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April 2022 

 

MY CHILDHOOD IN DENMARK 
 

I was born in Barrit, Denmark on April 8, 1875. My father’s name was Lars Christian Petersen 
and my mother’s maiden name was Kyrstine Jensdatter. My grandfather on my father’s side was Peter 
Thybo. My grandmother’s first name was Sara. My mother was raised by her grandmother, so I don’t 
remember my grandparents on her side of the family. Dad had two half-brothers, Anton Fredericksen 
and Torkel Knudsen. Torkel’s father Knud was the only grandfather I can remember. My mother also 
had two half-brothers, Carl and Marius Jensen. That’s about all I know about my fore-fathers. 
 

The first thing I remember about my childhood was moving into a new house in Klakring, 
which was a little town on a belt between Jutland and Fyen, one of the biggest islands in Denmark. 
This was in 1880 when I was five years old. Dad was a carpenter who had learned the trade as an 
apprentice. He worked for four years without pay. After he had learned the trade he always had plenty 
of work but the pay was small and we never had much money at our house. Before we moved to 
Klakring the folks had lost two babies. After they lost the second baby they took in a baby girl to raise. 
Since Mother had just lost her baby she had plenty of milk to nourish a child, so she breast-fed baby 
Mary just as she did all of the rest of us when we came along. Five years later I was born. Then there 
was Lona, Theresa and Carl. Lona died when she was seven. The folks had another little girl later and 
they named her Lona, too. She was the youngest child in our family. 
 

Dad bought ten acres of land just outside of Klakring and that was where he built our new 
house. One edge of the land touched the seashore. There were just twelve miles of water between our 
place and the town of Bogense, which is on an island. There are many islands in Denmark. The sea got 
pretty rough at times and fishermen going from Barit to Bogense to trade were sometimes lost at sea. 
They used little sailboats and a strong gale or rough sea was too much for them. They were happy 
people and took their life as it had to be. It was fishing, eating fish, and selling fish. Fish peddlers 
carrying baskets on their backs went from house to house in the town of Klakring peddling. We lived 
about two miles from town where we went to school. The little town of Barrit and Klakring, like most 
little towns in Denmark, were made up of farm buildings as well as homes. Most of the farmers lived in 
town too.  
 

They built four houses in a square around a yard. This was paved with cobblestones. One house 
was for the family. Others were for horses, cattle, hogs, sheep and chickens. There was a barn for hay 
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and grain for the livestock too. The farmers went back and forth taking care of their crops. They usually 
had a mile or two to go to do their farming but they were good farmers.  
 

Mary was ten when we moved into the new house, I was five, Theresa three and Carl one. The 
house had just one bedroom with two built-in-beds. One was  a two-story bed. I slept in the upper story 
and the other three children slept in the lower story. There was a dining-room and a front room that we 
didn’t use. In the front room dad had built a window seat that could be turned out to make a bed. He 
made all of our chairs and tables, too. There was an open fireplace in the kitchen. There was a built-in 
oven that was so big that I could crawl into it to pile up wood to burn and heat it. When it was hot 
enough to turn the bricks red on the inside, we scraped out all of the hot coals and ashes and baked our 
bread in the oven. We baked about twenty loaves at a time. It was dark bread made with rye graham 
and tasted real good. We used a long handled shovel to put the loaves into the oven and to take them 
out when they were baked. When the bread was all in the oven, we put the iron door back in place and 
the heat from the bricks would bake it nice and brown. We stored the loaves of bread on rafters in the 
attic. We only baked bread once a month. Mother did all the cooking on the open fireplace. The kitchen 
floor was made up of little rocks and sand. There was a door from the kitchen to Dad’s workshop. From 
the shop there was a door to the barn and a place to thresh the grain. In the barn we had a cow, some 
chickens and a pen for a pig. This was all under one roof. Mother made all our clothes. She had a 
spinning wheel to spin wool into yarn for long woolen stockings. She knit stockings and mittens for all 
of us.  
 

I started to school in Klakring when I was six years old. I had about a mile to walk to school. 
Mother made a bag for me to carry my lunch and books in. I had a Bible History, a Catechism, a slate 
and slate pencils. The schoolhouse was a big building with an apartment at one end for the teacher and 
his family. Our schoolroom had seats for sixty children. The seats were built together. There was room 
for six of us on each bench and for five benches on each side of the room. The boys sat on one side of 
the room and the girls on the other. In the morning when we were all in our seats, the teacher would 

lead us in the Lord’s prayer and singing religious songs. Then we all read from the Bible-History book. 
Two times a year the Preacher and the township foreman would come to the school to judge our work. 

They decided which class that we should be in. We had just two classes, the big class and the little 
class. We had school six days a week for eleven months of the year. The little class went to school four 

days in the summer and two days in the winter. The big class went two day and a half days in the 
summer and four days in the winter. When we were fourteen we went to the preacher to get ready for 

confirmation. The preachers and teachers were hired by the government. When we boys started to 
school we started our military training. Two times each week our teacher would line us up, then he 
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would walk along the line to see that we were all standing straight. He would say “Turn on your heel. 
Turn right, turn left” and then “Fall back in line.`` We marched two in line all over the yard. Once a 

week he would march us to the ocean more than a mile away. We Would undress and get into the water 
and roll around. There was nice white sand on the beach.  

He always watched that we didn’t get out into deep water. After about fifteen minutes we get dressed 
and back in line to march back to class. 
 

  
My Birthplace in Denmark: Barrit 

  

                               
Lars Christian Petersen: My Father                     Kyrstine Petersen: My Mother 
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A new railroad was being built at that time. Part of it would run across our land. It was a little 
private railroad running from Horsens to Julesminde. There were five stations on the line and Dad 
helped to build them. There was a station at Klakring and one at Barrit. Most of the work was done 
with hand shovels and wheelbarrows. It was three years before we saw the first steam engine. That was 
a big event in our lives. How we kids loved to hear the whistle! The only transportation we had ever 
seen before was by horse or oxen.  
 

The folks lost a baby boy born about the time Carl was two. Now, a year later they had a 
baby  girl and they named her Lona after her older sister who had died when she was seven. Mother 
went out to work for others when Lona was two years old. She worked on the days I didn’t go to 
school. Dad was working away from home every day except Sundays. Sometimes he borrowed a team 
of horses from our neighbor Peter Krogh, and plowed up a piece of ground and sowed it in grain. Dad 
did all of the carpenter work for Peter Kogh, who was a very wealthy man and had one of the biggest 
farms in Klakring. He had a lot of buildings to keep up. His buildings weren’t in town like most of the 
farmers, but were built in the middle of his farm. Peter Krogh was a half-brother to my mother’s 
father.   
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 Peter Krogh and His Wife Anne 

   
House at Klakring 
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          Theresa, Mother, Peter, Lona, Carl, and Father 

 

In our home, we all learned the Lord’s Prayer as soon as we were old enough to talk and Dad 
saw to it that we said it every night before we went to sleep. Our folks were strict with us. Dad didn’t 
punish us very often, but when he did we knew he meant business. Mother was softer when she gave 
orders. I don’t remember ever getting a whipping from Dad. I do remember that one time Carl and I 
had been using some of his carpenter tools. He had strictly forbidden us to touch them. We damaged 
one of them and when he saw it in the morning he told us that we could think it over till evening and if 
we would come to him and ask for forgiveness he wouldn’t spank us. When it was time to go to bed, he 
was sitting in the dining room so I went in and told him that I was sorry. Carl wouldn’t do this, so Dad 
took him across his knees, pulled down his pants and smacked him pretty hard. That was the only time 
I remember him ever punishing any of us. I only remember my mother punishing me one time. It was 
when Carl and I were having a scrap out in Dad’s workshop. Carl was mad at me and was trying to hit 
me with his wooden shoe. I had him down and was holding him till he cooled off. Mother heard the 
fuss and came out. She picked up a piece of stove-wood and hit me across the shoulders with it.  
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One day Theresa, Carl and I were playing out in the shop. Lona must have been asleep and 
Mother had gone to work. We had some chickens there, about half grown. We cornered them up and 
caught them and threw them up in the air to see them fly. I caught a big black rooster and threw him up 
in the air a little too high. He came down a dead rooster. We didn’t know what to do; we knew that 
Mother would feel bad. She had said that we would eat the big black rooster for dinner the next Sunday 
if the fox didn’t take him before then. We decided not to tell her what we had done and I took the 
rooster out the back way across the field about a half-mile and threw him in some bushes. I was the 
guilty one and I never did forget it. I didn’t tell my folks ‘till after they came to this country. It was on 
my mind every night when I said my prayers. 
 

Children in Denmark didn’t often get inside the church. Their parents took them to be baptized 
and again when they were confirmed. The confirmation class always met at the preacher’s home. The 
folks went to church about four times a year. That was about the average for most of the people in our 
town. We lived about two miles from church and they always walked.  
 

Most of the boys started to work out when they were ten years old but I was small for my age 
and Mother worked away from home so much that she and Dad decided to keep me at home to look 
after Lona, who was two-and-a-half then. Theresa and Carl were both in the little class, going to school 
four days a week. The next summer when I was eleven I was hired out to one of the neighbors. He had 
a small farm next to ours. I worked from May First to November first. My wages were fourteen kroner, 
one pound of wool and one pair of wooden shoes. The man’s name was Hans and his wife was Trina. 
My job was to take care of the cattle and sheep. Hans had two horses and usually did most of the field 
work himself. They had another boy, fifteen, to help with the fieldwork. He and I slept in the building 
where the livestock was kept. Hans called us at four or four-thirty each morning so we would have time 
to do our chores before breakfast. Martin (the other boy) fed the horses and cleaned their stalls. I 
cleaned the cow barn and fed the cattle. The cows were kept in their stalls from the time the pasture 
dried up in the fall until spring. Their feed was brought to them on a track and there was a well in the 
barn so we pumped the water into a trough. We did this with a pump handle so it took quite a long time 
every day. They had seven or eight cows to milk and Trina did the milking. That was a woman’s job. 
Men and boys in Denmark never learned to milk. After the milking was done, she got our breakfast of 
coffee and rye bread with lard. Then we were ready for work. My job was to get the cattle and sheep 
out on grass. I didn’t have to take them very far but the cows were hard to manage after having been in 
the barn all winter. It was hard to get them all tied together and Hans helped me the first two or three 
times. I tied them together in two rows and led them to the pasture. There were no fences and all of the 
animals were kept tied up. I tied two ropes around the neck of the lead cow, these were tied to two 
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more and so on until they were all tied together. Then I took them out to pasture and staked each one 
down with a wooden peg. I had a big wooden hammer to pound the pegs with. I had to move each cow 
every hour. That was an all day job, every day, all summer long. I brought them home at noon so Trina 
could milk the ones that were giving much milk. Then we had dinner which was usually a big crock of 
soup or rice. This was set in the middle of the table and each of us got a spoon. We all ate from the 
same bowl. We each got another big slice of rye bread and lard, too. Then we went to bed to rest for 
about an hour while Trina milked the cows. After that she made coffee and we all had coffee and a 
lump of rock sugar. I took the cows out again and back in again at about six-thirty in the evening. Then 
we had supper - more rye bread with lard, homemade cheese and a cup of milk.When I had finished up 
the chores for the day it was bedtime. That was the routine for three summers.  
 

                                     
                                                 Grandma Jensen 

     
In the Winter time, when I didn’t go to school, I helped Dad in his shop. He made furniture and 

window and door frames then He decided once to have me make a flower table for shoemaker Jensen’s 
wife, Sophie. Dad always talked about how well Marius was doing. He said that a lot of the credit 
should go to Sophie as she was a good housekeeper and manager. Almost everyone I knew had been 
wearing wooden shoes and now they were changing to leather so that gave the shoemakers plenty of 
work. They traced around your feet to get the right size, then cut out the pattern from leather, stitched 
and completely finished the shoes right in the shoemaker’s shop. Dad thought it was a good trade and 
would have liked for me to take it up. I didn’t think I would like sitting on a bench all of my life. I 
finished the flower table and carried it six miles to Sophie’s house. She was very pleased and asked me 
to come in and rest for a few minutes. I think that was the last time I saw her. She died soon after that 
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and left six little girls for Marius to take care of . It was hard for him after that; He had a hard time 
keeping housekeepers. His mother had stayed with the little girls for the first year but it was too much 
work for her. The baby was doing well now; she was just ten days old when her mother died and 
Grandmother had given her a good start in life by starting her out on goat milk.  
 

