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Hello readers! I’m in catch up mode right now. Two weeks ago 
I had a fabulous trip to Arizona to visit with the four best 
grandchildren in the world. Okay, I got to visit with two 
fabulous sons and two wonderful daughter-in-laws too. But 
between the trip and coming home with a case of laryngitis, it 
set me back a bit and I’m scrambling to catch up. 

Lots of fun projects are in the works for the rest of 2017, even 
though I didn’t make much headway during March. Stay tuned 
and I’ll keep you posted as future works are closer to 
publication. 

This month Back Story takes a look at the 1940’s. Come back 
next month as we look back on Memorial Day history. 

In the meantime, enjoy this beautiful spring and embrace your 
life – every day of it! 

Trisha Faye 

texastrishafaye@yahoo.com  

To receive each monthly newsletter delivered to your inbox, 
subscribe HERE. (Or go to www.trishafaye.com) 

1940’s Dinner Recipes 

Deviled Chicken Recipe  
(from 250 Ways to Prepare Poultry and Game Birds) 
Ingredients: 
1 broiling or frying chicken 
Salt and pepper 
1/2 cup fat, melted 
2 tbsp flour 
1 cup hot water or soup stock 
1 1/2 tsp dry mustard 
2 tsp Worcestershire sauce 
2 tsp tomato ketchup 
Paprika 
Instructions: 

1. Allow 3/4 lb. chicken per person. Cut chicken into 
serving portions, season with salt and pepper, and 
brown in melted fat; remove from pan. 

2. Stir flour into fat; cook until mixture browns and 
thickens, stirring constantly. 

3. Add hot water or soup stock and next four ingredients 
to cooked sauce. 

4. Place chicken in sauce, cover pan, and simmer until 
tender, about an hour. 

 

Sweet-Sour Carrots 
Ingredients: 
2 tbsp butter 
2 tbsp flour 
1/2 tsp salt 
Pepper 
2 tbsp sugar 
2 tbsp vinegar 
1 cup hot water 
4 cups cooked carrots 
Instructions: 

1. Brown butter, blend in flour, and continue browning, 
stirring constantly. 

2. Add seasonings. 
3. Combine sugar, vinegar, and water and add gradually; 

cook slowly until thickened, stirring constantly. 
4. Pour over hot carrots. 

(Serves 6 to 8.) 
 

Pea Croquettes Recipe 
Ingredients: 
4 cups cooked peas 
2 tbsp minced onion 
2 eggs, slightly beaten 
1/2 cup breadcrumbs 
1/2 tsp salt 
1/8 tsp pepper 
Instructions: 
1. Force peas through a sieve and add remaining ingredients. 
2. Form into balls and fry in hot deep fat (380°F) for about 3 
minutes. 
(Serves 6 to 8.) 
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Prices in the 1940’s 

Car: $800 
Gasoline: 18 cents/gal 

House: $6,550 
Bread: 8 cents/loaf 
Milk: 34 cents/gal 

Postage Stamp: 3 cents 
Stock Market: 131 

Average Annual Salary: $1,900 
Minimum Wage: 30 cents per hour 

 
1947 A & P Advertisement 

Rationing 

Wessel’s Living History Farm’s web site is chock full of 
information and video recordings about farming life in the 
1920’s, 1930’s and 1940’s. Here are some snippets of what 
they have to say about rationing, a wartime part of life that our 
country had to live with for many years. 

If you have internet access, check out their page at:  
http://www.livinghistoryfarm.org/farminginthe40s/life_08.ht
ml 

Just a word of warning, you’ll probably get lost there for 
several hours reading up on the fascinating tidbits and 
listening to the live interviews they have on a vast variety of 
old time subjects. 

“During the Depression of the 1930s, Americans "did without" 
because they didn't have jobs to buy food and clothing. During 

World War II, Americans again "did without," this time because 
of the war effort. Rationing affected rural America particularly. 

The federal government set up a rationing system in 1942 and 
limited purchases of sugar, coffee, meat, fish, butter, eggs, 
cheese, shoes, rubber and gasoline. Silk and newly invented 
nylon was used to produce parachutes, and so women around 
the world found it hard to get fashion stockings. 

Other commodities were in short supply because trade routes 
were disrupted. Shellac, for instance, was produced in India 
and was used for building products and music record discs. 
Because of the war in Asia, trade with India was disrupted, and 
so new records were hard to come by.” 

 
“Farm production, however, was vital to the war effort, so 
farmers got extra rations of gasoline and other staples. Yet, it 
was hard to get new machinery as factories were retooled to 
produce tanks rather than tractors.” 

 

“Here's how rationing worked: Each member of the household 
got a ration booklet, usually distributed at the local school. 
Each booklet had stamps in it that translated into a certain 
amount of the commodity being rationed. For instance, there 
were only enough stamps for one person to buy 28 ounces of 
meat per week, 4 ounces per day. Merchants collected the 
stamps when you bought something, and when the stamps 
were gone so was the item for that week.” 
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Easter on the Road 

This month, to celebrate both Easter and the 1940’s, I’m 
including a reprint of ‘Easter on the Road’. It originally 
appeared in the March/April 2017 issue of Good Old Days. 

