
My name is Janice Oldroyd Torgerson. And I taught here in 1934 as a brand new teacher.  I was a native 

of Wayne County, but Fruita was a rough 25-mile drive from my parent’s home in Lyman.  I received $57 

a month for a seven-month contract and boarded at ‘Tine Oyler’s home here in Fruita.  There was no 

electricity or indoor plumbing, but Fruita was beautiful. Across the dusty road, were row upon row of 

grapes, bordered by huge walnut trees. On moonlit nights, the majestic red cliffs seemed gentle and 

protective.  The school building was sadly in need of repair and mud was falling from between the logs.  

We had only a few old ragged books. Like many rural children of the day, some of my students were 

pretty rough-and-tumble.  The language I heard was too rugged for me, and I came down hard on that.  

Then there were the inevitable tricks. One morning I received a dead snake, coiled menacingly on my 

chair.  I gathered some gentle recollections, too. I especially remember the happy faces of young Lloyd 

and Fay Gifford, when they gave me a handkerchief at Christmas.  It was a pretty rough year for a new 

teacher, and frankly I was relieved as school end drew near. The folks at Fruita gave me a surprise party 

the last evening before I left.  The Mulfords and Giffords came with food; we played games and danced 

in the Oyler’s crowded living room.  By noon the next day, I was on my way home.  Just before Fruita 

disappeared from view, I stopped, sat down on a rock, and thought about the eventful year just past.  I 

found a lot of happy memories while sitting there, and cried a little, knowing it was over.   

 