Factories were taking over the shoemaking trade and Marius was losing quite a bit of business. 
The next few years were hard ones for him. Then he married again. He and his second wife had three 
little boys. She was not mentally strong and was becoming so unreasonable that the little girls could not 
stay at home with her. They left home as soon as they could find a place to work. Poor Marius didn’t 
know which way to turn. He had tried to find a good mother for the girls and things just hadn’t worked 
out that way.  

               Shoem
aker Jensen and His Six Daughters                   Shoemaker Jensen and His Wife 
Sophie               Clockwise - Sophie, Jenny, Carly, Karen, 
                     Emma, and Etly 
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                           Their Home and Shop at Barrit 

 

In the spring of 1889 shortly after I was confirmed I started working for Peter Krogh. He and 
his wife Hannah were good people to work for. They were kind to their help. He was a good manager 
and a hard worker too. Their children were Alfred, Morton, Anna, Neils and Johannes. Morton was 
about my age (about 14). He was a good boy, but he couldn’t learn very well at school. We started in 
the same class. I remember the teacher asking me to trade places with him on the school bench. The 
children at school had certain places to sit, the poorest at one and the best ones at the other end. I had 
advanced to the head of the class. Morton didn’t do so well, but the teacher knew that his dad was an 
important farmer and he wanted to keep on the right side of him so he put Morton at the head of the 
class. I never got over that.  

Peter Krogh kept several hred men and two hired girls. I was hired to take care of the cattle. My 
wages were sixty-five kroner for the year ($336.39 as of 1889). All through the winter our job was 
threshing grain. They had two threshing floors First we threshed and cleaned the grain on the fanning 
mill. The rye straw had to be handled with care and not broken as it was tied up in bundles again to be 
used for thatching roofs. The oats and the barley straw were fed for livestock. We sent the grain to the 
mil to be ground - the rye for the people, and the other grain for cattle and hogs. We spread the bundles 
of grain out on the threshing floor-heads all at one end- and beat the grain out with flails (several 
wooden sticks fastened together with leather straps). Then we raked up the straw and chopped it, swept 
up the grain, cleaned it and put it in sacks to be taken to the mill. Most of the farmers had hand 
chopping machines for the oats and barley straw. It took two men to run it. Peter Krogh had just bought 
one that we could hook a horse onto. That was probably the first horse-powered machine in Klakring.  
 

We boys had plenty of work to do. We did the chores before breakfast every morning while the 
two girls milked the cows. Hannah had breakfast ready then. Peter Krogh sat at the upper end of the 
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table, the young men and boys sat on a bench in the back of the table. The girls  were at the front and 
they had to stand up to eat. Hannah was a good cook. We got good food and plenty of it. People drank 
beer instead of water there. Everybody raised their hops and made malt. They all made their own beer. 
They made an extra batch every spring just to keep until harvest time and by that time it had plenty of 
kick. There was always beer on the table and in the field when we worked with the grain.  
 

Peter Krogh’s children all got to high school . Only the rich kids went to high school those days. 
The men and girls worked in the hay fields together. Two men went ahead with the scythe, then 

two others raked it into little stacks and the girls followed behind raking up all that was left in the field. 
We worked together through the field, then walked back to the place where we started, had a little 
lunchor a drink of beer and started all over again. After the harvesting was finished we always had a big 
feast to celebrate the occasion. Then the other hired man and I started plowing. I was driving a good 
team and liked walking behind the plow all day.  
 

When my year was nearly up, Peter Krogh told me that if I would stay with him for another 
year he would pay me one hundred and fifty kroner, which was ninety more than I had been getting (or 
$673.38 as of 2015). I had to say no. I had already decided to go to America in the spring. My dad was 
building a creamery and I could help him some through the winter. I had heard many things about 
America. The menfolks had to do the milking so I had been practicing milking when  I could get away 
from my chores long enough. Dad thought that the United States was the place to find a good future for 
all of us and Mother agreed with him. He was making plans for the whole family to go to America as 
soon as he could save enough money for the tickets. 
 

Several other young men were planning to go to America that year and Dad made arrangements 
for me to go along with them as they were going to Missouri Valley, Iowa. This is where I was planning 
to go as my sister Mary was there.  
 

On February 26th, I said good-bye to the family and started out on the big adventure of seeking 
my fortune in a strange new country. I was only fifteen and it was hard to leave my parents, sisters and 
brother and my beloved Denmark - not knowing for sure if I would ever see them again. I didn’t see a 
tear in anyone’s eye and I was thankful. Dad went with me on the train to Horsens where we met my 
traveling companions. Everything went as planned and I was on my way.  
 

I GROW TO MANHOOD IN AMERICA 
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    My two companions, Andrew Andersen and Jacob Jacobsen, and I boarded the ship March 1, 1891 at 
Hamburg, Germany.  We stopped at a French port, Le Havre, to take on food supplies. We boys 
watched the workers carry the supplies to the ship. We turned a little pale when we saw them come 
with a large supply of horsemeat, and I was thankful for the box of home-baked goodies my mother 
had thought to send along with us. (to tell the truth we were all so seasick coming over that everything 
we ate tasted like horsemeat, anyway, so it didn’t matter much what we ate.) We ran aground in the 
English Channel the first day and had to wait for the tide to come in, so another ship could pull us out.  
 

    Anyway, the time passed and in two weeks we docked at New York Harbor. We, then, boarded a 
train for Missouri Valley, Iowa. We stopped over in Chicago and explored the town. We were really 
hungry by this time. (I was still carrying the box Mother sent with me and there were a couple of 
doughnuts left in it, but somehow they didn’t look good to me any more.) We came to a bakery and 
stood  and looked at the good things there in the window. We finally got up enough courage to go in 
and point out to the clerk three juicy pies in the window. We had never seen pies in Denmark and 
hadn’t the slightest idea how to eat them, but that fact didn’t worry us very much. After we had been in 
this country awhile, we could understand why people stared at us as we walked down the street holding 
our pies in our hands and eating them as if they were cheese sandwiches.  
 

    We arrived in Missouri Valley on the 19th of March. Mary was at the Station to meet us. She sure 
looked good to me. Mary had been in America since she was sixteen. Her real father had come over 
here from Denmark and had settled on a farm in South Dakota and had sent for Mary. But Mary and 
her stepmother didn’t get along very well, so Mary had gone out to work. Her minister had helped her 
to find work with some of his friends in Missouri Valley. Mary was the sociable type and had made 
many friends in Missouri Valley. In no time at all, she had found work for all three of us boys.  
 

    My first job was on a 20 acre farm. I helped put the crops in, but when that was done, the job was 
over. Then I got a job working for a milkman. My job was taking care of the cows and milking six or 
eight of them morning and night. I was glad I had practiced milking in Denmark. Here I was milking 
cows just as I heard the men did in America,  but as yet I hadn’t seen any orange trees growing along 
the roads. Sometimes, I got to help deliver the milk. I liked to do this. The evening milk was cooled 
overnight in a water trough. In the morning, we poured it into five-gallon cans, took along a two-gallon 
can with a long spout and two measuring cups. These were hung on the long spout. We loaded this all 
into the spring wagon and were ready to go. We carried the two-gallon can and the measuring cups 
from door to door. The housewife met us with a container and paid us with tickets bought ahead of 
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time. We got 5 cents for a quart of milk. We had to get out early in the mornings before the milk got 
sour. I worked there until November 1st. 
 

                                         
                                                      Mary and I 
 

    Mary was good to help me. She got me started to attend the Danish Methodist Church. Here, I met 
many nice people who helped me to find work and also to speak the English language. The second year 
I was in the Valley, I worked on the section and in the railroad car repair shop.. I had now started to 
save money to help get the rest of the family to America. The highest pay I received was 13 cents an 
hour ($3.76 in 2021). Out of this, I paid $3.50 ($101.22 in 2021) a week for room and board. When I 
had saved enough money for two tickets, I sent it to my father to bring Carl and Theresa over. Dad then 
sold everything he had and bought tickets for Mother, Lona, and himself. I could hardly wait to see my 
family again, I was working for the railroad then and I watched every train come in. At last they 
arrived. It was a very happy meeting. They hardly knew me as I had grown so much. I was such a little 
squirt when I left home.  
 

    They had a little money left, so we rented a house in the Valley and bought some second-hand 
furniture. Dad made the kitchen table and chairs. I worked in the railroad shop, Dad got a job with a 
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Danish housebuilder, and Carl, a big, strong boy of fifteen, took work of any kind, when he could find 
it. I got laid off in the summer and then we were both looking for work.  
 

    Then one day a good Samaritan came along in the form of a saloon keeper. He had a saloon in the 
Valley and a 120 acre farm two miles west of town. He passed our house on his way to the farm and he 
had been watching us. He asked us if we would be interested in going to his farm to live and work his 
ground for him. He said he would give us one-third of the crop. We were ready to move the next day. 
    Things looked real good for us then, but after a month or so Theresa got sick. We had Dr. McGavern 
from the Valley to see her and he said she had Malaria fever. Carl got sick too. Theresa died about the 
ninth day and Carl almost died too. The Doctor said it was caused by the water we had been drinking. It 
was from an open well by the house and hadn’t been cleaned out for a long time. Dad made Theresa’s 
coffin. Making coffings was not new to him as it was part of his carpenter trade in Denmark. He had 
made coffins for the babies he and mother had lost in Denmark, too.  
 

    We worked the ground that fall and got it ready for spring planting. I got back to work in the shop for 
the winter. Dad worked some, too. We bought two cows and some pigs and chickens. That was a start. 
The spring of 1894 we had the ground in good shape and we planted the whole farm in corn. It turned 
out to be so hot and dry that most of it didn’t come out of the ground. It stayed dry until July. Then it 
rained and we replanted about 40 acres. It made a big crop, but was poor quality. We sold some of it for 
$0.55 (worth $15.56 in 2021)a bushel and had some for feed. We had been buying horses and cattle 
during the summer and fall. They were all very thin. I got my first two horses for cutting fodder in the 
dried up corn-fields. There were so many farm sales and things were selling cheap. I bought a wagon 
and a set of harness for about $20.00 (worth about $566 in 2021). My dad bought a good team of 
horses that a neighbor wanted to get rid of. They needed some feed and by spring they were in good 
shape. We worked there for about two years.  
 

    Dad now wanted to settle down and we wanted to get closer to a railroad station. We settled on a 
farm two miles north of Honey Creek. The owner of the farm was a banker named Kellogg. He lived in 
Missouri Valley. The renter he had that year had only half farmed and had moved off the place. He 
hadn’t picked any of the poor corn crop and Mr. Kellogg said we could move on there and pick the 
corn, for cleaning it up. It was O.K. with us. We rented for half of the corn crop delivered at the 
Missouri Valley elevator.  
 

    We had a thirty mile move to make, but we were saved a lot of hauling because there would be 
plenty of feed on the place and we could sell what we had. We only had horse-power at that time. Carl 
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and I made several trips over with the machinery.  We drove the cattle about half-way one day and 
made arrangements with a farmer there to keep them until we were moved. We had been having nice 
weather and some rain and the dirt roads were frozen now and very rough. The day we moved the 
furniture it turned so cold that we had to walk beside the wagon all forenoon in order to keep warm. 
Dad, Mother and Lona rode in the spring wagon and stopped at Missouri Valley. Mary was married 
now and had a home there and they spent the night with her.. Two of our neighbors were helping us that 
day. It was after dark when we reached our destination. We put the horses in the barn and fed them. 
Then we unloaded our furniture and got the stoves set up so we could make some coffee. Then we had 
some straw and each of us made a bed for himself on the floor. It was almost morning and the sun was 
shining in a couple hours later. We made more coffee and saw our friends start back home. Thanks was 
the pay they got and expected.  
 

               
                              Lona, Carl, and I. I’m at the left 

 

    We all went to work cleaning up the farm and repairing the buildings. Then I took a job for a year 
working for a farmer. The next year Carl worked and I stayed at home. Mr Kellogg wanted to sell us 
the farm and offered us any terms we wanted at a very reasonable price. Dad and Mother wanted a 
place for themselves, a small place so they could take things a little easier. Mother’s health was not 
very good. She was always in good humor though, and so nice to everyone. A neighbor had a little 14 
acre place that he wanted to sell and Dad bought it for $20.00 an acre (worth about 8.7 grand in 2021). 
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They moved on there the spring of 1898. Then Carl and I kept the place for one more year and Lona 
kept house for us.  
 

              
                                           My Folks in Their Last Home 
 

    Dad and Mother were in their own home now and Mother said she had never had it so easy or had so 
many good things in life before. Dad worked his little farm with one horse. He had some corn, a nice 
garden, fruit trees and grapes. They were not working so hard and it was good to see them so satisfied.  
 