Easter on the Road 

By Iona Mae (Jones) Burk as told to Trisha Faye 

Iôve celebrated many Easters in the 80 years Iôve been on 

this earth. One in particular stands out in my mind ï an 

Easter during a tumultuous week for this once-young girl. 

It was in 1942, the year we were on the road, moving on 

Easter Sunday. 

This wasnôt the first move for the Jones family. The first 

eight years of my life I lived in 14 homes in four states. 

The eldest of seven children, I was born in Uncle Scottôs 

farmhouse in Chillicothe, Mo., in 1936. Not that I have 

any recollections of those first few years of my life. I 

remember the stories Mother and Daddy told, the tales of 

moving to find work. Back and forth across the country 

weôd go, in Daddyôs trusty 1930 Chevy. 

From Missouri we moved to Arkansas, back with my 

Papa and Granny. Then we, along with Papa and Granny, 

Uncle Sam and Uncle Dean, moved to Idaho where the 

men toiled as migrant field-workers. We lived in a stall in 

a packing house. Mother and Granny cooked over an open 

fire in the yard. Mother never let me forget what a hard 

time they had keeping me, as a toddler, out of the ashes. 

She complained that she and Granny couldnôt keep me or 

my clothes clean. 

My little brother, Bill, was born there, in 1938. And then 

the citrus groves of Southern California beckoned. We 

moved in with Aunt Annie and Uncle Johnnie until the 

folks found a place to rent across the alley from the Blue 

Goose packinghouse. Daddy joined the throngs of eager 

men working in one of the many orange groves that 

covered a large portion of Glendora. The men worked 

long hours to put food on the table for hungry families. 

Two more Joneses made their appearance in this one-

room house. Helen arrived in 1940, followed by Tom, in 

1941. While the house was small, we were thankful it had 

a gas cook stove in the kitchen area and a real bathroom 

with a flush tank up on the wall and a claw-foot bath tub. 

By now the nation was at war. Rationing was a way of life 

for every family; meat, sugar, coffee, and gas were all 

limited. But the blackouts that followed Pearl Harbor 

scared Mother most. Glendora is a small town nestled at 

the base of the foothills. Itôs 30 miles inland from Los 

Angeles. -just close enough to the coast that everyone 

worried about being the next target. At night they covered 

the windows with blankets or black paper, anything to 

keep the light from showing and making the community 

visible to enemy planes that might fly overhead. 

Air wardens, similar to the volunteer neighborhood 

watches around nowadays, patrolled the streets in search 

of errant light shining from a home. 

Iôm sure that Motherôs fears rubbed off on us children. 

But I had my own concerns. I was a big girl now. I was in 

kindergarten. I had colors and letters to learn. There were 

new children to learn to play with. I had to learn to mind 

a teacher who wasnôt my mother. 

Mother and Daddy wanted to keep the family safe. So 

back we went to a holler deep in the Ozarks. We returned 

to the Arkansas hills that sheltered many stills besides the 

one my Papa Goss earned good money from. 

They chose the week of Easter break to take me out of 

school and make the cross-country trek. The land was 

warmer ï a less treacherous time to travel. The week long 

break made a good transition time. 

So off we drove one April morning. The stuffed car 

carried a full load: Mother and Daddy, four children, and 

all the household belongs that fit  into our black chariot. 

Theyôd piled what they could in the back seat and laid 

blankets across the top to create a place for us three older 

ones to ride. The youngest, Tom, rode on Motherôs lap up 

front. 

We were traveling on Easter Sunday, April 5th. I 

remember, even though I was only 5 ½ years old. Mother 

and I both worried on that trip. She was anxious about 

getting farther away from the coast so we wouldnôt be 

bombed. I fretted over my own concerns: ñHow is the 

Easter Bunny going to find us?ò 

That night, after weôd stopped traveling for the day, I still 

agonized over the dilemma. We werenôt at our home. We 

werenôt at any home. We were traveling in a car across 

many states. I doubt anyone in the world knew exactly 

where the Jones family was at that moment. 

Mother pulled the blankets from the car and made up a 

makeshift pallet on the ground beside the car. Travel 

courts and motor lodges lined the recently completed 

Route 66, but we never had the money to stay there. 

All my worries were for naught. When I awoke the next 

morning, a surprise lay on the pallet right next to me. A 

papier-mâché rabbit sported a large hole in his back that 

was filled with candy. It was Easter morning. We werenôt 

sitting in a pew at church, decked out in our Easter finery. 

We were in the middle of nowhere, in that uneasy, 

uncomfortable place between two homes. But the Easter 

Bunny had found us and left us a gift. 

It would be many years later before Iôd realize that 

Motherôs knowing smile meant she was in cahoots with 

the infamous rabbit. 


