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One of my most exciting moments was when I was a child of a little more than five years old. I lived with my parents, Joel B and Tabitha Hardin, on a farm in Crawford County, Kansas. There was a large family of us children. At the time there were five boys and two girls and we were expecting a new baby sister in a month or two. We had a farm house, much better than the majority of farm houses at that time. It had a huge living room warmed by a huge coal heater in the corner of the room. A kitchen and dining room combined with a long bench on one side of the table where the boys usually sat. Chairs were at the ends of the table. Chairs were at the end of the table and at the other side. the large bedroom which was Dad’s and Mother’s also had a small bed for the youngest child. There were tow long slim bedrooms across the back of the house. One was for the boys and one was for the girls. A large porch ran across the front of the house and there was plenty of shade in the yard.


The small one room school was across the road from the house and in bad weather my brothers would carry me to school on their shoulders. Down the road, less than a fourth of a mile from the house, a swift running little creek went under a steel bridge where we could fish, wade and spend many a happy hour throwing rocks in the stream and searching for wildflowers, strawberries and gooseberries which grew in abundance along the creek banks.


In the fall of 1904, my grandfather, Joel P Hardin and a group of relatives and friends immigrated from Kentucky to Kansas by the typical mode of travel at that time, the covered wagon, or prairie schooners as some called them. My excitement reached its peak at about sundown of October 25, 1904. We had expected the arrival of the wagons, but until they started pulling into the yard, little did we realize what it would be like. I remember distinctly seeing the wagons and my hoary headed grandfather, who was almost eighty years old. They helped him down from the wagon and helped him into the house. I can see him yet, sitting behind the huge coal stove, his hoary, gray hair, which was so thick and heavy, tousled above a pair of blue eyes which twinkled as he said, “I guess I’m getting a might old for a trip of this kind. I really didn’t expect it to be so rough.” Because of the hardship of the trip, the rest of the group tried all along the way to get him and his wife to leave the wagons and go the rest of the trip by train. But he was of sturdy pioneer stock and did not believe in quitting a job once you started it. So he stayed on the job. He only lived one month after arriving at our home. He died November 25, 1904, so he did not get to start a new home in the West as he had planned.


But let me tell you something of the trip, of the people who came and their desires. first, they were farmers and wanted to come west  where they could farm on large scale. They were thrilled by my father telling them of the large crops of corn, wheat and flax that could be raised in Kansas, to say nothing of the cattle raising in that part of the state. So ‘Westward Ho’ was the motto they used, and in September, 1904 a caravan of seven wagons left Caneyville, Kentucky. they went by way of Louisville, headed for the small town of Hepler in Crawford County in the southeastern part of Kansas.


In the first wagon was Grandfather’s oldest son, who was my father’s oldest brother, Zackary, his wife, Lina, and their three daughters Rebecca, Martha, and Lucy. In the second wagon was the rest of this same family:  their oldest son John Taylor, George, Elvera, Leonard and Gladstone. These children, all unmarried, ranged in age from about six to twenty-four years of age. In the third wagon was their oldest daughter, Jocinda who was married to a John Hays. It was on this couple that the wagon train waited to start their long trip, for John and Jocinda were awaiting the birth of their first child. so when the baby, a beautiful daughter, was born they started the trip as soon as they thought the mother and new baby were able to travel. When the tiny baby was only three weeks old it was to start the trip to a new land, The baby was so beautiful, so thought the proud new mother and father, they couldn’t find a name pretty enough for the new baby, so they started the trip with the baby unnamed. One evening while camping for the night with members of another wagon train, the parents were attracted to a lovable, sweet little curly headed blonde girl of about four years whose name was Elora. So they named their mew baby after the child and her name was now Elora Hays, youngest child of the wagon train. 


The next wagon was that of my Grandfather Joel, his wife Rachel and their son George who was in his twenties but unmarried. In the fifth wagon was a nephew of my Father’s, his wife Artensis and their two children, Tessie, nine years old, and Everett, seven years. In the sixth wagon was Tony Tomes, a cousin of my Mother’s, another unmarried man about twenty-three. His wagon carried supplies and bedding which other members of the other wagons shared at mealtime and at night. 


The seventh wagon was another unmarried man, Albert Miller, about twenty-three, was the son of my Mother’s sister, Rebecca Miller. this also was a supply wago, for much food and bedding was required for a trip of this kind, as they were over two months making the trip. I believe they had cows when they frist started their trip but most of their meat (rabbits, squirrels, and fowl) was killed along the way.


They were over tow months making the trip. Many times during the trip they wondered if they should not turn back, until reaching a place called “Turn Back Hill” on the banks of the Ohio River. the place was called this because when people saw the vast river in front of them and the wilderness ahead, many wagons did turn back to their old homes. Upon reaching this, they decided a new land lay ahead which they must reach. So it was this caravan of wagon trains that pulled into my Father’s yard about sundown on that October 25, 1904 in time for supper. So imagine if you can, the greetings of this group who had not seen each other for over five years. Then trying to feed sixteen men and women and seven children for an evening meal and then bedding them down for the night. Of course some of the bedding still had to be done in the wagons.


This group stayed in our yard until Father helped each one of them find a farm, a new home in a new land. Before the last one had found a new home, my hoary haired Grandfather had passed away. but he lived to see what he wanted most:  “A better home and better schools for his children and grandchildren than he himself had had in the rough country of central Kentucky.”
Note:  All names of persons and dates were given to me by my Mother, Tabitha Tomes Hardin, wife of Joel B. Hardin. Joel B. Hardin was the son of Joel P. Hardin.