    Mary had been married for some time now. She had married Jacob, one of the boys who was with 
me on the ship, they had been living in the Valley. I was 24 years old then and, like anyone else that 
age, looking for the right girl. There were several young girls in the neighborhood and we young folks 
got together quite often. The girls popped corn and made molasses taffy. We played cards or just had 
fun together. We had some pretty good times those days, too.  
 

    Marius had been writing to Dad and Mother. He told them how hard things had been for him and his 
girls. He didn’t know what to do about Sophie, the youngest. She was seven years old now. She was a 
nice quiet girl and her stepmother was so unreasonable it was impossible for him to keep her at home. 
Etly was two years older than Sophie, but she was so jolly, things didn’t seem to bother her so much. 
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She was getting on better with her stepmother, than any of the other girls. Jenny was fifteen and she 
was staying with the schoolteacher’s family. She was a bright girl and he offered to help her get an 
education. (he helped her through school and she taught school for many years. When she died she 
remembered his family in her will. She had always been grateful for his help.) The three other girls, 
Karen, Carly, and Emma were all working. Dad and Mother talked things over and decided to write to 
Marius and tell him that they would be glad to have Sophie live with them if he could get someone to 
bring her over. Marius wrote to Karen, who was working in Horsens at that time, and asked her if she 
would take Sophie to America. He said that if she didn’t want to he would bring her over. Kaen didn’t 
want to come to America as she had always loved Denmark. She felt bad about it all; she didn't want to 
go and she couldn’t say no. She knew how things were at home for Sophie. She decided that she would 
take Sophie to America and the minute that she had enough money saved up she would return to 
Denmark. She hated to leave Denmark and she didn’t want to leave her boyfriend, Dodfrey, but the 
decision to come back home as soon as possible made it easier for her to write the letter to her father 
telling him that she would take Sophie over. Dad sent the money for Sophie’s ticket and I had some 
money saved up then so I sent money for Karen’s. Soon they were on their way to America. Sophie 
enjoyed it all but Karen was seasick and miserable. She was sick on the long train ride, too., but when 
they reached Missouri Valley and it was time to get off, she was afraid to leave the train. They couldn’t 
talk to anyone and they didn’t know where they were. Finally, the conductor had to pick up their bags 
and put them off by force.  
 

    Mary and I met them at the train. There stood Karen on the platform with one shoe off and one shoe 
on - the conductor was holding the other shoe. She looked like a scared little girl. Sophie was hanging 
on to her sister for dear life. (Karen told me later that Sophie never left her side during the whole trip 
for fear of getting lost.) Karen had grown into a very pretty young lady. Her blonde hair curled around 
her face and she was very tiny - I doubt she weighted a hundred pounds.  
 

    On the way back to the farm Karen told me how much she had hated to leave Denmark and that she 
wanted to return as soon as she could earn enough money. I was already hoping she would change her 
mind, but I promised I would help her to find work.  
 

    After a couple of weeks I took her to see one of our neighbors, Jim Bush, who had a daughter living 
in Omaha. I thought they might be able to help Karen find work. Mr. Bush hooked up his horse, Lisa, 
and took Karen to see his daughter, Louise, in Omaha. Louise found a job for Karen working for some 
folks who had a big house and who were expecting to have a lot of roomers as the Omaha Exposition 
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of 1899 was in progress at that time. Karen was to receive $1.50 (worth about $47.04 in 2021) a week 
besides her room and board.  
 

       
                                                     Our Wedding Picture 
 

    After a couple of weeks, I decided I needed a vacation, so I wrote to Karen and asked her how she 
would like to see the World’s Fair with me. She said she would, so I walked to Honey Creek, took the 
morning train to Council Bluffs and rode the street car over to Omaha. Karen and I went to the Fair and 
took in the sights and had a lot of fun. There was a fellow there doing some fancy embroidery work on 
silk handkerchiefs and I bought one for Karen. He wrote her name, date , and place on it. She was very 
happy over it and always kept it - our daughter now has the handkerchief. When the Fair closed for the 
day, I walked Karen home and we sat on the front steps of her house and looked at the lights of the city. 
That was when I asked her to marry me. She said “Yes” and we set the date for the wedding - August 
9th - just three weeks away.  
 

    Everybody was busy getting ready for the wedding. Mother and Dad were almost as happy about it 
as I was. I was very much in love with Karen and I hoped she felt the same way,  
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but I knew she was disappointed in not being able to return to Denmark. A few days before the 
wedding, we had a big surprise. Karen’s dad walked in. We were all so busy and excited, we didn’t find 
out why or how he had come until some time later.  
 

    On the morning of the 9th, I drove to Missouri Valley to get the preacher. When we got back the 
house was full of people. Besides my parents and Carl and Lona, there were Karen’s dad and Sophie, 
Jacob and Mary and their three children, Powell Nelsen, Karen Powell and their family from the Valley, 
and our closest neighbors. They were Nels Christian Peterson, his wife Marie Nels Christian, and their 
family and Jens Jorgensen, his wife Hannah Jens Jorgen and their family. Everyone brought presents. 
There were tables and chairs, lots of dishes, and a pretty red mahogany rocker. Powell and Karen gave 
us the rocker. (Karen put it to good use six times in the years to come.) Chris and Ann Met gave us 
some lion-head glassware which we still have and use on special occasions. We were married in the 
living-room. Karen was a beautiful bride in her black and white embroidered dress. She had such a tiny 
waist - girls don’t have those any more. I was real proud of her. After the wedding ceremony, we all had 
dinner. The women-folks had all brought food along and everyone had all they could eat. Then I took 
the preacher back to the Valley, everyone went home, and Karen and I started our life together - alife 
that lasted sixty-four years.  
 

A FARM, A FAMILY, AND HARD WORK 
 

We lived on the Kellogg farm only a few months. We were anxious to get our own farm, so we bought 
a 60 acre farm next to my folks’ for $20.00 an acre (worth about $627.18 in 2021). We had saved a 
little money, but we knew most of that would be needed to repair the buildings, so we borrowed $1,000 
(worth about $31,359 in 2021) and made out fine. There were only 20 acres in farm ground but 10 
more could be farmed.  The rest was timber and quite hilly. Karen was happy over all the fruit trees. 
Dad and Carl helped fix up the house - we plastered it and built on a bedroom, with a closet, and a big 
pantry. After we moved in, we fixed up the other buildings. Carl and Jake bought the Kellogg farm. 
Jake and Mary got the half with the buildings. During the next fall and winter, we all helped Carl build 
a barn and chicken house on his half. He was staying with the folks and since his half of the ground 
adjoined theirs, it was handy for him to farm the ground.  
 

    I soon found out that my wife’s ambition matched my own. She was a good housekeeper, a good 
cook and a good farmer’s wife. She loved the outdoors. She tended chickens and garden and milked the 
cows. She helped me dig potatoes and shuck corn. (Most of the farm women worked outdoors in those 
days, but I doubt many of them enjoyed it as much as Karen.) In spite of spending so much time 
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outdoors, she was a first-rate housekeeper. The house fairly sparkled - it was so clean - and while our 
food was plain, it was always tasty. We usually had boiled potatoes, salt pork and milk gravy for our 
noon meal plus extras from the garden and orchard. She baked all the bread as a matter of course - six 
or eight big loaves at a time and maybe a nice batch of cinnamon rolls. - Baking day smelled so good. 
She carried in wood for the old iron cookstove and carried out the ashes. She carried water from an 
open will for cooking, washing, and bathing. (the well was a long ways from the house, too). She 
churned our butter, washed our clothes on an old-fashioned wash-board and sewed all of her own 
clothes and linens.  
 

    Karen’s sister Sophie started going to a country school that fall after we were married. She had 
become acquainted with some of the neighbor children and was learning to speak English. She was fast 
becoming an American. Her father, Marius, came to live with us for awhile. He wanted to start a 
harness repair shop, so we fixed him a room upstairs and he worked there all winter. He got all the 
work he could handle. The next spring he moved into a little one-room place near my folks. It was 
really a dug-out left by woodchoppers who had come from the prairies to the timberlands to cut wood 
through the winter months. They usually dug caves for themselves to live in. They often built a nice 
front on the cave with a roof, windows, and a door. These living quarters were really quite comfortable. 
So Marius settled in one of these. He bought himself a little horse and buggy and got a job carrying 
mail from the Honey Creek Post Office to a little country store about six miles away. He made this trip 
twice a week.  
 

    Karen’s sister Etly came to America the next summer. She came over from Denmark all alone at the 
age of fourteen. Marius had sent her money for the ticket. She stayed with us that fall and winter. Both 
Karen and I were glad to have her as she was such good company and lots of help to both of us.  
 

    Our first son was born on the 24th of October. Karen woke me early that morning and sent me to 
fetch Marie Nels Christian, who was not only our very good friend but the neighborhood midwife as 
well. Things were not going well for Karen and Marie sent me after Dr. Newson who lived down the 
road about a mile. He soon had everything under control and we had a fine 7 ½ pound boy. We named 
him Sophus after Karen’s mother, Sophia.  
 

    Before Sophus was a year old, I went to fetch Marie Nels Christian a second time. This was in the 
middle of the night of October 18th. We got our first daughter this time. We named her Theresa after 
my sister who had died soon after coming to America. What a pair those two babies were! Sophus was 
really quite timid but his little sister was bold for both of them, and Sophus always egged her on. As 
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soon as he could begin to talk, Sophus would say “Du go fust.” - “You go first,” and Theresa was 
willing. She led him everywhere from the creek to the barn roof. Karen would always set everything 
high before she left them alone in the house, but she could never set things high enough for safety. One 
day she set a 30 dozen egg crate-full of eggs - up on the kitchen table before she went out. When she 
came back, there sat Sophus on one side of the crate and Theresa on the other, gooey with egg from top 
to bottom. They were throwing eggs all over the room. They hadn’t missed a single target. The whole 
room was a grand mess.  
 

                        
                                                     Theresa and Sophus 
 

    About this time Carl was working for the Illinois Central Railroad. They were putting in an overhead 
crossing close to Loveland. The dirt was all moved by man-power, mule-power and wheel scrapers. He 
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received 25 cents (about 7.66 in 2021) a day more than the others. His pay was $2.50 (About 76.55 in 
2021) for a ten hour day. He would always stop in and help Karen with the chores. I had bought a new 
grain binder that summer and was gone from home so much of the time cutting grain for the neighbors 
that Karen and Carl would usually have the chores all done when I got home. I had also cleared off ten 
acres of timber and bought fifteen more acres of ground, so I had more to farm, too. I put in such long 
days, It was good to come home and find the chores done.     

                            
                                                 Lona’s Wedding Picture 
                                  Front - John and Lona, Rear - Carl and Annie 
 

    Lona married when she was twenty. She married John Schroeder, a neighbor boy. Carl and John’s 
sister, Annie, stood up with them and a few years later Carl and Annie were married. John and Lona 
had a sixty-acre farm next to Jake and Mary. Carl and Annie settled down on Carl’s farm located 
between Jake’s and my parents’ farm, so our family made a small settlement of its own. It was a good 
arrangement for all of us. We men helped each other with the building, haying, molasses making, 
butchering and all other heavy or hard work and the women got together often for quilting or 
socializing. Of course, we soon produced a fine crop of youngsters among us  and they had a ball 
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growing up together. Carl, Jake, John and I bought a buzz saw in company. The power unit was a big 
clumsy affair. We hitched two teams of horses on to it and they went around and around in a circle all 
day long. Dad stood on a platform in the center and kept the horses going. When the wood was sawed, 
the kids stacked it up neatly in the woodshed and we were all ready for winter. Dad would never let us 
saw his wood. He had brought an old hand saw over from Denmark and he still wanted to saw his 
wood the old-fashioned way. He never believed in changes.  
 

    Etly stayed with us until after our second daughter was born. I named her Agnes after a pretty little 
girl I had known in Denmark (Karen didn’t seem to mind). This was about the time Etly decided to get 
a job. We hated to see her go, but we knew that she should lead her own life so we helped her find a job 
doing housework on a farm near Underwood. Here she met and fell in love with a man who was 
working on the same farm. He was much older and more worldly than Etly and we feared for her 
happiness, but she married him in spite of our fears. As it turned out, he was drunkard and was very 
cruel to her. She lived with him for a year and then fearing for the safety of her new baby daughter, she 
left him and came back to live with us. We welcomed her and three-week-old Violet warmly. Etly was a 
constant joy to our youngsters. No one could tell stories like Aunt Etly and no one could bake such 
good apple pies and I knew that she was even good at pitching manure, for more than once she came 
out to help with things which definitely not women’s work. We had a new baby girl at our house 
already. Little Elna was just three weeks older than Violet, so we had twin baby girls. They shared the 
same cradle the first winter. Girls were taking over our home. What with two women and four small 
girls in the house, Sophus and I certainly Made up the minority party. We really didn’t mind too much. 
We felt kind of special because we always got the biggest pieces of Etly’s pie.  
 

