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THE COVER
Little ST. NAZIANZ, MANITOWOC COUNTY, had its beginnings in the
wilderness. The stumps in the foreground, the pines piercing the horizon,
the snake fences in the clearings, the sturdy log houses all testify to the
forest-region and to the backbreaking labor which chopped St. Nazianz
out of the woods. A beehive of industry, the young colony fenced-out
its cows and fenced-in its fields. Faith and work, never-ending, brought
compensation to this Catholic community. The translation by the late
Dr. Schlicher, found in the Document Section, provides additional in-
formation.



OlafErickson
Scandinavian Frontiersman (I)

By OLUF ERICKSON

ALL ARRANGEMENTS were completed on May 1, 1867, by my
f \ parents, Olaf and Ingeborg Erickson,1 for the journey to

-** -** Oslo and thence to America. Grandfather Hoelstuen had
been persuaded to emigrate, but at the last moment he refused
to leave. This greatly complicated things since his little home had
been sold, and everything had been turned into cash to provide
for the journey. All plans had to be rearranged; the money had
to be divided. After Grandfather received his share, barely enough
remained to provide transportation from Norway to La Crosse,
Wisconsin.

My father, about whom this sketch is written, was born on
March 15, 1833, in the province of Varmland, southern Sweden.
When a young man, he crossed the mountains to Gudbrandsdalen,
Norway, where he cleared land and dug ditches to drain the

Wisconsin-born OLUF ERICKSON has written the life story of his father,
Olaf, which briefly touches on early experiences in Norway and Sweden.
The narrative centers, however, on the grimly-real way of life of the
Old World emigrant in Wisconsin.

Mr. Erickson, the writer, and his wife left Wisconsin in 1917 or 1918
for McKenzie County, North Dakota, on the Montana border. Both of
them struggled and sacrificed to educate their seven children. The prob-
lems of the farm folks, farmers' cooperatives, and especially the North
Dakota Farmers' Union have greatly concerned Mr. Erickson and he has
worked staunchly for them. Now retired, he and his wife reside at Wat-
ford City, North Dakota.

This manuscript, prepared by the writer for the members of his family,
was presented to the Society by his daughter, Mrs. L. M. Sizer, Allenville,
Wisconsin. Since valuable history needs to be preserved, the narrative
has been condensed carefully and will appear as a serial in the present
volume of the Magazine.

1 Some mention should be made regarding my father's name. He had been baptized
" Olaf," but at some time or other people began to call him "Ole "; Father, as did so
many of the Scandinavians when they came here, dropped the farm name " Jaeger," and
retained the name Erickson. He was known as Ole Erickson. The name " Erickson " will
be used throughout this sketch.
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swamps during the short summer months. At first he worked
at day wages but after a few years he did contract work and
hired several men to work for him. Sometimes he barely earned
enough to pay his men, to say nothing of his own wages; other
times he succeeded in getting very good contracts. When this
happened, most of the profits were spent for liquor, dances, and
parties. There were pretty girls to entertain; there were contests
of skill and strength.

Each fall, until the winter of 1865-66, Olaf returned to his
home in Sweden with a little cash. Sometimes he bought a horse
upon which he returned, hoping to sell it to some farm owner
for a price that would increase his summer's earnings. Occasionally
one or two of Olaf's brothers would accompany him on his annual
trip; others of them worked nearer home on farms or in the mines.
Mining became the life work of most of them; a work they per-
formed so well that they became foreman in their respective mines.

Although all of her children were grown and she was growing
old, Olaf's mother felt responsible for the well being of her boys
so far from home. It was a long journey from Varmland, Sweden,
to Gudbrandsdalen, Norway, but a mother's love can endure un-
told hardships. When the worry and longing to see and to speak
to her boys plagued her, she would pack a bundle of necessary
clothing and some food and climb the long trail across the moun-
tains to visit her boys and make sure they were safe and well.

After Olaf's marriage in January, 1866, he made his home in
Gudbrandsdalen, Mother's native valley. Several families from
that region had emigrated to America. In fact, some of them lived
in western Wisconsin. Letters from them told that they had landed
" safe and sound," had acquired title to some land, and had built
homes. They urged their friends to emigrate as the opportunities
to become farm owners in this land of plenty were excellent. My
parents understood that there was no future for them in Norway
and they made up their minds to try the New World.

Mother's departure from her native valley must have been dif-
ficult. She had spent many summers at the mountain dairy (saeter)
in charge of milk cows and milk goats, and had the help of a
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young boy and sometimes a girl. The boy's work was to watch
the, cows and goats so that they did not wander too far away
during the day and to help with the milking. Mother's job was
to attend to the churning and the cheese making. It was strenuous
work which required both skill and close attention. In spite of this,
how she must have enjoyed those summers spent at the saeter, so
often recalled in after year; of the light, invigorating mountain
air; of the clear creeks, springs, and lakes; of the forests, flowers,
and green meadows. It was so near the region of the midnight
sun that for a short period in midsummer it never was dark be-
tween sundown and sunup except for twilight of about two hours'
duration. At such time the birds would be silent. She spoke of the
numerous songbirds whose sweet notes, mingled with the tinkling
of the cowbells, could be heard from the time the sun began to
color the Eastern horizon until night. She longed for those happy
days which seemed easy and carefree compared to her later years.

No two persons could possibly have been more unlike in dis-
position than Mother and Father. He was the active fighting type
and would " fly off " upon the least occasion. One of his favorite
quotations was, " I have set my compass for Rome, and to Rome
I am going! " This quotation is taken from the story of an old
sea captain en route to Rome with a heavy cargo of goods. On
the way a terrible storm arose, threatening the destruction of the
ship. The crew begged him to change his course, but his answer
was, " I have set my compass for Rome, and to Rome I am going! "

Father and Mother began their long journey "to Rome" but
before they left Norway stopped overnight at Lillehammer with
Mother's sister. Little Erik, born the previous December, was now
a fat and husky baby. During the night he was taken ill suddenly
and in spite of all that could be done he died before morning. It
was thought that croup ended his life. The grief-stricken parents
had to cancel their passage on the ship on which their friends were
sailing and take some of their meager funds to pay the doctor
and the funeral expenses. Anyone but a man with a strong will
would have given up the trip, but not Dad; he had set his compass
for America and to America he was going! The result was that,
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when the next ship sailed, the money remaining was used to pay
my parents1 transportation to Quebec, Canada.

Each passenger had to provide his own food for the trip. The
writer still counts among his choicest possessions the large chest
which contained the food that had to supply Mother and Dad for
at least six weeks. This chest was built in 1718—the date is cut
into a steel plate on the lid—and has been a valuable heirloom
in Mother's family. One severe storm was encountered in the
crossing, causing the ship to drift back 100 miles before the winds
quieted. Otherwise the trip was pleasant.

They landed in Quebec about July 1, almost "broke," but with
a little food left in their chest and a few bundles of bedding and
clothing. Not too bright an outlook, for there was not one person
they could commune with; not one that could speak their language.
The only way they could make themselves understood was by re-
sorting to the sign language. The first thing they thought about
was work; a job to earn their passage to Wisconsin. After walking
the streets of Quebec for a day or two, Father succeeded in getting
work with a French-Canadian farmer who lived a few miles from
town, but this farmer had no use for a woman's help. Mother
therefore, had to remain in Quebec.

The following Sunday, Father returned to the city on foot to see
how Mother was making out. He went to the place where he had
left her, but she had gone from there. Unable to get any in-
formation, he started walking the streets in hopes that he would
be able to find her or she to spy him. After awhile someone called
to him from the third-story window of a hotel, where she had
found employment as a chambermaid. It was a happy reunion,
with bright hopes for the future. If they could keep their jobs, it
would not be long until they would continue their journey.

About September 1 they started on the last lap of their trip.
The route led up the St. Lawrence River by way of the Great Lakes
to Milwaukee; from there to La Crosse, by train. Neither of them
had been seasick crossing the North Sea or the Atlantic Ocean,
but Mother was very sick while the boat was going up the St.
Lawrence. They reached their destination about the middle of
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September and found work almost immediately near Springville,
Wisconsin, about twenty-five miles from La Crosse. Their em-
ployer was a man named Gullick Dybing. They stayed there about
a year, Father working most of the time at grubbing out trees and
stumps at a fixed sum per acre. He cleared two acres of timber-
land for one man and received a two-year-old brindle heifer in
exchange, the first livestock my parents owned in the New World.

In the fall of 1868 the little family, now with their second son,
Emil, born August 23, 1868, moved to what was destined to be
their home the rest of their lives—a valley later called Brush Creek,
located about five miles west of Ontario, Wisconsin, where a small
Norwegian colony was being formed. The Hoelsbakken family,
Mother's neighbors in Norway, lived there. This community had
already become pretty well settled by now, so there was no govern-
ment land to be gotten near-by. There were, however, a few
families who had moved in from such states as New York and
Ohio; some of them had invested a little money in land which
they resold to the newcomers. Father bought eighty acres from
an old-timer by the name of Lake Bugbee, for which he agreed to
pay $600 with annual interest at 12 percent. This was a nice
profit for Bugbee who had paid the government $1.25 an acre for
this land. There were no buildings, no fences, no cleared ground—
nothing but the "forest primeval," consisting of large oak trees:
red, white, and burr oak. The land was of the two-story type; a
narrow valley along the north side, with springs and a creek; the
remainder was sidehills and a comparatively level " ridge "—a flat
table on high ground.

The first winter they lived with Bugbee's son, Moab. Moab's
wife was Norwegian, and it was while living there that they really
began speaking and understanding the English language. Father
worked at 50 cents a day whenever he could get work; days when
he could not, he spent clearing ground and cutting logs for their
first house. By spring he had the log house completed, 16 by 24
feet and about a story and one-half in height. None of the ma-
terial was bought except the windows, the hinges, and the nails;
even the shingles were hand split. In the spring of 1869 they
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moved into their own home. What a day that was! How wonder-
ful to be in their own house! The big chest they had brought
from Norway served as both table and cupboard, two benches
served as chairs, a small cookstove and a rope-bottomed bed
completed the furnishings.

The brindle heifer had given birth to a male calf. Father secured
another from the same man from whom he had purchased the
heifer and now had the beginnings of his first ox team. He broke
them to drive when they were two-year olds. The yoke he hewed
out of a piece of burr oak; the bows he bent out of hickory; all
he had to buy was a ring and staples for the center of the yoke,
and a chain. While he waited for his calves to grow up, he either
had to hire oxen from his neighbors with which to move his logs
or else use a canthook and roll the logs into big piles on the land
he was clearing, and then burn the logs, limbs, and brush. The
first year he cleared and spaded only enough land to plant some
potatoes, a few other vegetables, and a small patch of corn. The
spring following he had enough more cleared to sow a patch of
wheat. It cost him $5.00 to get this wheat threshed in the fall.
The big chest now had to serve as granary; it held the entire
wheat crop.

Yes, he had made the acres he bought really produce something.
Two bushels of the wheat had to be saved for seed; the balance,
together with the corn he had raised, had to furnish the year's
bread. But he had quite a stack of corn fodder and some corn for
his cattle also. His herd had increased by this time. The brindle
heifer, now a fine cow, had given birth to another calf—this time
a heifer calf.

The greatest problem now facing Father was that of earning
enough cash to pay Bugbee the interest on the mortgage. That
interest, $72, meant 144 days of work unless he could get some
kind of job work. After the land was cleared and broken, each
field had to be fenced as all stock was kept on free range. This
created quite a demand for rails out of which these fences were
built. The common price for rails was $1.00 per 100; it was
considered a hard day's work for a man to cut down the trees, cut
them into ten-foot lengths, and split 100 rails. Father was an



1947] OLAF ERICKSON 13

expert with the axe. The black oak on his land was straight-grained
and split easily when frozen. Often he split more than 100 rails
in one day.

As soon as his calves became full-fledged oxen, they were used
to transport the ties for the railroad at Wilton, a small town fifteen
miles away. In 1879 the Milwaukee Railroad built a branch road
from Sparta to Hazen's Corner and thence to Viroqua. A little
town sprang up a mile north of Hazen's Corner, and was named
after the contractor who built the road. His name was Cash, and
the town became Cashton.

It would take Father a good day to hew out a load of ties. The
next day he would have to have the oxen fed, yoked, and hitched
to the load by three o'clock in the morning, in order to reach
Wilton and return home by midnight. If all the ties in the load
were graded No. 1, he would get 25 cents apiece for them, but
usually the buyer could find fault with some and mark them
No. 2 or even culls. No 2 brought 20 cents and a cull 5 cents.
It was a lucky trip if he realized $4.00 for the load.

