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A Day in the Life of an Intern
at the Harn Homestead & 1889ers Museum

by Hannah Magruder, Fall 2011

Tuesday – Field trip day!
8:15 am
Hurry, Hannah, so you’re not too late! I hop in my car, checking to make sure I have my boots, 
lunch, water, and my phone, and head out onto the country roads. I like taking the back way up to 
Oklahoma City, the fall foliage is breathtaking in the early morning mist and makes the 45-minute 
drive a beautiful way to start the day.

9:00 am
Arriving at the museum, I let myself in at the front gate and head to the office building. Looking 
over the 10-acre property of historical buildings and trees, I imagine the schoolchildren that will fill 
the grounds in an hour. I glance at the State Capitol building to the north and downtown Oklahoma 
City to the south and wonder at this little patch of pioneer history in the middle of the city.

“Good morning, Alison!” I say to the Operations Manager, as I walk inside and head to my desk. 
Though it’s a small house now used as an office, a desk is provided for the occasional intern or 
special event staff in the lobby area. I set my things down, call down the hall “Good morning!” to 
David, the Education Director, in his office, and begin my morning routine.
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First I check my email and the day’s calendar. A group of 35 first-grade children are scheduled for our 
three-hour program. They will spend an hour each in the barn, farmhouse, and one-room 
schoolhouse, with a half-hour lunch in between.

9:20 am
Melessa, the Executive Director, comes out of her office, greets us all, and explains how the students 
will be split up and the order for the morning. She would like for me to teach the first two hours in 
the farmhouse, then after lunch come observe her in the schoolhouse. Melessa wants me to learn the 
ropes in case a day comes when she can’t teach in the schoolhouse. I happily agree to this set-up, I 
love teaching in the farmhouse, have been doing it for several weeks now, and am really excited 
about the possibility of someday teaching in the schoolhouse, too!

9:25 am
I then pull my costume from the closet to go get dressed. Dressing up is one of my favorite things 
about field trip days. I just love putting on the Victorian-era blouse, skirt, and apron—it takes not 
only me but the school groups back in time and helps us really imagine what life was like! The 
morning is nippy, so I try to fit as many layers as possible under the thin blouse and skirt, add a 
shawl, pull on my boots, and I’m ready to go! I never figured out how to put my hair up Victorian-
style and I’m not sure I want the poofy bun, but anyway wearing my hair down adds extra warmth. 
I’ll take all of that I can get.

9:45
By 9:45 I have changed, reviewed my notes several times, and it’s about time for the students to 
arrive. And sure enough, I hear them making their way onto our property! The teachers come in, pay 
admission, check in with David, and head out to the picnic tables to wait.
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10:00 am
“Are you ready?” David asks me. I nod and check to make sure I have my notecards, a pen, my cell 
phone to keep track of the time, and a few tissues in my apron pockets. Then David, Melessa, and I 
head out to meet the students.

Greeting the students, teachers, and parents, David explains the plan for the day and introduces us 
before splitting into our groups. My group follows me to the farmhouse, and I chat with the little 
girl walking beside me.

10:15 am
“Good morning everyone, and welcome to the 
farmhouse!” I say from the house’s steps, looking 
over my group. Their cheery faces look back up at 
me and I think, “I love my job!” I then begin my 
introduction - explaining who lived in the house, 
when, and that they had 14 kids—I love to watch 
their reactions to that! I explain that first we’ll 
walk through the house together, talk about how 
people lived back then, and then they get to play 
House! This is my favorite part of the farmhouse 
program. Almost all the things in the house are for 
the students to play with. It’s a life-sized real 
historical playhouse! Challenging the students to 
guess what room is missing as we go through, we 
walk into the farmhouse with our hands tucked under our arms 
(to keep little fingers from getting distracted too soon).

We go from room to room, talking about differences between then and now, what people used to do 
instead of playing video games or watching TV, how they stayed warm and cool without electricity, 
and the phrase “Waste not, want not” as a way of life. Once we get to Ma and Pa’s room, I ask what 
room they think is missing from this house. We’ve seen the Living Room, Dining Room, Kitchen, 
and now two bedrooms, so what’s left? One little girl up front very seriously raises her hand, so I call 
on her. “What room do you think is missing?” I ask. Matter-of-factly she responds, “the library.” I 
break into a big grin, the adults giggle in the background, and my heart leaps for joy at finding a 
kindred spirit. “Yes,” I say, “You are right. I like books, too, very much!” I turn to the other students, 
all bursting with another answer, and ask them the same question. They quickly yell out, “THE 
BATHROOM!!!” That is the answer I was looking for, and use it as a way to introduce the chamber 
pot. They are mortified when they find out that it was the children’s job to clean it out in the 
morning, not the moms—who usually are quite happy to hear that!