    After Etly got her divorce, she got a job working at the Creche in Omaha. She could keep Violet with 
her there. But, whenever Etly got a few days off, she and Violet came home to visit and we were 
always glad to see them. Shortly before Violet was four, she became terribly sick with the measles and 
scarlet fever. In spite of all anyone could do for her, she died, Part of Etly died with her. How Etly’s 
jolly laugh was missed around the house: We all mourned with her.  
 

    Sophie had been married about a year at this time. She married a good-looking fellow named Will 
Johnson, who lived about six miles south-east of us. She met him through Etly who worked for Will’s 
father for a short time after his wife passed away. Will had courted Sophie in high style. He always 
came to see her in a fancy cart pulled by two real driving horses. Most of the farmers couldn’t afford 
driving horses, so they would drive the same horses on Sunday that they worked in the field the rest of 
the week. So Will made a big impression on the whole neighborhood when he came courting. Sophie 
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was a very nice quiet girl - kind and considerate of everyone. She was a good wife to Will and when 
their children were born, she was a wonderful mother to them.    

             
                                      November 1, 1906 
                                 Family Group at Dad’s Annual Birthday Party 
 

                       
              Karen and I, and our Four Olkdest Children - Theresa, Elna, Sophus, and Agnes  
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                                   Eltly’s Little Daughter Violet 

 

    Karen’s dad bought a small farm near us and had sent for his wife, Christina, and three young sons to 
come to this country. He knew he couldn’t live with Christina, but he got Christina and the boys settled 
in the little house on the farm and he went to live with a bachelor friend near by. The boys’ names were 
John, Einar and Axel.  
 

    We were still speaking Danish most of the time in our family. Sophus and Theresa, now six and five, 
were ready to start school and they didn’t know a word of English. Karen took them to school the first 
day. She had a hard time talking with the teacher and Sophus and Theresa couldn’t talk to her at all. 
The first few weeks were hard on both the teacher and the little Danes, but it’s  surprising how fast the 
little ones picked up the language. They were soon teaching English to their mother and little sisters at 
home and in a very short time we were all speaking English. That made us feel like real Americans. My 
folks never did learn to speak English, though. The only English words my dad knew were “My 
Goodness” and he used them in almost every sentence he spoke. We always laughed at the younger 
children when they tried to speak Danish as they always started out with “ My Goodness.”  
    My mother died in 1908. We were never sure what caused her death. She had been having some bad 
sores on her leg, but we didn’t know what caused them. The kids all missed her because she had been 
so good to them. They liked to dress up and go down to see “Bestamor” (Danish for Grandmother) 
because she would always have some cookies for them. After she was gone, my dad was lonesome so 
Marius went to live with him. Karen always sent them fresh bread and butter when she baked and 
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churned. She churned a lot of butter those days as we milked quite a few cows. Karen liked to make 
butter. We stored the cream in our cave. When she had saved up about five gallons of cream, she 
poured it in the old barrel churn, clamped the lid on good and tight, pulled up her chair and started 
turning the barrel, if the cream was the right temperature, she would have butter in half an hour, but if it 
was too warm or too cold, it could take hours. She often bounced a baby on her knee while she 
churned, but if the baby was quiet, she loved to read. She never seemed to mind how long it took if she 
had something to read. After the butter was churned, she drained off the buttermilk and rinsed the 
butter several times in cold well water.  Then she drained off the water and worked in the salt. She had 
a wooden paddle for that. In the winter she shaped the butter into big loaves and wrapped them in 
waxed paper. Then she stored it in a cold room until we went to town. In the summer time she packed it 
in stone jars and stored it in the cave we sold our butter to our grocer, Elmer Swanson, in Council 
Bluffs. He was always glad to get Karen’s butter. He sold it to special customers who always wanted 
the Petersen butter and were willing to pay extra for it. This made Kared real proud. Marius would 
come up and stay with the kids when we went to town. He loved the kids they got along fine. He would 
always rock and sing the baby to sleep. The kids all behaved real good because they knew there would 
be a big sack of candy tucked in with the sugar, flour and coffee when Mamma and Papa got home 
from town.  
 

                                  
                                                           Karen’s Butter Churn 
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                      Carl and Annie’s Family - Helen, Annie, Henry, Carl, Fred, and Freda  
                                                          Elmer was born later 
     

                                             
                                                            Etly’s Wedding Picture  
                                           She and Dan Crawford Were Married in 1913 
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                                         Sophie’s Three Oldest Children 
                                              Atla, Florence, and Roy 
 

                                            
                                               Lona’s Three Oldest Children  
                                                    Viola, Vernie, and Carl 
                                                     Irene Was Born Later  
 

OUR NEW HOME 
 

    Our family was growing both in size and number. We had just welcomed our fifth child to the 
household - another girl, when we decided we needed a bigger house. We were living in a two-room 
house and we were beginning to bulge out all over, we also needed a new barn for the livestock. We 
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now had eight horses, twelve milk cows, lots  of young calves and thirty tons of hay that needed shelter. 
I decided that we needed the barn the most, so we built that first - then we started to plan for the new 
house - an eight room house we decided would be right with four bedrooms upstairs and one bedroom 
downstairs besides the parlor, dining-room and kitchen.  
 

    Before we got started to build, we had our first real sickness in our family. Theresa got a bone 
infection in her right leg. Our country doctor tried lancing it, but it did no good. Theresa suffered 
terribly and Karen almost went crazy with grief over her. Finally, the country doctor told us to take her 
to the hospital in Council Bluffs where other doctors would see it. The other doctors decided an 
operation was necessary, so they made a big opening in the bone and scraped out the infection. She 
stayed in the hospital about a week the first time. Then the doctor let us bring her home. For a long 
time. Then the doctor let us bring her home. For a long time. Then the doctor let us bring her home. For 
a long time, I made a daily trip to Honey Creek after Dr. Frazier.  He would clean and dress the wound. 
We were so afraid she might lose her leg. We knew another little girl with the same trouble who had to 
have her leg amputated. But finally, the pain let up, and the wound healed, and she was able to run and 
jump again like the other children. But the trouble came back again and again - I think she had fourteen 
operations on it - and she made many trips to the hospital during her childhood. The doctors called her 
trouble osteomyelitis.  
 

    When we did start to build the house, we had lots of confusion and many small troubles. Our new 
baby had the colic for three months and cried all of the time. Someone was walking the floor with her 
night and day. I got called in on night duty. We were so busy we didn’t name this baby until she was 
thirteen months old. Then Karen and I argued all the way to her baptism over the name. I wanted to 
name her Dagmar and Karen wanted to name her Helga. Karen won the argument, and she was 
christened Helga Emily.  
 

    About the time Helga was crying with the colic and Theresa was crying with pain in her leg, the 
other two girls decided it was time they got some attention. So Elna went on a biting spree. She bit 
everyone, but mostly Agnes. She chased Agnes all over the place with mouth open ready to attack. Poor 
Agnes would climb up on a chair and scream for help. She didn’t dare to bite her little sister back. 
Karen said it was time for me to step in and straighten Elna out. I thought she was too little to spank. I 
put her in the closet for a few minutes. Then I opened the door and asked her if she would be good. 
“No!” was the quick reply. So I shut the door for a few minutes longer and repeated the process. Again 
she shook her head and said “No!” when I asked her if she would be good. (I don’t know where she got 
this stubborn streak.) She never did agree to be good, but the next time she bit Agnes, she got the 



 31 

spanking she should have gotten the first time. The man who was helping to build our house tried to 
reason with her and told her about the nice, new house she would soon have to live in. Elna would 
stamp her little foot and say, “I’m going to throw that new house over to Kellys’. (Kellys’ were our 
nearest neighbors) from this, Elna became known as the “Kelly Girl.”  
 

    Then Agnes developed a tooth-ache - real or imaginary - we didn’t know which - and there was still 
more crying around the house. Sophus was the only one who didn’t give us trouble during those days. 
 

    Finally, things got to look better. The house was built at last, the baby got over the colic, Elna turned 
into a real angel, the toothache disappeared, and best of all, Theresa didn’t lose her leg. She was real 
well in between the bad spells. Peace, order and happiness settled down in the new house with us.  
 

      
                                    Our New Home in Missouri Valley, Iowa 

                                       
                     Baby Victor                        Sophus on the Front Porch with His Four Sisters  
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                                                                           Theresa, Agnes, Elna, and Helga 
 

    We were all very proud of the new house with the long, wide front porch. It was so nice not to be so 
crowded - the kids were no longer under foot all the time.  
 

    About the time the novelty of the new house wore off, we got something else new and exciting. I 
made my last night trip after Marie Nels Christian. This time was kind of special - a boy after four girls 
in a row. - Everyone was pleased over this 12 pound boy, but no one was quite as happy over him as 
big brother Sophus. He ran the whole two miles to school the next morning to be the first one to carry 
the good news to the teacher and the school kids. The least pleased was Helga, who hated to give up 
her place as the “littlest”. However, she soon decided there was some consolation in being the littlest 
girl, anyway. Karen and I decided to let the kids name this one - we had so much trouble getting the last 
one named. It didn’t take them long - Theresa sort of headed the naming committee. She soon 
announced a tie vote between Victor and Vincent. It didn’t take me long to pick Victor as I knew an old 
drunken fish-pedlar named Vincent - so Vinctor Thybo he became.  
 

    When Victor was about a year old. Karen’s father passed away. He was living with us again as his 
health had gradually been failing. He was no longer the same rollicking happy grandfather to the kids, 
so we knew he wasn’t well. He suffered a stroke in March of 1913 and about a week later, he died. 
Funeral homes weren’t big and fancy those days. The undertaker always came to the home to take care 
of the body, and the body was kept at the home until the day of the funeral. Neighbors would come in 
and sit nights - the whole thing was pretty much of a strain on the family. We had a Lutheran minister 
come in and perform the last rites, and while he was there, we had him baptize Victor. All of the other 
children were baptized in the Methodist Church in the Valley. Strange as it may seem, Victor became a 
Lutheran when he grew older - the first one of  our children to join the Lutheran Church.  
 

    Another important event in 1913 was Etly’s second and last marriage. She married a wonderful 
young fellow - Dan Crawford -  who she had been going with for some time. They made an interesting 
and handsome couple. He was very dark and she was very fair. They both had very pleasing 
personalities and were popular wherever they went.  
 

    One nice summer day, Karen and I were visiting over our morning coffee. We were sort of counting 
our blessings. We agreed The Good Lord had been very good to us in this new wonderful country. We 
had been very fortunate with our family, our crops and with our own good health. As usual, Karen 
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showed some fear for what might lie ahead for our boys and girls. “Let’s remember today - how good it 
is”, I said, “Let’s round up the kids and go to town and have a family picture taken. We can always look 
at it and remember the best days of our lives.”  Karen thought it was a good idea, so we did, and here 
we are - one man’s family - on one of the best days of my life.  
    

                    
                                  Family Picture - 1913 
END PART ONE 
    
 

BEGIN PART TWO 
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                                           The Author and His Wife 
 

AN EXCITING TIME IN OUR LIVES 
 

    Jim Bush and his wife, Lisa, had bought a little thirty-acre farm in our neighborhood and had been 
settled there just a year before Karen and I were married. He had been a baker in Omaha prior to this 
and he knew absolutely nothing about farming. We neighbors took turns helping him plant and harvest 
his crops. Every time we helped him, Jim would bake us a cake to show his appreciation. Both Jim and 
Lisa were nice, friendly people  and were well-liked  in the community. They had two children - a 
married daughter, Louise who lived in Omaha, and a sixteen-year-old son named Ernest.  
 

    We knew very little about Ernest the first few years they lived there . His parents seldom mentioned 
him and we never saw him around the place. However, news has a way of traveling, and soon we all 
knew that Ernest had been in serious trouble. We had read in the Danish Pioneer or a sixteen-year-old 
boy who had murdered an older man in Benkelman, Nebraska, We learned that this boy was an Ernest. 
He and the older man were working together on a farm near Benkelman, when Ernest found out that 
the other fellow had $9 (worth about $282 as of 2020) in his pocket. Ernest wanted this money. One 
Sunday morning while the farmer and his family at the church, Ernest shot the poor man, took the 
money, hitched a horse to the body and dragged it to a near-by creek. When the body was discovered, 
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Ernest confessed and was sent to prison for life. However, Mrs. Bush, through  the influence of Sophue 
Neble - editor of the Danish Pioneer and personal friend of the governor of Nebraska - got her son 
paroled to her and his father. This was when they decided to leave Omaha and start anew someplace 
where they weren’t known. They  enrolled their son in a little country school, Boomer #4. However, 
Ernest’s school life was very short-lived as he soon dropped out of school and left the country.  
 

