
Nora Davies 
 
My father was Welsh and a wanderer. Her left Wales as soon as he could and went to farm in 
Australia. There he met and married my mother. After a while his feet got itchy and he came 
back to Britain. Before long he got itchy feet again, and went to Pickford’s in London and 
bought tickets for all the family to go to Liverpool, then across to New York, and from there to 
Kansas. He found a community of farmers of Welsh origin and language, bought land and 
raised corn. 
 
Do you remember Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz? Well, that’s me! I rode horses, stripped corn 
husks, helped to slaughter and render hogs, and my special job was to shoot rats. If you got 
corn, you got rats. 
 
The farm was a tornado ‘corridor’. Tornadoes came close but we didn’t get hit. We had a cellar 
under the house with special strong walls, so when the storm came we went down there to be 
safe. My mother was smart. She knew how scary a tornado was even if it didn’t hit. So she hid 
chocolate down in the cellar. It was the only time we were allowed to eat it. So us kids got 
really excited when storm clouds gathered – maybe it was gonna be chocolate time! So we 
forgot to be scared.  
 
Later as I grew up I knew I didn’t want to farm all my life. My dream was to be an illustrator. 
My father had a friend in England who ran a small school and also took in lodgers. So I was 
sent back to England, all on my own, to study drawing. I was made very welcome and met the 
teacher’s son … 
 
Well! He (Frank) was quite a looker and one of the sweetest, funniest men I ever met. He was 
an illustrator and a cartoonist and we went to London to visit galleries. Later we worked 
together on layout for some of the first comics. 
 
We married, my son was born and, two years later in 1914, Frank joined the Artists’ Rifles in 
North Africa. (The photo [see gallery] shows the family at the end of the War. I was so happy 
but I don’t look it because I hated being photographed and hated wearing a hat – to the 
disapproval of my English relations!) 
 
Frank and I were an odd couple. I could render hogs and shoot rats, and he was unbelievably 
impractical except for his beautiful drawings and layouts. For example, during World War 1, I 
acquired a rifle and shot at tin cans. Invasion was threatened and I intended to use my old 
skills to pick off a couple of Germans heading up our quiet middle-class suburban road. 
 
Also one day I spotted a rat in our garden and I chased it up a drainpipe. I sent Frank upstairs 
to pour water down the pipe, I put a sock over the bottom of the pipe and when the rat shot 
out, I hit it with a hammer. I think if Frank had seen me do it, he would have fainted. 
 
Later in the War, I began to forget things … I got so frustrated … Frank was distraught … finally 
I had to go and live in a home. The staff were so lovely … and … well, I went back to Kansas! 
… I was eight again, running about and playing tricks … checking out the clouds to see if a 
storm was coming and there might be chocolate … I was so happy … and then … and - … 