Finally it’s time for them to be set loose to play, and soon the happy sounds of kids putting on dress-
up clothes, “cooking” in the kitchen with an old wood stove, playing with old-fashioned toys, and 
pounding on an old upright piano fill the house. Happily I go from room to room checking on 

Helping with a costume
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everyone, commenting on how delicious their soup looks, helping find costumes that fit, and 
explaining unknown classic toys. I also chat with the parents and show some the curling iron that 
would have been heated over a lamp and tested with paper to see if it was too hot. If the paper 
burned, it would burn your hair.

Eventually the time comes to clean up, and I ring the dinner triangle. Its loud ring easily fills the 
small house and after everything is put away satisfactorily, I give each student a chance to ring it 
before leaving. Saying goodbye and getting a few hugs from new friends, I direct them to the 
schoolhouse as another group comes to join me.

11:00 am
I gather immediately that the second group is a little more boisterous than the first. The discussions 
are therefore kept a bit shorter and I try to keep them engaged by asking questions and having them 
point things out themselves. I forget to say a few things but it flows well, and soon they are happily 
imagining they’re living a hundred years ago. A few boys enlist my help to find some trousers, 
cowboy hats, boots, and shirts. After getting all dandied up, one dubs himself “Pa” and walks around 
the house checking on his “family.” Eventually it’s time for them to clean up too, and as they’re 
ringing the dinner bell I see the group at the barn finishing up. The students, parents, and teachers 
head back to the picnic tables for a half-hour lunch break while I turn towards the office. The day 
has warmed up nicely. I no longer need my shawl and they will have a pleasant lunch.

12:05 pm
“How did it go?” David asks as I heat up my soup. Melessa, David, Alison, and I all sit around the 
lobby area, some on the couch, I at my desk, and Alison in a chair she pulled from her office. We 
chat about the students, how it went, and I hear stories of past disasters and fun times. Lunchtime 
goes quickly and soon it’s time to head back out. This time, though, I follow Melessa to the 
schoolhouse.

Teaching in the schoolhouse
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12:30 pm
At the steps of the schoolhouse Melessa lines the girls up in front of one of the doors and the boys at 
the other. In the schoolhouse program the students both step back in time and stay in the current 
period to apply it to our lives today. I stand in the back and take notes. I can’t wait for the day when 
I can be the schoolteacher! But in the meantime, I have no idea how to, so I pay close attention. 

Once inside, the students say the pledge of allegiance and greet the teacher, as instructed, before 
taking their seats in the original 1897 school desks. They do simple arithmetic on slates, practice 
penmanship, and are given the opportunity to read from the McGuffy’s readers to the rest of the 
class. 

After the “school” activities, we go back outside to have recess with old-fashioned games. Stilts, 
Graces, Hoop & Stick, and jump-ropes are explained and I walk around assisting as needed. It’s fun 
to help them discover new games like Graces and Hoop & Stick, and the little ones on stilts usually 
need a helping hand. When time is up we put the games away behind the schoolhouse and all head 
back to the office, which holds the gift shop.

1:35 pm
Since the gift shop is in a corner of the office, we only let in 10 students at a time. Taking a stand 
next to Alison at the cash register, I help kids count out their money and add up their items so it can 
go faster. Secretly I’m thankful Alison is running the register. I have learned how to run it but am 
not as fast or accurate as she when it comes to large groups. I much prefer to practice with small 
numbers of people that are not on a time crunch! As the last student walks out the door, we give our 
thank you’s and goodbyes and I plop down at my desk in exhaustion. Working with school groups is 



! 6

my favorite part of interning at the Harn Homestead, but boy, it can be tiring! I take about ten 
minutes to rest, setting my head in my hands and closing my eyes, and afterwards I feel much better.