    After staying away for six years , Ernest decided to come home again. I had bought ten acres of farm 
ground from Bush and was fencing it one morning when I saw Ernest in the timber  back of the house. 
He was practicing his shooting. I could see he was a good shot. He was a mean-looking little fellow 
with a cowboy hat pulled low over his eyes. He kept watching me and the little white-faced bay mares I 
had tied to the fence.     

 
                                         The Highwayman: Ernest Bush 
 

    That night when I got home from fencing, I learned that Sophus was sick and running a high 
temperature. We decided to keep him downstairs with us that night so we could watch him. Towards 
morning, he awakened us and said he was afraid because he had seen a man looking in the bedroom 
window. We thought the boy was delirious, so I didn't investigate. The next morning I got up early as 
we planned to saw wood that day, lit my kerosene lantern and headed for the barn. When I went to feed 
the horses, I discovered my best team - the little bay mares - were gone. Also missing were two sets of 
harness, a spring wagon, some feed and a pail of axle grease. I followed the wagon tracks to the road. I 
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knew then thatSophus actually had seen someone looking in the window, and I had a hunch who it was. 
I ran to the telephone - the phone company had just completed installation of phone service in our area 
just a few days before - and called the sheriff’s office in Council Bluffs and reported the theft. Then I 
called my brother Carl and asked him to find out if Ernest Bush was still in the country. 
 

    In a short time, the sheriff called back and said that a rig answering my description had been seen 
crossing the bridge across the Missouri River earlier that morning. A little later Carl called and said that 
Ernest was missing, too. Then I felt certain who the thief was and was determined to catch up with 
him.  
 

    Carl volunteered to go with me, so we walked to Honey Creek, caught the train to Council Bluffs, 
and walked to the Illinois Central Bridge across the Missouri. There the tollman told us that no one 
answering our description had crossed that bridge, so then we knew it must have been the other bridge. 
We walked six miles back uptown, learned nothing, so we took a street car to Omaha and went to the 
police station there, but they couldn’t help us either. Then we walked all over Omaha looking for a sign 
of the horses or Ernest, but we didn’t find a single clue. We were very tired and discouraged. It was 
getting late in the day and it would soon be dark, so we took a street car back to Council Bluffs and got 
something to eat. Then Carl called his wife, Annie, and asked her to hitch up a team and come to meet 
us. We had walked another five miles before we saw the little rig coming down the road.  It sure looked 
good to us.  
 

    I went back to Council Bluffs again the next day to decide what to do next. The Sheriff suggested 
offering a reward, so I had 500 cards printed offering a reward of $100 (worth about $3,135 as of 2020) 
for the return of my horses and $25 (worth about $783 as of 2020) for the capture of Ernest. We sent a 
card to the county sheriff in Nebraska and some to the surrounding states. That afternoon I went back to 
Omaha and hired a car for $13 (worth about $407 as of 2020). Together with two deputies, we drove all 
over and around Omaha and several small towns near by, but we found nothing, and again I returned 
home discouraged.  
 

The next day was Sunday. I really hadn’t planned to go to Nebraska that day, but our mailman 
had just bought a little two-cylinder car to use in delivering mail and he wanted to take me around to 
look for my horses. So we drove over to Nebraska and spent the day trying to find a lead. Again, we 
came home disappointed.  
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Then  I decided to stay at home a few days and help Karen with the work. She was about worn 
out trying to keep up my chores along with her own housework and child care. We were milking eight 
cows then and some of them had to be hobbled, so Karen was glad I decided to stay at home and wait 
for the authorities to find Ernest and the horses.  
 

On Wednesday morning, the sheriff from Council Bluffs called and told me they had caught 
Ernest at Silver Creek, Nebraska. They had him in jail at Central City. The sheriff wanted me to go with 
him to Central City to identify Ernest and bring back the horses. I was ready to go, so we left on the 
train at once. We learned that the constable at Silver City had watched Ernest drive into town and had 
tailed him. Ernest drove up back of an elevator where he was well hidden from sight. There he 
unhooked the horse, tied them to the back of the wagon, and went to the blacksmith to buy a new single 
tree. Then he went to a grocery store and bought some cheese and crackers and went back to the 
wagon. He crawled up on the seat, ate his crackers and cheese, and then laid down and went to sleep. 
The constable and another man he had with him sneaked up on Ernest and grabbed him. Just as they 
reached for Ernest, Ernest reached for his gun, but the constable was too quick for him, and they soon 
had him locked up in jail in Central City. This is where we found him playing cards with another horse 
thief.  
 

The sheriff asked me if either of the two men was the man I was looking for. I said, “Yes!” and 
pointed to Ernest. Ernest then confessed. Before I came, he had insisted that he was innocent and tat he 
had bought the horses from me. He even produced a fake bill of sale for proof. The sheriff then put 
handcuffs on Ernest to take him back to Council Bluffs. As they were leaving, Ernest looked at me and 
said, “I’ll get even with you some day for this.” I had a feeling that he meant what he said. I stayed all 
night at the Central City jail and shared the sheriff’s bed.  
 

The next morning, we went to Silver City to get the horses. The sheriff from Central City and 
the Constable from Silver Creek decided they would split the reward money, so I gave them each 
$62.50 (worth about $1643 in 2020). They seemed satisfied, and I was satisfied to get my horses back. 
They horses looked thin and I knew the trip had been hard on them. They still had the long trip home to 
make - 120 miles - a four day trip.  
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                                 Our Arrival Home -- Tired, But Happy 
    Altogether, I think it cost me more to get my horses back than they were worth. A fellow in 

Silver City offered me $500 (Worth about $13 grand as of 2020) for them, but I just couldn’t part with 
them, and the kids would have been broken-hearted if i had come home without Florried and Beauty.  
 

    Several weeks later, the Council Bluffs Sheriff called me and told me that Ernest had received a ten 
year sentence. A couple of years after this, Ernest’s sister, Louise, called me and said that her brother 
had broken out of prison and escaped. Ernest’s parents had moved away from the neighborhood when 
Ernest had been convicted, so I hoped that we wouldn’t see him again, but both Karen and I were a 
little uneasy remembering the threat he had made.  
 

    At this time we were living in “Our New House” as we still called it, although it was now four years 
old. We had built on a beautiful front porch which stretched all across the front and one side of the 
house. We had just finished plastering two of the upstairs rooms and finally we had everything just the 
way we wanted it.  
 

    It was a beautiful Sunday in October and the last Sunday for Sunday School for the year. They held 
Sunday School in the little country Schoolhouse during the warm months of the year. Nearly all of the 
neighborhood kids attended. On this last Sunday for the year they were celebrating with a picnic and 
three of our children were there - Sophus, Agnes, and Elna. The rest of us had gone to visit Karen’s 
sister Sophie and her family for the day - a distance of six miles from home. Theresa had gone with us 
as her leg was bothering her, and Helga and Victor were too small to send to the picnic. When we had 
finished dinner, the telephone rang. It was a message for us - our house was on fire. We couldn’t 
believe our ears - it just couldn’t be true. Will and I hitched up the horses and we started home as fast as 
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we could go.  We left Theresa and Helga with Sophie because we had no idea where any of us would be 
spending the next few days. 
 

    When we got home, the house was still standing but it was a solid mass of flames. It was hard to 
stand there and watch it burn. A large crowd of people was there - everyone from the Sunday School 
picnic and many, many more. They had tried to put out the fire, but it was hopeless. The only fire 
department we had was a cistern, a few pails, and many willing hands. When the men learned that they 
couldn’t possibly put out the fire, they went into the burning building and brought out clothing and 
furniture. They saved almost everything. The yard was littered with our possessions. They had even 
gone upstairs and thrown furniture and bedding out of the windows. Of the course, many things were 
broken. The fellows had even pulled doors and windows from the burning building. Even in my shock 
and grief, I was grateful to all these good neighbors. Karen’s half-brother, John Jensen, and another 
neighbor boy were the first to see the fire. They had sounded the alarm. We piled all the furniture and 
clothing in a shed. Then we stood and watched the smoldering flames and tried to get used to the idea 
that our beautiful new home was gone. It turned cold that night and started to snow. My father took us 
all home with him for the night.  
    
    The next morning, we all gathered again at the ruins and tried to figure out how and why the fire 
started. We determined that it started in the outside wall of a small washroom at the back of the house, 
but no one could figure out how it got started. Then someone in the crowd said it certainly was a 
coincidence that the other Peter Petersen in the neighborhood had lost his home in exactly the same 
way only a short time before. That set the wheels turning in my head. On the night that the other 
Petersen home had burned, a stranger had stopped at a local dance hall and asked for directions to the 
Peter Petersen residence. He had been directed to the other unfortunate home, but he had never 
contacted any of the Petersen family nor had he ever been seen in the neighborhood again. I began to 
wonder if maybe Ernest Bush had sent the fellow to burn our house down - and when he missed the 
first time, he may have been sent back to do it right the second time. We will never know if this is what 
really happened, but the neighbors agreed that it certainly was possible.  
 

    Some years later, Ernest Bush made headlines again. This time he hit all the newspapers in the 
midwest. He was going by the name Fred Brown then. He became known as “The Chain Man” because 
he kept two women chained in a shack just outside of Omaha. He had mistreated them badly and had 
kept them chained for two weeks before someone discovered the women there and called the police. 
The police watched for the Chain Man’s return, but Ernest saw them first and escaped in a stolen car. 
The police trailed him to Wyoming and they fought it out in the hills there for several days before 
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Ernest ran out of ammunition and gave himself up. Again, he was sent to prison and this time he got a 
life sentence at the penitentiary at Lincoln, Nebraska.  This actually turned out to be a life sentence for 
Ernest because as he tried to escape from here, a guard shot and killed him just as he was scaling the 
prison wall.  
 

    We all breathed more freely after that. We were sure we had heard the last of Ernest Bush alias Fred 
Brown, but we were mistaken. A few years later, we heard his life story dramatized over the 
“Gangbuster” radio program. It seemed strange to us that we were in some way involved with the life 
story of a well-known gangster.  
 

    OUR CHILDREN GROW UP 
 

    We moved into our temporary home just two days after the fire. We had a small one-room house that 
had always been our “Summer Kitchen”. - On the day of the fire, the men had literally rolled this little 
building out of the path of the fire. - The neighbors all came to help and on the day after the fire, we 
built one big room on the side of the “Summer Kitchen”. This was to be the bedroom. We brought in 
three beds, put up a heater, and built lots of storage shelves. Then we brought in as much furniture as 
we could make room for in the kitchen and that was our living quarters for most of the winter. It was 
crowded and not too comfortable, but we made it do while we built the new house.  
 

    This time we didn’t have time to plan a house. It just grew as we built it - Dad and the neighbors 
came whenever they could and before long it was ready for the Shingling Bee. This was the day 
everyone was looking forward to because they knew there would be a keg of beer on hand to make the 
day more interesting. We didn’t make an “upstairs house” this time, but rather a ranch style home that 
sort of rambled in every direction. It wasn’t the handiest house in the world. There were three 
bedrooms, but only one closet. However, it was an enormous closet and held our clothes. And we 
practically forgot about kitchen cabinets - just one dark cupboard built into the wall. Karen could never 
find things in it - She always said it was easy to see that this house was planned by a man. Planned or 
not, the house was ready to move into shortly after the first of the year. I received $1,200 (worth about 
$31 grand as of 2020) insurance proceeds on the house that burned and that was just about what it cost 
to build this one. This was to be our home for many years, and we all learned to love it dearly. This is 
where Karen and I watched our children grow up and where we spent the longest part of our lives.  
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    Karen and I and our ups and downs, but the kids were always happy except for an occasional scrap. 
Karen liked to work outside in her garden and berry patch, so she would put Theresa and Agnes in 
charge of the house. Before she left the house, she told all the kids what they were supposed to do. The 
two big girls had to wash the dishes and separator, to make the beds, tidy the house, and prepare the 
meals. Elna had to go out and help Sophus - this she dearly loved. She loved to drive the horses and 
ride horseback. She was the best rider of the children. Poor Helga! She was always told to “watch 
Victor” and she always thought this was the hardest job of all. Perhaps she was right at that because 
Victor was a very mischievous little boy and she wasn’t big enough to handle him very well.  
 