The hard-earned money had to go for so many things that
none of it could be spent for a meal or feed for the oxen. He
carried some sandwiches—bread and pork—in a package for him-
self, and some hay and corn for the oxen. When he got to Wilton,
however, he could always go to the saloon and get a free lunch
with each glass of liquor he bought. The counter lunch usually
consisted of crackers, bologna and mustard; the first two were
usually well salted. Quite frequently the liquor consumed with
the lunch was out of proportion to the dry matter, salt and all.

The railroad at Cashton bought only white oak ties. White oak
was not as plentiful as red and was harder to work into ties; how-
ever these brought a better price. No. 1 white oak ties brought
35 cents, No. 2 were sold for 25 cents, but culls brought only
5 cents. The grading was, of course, done by the local buyer, who
again sold to the railroad company. The local man bought on a
good margin and took no chances in grading; if he could buy
a No. 1 tie and succeed in grading it as No. 2, and then once in a
while sell a cull as No. 2, his profits could be materially increased.
Sometimes the competition among the buyers became so keen



14 OLUF ERICKSON [September

that a buyer stood a chance to lose, but as a rule they played
quite safe.

During the first year on the farm Mother managed to acquire
a ewe lamb that she raised on cow's milk. She had to do something
to get wool, as she had to have yarn to knit the necessary socks
and mittens. Three years after they had moved into their new
home, she succeeded in dealing for their first poultry—two hens
and a rooster. One of the old-timers who had moved in from
York State sometime in 1850 saw the Norwegians wear long wool
scarfs, and he craved to own one. These scarfs were about twelve
inches wide and long enough so that a man could wrap one around
his neck, cross it over his chest, and then tie it in the back. He
knew that Mother wanted very much to start raising chickens
and he also knew that she would have to pay him his price for
them, so he offered to trade her the two hens and the rooster
for just such a scarf if she would furnish her own wool, wash,
card and spin it, knit and dye it for him. This was the price she
paid for two hens and a rooster!

Nearly all of the Norwegians who settled in that general neigh-
borhood either came there directly from Norway or came first to
Coon Prairie or Coon Valley and later moved to the Brush Creek
community. The several nationalities sought to establish them-
selves in colonies. These were known as the Norwegian Valley
and the German Valley; Irish Ridge and North Ireland; sand-
wiched in most any place would be a Yankee. Sometimes a
Swedish, an Irish, or a Norwegian family would find itself in the
colony of some other nationality. The Germans and Irish got
along better than the Norwegians and Irish. The reason may have
been that nearly all of the Irish were Catholics, and many of the
Germans were of that faith, while every Norwegian and Swede
was a Lutheran.

Since Father was the only Swede in the Brush Creek community,
he had; to stand the antagonism of the Norwegians—this in spite
of the fact that his wife was a Norwegian. Though Father had
to stand his ground single-handed, as a rule no serious trouble
began, aside from a few remarks dropped now and then, intended
to put the other fellow in his place. More serious results would
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follow if liquor had been consumed too freely by one or both
parties.

Soon after these immigrants arrived they organized congrega-
tions, and in spite of poverty built churches as soon as they were
able. Of course there were those in the community who had little
regard for things spiritual. The first parish in the Brush Creek
community was organized in 1865, three years before Father and
Mother settled there. The early services were held in the homes,
and many years later a simple log structure containing homemade
benches and a plain altar was constructed. My parents affiliated
with the congregation soon after their arrival, and I was the first
member of our family to be baptized in this church, which was in
1874. Each family was required to donate something toward the
building fund and to contribute toward the preacher's salary.

At the so-called "non-Christian" funerals, drinking whiskey
was commonly practiced. At one of these funerals the mourners
and friends had drunk too much and when they left the house
for the cemetery, about five miles away, they started to race their
horses. The man who had charge of the casket felt his responsi-
bilities and did not join in the race until the last team had passed
him. Then he simply could not resist any longer and overtook
the others just as they turned in at the cemetery gate. When he
turned around to see how the casket fared, it was not there; the
end gate of the wagon box had jumped out, and the casket had
slid to the ground.

From the very beginning many of the men in the neighborhood
considered it quite a joke when old man Bugbee induced Father
to buy the eighty acres of timberland for §600 as they considered
it an impossibility for any man to pay interest and taxes, support
his family, and develop the land. Bugbee, himself, when at times
it was necessary to ask him for a little time on some of the interest,
would tell others that " the Swede was defaulting on his interest"
and that some day he was going to get that land back. He was
in no great hurry about it; the Swede was doing a good job of
clearing it for him. These stories began to come back to Dad,
and he decided that at the first opportunity, cost what it would,
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he was going to see to it that the loan on the land would be
placed in the hands of a more congenial party.

The first mortgage which Father signed was drawn-up for a
period of ten years; at the expiration of this mortgage a new one
was written to extend over a five-year period. Shortly before it
became due, he began to look around for someone who could loan
that amount. There was a Civil War veteran living in Ontario—
a little neighboring town—who had lost a leg in the war, and
was getting a pretty good pension and also a back pension. Father
knew this man quite well and went to him with his request, and
was granted the loan at 10 percent. I presume this was one of
Father's happiest days since he came to America; he had won a
real victory. He had reversed the laugh of those who had pointed
their fingers at him. He had surprised and humiliated Bugbee
and besides that he had reduced his interest rate 2 percent. I still
have Bugbee's satisfaction of that mortgage which he signed on
June 4, 1883, showing that it was "fully paid, satisfied and dis-
charged."

These pioneers were rough in appearance, most of whom spent
their entire life in hard toil and sacrifice in order to build homes
for themselves and their families. We hear a great deal about
what America has done for the foreigners who came to our shores
but very little about what the foreigners have done for America.
We fail to see and understand that these foreigners converted a
practically worthless wilderness, under heart-breaking conditions,
into valuable farms and, while doing this, paid taxes to help build
the country's political, civic, and economic structure—and from
the very first the interest sharks, big and small, collected their
pound of flesh.

Things were going fairly well with the farm and the family
which now numbered six children. The farm supplied the feed
for all the cows, sheep, and chickens upon the place; some were
sold each year, and others furnished the meat for the table. It will
be recalled that young Erik died in Norway when my parents
were on their way to America and that Emil was born on Au-
gust 23, 1868, shortly before they moved onto their own farm in
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Wisconsin. The other children at this time were John, born
April 19, 1870; Stena, November 23, 1872; Oluf, November 25,
1874; Ida, November 19, 1876; and Clara, the baby of the family,
May 2, 1880.

Father worked hard and never knew what it was to be sick,
but Mother carried her part in the struggle equally as well. Her
life was monotonous: prepare the meals, care for the children, milk
the cows, make the butter and cheese, card and spin the wool, knit
the yarn. " Man's work is from sun to sun, but woman's work is
never done," could truly be applied to Mother. After the day's
work was completed and the children were put to bed, she started
her work for the night. Some nights were spent in carding and
spinning; other nights in knitting. First she supplied the family
with knitted things and then she made and stored away socks,
mittens, and scarfs—all through the year—to sell or trade for
various necessities of the family. Bedtime for her might be mid-
night and sometimes one or two o'clock in the morning.

A large part of Mother's time, especially during the summer,
was spent in making butter and cheese for household use and for
sale. The springhouse, which was built over a spring not far from
the house, was a real factor in the business of making butter and
cheese. The water in this spring was ice cold, and kept the spring-
house cold even during the hottest days. There was a shallow tank
set in such a way that the water flowed through it. There Mother
set her milk to keep it cool and fresh.

She churned her butter and packed it into five- and ten-pound
stone crocks and then placed these crocks in the water tank; butter
put away in this manner kept fresh for a long time. For the cheese
making she had a large kettle hung on a pole between two posts.
Into this kettle she poured milk. A fire was started under the kettle,
which was watched very carefully so it would not get too hot.
After curds and whey had separated, Mother removed the former—
"white cheese," she called it—and then boiled the whey down into
a brown cheese, called in Norwegian primost. She had brought
molds from her native land for both the white and the brown
cheese. The white cheese mold was very much like our round cheese
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boxes except that it was about three inches deep; the brown mold
was oblong and made a cheese about the size of a brick.

Each fall Mother packed the stockings, mittens, cheese, and but-
ter made during the year, and Father added a sheep or two and
usually two or three butchered hogs, and together they started out
for Sparta. This was a fairly good-sized town, about twenty miles
away, and afforded a satisfactory market for what they had to sell.
In order to get to town in time to dispose of their goods and make
their purchases, they had the oxen yoked and ready to start shortly
after midnight. The oxen rested while Father and Mother were
attending to their business, which usually took until eight or nine
o'clock in the evening. Then Father again hitched the oxen, and
started the return trip.

Usually the oxen grew tired between Leon and Melvina, and the
drive was interrupted until daylight. One night they camped by
a hay-stack in a meadow not far from the road where the oxen
rested and fed on the hay. Father and Mother made some kind of
a bed for themselves in the hay and covered themselves with what
quilts they had in the wagon. In the morning they found that the
oxen had uncovered the frozen body of a new-born baby, hidden
in the hay. They reported the matter to the authorities, but the
mother of the child never was found. With good luck they made
the trip to Sparta and back in thirty hours. If Mother could get
25 cents per pair for her mittens and stockings, 3 or 4 cents per
pound for her cheese, and 8 or 10 cents per pound for her butter,
and Father 2}/2 to 3 cents per pound for the dressed mutton and
pork, then they considered their trip a financial success.

One of the German families that settled in the valley some time
before the Civil War was the Rumppe family. I used to love to
visit with Mrs. Rumpee and have her tell me about their experi-
ences during the first years of pioneer life. The first summer they
lived there, Mr. Rumpee worked in Leon Valley, about fifteen
miles away. He walked to his work, either Sunday evening or
early Monday morning, and came home again late Saturday eve-
ning. Mr. Rumpee was many years older than his wife. They
had been married shortly before they started for the new country.
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She was just sixteen yet she stayed alone in their log cabin all
week. The only other living being on the place, beside the wild
animals, was their cow. What flour and other groceries they needed
Mr. Rumppe carried home on his back from Leon Valley on
Saturday nights.

Mrs. Rumpee told me that one weekend when she was looking
for her husband to come home, she decided to wash and iron her
skirt. (She had only one; for everyday wear she wore only petti-
coats.) There was no clothes line, and the skirt was hung to dry
on the rail fence surrounding the cabin. After this was done, she
walked through the woods to a neighbor living some distance
away to borrow some salt for the potatoes and gravy which was
to be their supper. When she returned, she found that the cow
had chewed up her skirt. She cried all evening, for there was no
money to buy material for another. In fact it was not until late
that fall that they could afford to buy calico for a skirt. The
calico cost 75 cents a yard.

The following summer, before Mr. Rumppe began haying and
harvesting in Leon Valley, they put up their own hay for the
season. Mr. Rumpee had cleared a few patches along the creek,
and slough grass now grew there. This he mowed with a scythe,
and Mrs. Rumpee turned it and helped rake, cock, and carry it
together—a three-week job. When they started haying, there was
little food left except potatoes raised the summer before, and their
cow was fresh so they had milk. They had just enough flour left,
by using it carefully, to thicken the gravy to eat with the potatoes.
They had potatoes and gravy for breakfast, dinner, and supper for
three straight weeks, and then she had the same for still another
week until her husband came back from his first week's work with
flour and a few groceries.

The Rumppes were hard-working, thrifty people and both lived
to a ripe old age. They raised a large family of boys and girls
and developed a fine farm out of the wilderness. They were an
example of the many splendid German families that settled and
developed such farms—a task that seemed almost impossible.

It was always customary for the man of the house to do the last-
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minute holiday shopping the day before Christmas. On one of
these occasions Father had gone to Cashton where he ran into a
wreck of a Swede who went from saloon to saloon and sang for
drinks. He had a good voice and sang many of the songs of his
Fatherland. I remember one of these that he sang:

Ensom i skugerika dalen,
Tat ved den svalkande strom,
Der bor jag befriet fran kvalen;
Tingal en hyrde saa dm.

The singer and the son so affected Father that he came home per-
fectly sober that Christmas Eve. The poor drunkard had sung his
last song that day; the next morning he was found frozen to death
outside of the back door of the saloon, where the saloonkeeper
had driven him when he had closed up at midnight.

Little by little Father cleared new land, and while he was un-
able to pay off the mortgage, it become less of a problem to pay
the interest. In ten years he had most of the tillable land on his
eighty-acre farm in crops of some kind.

