and around. They got dizzy, and when we
set them on the ground, they acted real stupid and
didn’t move for quite a while. Then, when they
came to, they staggered. We laughed.
But Aunt Maude didn’t laugh. “My hens will
stop laying eggs if you do that!” We stopped.
The cow pasture was a short distance away and
we walked there on the hottest days to play in the
creek. Mud and stones and old logs made a good
dam, and we’d slide down the slippery mud banks
into the deepened water and really splash. No one
owned a bathing suit, so we wore our faded duds.
We scrubbed the mud out somewhat before we
walked back to the farmhouse. Our outﬁts were
almost dry by the time we got there.

Once an older cousin, Mary, who was 15,
helped us make a wonderful rope contraption high
in the maples that surrounded Aunt Maude’s yard.
We did this while Aunt Maude was attending an
afternoon church meeting.
One end of a heavy rope was tied real high in
one of the trees. The other end was tied much lower
in a tree quite a distance from the ﬁrst. A pulley
was attached, and another shorter
rope hung from the pulley.
We climbed a ladder to reach
the rope on the pulley, grabbed it,
and hung on for dear life as we
swung down to the lower tree.
Mighty exciting. We zipped
down so fast. No one got killed,
but Bob, our oldest cousin, said it
was a wonder. He had taken Aunt
Maude to the church meeting.
He ranted and raved and made us
take it down.
Bob was really angry for
some reason. I believe he wished
that his dumb town cousins would
stay away from the farm.
Aunt Maude was a very proper lady. No one was allowed to call the male hog a
boar. He was the “himmy hog.” We all were afraid
of the himmy hog. His long white tusks at the sides
of his mouth looked ferocious. “Don’t go near
him!” Cousin Bob warned us, and we minded him.
Aunt Maude’s row of red currant bushes make
a pleasant memory. She made lots of tangy currant
jelly from the scarlet fruit, and on wash days she
dried her dish towels over the tops of the bushes,
where the sun bleached them snowy white.
I wonder why ladies don’t do this now. It’s
cheaper than using bleach, which smells so bad,
and it’s more fun to spread the wet dish towels over
the bushes and then gather them in when they are
dry, smelling of the fresh summer air.
These are the things that come to mind now
that dog days are here. What do your memories of
August bring to you? ❖
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