    When the day’s work was over, the kids spent the evening playing games. Whenever the weather was 
fit, they played outside. First it was Hide-and-Seek, then Annie Over, and finally they graduated to 
baseball and that became their favorite game. They chose upsides and tore into it. Little Victor held his 
own with the older ones. Karen and I would sit on the porch and watch them. Sometimes, I would be 
called upon to umpire, and sometimes I had to break up the game and send them all to bed.  
 

    Christmas was the kid’s favorite holiday. Everyone helped to prepare for it. A few days before 
Christmas, Sophus and I would go out to the timber and bring back the nicest evergreen we could find. 
Karen and the girls popped corn, and everyone strung popcorn and cranberries for the tree. The little 
children made rows of chains from colored paper, and Karen taught the older ones to weave pretty 
baskets from brightly colored paper. These baskets were filled with “Pfferneuse” (little Danish cookies) 
and hard candies. Karen was busy making cookies and all kinds of good things to eat. She always made 
a big crock of “Danish Apple Cake” to be eaten with gobs of whipped cream.  
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                                                  Our Two Youngest Children  
                                             They Weren’t Usually This Sober 
    

All special occasions had to be celebrated with Apple Cake in those days (to this day, Agnes and 
Theresa still make the traditional Danish Apple Cake for Christmas.) We always celebrated Christmas 
on Christmas Eve. After supper was over, Karen and I would go into the front room and shut the door. 
The kids waited in the kitchen while we decorated the tree and lit the candles. Then we would call them 
in to admire the results. They would squeal with delight and excitement. Then we would join hands and 
dance  around the tree singing Christmas Carols. The presents were piled on a table nearby, and it was 
always hard for the kids to keep their minds on the singing as they would be busy trying to figure out 
which present would be theirs. In those days, each child would receive one present, a nice big orange 
and all the Christmas candy and nuts he or she would care for. Pretty soon we would blow out the 
candles, distribute the presents, and the kids would settle down to play with their toys. Then we older 
folks would have a good card game or two. My folks spent every other Christmas Eve with us, and the 
years in between were spent with Carl and his family. If we had no other company, Karen and I would 
play sixty-six for “pfferneuse”.  
 

    We always had a tree for Christmas. When we got older and could no longer take care of it ourselves, 
the girls would get us a tree and decorate it for us. By that time, of course, all the trimmings came from 
the dime store, and our tree lights were electric bulbs instead of candles, but we always liked the old-
fashioned tree better.  
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    I’m sure the children all have happy memories of Christmas Eve in their childhood. Even after our 
children were married and had youngsters of their own, they would all come home for Christmas Eve, 
and our house would ring with laughter and fun.  
 

SSSSS - Christmas Drawing 
 

    Another holiday the kids all looked forward to was the Fourth of July. There was always much hustle 
and bustle getting ready for the picnic. Karen always said that by the time she had everyone and 
everything ready for the picnic, she was too tired to go herself and would rather have stayed home 
alone and rested all day. But she would always go along anyway, and she always seemed to enjoy 
herself as much as any of us. The first thing she had to do to get ready for the Fourth every year was to 
make each of the four girls a new dress. This was an absolute must in those days. The Fourth of July 
picnic was a sort of style show for the ladies. Girls and ladies never wore slacks or shorts to picnics 
then. In fact, I don’t believe any of them had ever heard of ladies’ slacks and shorts. Then there was the 
picnic lunch to get ready. This meant catching, killing , dressing and frying at least four of Karen’s 
biggest spring chickens for a starter. Then there were pies to bake, potato salad and dressing to make, 
and so on. We all knew the picnic basket would be full of Karen’s delicious home-cooked food. It was 
also necessary to bake a cake or two to leave at home to have with the homemade ice cream in the 
evening after chores. 
 

    Finally, everything would be done - the kids were all bathed, shampooed, and dressed in their new 
finery, the lunch was neatly packed, and we would be off to the picnic which would be held in a 
neighborhood timber. This was the day we got acquainted with all the new neighbors and got to visit 
with old friends and neighbors. There would be planned entertainment for everyone. There were games 
and races for the kids, special events for the men and also special events for the ladies. One of these 
events was the slipper-kicking contest. The ladies with the smallest feet usually won this contest, so my 
womenfolks didn’t do too well here. One summer, the girls all went wild over a young man who gave 
away kewpie dolls for a lucky spin on a wheel of chance. I guess he sort of liked the girls, too, because 
all of the girls at the picnic seemed to be carrying kewpie dolls. Of course, there would be an afternoon 
speaker and a band would play patriotic music, so the true meaning of the day was not entirely ignored. 
Altogether, it would be a full day for everyone and no one seemed to be in a hurry about leaving. We 
were usually one of the first to leave, because we knew we had to get our chores done in time to make 
the ice cream and shoot off the fireworks. We always got together with Carl’s family that night for the 
celebration. One Fourth it rained all evening, so we couldn’t shoot off the fireworks. We finally sent all 
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the kids to bed and we older folks sat and played cards until the rain let up. It was almost morning 
when we got the kids up and shot off the fireworks.  
 

    Earlier, Karen’s father, Marius, had sent tickets to Denmark for his wife, Christina, and their three 
little boys to come to America. He then bought a very small farm across the creek from our place and 
built a small house on it for the family to live in. After Marius died, Christina and her boys - John, 
Einar, and Axel continued to live there and we always tried to help them all we could. When the boys 
had grown to young manhood, tragedy struck their home. Axel came down with typhoid fever. In spite 
of his mother’s good care, he died. Then both Einar and Christina became ill with the same terrible 
disease. One of the neighbors, who had a car, took both of them to the hospital. Einar died also, but 
Christina was soon able to come home. Both of the boys were buried at Grange Cemetery. Christina, 
who had always been extremely nervous anyway, worried and worried about losing her boys and also 
about all the bills they had accumulated, so she suffered a complete nervous breakdown and poor John 
had a terrible time with her. It was decided that the bet thing would be to send her to the asylum at 
Clarinda. The farm was sold and all bills were paid as far as the money could reach. John was now all 
alone in the world and became a roamer. He bought a motorcycle with money earned working for 
farmers in the neighborhood and started out to seek his fortune. He was known at all as “Motorcycle 
Jack”. He came back to see us often and we were always glad to see him - especially Sophus as Sophus 
and John were always the best of pals. John was considerably older than Sophus, but they always 
enjoyed being together.  
 

    When World War I started, John decided to join the Army. Here, his job was to haul officers around 
on his motorcycle in France. This was right down his alley. He returned safely and once more hit the 
road on his motorcycle. As time went on, we heard from him less and less. We know he never married, 
though. He always wanted to be footloose and free.  
 

    Not too long ago, he looked up Etly in California. He was ill and Etly got him to the Vteran’s 
Hospital in San Francisco, where he died a short time later. Agnes and Helga went out to see him 
before he died. 
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                                                                  John Jensen 
 

    I bought our first automobile in 1916. It was an Overland. The salesman sat beside me on the way 
home from Council Bluffs and taught me to drive. The kids were all terribly excited about it since cars 
were still a novelty in our neighborhood. Some of the kids had never even had a ride in a car before, so 
that first ride in our own shiny new automobile was a tremendous thrill for them. I’ll have to admit both 
Karen and I were pretty excited about it, too. After getting the family’s approval, I took the salesman 
back to town, and then I was on my own. My drivers’ training course was completed. I still had a lot to 
learn about automobiles. I couldn’t make my new Overland start by yelling, “Giddup!” and I couldn’t 
make it stop with a “Whoa!” However, it was great fun owning a new car, andI enjoyed every new 
experience. It was hard for me to remember to get the gas tank filled. One time I stalled and just 
couldn’t figure out what was wrong with the danged thing, when one of the kids asked if we had any 
gas. Sure enough that was my trouble.  
 

    Mary and Jake also bought a new Overland, but Carl bought a Ford. Mary was determined to learn to 
drive their new car. She liked to go to town and to church alone, and since she had always taken the 
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team by herself, she thought she could handle the car. Jake didn’t think it was a bad idea either, as he 
didn’t care to go as much as Mary did. It worried me. I thought it was just too dangerous for a woman 
to drive a car. However, Mary won out. One evening ,Jake and Mary drove by on their way home from 
town, and Mary was behind the wheel. She honked and waved gayly as they went passed. A few 
minutes later, I thought I heard someone calling me. I looked up and there was my father sitting on our 
front steps holding his side and gasping for breath. He was as white as a sheet.I knew something 
terrible had happened.  
 

    He  said he thought Mary was dead. She had lost control of the car as they went down a steep hill by 
Dad’s place. The car had rolled over and over down a steep bank and had pinned both Jake and Mary 
under it. Four-year-old Clara, who had been alone in the backseat was thrown clear. She was not hurt. 
Jake had sent her to her grandparents’ home to summon help. Dad said he had talked to Jake, who 
seemed to be all right, but he couldn’t get Mary to answer him when he called to her. He was afraid she 
had been killed. I ran to the phone and called Carl, who came at once, and together we lifted the car and 
freed Jake and Mary. Dad was right. Mary was dead. 
 

    This was a very sad occasion in the neighborhood. Some of Mary’s children were still very young, 
and they all needed their mother. We all missed her very much as she had always been a very colorful 
member of the neighborhood, and was very active in all community affairs. Only God knows why these 
things have to happen.  
 

    As the children grew older, the fun seemed to increase around the farm. We all liked music. First we 
got an organ, Blanch Mcmullen came up and gave Theresa lessons, and soon she was able to play 
simple hymns and folk songs. We would all gather around the organ and sing in the evenings. When the 
kids had the chicken-pox, I brought them a victrola. We all gave that a workout. I liked the Uncle Josh 
records myself, but everyone else preferred the music and that victrola was going all day long. Next, 
we bought a player-piano. When Helga was about ten, she took piano lessons, and in almost no time, 
she could tickle those keys just as fast as any player-piano could. Helga would sit at that piano all day 
and all night if we would let her. From then on, everyone bought sheet music instead of player rolls. 
The other girls took a few music lessons, too, but they never practiced enough to get real good. 
Perhaps, it was because they couldn’t work their turns at the piano. Sophus took the violin and the bass 
drum and Victor the clarinet, so we had quite an assortment of music. None of them ever became 
accomplished musicians, but they had many hours of enjoyment with their music.  
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    Our children all attended a little country school , Boomer #9. It was about two miles from our home 
and was just a nice walk for them night and morning. When the weather was bad, I would take them. 
They enjoyed the ride to school in the bobsled on bad winter days. They all completed their eighth-
grade education here, and most of them had some further education, although this was rare in our 
neighborhood. We were all disappointed that Sophus didn’t write his eighth-grade examinations. In 
those days the state conducted annual eighth-grade examinations. The students had to pass these 
examinations to be eligible for high school. When Sophus and Theresa had completed their eighth-
grade, they were supposed to go to a different school to take these tests. Sophus tok Theresa to the 
school where these tests were being given, but he sat in the wagon for two days and waited for her, 
rather than go in and take them himself. Theresa passed with flying colors in spite of the fact she had 
missed a lot of school because of her leg. He was always an excellent student, but we were sure Sophus 
would have passed, too, if he had only had enough nerve to try. Theresa then went to a Business college 
in Council Bluffs, She walked to Honey Creek every morning and caught the train to the Bluffs. She 
studied typing, shorthand, business arithmetic, bookkeeping, spelling, and English. When she had 
completed her training, she got a real good office job doing both bookkeeping and typing. Her 
experience worked out so well that when Agnes and Elna were through the eighth-grade, we gave them 
the same training, and they, too, were able to get good jobs in Council Bluffs or Omaha.  
 

    When Helga graduated from the eighth grade, she said she would like to go on to high school and 
become a school teacher. That was fine with us, so when school was about to start in the fall, we took 
her into Council Bluffs and registered her at Abraham Lincoln High School. Then we found a place for 
her to work for room and board. So at the ripe old age of thirteen, Helga left home and started to attend 
High School. She had never been away from home before so it was quite a change for her, but she 
stuck it out.  
 

    Like most married couples, Karen and I had our problems. Money always was a sore spot with us. I 
liked to take a chance and spend money to try to make more money - but Karen didn’t believe in this. I 
bought a 60 acre farm just west of Honey Creek for $90.00 an acre (worth about $2150 as of 2020). It 
was good bottom land and we were raising good crops on it, but as soon as the price went to $100.00 
an acre ($2300 an acre as of 2020), Karen wanted to sell. She always believed that a bird in the hand 
was worth ten in the bush. We sold the land for $100 an acre, but a few years later, we could have sold 
it for $250 (worth about $6000 as of 2020). I tried several other things, too. One of these was buying 
acres of colorado land for $12,000 (worth about $300.000 as of 2020). It looked good when I bought it. 
There were growing crops on some of the land I visions of getting it all under cultivation. But then the 
dry years set it and no crops would grow there. They hadn’t brought irrigation into this part of Colorado 
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yet. We were paying taxes and interest and getting no return. Karen was always reminding me of it. 
Finally, I got a chance to sell it, and I let it go for much less than I had paid for it. That was one of my 
last attempts to make money with money.  
 