The oxen were strong and willing and provided cheap power
for the task of clearing and breaking the land among the stumps,
but were too slow when he wanted to go to town with loads of
ties and some sacks of grain now and then. Consequently Father
sold his oxen and bought a team of horses. This team consisted
of two small mares, half sisters, three and four years old. Trim
was dark brown, and Topsy light brown. My first memory of
these horses was May 2, 1880, the day my youngest sister was
born. My oldest sister was taking care of Ida and me, and we
played on a hayrack in the barnyard and watched Trim and her
day-old colt. She became a splendid brood mare and raised a
colt every year, while Topsy lost most of hers. Father added to his
income by selling these three- and four-year-old colts.

The old saying that " I t takes all kinds of people to make a
world," certainly was true in our neighborhood. Many of the in-
cidents recorded here happened before my time, but they are
written as they were told to me. Nearly all of these settlers lived
long enough so that I became acquainted with them. I learned
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that they did not all come here of their own choice; some were
sent here by relatives because they were a nuisance in their home
community; some again had ambitious wives who were trying to
make something out of their husbands. All of them had one thing
in common: either they had to work, starve, or beg!

The panic of the 1870's did not disturb them very much. They
had very little to sell and little need to buy; their food was raised
mostly on their cleared land. They were sure of interest and
taxes! Panics up to the year 1900 had one thing in common, they
affected the prices of what the farmer had to buy as well as what
he had to sell. Wheat, cattle, and hogs went down, but so did
the price of blue denim, calico, coffee, and sugar. It was not until
industry became well organized that the bottom fell out of what
the farmer had to sell, but prices remained firm as far as what
he had to buy was concerned.

In 1883 Father bought another farm, three-fourths of a mile
away from our home. I have often wondered how he managed
to acquire this farm and get a warranty deed on it as he had no
money to pay down. He was honest and a hard worker which
must have been his "stock in trade" since it seemed he never
lacked credit. I am not entirely sure but I believe the price of the
farm was $400. He borrowed the money from Rob Sandon, a
merchant in Ontario, at 10 percent interest, but the mortgage
was written for $440 to cover the merchant's 10 percent com-
mission on the loan. About six months after he had made this loan,
a neighbor J. B. Paine, who had served in the Civil War and who
received a pension, offered to take the mortgage at 5 percent
interest. Father went to the merchant and asked him if he would
take his money back and release the mortgage. Yes, sure he would
do that, but he had to pay $40, the full year's interest. So Father
had to pay Sandon what would have amounted to $80 a year
interest—$40 for only six months—while Paine charged $20 an-
nually.

There were no buildings on this new place except a log house
and a straw shed. There were about thirty-five acres cleared, all
sidehill land, and about ten acres of meadow. Some of this was
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rather swampy, and in wet seasons it was hard to drive a team
over it. Since Father knew how to ditch it in order to drain out
the extra water, he did not mind this.

At the time of the Civil War it became necessary to draft
soldiers, and if a person could get a substitute, he would not have
to go. One man enlisted upon being paid $200, and this was a
big sum at that time. When he was called, however, he regretted
his bargain and tried to think of some scheme whereby he might
be rejected. When he got to the doctor's office for an examination,
he had a stiff knee. The doctor examined the knee carefully and
could find nothing wrong with it. Every time the doctor tried to
bend the knee, the "victim" yelled as if it were being broken.
Finally, in desperation, the doctor placed the patient on a table,
with his leg extending beyond the knee joint, made him un-
conscious, and soon the joint worked fine.

This man was in the army for some time, but his neighbors who
knew him and who were in the same company with him claimed
that he was never in a battle. Somehow he always managed to
get sick just before a battle, generally by swallowing large quanti-
ties of tobacco. One time, however, he could not get enough
tobacco, and when they were in battle formation, facing the enemy,
he broke rank, started toward the Rebel lines yelling, "I ska fix
'em; I ska fix 'em! " He was stopped and ordered back to camp
as the captain thought he was crazy. It is strange that such a
man should have come from an excellent family. Evidently there
was some peculiar derangement over which he temporarily had
no control.

There was another Swede, who lived about eight miles south
of our home, near the little town of Rockton. How he happened
to settle there I have often wondered, as there were no other
Scandinavians around there. The community was settled by
Yankees, as they were usually known, who migrated from York
State, Pennsylvania, Ohio, and other states. Among them were
the Silbaughs, Bennetts, Gillans, McVeys, and the Adlers. Rock-
ton was a small inland town, built on the banks of the Kickapoo
River—a typical pioneer community with its milldam and flour-
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mill, its blacksmith shop, grocery store, saloon, then a hotel, a
barn, and then the hitching posts all along the sidewalk. These
sidewalks were not continuous, but usually were built only in
front of business places and residences.

This Swede's name was also Erickson, a man somewhat older
than Father. I remember him only as " Old Man Erickson." For
a long time he came to visit Father once a year and always at the
season when " the frost was on the pumpkin, and the fodder in
the shock." One childhood picture that I have clearly in mind
is of Dad and my brother coming in from the field with a wagon-
load of corn and several large yellow pumpkins on top of the load.
The old Gentleman had an ear of corn in his hand and stood
beside the wagon visiting with Father. From this ear he shelled
off a few kernels now and then and seemed to enjoy chewing them.
Father, meanwhile, shoveled the corn into the crib. This old gentle-
man was a sturdy, well-built man, perhaps seventy-five years of
age or more, the last time he visited us. He had no conveyance
but walked the eight miles to our home and back to Rockton
with little effort it seemed.

Father bought his first mower at about the time he secured his
second farm. This mower came "knocked down." It was hard
to find anyone who knew enough about machinery to assemble
this new piece of equipment, but a man who had recently moved
in from Kansas volunteered to put it together. When he had the
mower put together, there were several pieces left and no place
to put them. What puzzled him was that the mower just would
not work! Another mechanic had to be found who put the extra
pieces in place, and then the machine worked. I don't know
what company manufactured this mower, but its name was the
"New Clipper." I suppose it was a good machine for its day;
it compares poorly with the present-day mowers.

About this time C. B. Stoddard, one of the first settlers in the
valley, bought a "Woods" reaper. As I recall that reaper, it
seems to me that it had more machinery and pulled heavier than
a combine does now. It had a reel like the present binders and
combines. Then there was an arm, placed in such a way that,
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when the operator stepped on a certain lever, it would set the arm
in motion and push the grain from the platform when enough
had accumulated to form a bundle. This grain had to be bound
by hand and thrown to one side before the reaper returned for
another round of the field.

A few years later Father bought a reaper called the " Triumph."
This was a vastly improved machine, much lighter, and instead
of a reel it had four rakes spaced the same distance apart that
served as both reel and arm. These could be set so that one rake
swept the grain off the platform, or it could be tripped with the
foot with the same results. The platform was semi-circular and
dropped the grain as far away from the standing grain as the
length of its sickle. This was a great improvement as one could
cut a field of grain and then bind k afterwards. There were still
fields that had to be cradled because of stumps, but the main
crop was harvested with machinery after 1884.

In 1885, on July 8, just at sundown, a cyclone struck our place.
Clouds began to form in the west, with flashes of lightning and
distant roar of thunder. My brothers and I had moved our bed
out into the granary as it was too warm upstairs in the summer-
time. Mother was always afraid of storms so she had insisted that
we carry our mattress into the house and sleep downstairs on the
floor. We had just finished bringing our bedding in when all oi a
sudden we saw through the west window a black cloud come roll-
ing over the hill about half a mile away. It looked more like
black smoke than a cloud as it came dipping, twisting, and boiling.
Mother jerked open the trap door that led into the cellar and
yelled for us all to jump down. Emil, for some reason, hesitated
until the cyclone struck. He either opened the door to jump out-
side, or was drawn out through it by the suction of the cyclone,
and was thrown over the garden fence into a patch of rhubarb
and horse radish.

It was all over in a moment, and when we crowded up out
of the cellar, we found every building unroofed except the milk-
house. We all started out for our nearest neighbor, Ole Larson,
and found the roof was blown from his house also, but the barn



1947] OLAF ERICKSON 25

and granary were all right. Soaked to the skin from the heavy
rain, we started with the Larsons for the next neighbor, George
Dopson. There the house was intact and there we all found shelter
for the night in a house scarcely big enough for the original occu-
pants. Dry clothes were provided in some way, and at least all
of the children were put to bed after a fashion.

Fortunately all the damaged buildings were built of logs. When
a building had an upstairs floor the storm took only the upper
story. There was no upstairs floor in our granary, and if Mother
had not insisted that we sleep on the floor in the house, we would
doubtless have been killed as our bed was smashed into pieces.

We had a sort of lean-to kitchen built of frame on the east side
of the house. This was twisted some but was still serviceable.
Father went right to work gathering up the wreckage. He first
gathered up the hay that had been blown from the hay mow in
the log barn. Then he collected the logs from the granary and
rebuilt it, and we lived there until he rebuilt the house. This took
time as some of the haying was still undone, and all the harvest and
other farm work had to be done. It was not until November 1
that the house was ready for occupancy.

There is one incident about the cyclone that I have always re-
membered: we always kept our cows in a yard just east of the
barn when we brought them in from the pasture, but that evening
they were restless and refused to bed down for the night. Finally
they broke down the bars and crossed the valley to the east side
of a hill. Had they stayed in the yard, most of them, if not all,
would have been killed by the large logs and other wreckage
strewn in the yard.

Father was a hard man to live with when things went wrong.
He had absolutely no patience; the worse things went with him,
the harder he fought and the harder he drove his family. His one
motto was, "Hard work has never hurt anyone." After I was
thirteen years old, I had to fill a man's place in most work, and
my older brothers had to start even earlier. Most of the time he
appreciated our work and would praise us, but it was not so well
for us if we slighted our work in the least.
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A day or two after we had moved into our rebuilt house, my
oldest sister, Stena, took sick with the dread disease, diphtheria.
The house, as far as the main structure was concerned, was finished,
but there were no partitions; the two downstairs rooms were now
one big room, as was also the upstairs. We children slept upstairs,
and Father and Mother had their bed downstairs. When Stena
took sick, another bed was moved in downstairs. The cooking and
eating were done in the same room in which the patient was lying.
Young Dr. Abbott who had lately located in Ontario cared for
her, but in spite of all he did Stena died, November 8, after a
very few days of sickness. There were two other girls, Ida Hanson
and Christina Johnson who also had diphtheria; Ida passed away
and Christina recovered. There was no quarantine of any kind;
no disinfecting of houses. Public funerals were had in both cases
yet the epidemic spread no farther. However, nearly two months
after Stena died, my oldest brother became ill with it, but re-
covered. I slept in the same bed with him for several nights after
he was taken sick but did not catch the disease. Were we a
hardier race then than now, or was Providence taking care of us?
There was every reason in the world for an epidemic that would
have taken dozens of lives, yet only two died.

A year later one of my playmates, Johnnie Jacobson, had
typhoid fever. This family lived under as unsanitary conditions
as it was possible for human beings to live. I went to see Johnnie
while he was sick; other neighbors sat up with him nights; when
he passed away, there was a public funeral attended by the entire
community yet the disease did not spread outside of the family;
one of Johnnie's brothers came down with it, but he recovered.
Again I say, were we a stronger race then than now, or was
Providence taking care of us?

The years 1885-86 and 1887 were the first drought years in
our part of Wisconsin. Much of the land that had been cleared
was cropped every year, mostly to wheat, and had reached the
stage that required very favorable weather conditions if it were to
produce a normal crop. The crops during the three years I men-
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tioned were poor indeed. The stem of the grain was so short that
it was hard to cut it with either the reaper or the cradle. The hay
crop was poor also; the corn fairly good. Corn was usually planted
on newly cleared land and, since it was always cut with a knife,
the stumps remaining did not interfere with the harvesting. In
spite of the fair corn crop a real feed shortage occurred, and in
some cases cattle starved to death. Long, coarse slough grass was
shipped in for feed and sold for $18 a ton; cattle would stand by
a manger full of it and starve to death. Father refused to buy
any of it, but bought timothy hay from Ole Leland at $25 a ton.

In the early 1880's the farmers began to feel that there was
something wrong with agriculture. Everything the farmer had to
sell brought too little, and he could make no headway. The land
was being robbed of its fertility so that grain crops could not be
raised profitably; commercial fertilizers were already being bought.
Many farmers were increasing their herds of milk cows and other
livestock, hoping that beef, butter, and cream would bring them
more cash, and also create more fertilizer for the badly run-down
fields. Leading farmers began to advocate the seeding of clover
both for hay and for plowing under. Many of the fields were so
run down that clover failed to catch unless fertilizers were used.
A revolution in farm methods was in the making.

