The Dust Bowl Shared Stories
Experience 1:
Most farmers, when they decide to leave their farms, load their household possessions in trucks or trailers, and take to the highway under power.  Many of the townspeople, having no means of transport, are forced to abandon their property and leave on foot, with only the clothes on their backs and such bundles a may be carried in their hands.  After every storm the highways are thronged with these refugees.  On the roads running through Meade and Montezuma I have seen hundreds of people in endless procession, heading out of the Dust Bowl.  So it was in 1934, in 1935, in 1936, in 1937, and in 1938 – thousands of families deserting towns and farms, all seeking some haven of relief from the dust. (Lawrence Svobida, Dust Bowl Survivor)
Experience 2:
“I left a milk bottle on the back porch and it was two-thirds filled with dirt this morning.  I went down to the creek to water the horses and had to break the dust on the water like ice and above it to one side for the horses to drink.  So much dirt blew into my chicken yard and drifted like snow that my chickens all walked over an eight foot fence.” (Bon Turner, Dust Bowl Survivor)
Experience 3:
…For twenty-seven years this little spot on the vast expanses of the Great Plains has been the center of all our thought and hope and effort.  And marvelous are the changes that we have seen and in which we have participated.
Yet now our daily physical torture, confusion of mind, gradual wearing down of courage, seem to make that long continued hope look like a vanishing dream.  For we are in the worst of the dust storm area where William Vaughn Moody’s expression, “dust to eat” is not merely a figure of speech as he intended, but the phrasing of a bitter reality, increasing in seriousness with each passing day.  Any attempt to suggest the violet discomfort of these storms is likely to be vain except to those who have already experienced them.
There are days when for hours at a time we cannot see the windmill fifty feet from the kitchen door.  There are days for briefer periods one cannot distinguish the windows from the solid wall because of the solid blackness of the raging storm.  Only in some inferno-like dream could any one visualize the terrifying lurid red light overspreading the sky when portions of Texas are “on the air.”  This wind-driven dust, fine as the finest flour, penetrates wherever air can go.
After on such storm, I scraped up a dustpan full of this pulverized soil in the first preliminary cleaning of the bathtub!  It is a daily task to unload the leaves of the geraniums and other house plants, borne down by the weight of the dust settled upon them, and to excavate the crocuses and violets and other little growing things that we have cherished out of doors.  A friend writes of attending a dinner where “the guests were given wet towels to spread over their faces so they could breathe.”  At the little country store of our neighborhood after one of the worst of these storms, the candies in the show case all looked alike and equally brown…”Dust to eat,” and dust to breath and dust to drink.  Dust in the beds and in the flour bin, on dishes and walls and windows, in hair and eyes and ears and teeth and throats, to say nothing of the heaped up accumulation on floors and window sills after one of the bad days. (Caroline Henderson, Dust Bowl Survivor)

Source:  Stories from the Dust Bowl http://www.smokyhillstv.org/dust_bowl/experience4.html
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