    Theresa was the first one of our children to marry. On April 11, 1923, She married Lloyd Jones. 
Agnes and Lloyd’s cousin, Ramond Skelton were the attendants at the weddings. They settled down in 
Council Bluffs and they have lived in or around Council Bluffs ever since they were married. They 
have four children - Paul, Jeanne, Donna, and Mary Lou.  
 

                                               
                                                     Theresa’s Wedding Picture  
 
    About six months after Theresa and Lloyd were married, tragedy struck the family. Both Agnes and 
Helga came down with polio, then known as infantile paralysis. They were both terribly sick and 
neither of them ever completely recovered. For several months, they were almost entirely paralyzed. 
They couldn’t turn themselves over in bed and Agnes was unable to feed herself. This was very hard on 
the whole family, but it was hardest on Karen. We had a nurse for several weeks and Elna came home 
to help for a time, but the main burden fell on Karen. Dr. Sigafoos of Honey Creek came every day for 
one hundred days. He did all he could for the girls, but in those days they really didn’t know much 
about helping the victims of the dread disease. He kept saying he was at least going to keep their limbs 
straight, and he used sandbags and plaster paris casts to do this. Sophie’s little daughter Vera died of the 
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disease shortly after our girls got sick with it. Sophie was pregnant at that time, and she gave birth to a 
baby daughter on the night that Vera died. She couldn’t even attend Vera’s funeral. The new baby was 
named LaVerne Agnes. Those were both sad days for both of our families. We were thankful, though, 
that our girls did pull through and that they recovered as well as they did. By spring, Agnes was able to 
walk without crutches and by late summer Helga threw away her crutches and leg brace and announced 
that she was ready to go back to school. 
 

Victor was ready to start high school that fall, so we decided to move to town. I built us a nice 
home on 27th and Avenue B. only four blocks from Thomas Jefferson High School, and we moved in 
shortly before the fall term opened . Sophus and Agnes stayed on the farm, and Elna was working out 
at that time.  
 

Theresa and Lloyd were living at 28th and Avenue C, so we were close neighbors. Lloyd was a 
streetcar conductor at his time. Theresa and her baby son, Paul, ran over to see us frequently. This was 
nice for Karen who was lonesome for the farm. Paul was our first grandchild, and as so often happens, 
he was pretty important to us and no doubt he got a little more spoiled from living so close to his 
grandparents.  
 

    Mary’s youngest daughter, Clara stayed with us as she was going to high school, too. Both 
Clara and Victor were good to walk with Helga back and forth to school. Everything went well the first 
year we lived in town. I was able to get all the carpenter work I could handle, and everybody kept 
busy.  
 

SSSSS - Photo of Paul Jones as a Baby 
 

The second year in town didn’t go quite so well. Victor got real sick and had to have a serious 
mastoid operation. When he had recovered, he didn’t want to go back to school. Instead, he wanted to 
go back to the farm. Both Karen and I could understand how he felt because we were lonesome for the 
farm, too, so we let Vic talk us into it. Vic was only thirteen and way too young to quit school, and we 
have all regretted it since. He was a very bright boy and should have received a good education. That 
spring, we traded our new house in on the Dutrow farm near Crescent. Sophus took over the payments 
on the Dutrow farmand he and Agnes moved down there. Karen, Victor and I moved back to the home 
place. Helga and Clara moved in with Theresa and Lloyd for the rest of the school term.  
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    Helga graduated from Thomas Jefferson High School that spring. She had taken a Normal 
Training Course, so she received not only a High School Diploma, but also a Teacher’s Certificate, so 
she was qualified to teach school. At the age of eighteen, she got her first school - the Parish School in 
Hazel Dell Township.  
 

    Elna married Ernest Olsen on October 16th, 1928. They settled on a farm a few miles away. Elna and 
Ernest have lived on a farm most of their married life. They have two children - Roger and Doris. They 
are now living on a farm which used to belong to some good friends of ours, Gus and Emma Bonnes. I 
built the house on the farm. I had a terrible time getting that house built, as Emma was always watching 
to change something after I had it made. Gus and I did a lot of joshing about it, but it sure did slow up 
progress. Elna and Ernest had the house remodeled to fit their needs, and they now have a very lovely 
home there. I am happy they are living in one of the houses I built.  
 

                                
                          Elna’s Wedding Picture                   Her Groom: Ernest Olsen 
                           
    In 1929, we had a stock market crash. The years that followed were very rough. Banks closed and 
many people lost their life’s savings. Many of the farmers we knew lost their farms. The bottom just 
seemed to drop out of everything. To make matters worse, we had a number of dry years, and the hill 
ground raised no crops. I had turned down an offer of $21,000 (worth about $320000 as of 2020) for 
my 85 acre farm a few years earlier and now I couldn’t even get $5000 (worth about $76000 as of 
2020) for it. The children were all having a tough time, too. Sophus decided that bottom ground was 
the best bet, so we rented 400 acres of bottom ground. We could usually raise a fairly good crop on the 
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bottoms in spite of the dry weather. Getting all that corn picked was the hardest. We still picked corn 
the hard way - with the good old husking peg. One man usually picked two thirty-five bushel loads a 
day. Karen always helped me with my loads as Agnes was at home to do the cooking, and together 
Karen and I would pick three loads a day. We carried our lunch with us, and some of those cold days 
were pretty miserable. On cold nights, in spite of our weariness, we would walk home beside the 
wagon just to try to keep warm. It helped to think of the good hot meal we would find on the table 
when we got home.  
 

    Helga was teaching our home school then. She was supposed to be making $52.50 a month (worth 
about $800 as of 2020), but when the end of the month came, she received only a warrant, which was a 
promise to pay her $52.50 whenever there were any public funds available. We all felt the depression 
deeply, but probably none of us felt it as much as Theresa and Lloyd. They now had four children and 
Lloyd was having trouble keeping a steady job. Theresa was not well, and to top it all off, their home 
burned down and they saved practically nothing. We all tried to help each other the best we could, and 
somehow we all weathered the storm none the worse for the wear. 
 

    Victor married Helen Larsen on August 28, 1935they started their married life on the farm. However, 
Vic was a lot like me. He liked to take chances and before too many years had gone by, he went into 
business. He bought the John Deere Implement Business in Neola, and moved his family there. He and 
Helen had two little girls at this time - LaVonne and Carol. Later, Vic also bought the John Deere store 
in Council Bluffs. Then he decided he needed some help, so he sold half of his interest in the Council 
Bluffs store to Ernest. Ernest managed the Council Bluffs store to Ernest. Ernest managed the Council 
Bluffs store and Vic continued to manage the Neola store. Before too long, they had Helga interested in 
the business, too, and she went to work for them keeping the books for both stores.  
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                                                              Vic and Helen 
 

    After Vic had bought the implement business in Neola, he asked me if I would like to work for him 
setting up machinery and earn some social security. This was befoethe farmers were covered under 
social security, and I thought it sounded like a good idea. It was a long drive from the farm to Neola 
every day, though, but I enjoyed the work. Sophus and the girls had bought a big house in Lincoln 
Avenue in the Bluffs and they asked us if we would like to move in with them for the winter, so the 
drive to Neola would be shorter. We did this and spent a nice winter together. Everyone was busy. 
Sophus went to work on the farm every day and he dropped Helga off at Crescent School where she 
was teaching. I took Agnes to work every morning before I left for Neola. This was during World War 
II and Agnes was working at a defense plant in the Bluffs. Mom was chief cook and bottle washer. In 
the spring, we moved back to the farm.  
 

    Agnes and Helga never married, but Sophus finally took the plunge. He married a Nebraska girl - 
Juanita Hinton. This was after he had sold the Dutrow Farm and bought a larger one closer to Crescent. 
Sophus and Juanita still live on this farm. They have one daughter - Ruth. 
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                                       Our Youngest Granddaughter: Ruth 
 

SSSSS - Graduation Photos  
    Paul Jones, Jeanne Jones, Donna Jones, Mary Lou Jones, Roger Olsen, Doris Olsen,  

Lavonne Pettersen, and Carol Petersen. 

 
Donna Jones 
 

OUR RETIREMENT YEARS 
 

    We sold our farm in the fall of 1945. I was seventy and Karen was sixty-eight. We thought we were 
too young and active to retire, but the kids thought differently. Then , too, I liked to work for Vic when 
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he needed me, and that together with the farm was a little too much for me, so we finally decided to sell 
and move to town. We sold the farm to Johnny Peterson, who was Nels Christian’s youngest son. There 
was no one we would rather have sold our farm to.  
 

    The very next day, Sophus and I went to an auction sale and bought an acreage between Council 
Bluffs and Crescent. We weren’t sure who was going to live there, but we all went right to work and 
remodeled it. We were staying with the girls in town, but we spent all of our spare time that winter out 
at the acreage working on the house. By spring we had it looking so good that we all wanted to live 
there, so we all moved out. The girls and Sophus sold their big house in town. John and Lona lived on 
the place next to our acreage and it was so nice to be neighbors with them again. We got together real 
often.  
 

    Mom was happier here than she had been in town because now she could have a garden and berries 
and flowers. She loved to have something to send home with the kids when they came to see us. There 
were 40 acres of ground and I rented out 20 acres to a neighbor. The rest of hte acreage was in 
timberthere and I cut posts that first winter. I cut 2,000 posts and sold them to farmers.  
 

    Then I decided to tear down some of the old farm buildings on the place. One day when I was 
tearing down the hoghouse, my ladder slipped and I fell six or seven feet to a cement floor. I really hurt 
my back. I laid there a long time before I could get up and walk to the house. When Mom and Agnes 
found me in bed, Agnes called the doctor. He said he didn’t think there were any broken bones since I 
had been able to walk to the house. The next day I was black and blue all over. I only stayed in bed for 
a few days, but I wasn’t able to do any work for a long time after that.  
 

    Some time later, Helga and I were on our way to Neola when she had to stop for an intersection and 
we were rammed by a big stock truck from the rear. The street was very icy and the driver couldn’t 
stop. Both Helga and I had our backs hurt. We went to the doctor to have x-ray pictures taken. When 
the doctor looked at my pictures, he said, “Holy Smokes, Man, you’ve got a broken back.”  He sent me 
home to go to bed with boards under my mattress. I had to stay there for six weeks. The insurance 
company made a good settlement with us. I got $1,500 (worth about $17,500 as of 2020). I will always 
think I really broke my back when I fell off the ladder.  
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We celebrated our Golden Wedding while living on the acreage. Shortly after this, Agnes and 
Helga moved back to the Bluffs. They had bought a small house on North Sixth Street. They were both 
working, and they thought it would be easier for all of us if they had their own home.  
 

    Karen and I didn’t stay on the acreage very much longer, either. We realized that now we really were 
old enough to retire and also that an acreage is no place for old folks to retire. There is just too much 
work. Then, too, I had a cataract on my left eye and I knew I wouldn’t be able to drive a car very much 
longer.  
 

    We traded the acreage for a little red house down on 34th Street and Seventh Avenue. It was only a 
block from where Elna and Ernest were living. They had moved into town to see their Children through 
high school and Ernest had become a partner in the John Deere Business, so they had stayed on. It was 
also just two blocks from the new house Vic and Helen were building on the corner of 32nd and 
Seventh Avenue. Mom thought it would be nice to be near some of the children, and I knew I could ride 
to work with Ernie if I had to let my car go. I was now working at the Council Bluffs Store, too. Our 
house was built on three lots with a fenced yard around it. There were red roses blooming on the back 
fence, several nice fruit trees, and a nice garden spot, so we thought it looked like a good retirement 
home for us. Elna came over every day for a while to help Mom get settled.  
 

    Vic and Helen had been living in their new house about a year when they decided to move back to 
the farm. They had bought a nice farm at Walnut, Iowa. It had a nice set of buildings and good farm 
ground. Helen fell in love with the house. Vic was no longer active in the implement business. He had 
sold half-interest in his Neola store to Bab Morrissey and Bob was managing that store and Ernie was 
managing the Council Bluffs store and that was now a three-way partnership - Ernie, Helga and Elmer 
Sperry. When Vic decided to sell his home, Agnes and Helga took a notion to buy it. The house was 
really bigger than they needed, but they liked it and said they would make it pay for itself, and they just 
about got the job done. They said they were going to have an apartment built in the basement. That 
interested me as I thought that would be a real good job for me. So at the age of eighty-one, I did my 
last real carpenter job. Two months after the girls moved in, I had the apartment finished and ready to 
rent. The girls were very pleased with it and said I had done a good job. They have never had any 
trouble keeping it rented and the rent money did help them to pay for their home.  
 