A farm organization known as the Farmers' Alliance was spread-
ing over the agricultural states. Father joined up with the Alliance
immediately. For once the farmers found something they had in
common: nationality and creeds were forgotten; Irish, Germans,
Yankees, and Scandinavians all seemed to realize that they had a
common problem. Father often permitted me to go along to the
Farmers' Alliance meetings, held weekly in the schoolhouse. These
farmers were a fighting bunch and they really meant business yet
their programs at these meetings were varied. I especially re-
member one character who furnished " the lighter vein " for many
of our meetings. He was Irish—Stephen Haney—and would sing
rollicking Irish songs and, when there was music, would clog
dance for us.
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The cooperative movement, as far as our community was con-
cerned, originated with the Farmers' Alliance. From this organi-
zation came our farmers' store and our cooperative creameries.
However, it took more than enthusiasm to make a farmers' store
succeed, and the same held true for the creamery. Few had money
with which to buy stock, so notes were taken for stock. The store
started with too little capital; credit was given freely to all stock-
holders; no goods was to be sold at more than a 10 percent margin.
The result was that within a year the store closed, and the stock-
holders lost their money. The first creamery did a little better but
it, too, closed within two years.

The Elgin Creamery Company had a creamery at Ontario but
it also had a chain of creameries in Wisconsin and Illinois. As
soon as the Cooperative Creamery was nearing completion, the
Elgin Creamery raised the price of cream. By the time our
creamery began operations, they were paying more for butterfat
than we could get for the finished product. As soon as our manager
cut the price to compare with the market, one stockholder after
another began to sell to the Elgin people who paid 1 or 2 cents
more.

The Elgin people also spread the propaganda that their butter-
makers could make better butter than ours, that they had better
markets than we, and so on. Only the faithful few stuck by their
own creamery, but finally the volume dwindled to such a point
that it took all the cream that was delivered to pay the butter-
makers, and the creamery closed. Our people did not know that
it was neither the better buttermakers nor the better markets of
the Elgin Company which allowed them to pay more; the farmers
in other communities where there were no cooperative creameries
were taxed by them to do this. There the farmers received that
much less for their cream in order to make up for the company's
loss at Ontario. Neither did our people realize that as soon as our
creamery closed the price of cream would again go down.

[TO BE CONTINUED]



Olaf Erickson
Scandinavian Frontiersman (II)

By O L U F ERICKSON

FATHER WAS quite a character in many ways; he could do
things that looked so contradictory at times that it was hard
to follow his reasoning. A horse buyer at one time billed

in our neighborhood. Father had too many horses as there was a
feed shortage and he could always use the cash. So he harnessed
up a nice young team of horses and drove to the buyer, intending
to sell the team. The buyer, however, offered so little for the horses
that Father saw at once that he was taking advantage of the farm-
ers' short hay crop to buy horses cheap. So instead of selling, he
began to bid on a horse. The buyer, not knowing anything about
the bidder, figured he had real competition and bought horses at
a much higher price than he had anticipated. Father had helped
his neighbors out, but came home with his own team and also
an extra colt to feed.

Mother was quite a hand to worry; she always worried when
Father went to town for fear he would get to drinking—as he
usually did. He seldom came home actually sober and he had
plenty of company in the saloons which were sought by the men
immediately upon reaching town. I can't remember a single one
of the old pioneers that did not patronize the saloon, and very
few of them came home quite as steady on their feet as when they
left home. It was not so bad while most of them drove oxen. It
took too much time to get to and from town to spend very much
time in the saloons and, unless they carried a bottle, they had
time to sober up before they reached home. After they drove

This is the second installment of the life story of Olaf Erickson written
by his son OLUF ERICKSON, now retired at Watford City, North Dakota.
The first portion touched briefly on the early experiences of the elder
Erickson in Norway and Sweden. He arrived in America in the fall of
1867 and by 1868 was living on his own farm about five miles west
of Ontario, Wisconsin. The grim pioneer life of the Ericksons, among
a small colony of Norwegians, is told entertainingly in these reminiscences.
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horses, they could get home in a hurry as most of the time they
raced the horses.

There was a spring coming out of a rock, about halfway be-
tween Cashton and our home where Father and our neighbors
usually stopped to water their oxen and their horses. Then, if
someone had bought a bottle of alcohol, it was handy to mix
their drinks there. This practice was so common that the spring
was known as "Whiskey Spring.'*

The school system during these early pioneer days was a rather
primitive affair. Many of the pioneers had had very little school-
ing and had no idea of what value an education might be, nor how
long a child would have to attend school in order to acquire the
simple fundamentals of a common school education. A very small
percentage of the sons and daughters of these pioneers finished
common school, or as we now would say, grade school.

It required very little education to qualify as a teacher; any
apt student who had mastered the three R's could take an exami-
nation and secure a certificate. The schoolhouse was usually built
of logs, with homemade, unpainted benches, a sort of desk and a
chair for the teacher, a blackboard, a map or two, and a ruler.
The ruler served many purposes: it would serve its original pur-
pose, and then for such extra purposes as a pointer when the
beginners were taught their letters and figures from the black-
board. It was also applied to the fingers and " fannies " of those
who incurred the wrath of the teacher.

Usually the children whose ages ranged from six to ten years
would attend the spring and fall terms, and those ranging from
ten to twenty-five years the winter term. There were very few who
attended regularly, but during the winter term there would often
be from forty to sixty pupils in attendance. For teaching this kind
of school the teacher received all the way from $12 to $20 per
month. The discipline problem was a serious one; often the
teacher lost complete control.

There was one school that was particularly noted for being the
toughest school anywhere around. There was a group of boys-—
real grownups—attending this school who boasted of the fact
that they had, as they expressed it, " run every teacher out before
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the winter term was over." Sometimes as many as three or four
teachers were " run out" during a term. There was a young man
named Allen who taught this school one winter. He was a good
disciplinarian and kept things fairly well under control for some
time. One day during the noon hour a few of the biggest boys
decided to gang up on him and beat him up. Mr. Allen was just
poking the fire with a hickory stove-poker when they rushed at
him. He jumped back and faced them with the poker uplifted,
and when the leader made for him he struck him over the head
with the poker with such force that he killed him. Mr. Allen had
acted purely in self-defense, but was sentenced to serve three years
in prison.

Jeremiah Rusk, once governor of Wisconsin, owned a farm
west of our home, or—to be more exact—just west of the Lake
Bugbee farm. There were about eighty acres of splendid timber
on this farm, and the Governor took great pride in it. When the
cyclone wrecked our buildings its worst fury was spent on this
timber; there was scarcely a tree of any size left standing. Large
oaks were twisted off the stumps, others were uprooted. Some had
strong enough bodies to remain standing, but practically every
limb was stripped off the trunk. The following winter a crew of
men moved in a sawmill and salvaged what they could out of the
timber. Some was cut into lumber; some into ties.

In 1887 or 1888 Father dealt for this farm also. It consisted
of about 140 acres, 30 of which had been farmed until it was
pretty well " run out." There was a fair-sized frame barn on the
place but no other buildings and no water. Father agreed to pay
$800 for this, his third farm. Again he got a warranty deed with-
out paying down any money, giving back a mortgage for the entire
purchasing price.

He was determined that his boys should be farmers, and he
wanted enough land for them all. All the cutover land on this
farm had to be cleared of stumps and broke. In doing this work
we salvaged quite a little timber that had been overlooked by the
sawmill crew; from this land came the logs that were used in
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The original set of log buildings was badly damaged by a cyclone
in the summer of 1885
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building the main part of the house on the second place he had
bought. I was old enough by this time to do my share of sawing,
hauling, and hewing of logs and I also helped to clear some of
this land. ' ••:'' I j

Father decided that my two brothers should have this farm and
his original farm. I said, " He decided." He was a strong willed
man, and what he decided was law in our family. So my brothers
became the owners of these two farms, and the rest of the family
moved to the second farm he had bought. My brothers " batched "
the first year; Mother baked their bread, churned their butter, did
their washing, and so on. In the fall of 1890 the youngest, John,
was married; in 1895 Emil followed suit, he and his wife moving
to the farm purchased from Governor Rusk.

In 1893 Father bought still another farm—the fourth. This
time it was I that was to be anchored to the soil. This farm con-
sisted of eighty-seven acres of land, with a set of good log build-
ings. Practically all the tillable land had been broken and all,
except for a very few acres, was steep sidehills where the soil
was badly eroded and deep ditches were everywhere. He had had
experience in reclaiming run-down land and could tell me just
how to do the job. He paid $645 for this farm and had the
deed written to me. He borrowed $445 from Mr. Ness at La
Crosse, and paid the other $200 himself. This was the first time
he had paid down any cash of his own for any land he had bought.
He had had some extra expense, however, so he took a second
mortgage back on the farm for $250.

I was eighteen years old when this deal was made. The farm
was only a short distance from our place, so I stayed at home
and worked under Father's orders, some days on his land and
some days on my own. I had worked for two seasons in the
Red River Valley and had saved up enough money to buy a team
of colts from Father. I really owned a team, to my pride and joy!

I believe that it was in 1890 that the first Good Templar Lodge
was organized at Ontario. For some reason the old pioneers that
settled at and around Ontario were a sober bunch; Ontario had
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never had a saloon. There was a group of younger boys in town
and throughout the surrounding communities that joined the lodge.

It was customary at the frequent country dances held in our
community to sell tickets with numbers on them in order that
each one have an even break for a chance to dance. These dances
were held in private homes where there was little room to ac-
commodate a crowd. Most of the dances were square dances. If
there were room for only one set, the manager would call out,
" tickets 1-2-3-4 "; if the room was large enough to accommodate
two sets, he would also call for numbers 5—6—7—8. After the first
dance was over, the numbers called would be 9-10-11-12, con-
tinuing until all present had had one dance, and then beginning
with number 1 again. Nearly always liquor was served at these
dances, and dancers drank according to their numbers. If you
neither danced nor drank, you could turn your number over to
anyone you chose.

Every community has an outstanding " drinker" it seems. At
one dance, after many of the boys had joined the Good Templars
Lodge, these boys got together and decided they would have some
fun with one of these champion drinkers. Consequently at the
next dance, they all passed their numbers for drinks to this man.
Toward morning the boys added up their numbers and found
that he had consumed twenty-seven glasses of whiskey and was
still going strong.

Father was always forging ahead; he was never satisfied unless
he made some gains toward his ultimate goal. Things that now
seem very insignificant were quite the opposite at that time. First
there was an ox team, a yoke, a homemade sleigh; next a wagon
and box; and later a team of horses to replace the oxen. For a seat
on the wagon a board was usually laid across the top of the wagon
box, but spring seats could be bought and the better-to-do soon
added them to their belongings. Father soon found a way to secure
a spring seat; a few years later he managed to buy a buggy and also
a cutter.

There was never much cash on hand, but it seems he always
had something he could use for barter, when there was something
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he needed or wanted—-a pig, a calf, a cow, a horse, some lumber,
ties and rails. The same was true of Mother who traded butter,
eggs, cheese, mittens, socks, scarfs, a few hens, and so on. Our
needs were simple and primitive, but we never really suffered for
lack of anything. The biggest problem was clothing and shoes,
but the shoe problem lasted only during the winter months, as
we went barefooted from early spring until late in fall.

The first ready-made suit of clothes that I owned was bought
for me by my oldest brother; I was twelve years old then. My
brother hired out to break some new land for one of our neighbors
and received $23 in return. Out of this money he bought three
suits, one for each of us boys. Mine was a coarse gray suit that
cost $3.50. I have since owned much better suits, but never have
I felt as dressed up or as happy over a suit as I did then.

This was the same summer that Father bought the buggy. All
in all we must have felt quite prosperous, with every one of the
men of the family dressed up in new suits, driving along with our
best team hitched to the new buggy and on our way to Cashton to
celebrate the Fourth of July. I had 16 cents in the pocket of my
new suit to spend as I liked. Of this 5 cents went for firecrackers,
5 cents for a glass of lemonade, 5 cents for candy, and 1 cent for
gum. I was " broke " but having a glorious time!

The late 1880's and the early 1890's were peaceful years as far
as our part of the country was concerned. A new political party
known as the Populist, or People's Party, sprang up about this
time and started out with a very radical platform. Its objectives
have since become the law of the land. The leaders of the Farmers'
Alliance were very friendly towards the new party. This party
nominated General James B. Weaver for President in 1892. Father
had always voted the Republican ticket but he left his party to vote
for General Weaver, who received more than 1,000,000 votes.

Grover Cleveland was elected President on the Democratic
ticket, and during his administration we had another of our recurring
panics. There were strikes; there was unrest; prices on everything
struck rock bottom; banks closed by the hundreds; the only things
that held firm were taxes and interest. I remember that Father sold
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two new milk cows with calves by their sides for $37 or $18.50
for a cow and calf. Oats sold for 11 cents per bushel, barley for
16 cents; butterfat was 9 cents, and eggs 5 cents per dozen. A
binder sold for $95, a mower for $28, and a hay rake for $11.
What a contrast to our later panics!