2:10 pm
The phone rings, signaling the end of my rest. I wait the allocated three rings to see if Alison wants 
to pick it up, then answer. It’s a bride-to-be, wanting to talk to Alison about booking a wedding at 
the Harn Homestead. The museum books weddings, corporate events, and receptions for most 
weekends out of the year, so I’m used to this type of call. I put the woman on hold and tell Alison, 
then decide I should get back to work.

2:15 pm
Several file boxes are sitting by my desk waiting to be sorted. I started this project towards the 
beginning of the semester and have been making slow but steady progress. Currently I am 
alphabetizing donor files from the 80’s, but the boxes also contain museum inventories, historical 
research, old museum news releases, and the occasional artifact! I am finding quite a few in the 
donor files, so it’s fun not knowing what I’ll pick up next!

Alison is a Museum Studies graduate a few years older than I am, who has been teaching me how to 
correctly handle the artifacts I find. Putting on her cotton gloves, I pick up the next file and open it. 
Sure enough, there’s something there! I gasp, though, as I see the old photographs just sitting there! 
Gingerly I pick up the first one to see if there’s a museum accession number on it, which will tell me 
if it is documented or not. I can’t find a number, and none of the others have one as well, so the 
history of these pictures is relatively unknown, except for the name of the donor whose file they 
were in.

When I first began finding these objects hidden in files Alison and I talked over the procedures and 
goals for organizing it all. Long-term we want to put these paper artifacts in the museum archives 
with their own accession numbers, and know what they are and where they came from. But for now, 
the first step and my job is to protect the objects I find as much as possible while not taking them 
out of the context they were found in, and to compile a descriptive list of what I find and where it is. 
That way the next person that works on this will be able to solve the puzzle using the donor context. 
So I put blank typing paper on either side of any object I find, gently remove any staples or paper 
clips to prevent rusting, and record it in a list I’m compiling on the computer.

There are many files and objects, and I know I won’t finish today. However, I work for an hour and a 
half sorting, documenting, protecting, and poring over these hidden treasures. Now and then I take 
a break and chat with Alison, Melessa, or David as they come in and out, show Alison something 
cool I found, answer the phone, or stand up and stretch. Then it’s back to the files! 

I think it’s kind of fun, actually, to look at the things I find, wonder where they came from and who 
the people were, and to read the actual donor records of what was donated to the museum. History 
is the story of people, and objects in history point back to the people who owned them and used 
them. The stories of those who came before is what fascinates me so I enjoy looking through these 
things.
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3:45 pm
Eventually, though, enough is enough and it’s time to begin locking up to close for the day. Alison 
and I head outside to lock up the historical buildings. When we split it between us it takes about 10 
minutes. I enjoy the walk around the grounds and peek in each building before shutting the door, 
making sure no birds are stuck inside and no one is in there. Glancing in the log cabin, I imagine 
what it would have been like to live there, and am both fascinated to experience it and thankful I 
don’t have to. I’ve decided that’s one of the reasons I like living history museums so much: you can 
get the experience without having to be stuck living in it forever!

“We didn’t have any general admission visitors today,” I think to myself, “taking a tour of the Harn 
house.” Tours can last up to an hour, hour and a half, and giving tours after field trips are tiring but 
fun. Some days are just slower than others, I guess, and besides, that enabled me to work on the files. 

4:00 pm
After locking up I meet everyone back at the office, we gather our things, set the alarms, and head 
out the gate, locking it behind us. It has been a wonderful, busy, interesting, and fun day, and as we 
say our goodbyes and thank-you’s I realize how thankful I am to have this experience. Yes, I’m ready 
to go home, get some food, and relax, but being an intern at this museum is a dream come true. I 
have always loved history museums, especially ones that you experience hands-on in a living history-
style, and because of my love for education and children on top of that this is exactly something I’ve 
always wanted to do. Being an intern here has not convinced me I want to work in this type of career 
for the rest of my life. But it has shown me that I want to do something along these lines for at least 
a little while in the future. An internship is not just something to put on a resume—it gives life 
experience, grows you as an individual, and is another stepping stone and guide on the journey of 
pursuing what you love to do.

AUTHOR’S NOTE:
This narrative is based on common events and 
specific instances from over the course of my 
internship. However, this particular day is fictitious. 
But yes, I did eventually get to teach in the 
schoolhouse, as the pictures prove, and the little girl 
really did want a library!