    By this time, all the grandchildren except Ruth had grown up and most of them were married. We 
had become great-grandparents many times over. Our family had certainly grown. When we all got 
together, the house overflowed.  
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    Karen and I always enjoyed good health in our younger years. However, after we both reached 
eighty, we seemed to go downhill fast. I had been having a few difficulties for several years and was 
seeing Doctor Henning Mathiasen regularly, but I could never get Karen to go with me to see the 
Doctor. Finally, in July of 1957, I did get her to go along with me to see the doctor. He told her that her 
blood pressure was very high. He gave her some pills to take and told her to come back and see him. 
She took the pills and got to feel better, but then she didn’t keep her appointment with the doctor.  
 

    As time went on, she began to have some trouble with the big toe on her left foot. None of us 
realized the seriousness of this and Karen just laughed about her sore toe. By the first of December, her 
whole foot was beginning to bother her and her toes were beginning to get dark. We were all very much 
alarmed and got her to the doctor the next day, which happened to be her eighty-first birthday. Dr. 
Mathiasen said her foot looked bad. He said that gangrene had set in  that she had a blood clot in her 
leg, and she was in danger of losing it. He tried having her take some whirlpool baths, but they did no 
good. On the 16th of December, Dr. Emmett Mathiasen, Henning’s brother, amputated Mom’s left leg 
above the knee. This was a dark day for all of us. All the kids and I spent the day at the hospital. When 
we got home that night, we received a telephone call from California informing us that Karen’s sister, 
Etly, had died on that same day. It seemed like too much for one day.  
 

    Mom got along pretty well after the operation and got home for Christmas, but that Christmas wasn’t 
as merry as it usually was. She and I could not be alone now, so the girls took turns staying with us. 
Mom was discouraged most of the time then. She was used to doing for the rest of us, and it was hard 
for her to have us wait on her.  We talked of having a lady come and stay with us, but we didn’t know 
of anyone and we were afraid the right person would be hard to find. Then Helga and Agnes asked us 
to come and live with them. It was hard to turn them down. They had both the house and the heart 
room for us. So we sold our home and some of our furniture and went to live with the girls. They gave 
us two big rooms. We put twin beds, a dresser, a rocker and a lamp table in one room and our living 
room furniture in the other. This made a good setup for us. We could watch our own favorite TV 
programs without disturbing the girls, and be alone whenever we wanted to.  
 

    We all enjoyed living together. The girls helped Mom get started on some handiwork again. She had 
always enjoyed knitting and crocheting when she was young, but she never had time for it then. Now 
she had plenty of time. The girls bought yarn and helped her to make beautiful afghans. They worked 
out the color schemes and designs and Mom did the work. In the six years she lived with the girls, she 



 57 

made at least three dozen afghans and as many rugs and stoles. When she ran out of yarn, she would 
hem and embroider dish towels.  
 

    Agnes had a lot of work to do by herself as Helga was working at the shop six days a week most of 
the time. I tried to help all I could. The first couple of years, I did all the yard work and snow-scooping. 
Our back yard was too small for a garden, but I always planted a few tomato plants and spaded up a 
flower bed for the girls. I built a fence around the back yard and made a patio back there. We thought it 
would be so nice for Mom to get out on the patio when the weather was nice, but she didn’t get out 
very much, anyway. The girls would always go to the supermarket once a week for our big order of 
groceries, but when we would run out of something in between, I would walk over to the grocery store 
on Fifth Avenue to get it. I, also, walked over to Broadway to the drug store and the barber shop. If 
there were no errands, I would just go for a nice long walk in the neighborhood. I liked to get 
acquainted with people and see what was going on around us.  
 

    Altogether, our life with the girls was very pleasant. The days passed quickly. There was always 
something to do or someone to visit with. We had lots of company. Agnes was a good cook and made 
us three good meals a day with lots of coffee and snacks in between. I always wanted to keep up with 
current events and now I had plenty of time. Whenever possible, I listened to all hourly newscasts on 
the radio. I also read a good deal. The girls were able to get away for a day or two now and then, and 
we kept house and took care of ourselves. In fact we were managing so well I was beginning to wonder 
if Karen and I might be able to live alone again in some small apartment. I started to study the want ads 
searching for a small apartment near a grocery store, but Helga was one up on me. When I mentioned 
this to the girls, Helga said they were planning to build an apartment onto the west side of the house for 
us. They even had the floor plans drawn. They were including one of their bedrooms with the plans, so 
they would only have to build on a living room, kitchen and bath. She said when we folks were gone, 
they would be able to rent it out to someone else and it would soon pay for itself. I knew that this 
would really be better for us than trying it entirely on our own, so I agreed, and Mom was real happy 
about it as she didn’t want to leave the girls.  
 

    The carpenters moved in right away. Things were a little messy for a while, but soon the apartment 
was all finished and we moved into our own little home again. It just worked out fine. The two homes 
were separated with a small laundry with access to each living quarters. This worked out so well 
because we could go back and forth between the two homes without going outside. Mom andI got our 
own breakfast and morning coffee, but Agnes prepared the other two meals and brought them in on a 
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tray. Then I would wash the dishes and carry them back. Sometimes, we would all eat together in the 
girls’ quarters and occasionally, we would all eat together in our apartment.  
 

    We joined Our Savior's Lutheran Church about that time. Vic and Helen, as Agnes and Helga, were 
Lutherans, and they had belonged to Our Savior's Lutheran Church before they moved to Walnut. 
Agnes and Helga still belonged at that time. Mom and I had belonged to the Lutheran Church in 
Denmark, but we had never joined a church after coming to America. We were both happy to belong to 
a church again. Pastor Schattauer came to see us often and brought Communion to the house. Mom 
couldn’t go to church, so every Sunday morning, we listened to Reverend Brown’s Service on the radio 
and to the Kountz Memorial Lutheran Church Service on TV. I read the Bible a lot those days, and I 
read it even more now. It makes it easier to grow old.  
 

    Theresa and Lloyd are living across the street from us. They moved there just after Mom and I came 
to live with the girls. Lloyd has a good job with the Union Pacific Rd. and before many years, he will 
be able to retire with a nice pension. It has been nice having them live so close. They are both good to 
help out when we need them, and it has been easy for us to keep in touch with their children and 
grandchildren.  
 

    In the spring of 1962, I was miserable with prostate trouble and was in need of an operation. The 
family didn’t like for me to go through this operation at the age of 87, but the doctors thought I could 
make it, and I wanted to have it. On the 9th of May, I went into the Mercy Hospital for surgery. Dr. 
Richardson was the surgeon. Something went wrong and I nearly bled to death. Then a few days later, 
uremic poisoning set in and I almost died.  The doctors told the girls my only chance was to get to the 
Clarkson Hospital in Omaha and be put on the artificial kidney. The kids talked it over and decided that 
I should have this chance. I remember waking up in the ambulance with Theresa sitting beside me, but 
that’s the last thing I remembered for about six weeks. Later, the girls told me the whole story. The 
doctors at Clarkson first operated on my bladder. They had to sew up a hole in the bladder before they 
could put me on the artificial kidney. The day following the operation, they put me on the artificial 
kidney and I seemed to show some improvement, but I had a staph infection in my throat and I couldn’t 
swallow anything. They fed me through the veins and gave me blood transfusions every day. I had to 
have special nurses 24 houses a day for eight weeks. After they put me on the artificial kidney a second 
time, I again showed some improvement, but ten the staph infection came back again and spread all 
over my body. One hand was so bad, I almost lost my fingers. They did save the fingers, but that hand 
hasn’t been much good since. When I came to and realized what was going on, I was so discouraged I 
only wanted to die. The road back to health was a long hard one. When I finally regained a little 
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strength, I began to become interested in living and I was a much better patient. The doctors all told me 
I would live to be 100. I didn’t believe that, but I hoped I could make 90. My father lived to be 89.  
 

    That was a long, hard summer for the girls. They had me in the hospital for two months and Mom at 
home to care for, and Helga was still going to work every day. After I got home, it was a long time 
before I could take care of myself. We got a woman in to help Agnes for a while. Helga had taken over 
caring for our finances and had paid all the bills. When she got them all tallied, she told me my illness 
had cost $10,000 (worth about $86000 as of 2020), but the insurance company had paid $5000 (worth 
about $43,000) of it. Those were the days before Medicare. I was thankful we had the money to pay 
our bills.  
 

    Things gradually got better after that and I was again able to help wait on Mom. but the next summer 
was rough, too. Mom’s health started to fail fast. She seemed to be losing her strength. She could no 
longer get herself out of bed and she was so tired she didn’t even want us to get her out of bed a little 
while every day. The girls had to be up with her so much at night that they were both getting worn out. 
I decided we would have to go to a nursing home so the girls could get some rest. The girls didn’t want 
to see us leave, but the other children all knew that a change would soon have to be made. The children 
were all home on our 64th wedding anniversary and I talked to all of them. We decided to go see the 
new nursing home that had just been completed in Council Bluffs. This was the Northwest Manor. 
Some of the family and I went to see it and after talking to those in charge decided it would be worth a 
try. We reserved two rooms together with a bath in between before we left. We decided we would use 
only one of the rooms for a bedroom and bring up our living room furniture for the other room. We all 
hoped everything would work our all right.  
 

    We moved in on August 14th. Some of the kids brought us up and helped us get settled. Helga then 
gave Mom and me each a notebook and a new pen and suggested we write out memoirs. I didn’t know 
about writing my “memoirs” but I thought it would be a good idea to write my life story, and I started 
the very next day.  
 

    The next four months were not very happy ones for any of us. The nursing home was a 
disappointment to all of us. I thought Mom would get good care and I would be able to make some new 
friends among the guests, but it didn’t turn out that way. All the other quests were either too sick to visit 
with or they were mentally confused and couldn’t carry on an interesting conversation. The nurses were 
all right, but there weren’t enough of them to give their patients the right kind of care. Mom was 
becoming very discouraged and very confused. She began to mistrust the nurses and thought they 
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wanted to kill her. The children came to see us often and I guess they could all see that things were not 
working out very well. When December rolled around, the girls came up and told us they were going to 
take us back home for Christmas.  
 

    We were so glad to get home again. Mom brightened up right away and her confusion gradually left 
her.  I thank God that the girls took us back again. They were so good to Mom. they took turns getting 
up with her at night. When they needed rest, Theresa would come over and take a night, so they could 
both sleep. Mom never got her strength back again. She kept getting weaker every day. Finally the girls 
said they thought we should take her to the hospital. She  had been in the hospital only five days, when 
she passed away. She slept away peacefully on the 8th of May, 1964. Her last words were “It’s 
beautiful” and “I’m so happy.” The girls were with her when she died.  
 

SSSSS - Grandmother’s Funeral Bulletin 
 

I’m still with the girls. They fixed up a nice room with a half-bath for me. There is nowhere on 
earth I would rather be, and I’m very happy. I miss Mom very much, but I’m thankful things turned out 
the way they did. The girls and I get out a lot more, now. I am enjoying going around to my children’s 
homes again and getting better acquainted with my grandchildren and great-grandchildren. They are a 
great bunch, and I’m proud of all of them. All of my grandchildren, except Roger and Ruthie, are now 
married and have families of their own. I have heard rumors that wedding bells may be soon ringing for 
Roger, but I haven’t met the girl. I do hope he marries a nice girl soon as it’s not good for a man to be 
alone. Ruthie is still a child - thirteen, I believe. I will be ninety on the 8th of April. Elna is planning a 
big party for me, and I am looking forward to it. I think she will have a big crowd there as she is asking 
all the family who live close enough to attend. I will enjoy seeing them all together again. We don’t all 
get together very often any more as there are so many of us.  
 

    I haven’t been feeling so well lately, but I do hope I will be able to celebrate my ninetieth birthday 
with my family. After the party, I think I will go into the hospital for a few days for a checkup.  
 

    Mom’s death was the first death in our family during the entire 64 years Karen and I were married. I 
thank God for taking her before me, and I pray that my number will be called next.  
 

SSSSS - Rocking Chair Drawing 
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

EDITOR’S NOTE: 
Dad’s note was the next one to be called. A few days after his ninetieth birthday party, which was a 
huge success, Dad went to the hospital for his checkup. It seemed that is uremic poisoning had returned 
and he failed rapidly. He suffered a stroke and then went into a coma. He just slept away, just as Mother 
had a year earlier. He passed away on May 2, 1965.   
 

   
 

    
 
 
 