Industries, and even labor, learned a lesson; they organized.
Industry organized into large corporations, like the International
Harvester Company. So thoroughly have the corporations been in
control ever since that, though they sometimes have had to shut
down their plants, they have never found it necessary to cut prices
or to sell for a price that did not insure them a good profit. Labor,
though not as successfully organized as industry, controlled its
energy to some extent; the only thing it could not control was scab
labor and the closing down of factories. The only class that did
not organize, or at best very poorly, was the farmer.

We have had farm leaders and farm organizations since before
the Standard Oil Corporation was formed, and almost as long as
there have been any labor unions. But in spite of the heroic efforts
and sacrifices made by the farm leaders and the farm organizations,
it has been impossible to get the farmers organized adequately
enough to control the sale of their products. With the organization
of the big corporations our economy of scarcity began—limiting
output so prices of commodities (including labor) would not drop
because of overproduction. Only the unorganized farmers con-
tinued an economy of abundance. We have made some gains and
secured some favorable laws through our efforts. The vast majority
of the farmers, however, have remained scabs who not only
refused to join with their brother farmer, but who have willingly
accepted what benefits have accrued through the efforts of the
organized farmers, acting as strike breakers do in labor controversies
to discredit and hinder the progress of their own industry and its
ultimate goal—control of the marketing of its own product. For
that reason agriculture has lagged behind while other industries
have grown into giant corporations and raked in their profits by
the millions.
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The election of 1896 was no doubt the most bitter campaign in
the history of our Nation. The campaign was fought mainly on
the bimetalism issue sponsored by both the Free Silver Democrats
and the Populists. The Republicans nominated William McKinley
on a protective tariff issue. The Democratic Party split wide open,
with the Free Silver Democrats in full control. William Jennings
Bryan, the silver-tongued orator with the " Cross of Gold " speech,
took the convention by storm, and received the nomination for
President. The Populists also endorsed Bryan, and joined forces
with the Free Silver Democrats. The old Gold Standard Democrats
endorsed their candidate, John M. Palmer, but most of them voted
for McKinley.

The old reactionary crowd, controlled and financed by the big
banking interests of the Nation, had the most desperate fight in
its history. It has often been stated that it cost the reactionaries
$14,000,000 to defeat Bryan. The New York Tribune styled Bryan,
"apt at forgeries and blasphemies; the rival of Benedict Arnold
in treason to the Republic." Even then the old reactionaries con-
sidered no one a good American unless he belonged to their crowd;
to question their authority and their right to dominate the economic
life of our Nation was treason. If the election had been one week
earlier that fall, Bryan would have been chosen; but that last week
stemmed the tide. Wholesale buying of votes and intimidation of
labor by threatening to close the factories if Byran were elected
finally had its effects, and McKinley was the victor. Father donated
to Bryan's campaign and he and the whole family voted for him,
which included my first vote after reaching voting age.

In the summer of 1897 lightning struck the old log church built
by the pioneers, and it burned to the ground. It had been improved
considerably in the later years; the logs had been smoothed down
on the inside walls and siding put on the outside. An entry, and a
gallery, had been added; then a steeple and a church bell installed.
There was an iron rod with a cross on top of the steeple that
evidently was struck, as it was torn loose and thrown some distance
from the building. The electric current seemed to have passed



194 OLUF ERICKSON [December

down to the floor and to the other end of the church as it was
entirely in flames when we reached there a few minutes after the
fire started. The church and the cemetery were located in the
northeast corner of Father's second farm and only about fifty rods
from the house where we lived at that time. Almost immediately
the congregation started a drive for funds to rebuild, and the follow-
ing summer saw a new, enlarged church built on the same spot.

Drinking was prevalent among the young boys in our neighbor-
hood; there were really no restrictions placed nor any efforts
made by the church leaders nor the civil authorities to check it in
any way. The church leaders objected to drunkenness, and cited the
Bible which warned that drunkards could not enter Heaven, but
just when a man could be classed a drunkard was very indefinite.
Usually the interpretation was a very liberal one. In fact it really
amounted to, "all you can drink, as often as you can get liquor."
Liquor was a gift from God; as such it should be used; any attempt
to get people to sign a temperance pledge was considered sin. The
Good Templar Lodges among the Americans were secret societies,
and any secret society was bitterly opposed by the Lutheran Church.
One young man in our church at that time joined the Woodmen.
When this became known, it caused quite a stir in the congregation.

Some of the converts of Asbjorn Kloster, a great temperance
leader of Norway, emigrated to America and located in various
Scandinavian communities. Many saw the need for a strong cam-
paign among their countrymen here to save them from drunken-
ness and started the Temperance Movement among the Lutheran
people. In order to avoid antagonizing the Lutherans too much,
the temperance pledge was not as drastic as that of the Good
Templars. Theirs was to neither touch, taste, nor handle; we had
to qualify ours by adding, "except for medicinal or sacramental
purposes"; then too, our societies were not secret societies.

Progress, as a rule, belongs to youth; our minds were open and
we questioned the agreement between the life so many of the
church members lived and the teachings of the Bible. We could
not help but wonder how prominent men in our congregation—
some of them leaders within the church—could spend Saturday
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drinking and carousing in the saloons in town, and on Sunday
partake of the Lord's Supper.

A few of the young boys and girls in our community, after
discussing conditions from time to time, called a meeting at our
home to organize a Temperance Society in January, 1895. We had
secured a constitution and by-laws from the Fremad Publishing
Company at Eau Claire, Wisconsin, publishers of a temperance
paper, Reform. The editor, Ole B. Olson, came from Norway as a
young man. A convert of Asbjorn Kloster, he first worked for the
publisher of a Norwegian paper in Chicago and later started his
own publication.

At our first meeting we could persuade only five of the young
people to sign the pledge; k took seven to secure a charter. At a
meeting on February 4, we succeeded in getting enough pledges to
organize. The writer was elected president; Henry Peterson was
chosen as secretary. The following is a list of the charter members
as it appears in the minutes of that meeting: Oluf Erickson, Chr.
Bakkom, Henry Peterson, Albert Peterson, Stephen Stenerson,
Nick Torgerson, and Ida Erickson. Only one of us was more than
twenty-four years old; the youngest was eighteen. Mr. Bakkom,
the oldest, and his wife lately had moved from La Crosse to a farm
in our community. They had been members of a Good Templar
Society in La Crosse and they became the friends and the advisers
of us all.

We were filled with enthusiasm for our cause and met every
week, had good programs, and at every meeting added new members
to the roll until we became quite a power in our neighborhood.
At the same time we became a thorn in the side of drinkers within
our church, especially because we conducted our meetings in a re-
ligious spirit and condemned the moderate drinker as well as the
drunkard. Our stand was that the moderate drinker maintained
a sort of respectability in his drinking that the young boys would
try to copy, often with sad results. However, until our temperance
organization was started, no attention was paid to the drinking of
liquor; when a man got drunk, it was treated as a joke.
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Father continued his drinking but he never opposed our work
and whenever he had a chance to do so, he boosted for us. I re-
member well a statement he made after our temperance organiza-
tion had been at work for some time. He said, " It never used to be
any disgrace to get drunk once in a while, but now even the most
hardened drinker is becoming ashamed of being drunk."

After our temperance work had begun, the political angle of
the saloon traffic also came in for its criticism. Father not only
advocated voting against having saloons in our neighboring towns
but he also voted the Prohibition ticket several times even though
he was dividing his loyalty between men like Bob La Follette and
his progressive views, and the Prohibition Party.

We had named our Temperance Society, Fremtids Haab
(Future's Hope); we held our meetings in the homes of the various
members for some time but as we grew most of the homes were
not large enough to accommodate so many. In the summer of 1895
we asked for permission to meet in the church. This request came
as a surprise to the congregation one Sunday after the services.
The pastor, the Rev. A. H. Eikjarud, was friendly to our cause and
asked that our request be granted to meet in the church on any
Sunday when there were no services. (We had services only once
a month.) No one objected, and our request was allowed.

We should have known that this arrangement would not work,
as the leading church members constituted the strongest opposition
to our cause. They fought by fair means and foul from every angle.
One of their foulest means was to try to induce our members to
break their pledges. We knew how they hated to have us meet in
the church, so we were extremely careful in choosing and arranging
our programs, as at every meeting they would have someone spy-
ing. At one meeting Mrs. Bakkom read a temperance poem which
contained the words, " Vote against the saloon." Immediately after
this, our leading church members rose in holy wrath and reported
to the pastor that we were desecrating the church by talking politics.
To avoid trouble we voluntarily changed our meeting place and
again met at the homes of the members.

During the winter of 1895-96 we began to discuss plans for
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building a hall of our own—a " Temperance Hall." Father donated
a piece of land on which to build this hall, which was of material
help. We had a few basket socials and an oyster supper and started
our building fund with these proceeds; towards spring we started
a subscription list; money was scarce as the panic of 1896 was still
on. At our first "subscription" meeting four of our members
subscribed $5.00 each and one $2.00; others added their donations
later on when they saw some way of raising the cash. Then we
asked for donations of lumber; this was quite easy to get as nearly
every one had logs sawed every winter and had some lumber on
hand. We all pitched in and worked; nearly all the work was
donated and by early fall we had a hall 1 8 x 2 8 x 1 0 feet, in usable
condition; a few years later we added a lean-to kitchen.

We were a happy bunch when we could meet in our own hall.
Certain rules of conduct were laid down as to its use. No dancing,
no card playing, no rough language would be tolerated, and no
" flip " readings and declamations allowed on any programs. Any
organization that would abide by these rules was welcome to meet
in our hall if it would furnish wood for the stove and kerosene
for the lamps on the evenings that it met. No other charges were
ever made. Our hall became the center of many activities; first and
foremost our temperance meetings; then singing schools and debat-
ing society—even a brass band met there. There was scarcely a
time during fall and winter for many years that the hall was not
used once or twice a week.

A half century has elapsed since then, but our Temperance
Society and the work for temperance, accomplished by its members,
left its mark on many persons, and very few even of the worst
drunkards that took the pledge and joined our society have ever
back slid. Many have now crossed the Great Divide, but perhaps
half of us are still living when this is written—February, 1945,
the anniversary of the month in which we organized.

The Farmers' Alliance practically died with the defeat of the
Populist Party, as it had changed to a great extent from an eco-
nomic organization to a political one. For several years we had
no farmers' organizations but we did have our Farmers' Institutes
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and our co-op creameries; the co-op creamery was a monument
left of the once strong Farmers' Alliance. The Farmers' Institute
was built on the same plan as our Extension Department, or County
Agent set-up. Its slogan was, " Make two blades of grass grow
where only one has grown."

Father was a man of the soil; that had been his life work; he
knew the soil, and spared no efforts to care well for his land. No
matter how worn-out the soil was on the farms that he bought
he could in a few years bring it back to production capacity by
deep plowing, good rotation of crops, use of barnyard manure,
plowing under stands of clover, eradication of weeds, and so on.
His stock also had the best of care. If a cow was to freshen, he
would watch over her night and day; if it was the lambing season,
or if a little colt v/as due to arrive, he would get up as often as three
times during the night, light the old lantern, and go to the barn
to see if everything was all right.

Father always went to bed early, but by 4 o'clock in the morning
he was up and at it for the day; he had no patience with the mem-
bers of his family either; he would see to it that none of them
overslept. He very seldom objected to us youngsters going out
nights to parties, and the like, but he would warn us that it would
not serve as an excuse for us to stay in bed in the morning. Some-
times it would hardly pay to undress when we got back; he would
call us, and we knew better than to try to disobey. If we com-
plained because we were sleepy or tired, the only sympathy he gave
us was to tell us we should have gone to bed earlier. No sympathy
had been shown him, and he never asked for any. For him to give
up a task he undertook was impossible; the harder the task, the
harder he drove himself.

Vernon Stoddard, who was the clerk of our school district, moved
to Ontario and rented his farm to his brother, Doc—as he was
most commonly known—so now Doc and his wife became our
nearest neighbors. They had no children, but they were friends
to us all, young and old alike, and were the finest kind of neighbors.
Doc was one of the oddest characters I have ever known. He would
bawl me out and act as if he were ready to jump right at me, and
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all at once he would start laughing and go on with a friendly con-
versation. He was very particular about his farm work but had
very poor horses and very poor equipment.

I remember one of his horses, a mare he called Mary. Mary had
one hip knocked down and the stifle joint on the same side was
also injured. Whenever she would move this leg, she would sling
it with a sort of sidewise jerk that made her walk with her hind
quarters out of line with the front quarters. Doc had fixed up a
marker for his corn rows. (Corn was always planted by hand at
this time, and rows had to be marked.) Doc of course wanted his
rows to be straight, but Mary's twisted body would not allow her
to walk straight enough for that.

When Doc looked at his rows, he would become so enraged that
he'd jump up and down, throw his hat on the ground, and fairly
scream. I was working in a field in plain sight of him and close
enough so I could hear him plainly. That evening, after supper, he
came over to tell me about it. He started in, " Mary, Mary, that
d Mary! "

When he got to a place where I could get a word in, I asked
him why in the world he didn't sell Mary.

He glared at me, and this was his answer, "Sell Mary! You
d fool! Sell Mary! How in H do you think I could
get that corn cultivated if I sell Mary? There isn't another
horse in the State of Wisconsin that can walk crooked enough to
cultivate that corn! "

In 1895, the last year we cut our grain with a reaper, I had no
machinery of my own, and to get his reaper to cut my grain I first
had to cut his. Father was then sixty-two years old. He hired a
young man to help him bind the grain and offered this man twenty-
five cents per day over going wages if he could bind as many
bundles per day as Father did, but the man declined.

I had moved on my own farm in the fall of 1896. In the fall of
1900 I married. I had not lived on my farm then for two years,
but as soon as we were married we settled there. Our home was
a short distance from the old home place.

My wife's folks lived about twenty-five miles from our home.
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Among the wedding presents they gave us was a cow. We knew
very little at that time about hauling cattle in wagons, and of
course there were no trucks. So the usual way of moving them
was by leading or driving them. Father volunteered to go with us
after the cow. The idea was that he would lead her a little ways
and I drive the team, and when we caught up with him we would
change off; he would ride, and I would lead the cow. He got
started an hour or so before we did as we loaded my wife's furniture,
and before we caught up with him he was halfway home. We
carried lunch and coffee with us so when we caught up with him
about noon, we tied the cow to a tree, unhitched and fed the horses,
and ate our lunch.

I expected, of course, to lead the cow the rest of the way home,
but he just would not listen to it; the cow led fine; in fact she
pulled on the rope, and as he walked beside her he could lean
one arm on her shoulder so he wasn't a bit tired; he was going to
lead that cow the rest of the way, too. He ordered us to go on
home; he'd follow us, so there was nothing else to do. About
6 o'clock that evening he walked into the yard, leading the cow.
She seemed much more tired than he; he had to urge her along
then, as she was not pulling the rope to go faster. It was a twenty-
five-mile walk in about thirteen hours for a man sixty-seven years
old., and yet he considered it just an ordinary day's work.

The fall of 1903 he had made up his mind that he was going to
quit farming and take life easy the rest of his days. He came to
me one day with the proposition that he sell the farm to me. Mother
was beginning to fail, so she would visit among her children, and
he wanted to reserve a room that he could use when he was home.
He had it all planned to the last detail, so there was nothing left
for me to do but buy. This I did, although I felt certain that
before long he would regret his bargain for, though he was seventy
years old, he had too much energy left to be satisfied without
working.

Long before the first year was up, he began to be so restless and
difficult that I knew he was regretting bitterly that he had sold.
So one dav when he was more than usually restless and touchy,
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I asked him what the trouble was. " Do you want the farm back? "
I asked him. He admitted frankly that he did. I told him, " All
right, the farm is yours as soon as we can get the deed written."
He was as happy as a child with a new toy upon my return of
the land.

We moved back on our other farm that fall, and the following
spring I bought the farm joining him on the north—the Stenerson
farm. I rented most of his farm land and from then on until 1914
I worked his land on shares. He retained his pasture land, raised
tobacco, and had a garden. As long as Mother was able to milk,
they kept a couple of cows, some chickens, usually some pigs, and
then for driving there was a horse and buggy. Father had never
learned to milk; in the old country that job was always delegated
to the women, and few of the old pioneers ever attempted to learn
after they came to this country.

Ever since he bought that first land in 1869 until the late
nineties, Father paid interest on one or more mortgages, the interest
rate varying from 12 percent plus commission to as low as 5 per-
cent. On the Lake Bugbee mortgage of $600 he paid interest
amounting to more than the original price of the land. With the
paying off of his last debt, he had realized his life's dream, at least
on that score. He owned a comfortable home, he owed no man,
and he had anchored all of his boys on farms near the old home.
At times he was happy and well satisfied, at other times restless
and unable to relax. He was always very proud of his grand-
children; the first one arriving on January 12, 1892. He loved to
enumerate them, and would always end up by saying, ((Og ikke en
dumrian iblandt dem!' (Not a simpleton among them.)

My sister, Ida, was married in 1907; Clara in 1904. Clara had
always stayed at home until she was married. She was sickly and
the baby of the family; Mother took her under her wing, and she
was never permitted to do any work while she was at home. Ida
was seldom at home after she was sixteen although she was Father's
favorite child. Perhaps the fact that she was away so much made
him feel that she led a much harder life than those of us who spent
more of our early life at home. However, I have worked for many
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different men in my lifetime, but never for anyone more exacting
than he or one who expected more of me than he. As long as I
stayed at home, I rarely was permitted to miss the noon chores
even on a Sunday.

Mother began to fail rather quickly, especially mentally; the
last year she lived her mind became a blank. The first five months
of that year a woman was hired to take care of her, but after that
time it was impossible to find anyone who would accept the re-
sponsibility. Ida had married a minister, named Fretheim, and lived
in Chicago. Their work there kept her occupied all the time. Clara
had all she could do to take care of herself and her family. So we
decided it was best that Mother come to live with us and we would
try to do the very best we could for her.

We moved Mother over to our house on September 1, 1913.
She occupied our bedroom on the first floor until I could finish a
room that we had used as a summer kitchen and that was too
cold for winter use. This room I fixed up so that it was very
comfortable and then I also built a railing around the stove so
she would not be able to get up to it and get burned. She was
moved into this room late in December, and shortly after that
she suffered a stroke that paralyzed her lower limbs.

When I think of it now, I wonder if there is another daughter-
in-law who would have assumed such a task. It was not only
Mother she had to care for; there were five children and the sixth
was born that same fall, October 11. A midwife stayed with us
for a few days, but no matter what we offered her she picked
up and left just as soon as my wife was able to sit up. All the help
we could get was a young girl who could not do a thing for my
invalid mother, so my wife had two babies besides the rest of the
family to do for. In spite of it all, I never heard her complain.
When I was around the house the baby became my especial care,
as I could do nothing for Mother except to see to it that she had
a comfortable room and that the stove was kept going night and
day. There was very little time, however, that I could spend in
the house since the farm work had to go on from early morning
till late at night. There is never any slack time on a dairy farm.
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April 1, just seven months after she came to live with us, she
suffered another stroke and passed peacefully away. Her weary
body was laid to rest April 4. Had she lived till the following
October, she would have been seventy-seven years of age.

She had lived a long and hard life; her mind died a year before
her body, no doubt because of the never-ending work and the loss
of sleep. Carding and spinning, knitting, darning, and mending
done mostly at night while the rest of the family slept overtaxed
her, and one does not wonder her mind became blank.

Mother had the best and keenest memory of any person I
have ever known; dates, names of persons and places, incidents,
and the like, from the time she was a little child till her mind began
to fail, were fixed in her memory. She never learned to write, but
she could read well. She knew hundreds of songs and hymns by
heart. When we children attended parochial school, she would
have us sit in the kitchen and she would help us memorize our
catechism, our Bible history, and our explanatory lessons while
she was getting breakfast or washing the breakfast dishes, never
having to refer to any of the books. If we had to memorize a verse
from some hymn, she could always be depended on to help us, for
there was not a hymn in our Norwegian hymnbook that she did
not know by heart. If we had left any implement or article around
the place either inside or outside of the buildings and then began
to hunt for them, she could invariably tell us where they were.

In the fall of 1913 Father sold what livestock he had and left
for Chicago to spend the winter with Ida and her family. From
that time until he passed away he always spent the coldest winter
months with her. Spring, summer, and fall, he spent at his home,
and since we lived near-by and each had telephones, he could
reach us if he needed help. He always ate dinner with us and then
carried home what he needed for supper and breakfast.

Late in the fall of 1914 he took sick with a very bad cold that
verged on pneumonia. He was very ill for a few days but still
insisted on keeping his own fires going and taking care of himself.
If I could carry in his wood, he'd manage the rest, he declared.
He had closed up most of the house and had moved his bed into
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the kitchen. For a few nights my wife and I alternated in sitting
up with him, but as soon as he began to feel better he insisted that
it was just a waste of time to spend the night with him. When
I came over to stay with him again, he said, " You have to get up
early in the morning to do your chores and other work; you go
right home and go to bed and get your sleep. I feel much better
and can take care of myself." It was a cold evening in December
—below zero—and when I was perhaps ten rods away from the
house, he called to me from the porch that he had forgotten to
tell me something. I called to him to get back into bed just as fast
as he could for he had on only his night clothes and that he would
probably have a set-back. He was quite provoked over that and
said he should think a little thing like that wouldn't hurt him.
Strangely enough it didn't.

And now back to 1887. I had never had a chance to go to
school except for a few weeks during the winter months.—We
did attend the parochial school every spring for four weeks.—We
walked about a mile to school and had very little to wear to keep
us warm except for the good woolen mittens and socks that Mother
had knit for us. None of us children had shoes on our feet from
the time the ground stopped freezing in the spring until it got
cold in the, fall. Our kitchen door opened to the north, and I can
remember going barefooted when I had to jump across the ice
near the door where the wall had shaded the sun to get out with-
out stepping on the ice. One pair of shoes per year was our
allotment until we were old enough to work in the fields. I never
owned a pair of rubbers or a suit of store underwear until I was
old enough to earn them for myself.

In the fall of 1887 my father, mother, two sisters, and I had
moved down to the second farm he had bought. The school clerk
of our district, Vernon Stoddard, lived just across the road from
our house. He had two boys about my age, Will and Dunn, who
were very anxious that I go to school with them and of course I
wanted to go the worst way. Father had no objections to my
going—it was in the winter time—but books, a slate, and a
pencil were the problem. If it had not been for Mr. Stoddard,
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I would have had to give up going. But Father had a lot of
respect for him, and one evening I got Father to go with me
to see him about books. When we got there, he told Mr. Stoddard
that he was going to let me go to school that winter, and that he
wanted to buy me a book. It took Mr. Stoddard a long time to
convince Father that I had to have more than one book. His
argument was that I could study that one book and when I had
learned what was in that he could get me another.

Finally Mr. Stoddard prevailed on him to buy me three books:
a Sheldon's fourth reader and an arithmetic, each costing 88 cents,
and a geography at $1.15. It was also arranged that I sit with his
oldest boy, Dunn, so I could study my spelling lesson with him.
I shall never forget how proud I was of my three new books, the
first ones I had ever owned. During the little time I had gone to
school before, I had used my older brother's readers. There were
many others attending the old log schoolhouse who were no
better off than I, as far as books were concerned. What little we
had learned outside of reading was what the teacher had copied
on the blackboard.

From my earliest childhood I always had had a yearning for
reading. Perhaps I got that from Father reading continued stories
to us children from " Ved Amen" ("By the Fireside"), a story
supplement to the Norwegian newspaper Decorah-Posten. I still
remember the title and some of the contents of many of those
stories. One was the story of the Thirty-Year War; the hero in
the story was Frederik Flink. Then there was the story of "Den
Hemmelighedsfulde/'—"The Secret Island"; another story was
t(Kapitola" a very "farfetched" but very thrilling story. This
hunger for knowledge through the written pages had advanced
me farther in reading than in the other subjects, for otherwise I
could never have mastered the fourth reader.

As I look back now after more than a half century has passed,
I realize that those five months of this school year with the
companionship of Willie and Dunn Stoddard were the happiest
time of my life even though I had to miss many days of school.
Whenever Father had to go to town or had some other errand
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away from home, I always had to stay home to do the chores; of
course I always had to do my share mornings and evenings the
days I went to school. Luckily we boys did not know what was in
store for us when we grew to manhood. I became more or less
tied to the soil; Dunn and Willie became miners. They both were
killed in mines, one in Montana, the other in Alaska; neither of
them lived to be thirty years old.

Those few months of the winter of 1887-88 ended my schooling
for a number of years. From then on I was, as far as Father was
concerned, a full-fledged man for any kind of work, but a child
as far as my likes and dislikes were concerned. "Mine was not
to question why, Mine was but to do or die." There was no
question as far as his orders were concerned; complete submission
was the only answer. I remember how bitterly I resented this,
especially on two occasions.

There always were excursions in spring to the Dells of the
Wisconsin River. During the spring of 1889 a crowd of young
boys and girls planned that as soon as the spring's work was
done the very first Sunday they could get away they were go-
ing on one of these excursions. Those in the group were Stephen,
Emma, and Eva Stenerson, Nick, Martha, and Julie Torgerson, Vint
Wallace, Clara Hanson, my sister Ida and I. Finally the Sunday
was set, and Ida and I were all ready to go with the crowd. Then,
just at the last minute, Father decided that we would not get back
in time for chores so I must stay at home. I probably would not
have resented it so much if he had made Ida stay, too, but she was
permitted to go.

Then in the fall of 1889 or 1890 we cleared four acres of
saplings, mowed and burned the brush, and we planned to jump-
shovel it and seed it to wheat. (A jump-shovel was a sort of a
plow, built like a pointed shovel except that the bevel was built
in such a way that it threw the dirt out from both sides; a strong,
straight colter [cutter] was fastened to the beam of the plow
and to the point of the shovel to cut the roots of the brush and
small tree stumps.) The name jump-shovel came from the way
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it was operated. By pulling against the horses on the handles of
the plow we could lift it clear off the ground and either lift it
over the stumps or swing it around them, without stopping the
team. If the ground happened to be somewhat hard so that it
was difficult to dig deep into the soil, we usually added to the
weight of the plow by placing a good-sized rock on the beam
between the handles.

I had never attended a county fair although nearly every boy
and girl of my age in the community had. This fall I planned to
go and worked especially hard to get this particular job finished
before the date of the fair. Unfortunately for me there was still
nearly a day's work left of the jump-shoveling when the day came
that I had planned to go to the fair with the neighboring young
folks. Expostulations were of no avail; that jump-shoveling had
to be done that day. So I was up in the sidehill, swinging the
jump-shovel early in the morning, near enough to the road to
see my friends drive off to the fair. It would not have made one
iota of difference whether the work had been finished that day or
the next, but Father had made up his mind it should be finished
then, so that was it. I think that after deals like this Father felt
and knew that he had been unreasonable, as he usually was very
good to me for some time afterwards. But he just could not
compromise; he had "set his compass for Rome, and to Rome
he was going."

If parents knew what bitter memories they often leave with
their children in matters that to them seem of minor importance,
they would surely try to get the children's viewpoint as well as
their own before making decisions. No doubt I, too, have erred
in my judgment many and many a time; perhaps my children have
memories of past experiences as bitter as mine. Happy the boy
and girl who can look back on childhood and youth without bitter-
ness. Nothing can in after years replace the happiness of youth;
anyone robbed of the pleasures of a happy, carefree childhood
can never expect to find it in later years.

[TO BE CONCLUDED}



Olaf Erickson
Scandinavian Frontiersman (III)

By OLUF ERICKSON

A FTER HAYING and harvesting were over in 1891, there was
J-\ very little for two men to do on our small farm, so I began

-*- - ^ to work for neighbors on my own account. There were not
many who hired help then—now and then a day. Top wages for
haying, harvesting, and threshing were usually $1.00 a day. Ole
Samuelson and Anton Peterson had worked in the Red River Valley
in North Dakota the season before and knew that work was plenti-
ful there, especially during harvest and threshing time. These two
lads, as well as Henry Peterson, were planning to leave in the
near future for the same place. Henry and I were good friends
and he asked me to go with them " out West/' as we called it.
This suited me fine, and I made up my mind on the spot that I
was going. There was one difficulty, my lack of money for the
railroad fare. I happened to be working for Matt Allison for a
few days at that time. I knew Matt had money as Father had
often borrowed a small sum from him now and then when he
happened to be short. So I summoned up courage to ask Matt for
the loan of $11, just what the ticket to Hillsboro, North Dakota,
would cost, and he handed me the money at once.

THIS IS the third and final installment of the life story of Olaf Erickson
written by his son OLUF ERICKSON, now retired and residing with his
wife at Watford City, North Dakota. The first portion touched briefly
on the early experiences of the elder Erickson in Norway and Sweden.
He arrived in America in the fall of 1867 and by 1868 he was living
on his own farm about five miles west of Ontario, Wisconsin. The grim
pioneer life of the Ericksons, among a small colony of Norwegians, is
told. The organization of farm groups, presidential elections, the Temper-
ance Movement, the progress made in the use of farm machinery, social
life, as well as the marriages of the sons and daughters are all recounted.
The final installment sums up the almost fifty years of hard labor in
changing many wilderness acres into fertile farms by one of Wisconsin's
Scandinavian frontiersmen. His was a purpose fulfilled.
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We left Cashton on August 10 for what was to me a great
adventure. We got into Fargo about midnight of the eleventh,
and a train out of there left at 4:30 in the morning. Although
the price of a room had not been included in our budget, we decided
to go to a hotel and get a few hours' rest. The clerk was to call us
at four o'clock in the morning but he forgot it, and when we woke
up the train was gone. Our only chance out was a freight train
that left for Hillsboro in the afternoon. When we arrived there,
I had 50 cents left in my pocketbook, and the other boys had
very little more. It was too late to start out looking for work that
day so we decided to buy some crackers and sardines and go down
to the bank of the Goose River and camp there for the night.

We made our camp in a grove of trees and thick brush, breaking
down grass and brush to sleep upon, and taking a few things out
of our suitcases which served as pillows. When we were all set
for the night, we ate our supper of sardines and crackers. Not far
from where we were camped there was a farmhouse, so we went
over there to get a drink of water. The woman of the house was
skimming a can of milk and, as the water there was pretty bad,
she offered us each a drink of milk. You may be sure we were
very happy to accept the offer.

Anyone acquainted with the mosquitoes in the Red River
Valley can imagine what a night we put in on the river bank.
Henry seemed to suffer the most. Before morning came, he was
wearing five shirts and most of the other clothes he had had in his
suitcase. All of us were wearing more clothes in the morning
than we had on when we went to bed, and we had our heads,
necks, and hands wrapped as best we could. -About three o'clock
in the morning a dark cloud came up out of the West; soon
thunder and lightning filled the air, but we had no place to go
for shelter.

Henry was the most resourceful one of the bunch. He had
noticed a field of millet hay near-by that had been cut and cocked
up into big piles; he led the way to the hayfield and each of us
crowded under a pile of hay. Fortunately the rain did not amount
to much, and the storm blew over, but the night was over for
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us as the sun was beginning to color the eastern horizon. So we
gathered our belongings, packed our satchels, washed sketchily, and
then ate what crackers and sardines we had left from the night
before and started out in search of work.

We stopped again at the farmhouse and asked for a drink and
again were treated to a glass of milk apiece. The man of the
house came from the barn before we were ready to leave, and we
asked him about work. His answer was that he could use a man
if any of us could stack grain. Ole Samuelson could, so he got
a job at once. The place where we had slept that night on the
Goose River, between the old railroad bridge and the wagon bridge,
is now the location of a tourist park.

Anton and Henry and I crossed the bridge and walked north.,
but when we got to the first crossroad Anton suggested that I take
the road leading east as it would be hard to find a place where
they would want as many as three men. Henry must have noticed
that I hated to leave them. In fact I was almost afraid to do so,
whereupon he dug down into his pocket and fished out some
change and gave it to me. Carrying my heavy suitcase I walked
in the general direction of Caledonia, from farm to farm, and
inquired about work until about two o'clock in the afternoon.
At that time I stopped at a farm where only the man of the house
was at home. He must have thought that I looked both tired and
hungry and he asked me if I had had any dinner. I might have
told him that I had had neither supper nor breakfast. He buttered
a couple of large slices of bread and poured a glass of milk for
me. After I had eaten, he told me that a man up on Stony Point
had told him in Hillsboro the day before that he wanted to hire
a man. He also told me that I was going in the wrong direction;
that the land along the river towards Caledonia was heavier soil
than that of the upland and that the harvest would not begin
around there for another two weeks. He directed me to turn and go
north and west about seven miles, and I would get to Ellingson's
farm. I followed his directions and got there just as the family
was sitting down to supper.
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I don't believe that I have ever relished a meal so much, and
I have never met finer people than Mr. and Mrs. Ellingson.
I asked him for work right away, but he told me to go to bed
and get a good night's sleep, and we would discuss that in the
morning. He had a large granary where his son and the hired
man slept in one of the empty bins; there was a cot in another
empty bin, and there is where I slept.

Early the next morning Mr. Ellingson came and called me. He
sat down on the foot of the cot and asked me a few questions
concerning myself. Then he asked me if I thought I could handle
the heavy grain, as I looked rather frail. I had already told him
I was only sixteen years old, but assured him that I could handle it.
Well, he would give me a chance to try, anyway, as they were
ready to start the binder that day.

I asked him what he was going to pay per day. His answer
was, " I don't know what the going wages will be this year, but
if you can do the work I'll pay you the same as the neighbors pay."
That was all I knew about my wages until I quit in the fall, when
harvest and threshing were over and I was ready to leave for
home. Mr. Ellingson not only paid me top wages but he asked
me to stay with them all winter and he would pay me $12 a
month to help him do chores. His only son, two years older than
I, was planning to attend a business college at Mayville, so he
needed a little help. What a nice, easy winter I could have had, had
I stayed. But I had made up my mind to go home, mainly be-
cause I missed my old crowd and I was looking forward to the
parties and dances I knew would be held all winter.

From August 15 to November 15 I had earned enough money
to pay my railroad fare both ways, to buy me a suit of clothes, an
overcoat, and what other clothes I needed, and had $48 in cash
when I arrived home. I felt rich, as I had never had such a sum
of money before. When I got home, I offered to let Father have
the money, but he would not accept it unless he could consider
it a loan or sell me a colt that he had that would be two years
old in the spring. I bought the colt.
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Shortly after I got home Ernest Davis, who farmed with his
father about four miles west of us, wanted a man to help him
get out a setting of logs; the wages were 50 cents a day. I hired
out to him, and we started work immediately. Ernest's father did
the chores alone. Mrs. Davis called us as soon as she had break-
fast ready, which was six o'clock in the morning. We got up
and ate breakfast and left immediately for the woods. By the time
we got to the timber, it was barely light enough to see to start
work. At noon we would walk to the house, eat our dinner, and
get right up from the table and walk back to work, continuing
there just as long as we were able to see.

The first of February Ernest raised my wages to 65 cents a day.
After we had cut the logs, the snow was so deep and so packed
that one team could not skid the logs out so Ernest sent me down
to my brothers' to hire a yoke of oxen from them. I left in the
evening on a saddle horse, stayed over night with my brothers, and
brought a quick, strong team of oxen back with me in the morn-
ing. I could always start the log with them but, as soon as it
was loose, Ernest hitched his horses ahead and away we would
go to the skidway.

Nearly every week there was something going on in our
neighborhood, and every time there was a dance or a party Ernest
hitched a good road horse to his cutter and off we would go.
Some nights we barely got to bed when Mrs. Davis would call us
for breakfast. We ate and were off to the woods just as if we had
been in bed all night. But we were young and we could take it.

The following spring I again left for the Red River Valley
and again hired out to Chris Ellingson, this time for the whole
season at $26 per month. I started work March 28 and finished
on October 27. I worked every day of the seven months and
earned $182 during the season. There were no checks written at
that time; all payments were cash. Part of the payment I received
from Mr. Ellingson was a $100 bill, the first of so large a de-
nomination that I had ever seen. This bill I kept intact, and I
offered to loan it to Father. He again refused to borrow money
from me but was willing to sell me another colt which was a
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year older than the one I bought the year before. I accepted his
offer and was now the proud owner of a team.

Again I say that I have never in my life met nicer people than
Chris Ellingson and his wife. They could not possibly have treated
me better had I been their own son. Every Saturday night my
shirts, underwear, socks, and handkerchiefs were piled on a table
near my bed, washed, ironed, and mended; not at any time while
I worked there did either of them speak an unkind word to me.

That fall-—1891—after we were through shock threshing for
him, Mr. Ellingson had no further use for me, so I got a job
with a threshing rig. It was a bad fall for threshing, and some
weeks we got in practically no time because of the rain. During
one of those rainy spells we were threshing for an old bachelor,
quite an odd character, who was one of the first settlers in Traill
County. This man, McKennis, was born and raised in Canada. He
had worked in the pineries of northern Minnesota for some years
before coming to his present location. His nearest market at this
time was Cummings, but when he first settled here the railroad
was seventy-five miles away.

Aside from farming, his hobby was horses; he gave them more
consideration than he gave himself. Once when I was visiting
with him, he told me about the time when he squatted on his land.
He came directly from the pineries to Traill County, for the sum-
mer, with four good horses hitched to a wagon loaded with lumber,
a walking plow and a harrow, a small stove and a few cooking
utensils, some flour and other provisions. His first consideration
was a barn for his horses. After he had that built, only a few
boards were left and these he raised on a slant against one end
of the barn so that they formed both roof and one wall; both
ends were open. It happened quite often that he was awakened
at night by a coyote sniffing at his feet or head.

During the summer he broke sod and built himself a sod house
and also broke quite a lot of land for the following year's crop.
The land in the Red River Valley was usually broke shallow in
the spring and then backset, as it was called, by plowing it deeply
late in the fall. In the fall he drove back to the pineries again
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to work his horses in a logging camp. That next spring he came
back to his land with a good supply of flour and groceries and
some more machinery. McKennis was a small man with black
whiskers, lightly sprinkled with gray. He seemed to have an
unlimited amount of energy, with dark eyes that fairly glittered.

Late that fall I walked to Cummings one day and cut across
the farm and came across McKennis plowing with four strapping
big horses hitched to the gang plow. One of the horses was a
four-year-old he had just broke to drive. While I was talking
to him, I noticed that he seemed to be in pain. I asked him if
he was sick, to which he replied: "No, but that d colt, the
first time I hitched him up, he fooled around so that he tipped
the plow over and in some way I managed to break two ribs. I
tipped the plow back and worked till quitting time, but my side
hurt so that I had to go to the doctor and get it bandaged up.
My side hurts like the devil, but I got to plow." McKennis was
at that time state secretary of the North Dakota Farmers Alliance.
Its slogan was, " Dollar Wheat! " Wheat was at that time sell-
ing for around 70 cents a bushel.

I have mentioned earlier Father's reaction to education. I had
never given up the hope of having at least a good common
school education, but I knew that as long as I lived at home there
was no chance of going to school. However, the fall that I was
twenty-one I took my team of horses and what other livestock
I had—two cows, a few sheep, and some chickens—and moved
upon my own farm; this was in the fall of 1896. I told Father
that I planned to attend the district school that winter, a plan
which he thoroughly disapproved.

I knew he would need some help to get his year's supply of
wood cut down and piled, ready for the saw. I tried constantly
during the last two weeks of October to get him to start this
work, without any result. The first day of November, the day
the winter term of school opened, just when I was all ready to
start to school, he came—all ready to start cutting wood. For
the first time I rebelled and made him understand that I was of
age and was going to run my own business from now on.
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I started school in what possibly would be the sixth grade,
figuring that by working hard I could finish the common school
subjects in two winter terms. The next fall, 1897, I rented my
farm, sold my horses and cattle, and stayed with my oldest brother
who lived about one-fourth of a mile from a school. I did chores
for him for my board and room, and finished common school as
I had hoped and planned.

Then in the fall of 1898 I left for Luther Academy at Albert
Lea, Minnesota, to attend school there. Here again I worked very
hard as I carried the English Normal Course and also took Bible;

Bible history, and methods of teaching parochial school. When 1
came home in the spring, bringing with me a recommendation
from the Rev. Mr. Smeby, entitling me to teach parochial school
during the summer months, Father was more pleased than I. He
was perfectly willing that I attend the following year and even
offered to help me when I returned to the academy in the fall
of 1899.

When I moved away from home in the fall of 1896, Father
rented his farm to my brother, John, who worked it until the
fall of 1902# when I bought the farm. After I turned it back to
him—as mentioned earlier—I worked the land again for several
years until finally in the fall of 1915 he offered to sell it to me
a second time. Now he really had made up his mind to sell but
he retained the use of the house for as long as he lived.

Father had kept in touch with his relatives in Sweden, either
through correspondence with his brother, Erik, or through some
of his relatives who came directly from Sweden to our home. One
of his cousins, Axel Quarnstrom, with his wife and three children,
moved into a small log cabin near our home. Quarnstrom was a
giant of a man, 6' 3", with a perfect physique, good-natured, all
in all a splendid type of man. His wife was a small woman with
a fierce temper. Often she would fly into a rage at her husband
and then she would jump at him like a cat, scratch his face and
pull his hair. Axel would pick her up, hold her in his arms and
talk to her just as if she were a baby, his temper as calm as ever.

* This date is correct, and not 1903 as given in the Magazine, 31:200.
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My sisters and I used to play with the Quarnstrom children a lot,
and I remember when we witnessed some of this excitement. At
such times Axel's pet phrase was, " Logna dig naa, Maria! " (Quiet
yourself now, Maria). Quarnstrom and family later moved to
Oklahoma where he worked in the mines. About this time a
nephew of Father's, John Erickson, came to this country. We
had hoped that he would stay in our neighborhood, but as he had
never done any other work but mining he, too, left for Oklahoma
to join the Quarnstroms.

As time passed Father learned of the passing, first of his father
and then of his mother; later some of his brothers passed away.
The only one of his brothers to come to America was Erik. Erik
and wife had two sons and two daughters. The older girl, Emma,
had some years previously come to this country and had married
a man by the name of Lindgren, at Sioux City, Iowa. The sister,
Anna, came soon afterwards, and then some years later one of the
boys, Gustav, came. The other son stayed in Sweden and worked
with his father in the mines. Evidently the unhealthy conditions
under which the mines were operated at that time brought on the
sickness from which this lad died at an early age. Then the old
folks, left alone in their old age, longed for the companionship of
their children and decided to undertake the long journey from
Sweden to Sioux City, Iowa.

As soon as they had arrived at Sioux City, Father left to visit
them; at that time he was eighty-four years old and Erik eighty-
six. This was in the spring of 1917, just fifty years—a half
century—since they had bid each other good-bye in Sweden in
1867. Father made the trip to Sioux City in fine shape although
he never bothered with a berth or any kind of reservation. What
the old brothers must have felt and what an emotional strain of
both joy and sorrow they must have undergone when reminiscing,
can only be imagined. It was well that Father lost no time in
going to see his brother as Erik passed away a few months later.

Erik did not live long after he was reunited with his children.
During the few months he was with them, he took much pleasure
in his grandchildren. His older daughter, Emma, had a large
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family; the other daughter, Anna, was the mother of three chil-
dren. Gustav was not married at this time. Erik's wife lived to
be 102 years old.

About the same time that I bought Father's farm in 1902, I
also bought the farm adjoining it, and sold my original farm to
my old friend, Axel Larson. From 1913, after Mother's death,
Father began to fail to some extent, but he still had a lot of
energy left. He divided his time between us and his daughter
in Chicago, leaving for Chicago late in the fall and coming back
to our home early every spring until the year 1918. I was at that
time the manager of a farmers' store at Ontario. I believe he
would have stayed with us that winter if we had not been think-
ing of moving west that fall or in the early spring. However,
he came to Ontario and stayed with us there for a while before
leaving for Chicago.

During the day, when we were busy in the store, he would
spend the time visiting with his many old friends. The weather
was ideal—bright warm sunshine all day, so the old men sat on
benches or boxes in the sun, moving only enough from time
to time to keep in the sun. From snatches of their conversation
which I gathered whenever I passed them, I could catch some-
what the matters under discussion. Sometimes they would speak
of old acquaintances and friends who had long since gone to theii
reward, and their faces would wear a somber look as if they were
looking far off into distant places. Sometimes one would remember
a joke that had been played on one or the other of them, or a
joke he himself had played on some one in days now long since
gone; then their laughter would sound clear and loud as if again
they were in the prime of life.

Ontario was one of the first towns built in our part of the
country. It is located on the banks of the Kickapoo River, the
headwaters of which start some distance north and east of town,
and empty into the Wisconsin River north of Prairie du Chien.
In the early days the Kickapoo River was a rather large stream
fed by numerous small creeks and springs before the timber and
brush were cleared away. The first settlers that came to that
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region paddled their way up the river from Prairie du Chien. The
name of the man who platted the original townsite of Ontario in
1857 was Giles White; he settled in Vernon County in 1853,
and Whitestown township was named in his honor.

Ontario was an inland town but was so located that it attracted
settlers from all sides. One reason for this was that the first
flour mill anywhere in that locality was built there. It was built
on the bank of the Kickapoo where a dam had been erected that
furnished plenty of power for the grinding of flour and corn meal
and also for running a sawmill. The dam and the mill are still
there, but no grinding is being done any more. Another mill was
built on Brush Creek, also run by water power, for grinding feed
and carding wool. I can still remember when both mills were doing
business; the carding mill closed down first and then the flour
mill. The early settlers either had to grind their wheat and rye
on a coffee mill or drive along Indian trails to Prairie du Chien.

Nearly all those that settled in and around Ontario were
classed as Yankees. There were the Sandon, DeLap, Miller, Sloggy,
Phillips, Hutchison, Prentice, Haskell, Walker, Stoddard, Fran-
cisco, Stockman, Marsden, Stedman, Chandler, Timmerman, Sulli-
van, Budde, and Palen families, and many others. Al Sandon
owned the flour mill and the sawmill. Robert Sandon, George
Prentice, and White operated stores; Phillips and Sloggy had drug
stores; and Marsden was the oldest blacksmith. Dr. Miller located
here at the close of the Civil War; Sullivan and Francisco were
the law authorities; neither had passed any bar examination, but
had made quite a study of law.

When Mr. White platted the new village, he set aside a public
square that was to remain forever a playground for the children
of Ontario; it is large enough for a baseball diamond and is sur-
rounded by large and beautiful elm trees. Hundreds of picnics
were held there, and there also were held Memorial Day and
Fourth of July celebrations. Up until 1910 the Grand Army of
the Republic had a camp at Ontario, and every year at both of
the latter celebrations the members took a leading part. They
had a fife and drum corps that was their pride, but it dwindled
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down until there remained only one for each instrument. The one
who played the fife had a stiff knee, yet he managed very well
in leading the grand march at all occasions, playing "Marching
through Georgia" and other Civil War melodies. Following
him came the few that were left of that camp of the Grand Army
of the Republic in their faded uniforms of blue, some leaning on
canes, others on the arm of some more robust comrade. The dis-
tance marched became shorter and shorter and the number of old
veterans became fewer each year, but their march always ended
at the speaker's platform on the northwest corner of the square,
where seats were arranged for them.

Ontario had very fine talent upon all these occasions. There was
always excellent singing, an able speaker, and fine readings as a
part of every program. Memorial Day programs never failed to
have declaimed, in an able manner, "The Blue and the Gray."

By the flow of the inland river
Where the fleets of iron have fled,
Where the blades of the grave grass quiver
Asleep are the ranks of the dead.
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the Judgment Day—
Under the one the blue,
Under the other the gray.

At the close of the program as many of the old soldiers as
were able would march to the cemetery, located on a knoll just
across from the milldam, to help decorate the graves of their
comrades who had fallen out of the ranks. The cemetery is
situated in a very picturesque place; the bank of the Kickapoo
River is held in place on the cemetery side by a sand rock that
rises to a height of from 25 to 30 feet. After crossing the river
the highway forms a semicircle on top of the rock, and on a rise
of land above the road is the cemetery. Most of the pioneers who
settled in and around Ontario are buried here. It is an interesting
place to visit and to notice that some of the white slabs carry
birth dates of before 1790. One four-sided gra-nite stone, engraved,
" Haskell," is located in the center of a lot. At the foot are the
birth and death dates of Charlie Haskell. On each of the four
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sides, about half way up, is engraved the name of a wife of
Haskell—four in all; he had outlived them all.

As before stated, Father probably would have spent the winter
of 1918 with us if we had not planned to move west. However,
this being the case, he decided to leave for Chicago, October 1.
Our fourth child, Morris, about ten years of age, seemed to be
Father's favorite. Father had a watch and chain that Morris loved
to look at and to listen to. He had been promised that this should
be his when his grandfather no longer needed it. When the latter
got into the bus that was to take him to Norwalk, Morris stood
on the porch waving to him, and Father took out his watch and
held it up for Morris to see. This was their good-bye.

It was exactly fifty years since he located on the old place, four
miles west of Ontario, of which the greater part was spent in
changing a wilderness of timber and brush into fertile, well-built
farms. He seemed reluctant to leave that morning, and there
were tears in his eyes when he bid us good-bye—something unusual
for him who had never broken down or been willing to admit
any weakness. I have often wondered if he had some kind of
premonition that he was saying good-bye not only to us but to
all his friends and to the home he had struggled so hard to build!

When he left for Chicago, Father had a cold which developed
into the flu, but up to the very last he was able to wait on himself.
A hard coughing spell seemed to take his breath away. My sister
asked him if he was dying, to which he answered, "Yes, I think
so."

His last words were, " God, be merciful to me a sinner." The
end came on October 7. My sister called me immediately, and
I left for Chicago and brought his body back to his old home
where the funeral was held on October 10, 1918. He was born
on March 15, 1833, making him about eighty-five and one-half
years of age at the time of his death.

So ended the life story of one of the many foreign-born pioneers,
who through sacrifice and through almost superhuman effort and
hardship helped to build America.

[CONCLUSION]
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