
 

FOREWORD	

	

This	is	written	at	the	request	of	my	family	and	some	friends.	To	those	who	read	this	

article	it	is	as	near	as	possible	true	facts	and	no	fiction.	It	is	dedicated	to	my	

immediate	family	and	is	to	be	kept	by	some	member	of	the	family	who	is	willing	to	

keep	it	in	his	or	her	possession.	As	of	right	now	it	will	be	kept	in	the	family	of	my	

firstborn	Marilynn	Clark	who	is	at	present	living	in	our	household	and	helping	to	

look	after	us.	When	I	or	we	are	gone	I	hope	it	will	be	cherished	enough	to	be	kept	

along	with	other	possessions	for	anyone	who	is	interested,	to	read	(if	worth	

reading).	I	am	trying	not	to	make	it	too	long	so	as	to	bore	the	reader,	but	long	

enough	to	tell	the	story.	If	there	are	repeats	please	excuse	them	and	say	it	is	caused	

by	old	age.	I	don't	really	consider	myself	old,	but	just	old	enough.	I	will	soon	be	in	

my	83rd	year	and	that	in	itself	says	quite	a	lot.	When	I	finish	this	introduction	I	am	

adding	my	wife's	name	along	with	mine,	as	she	has	spent	53	long	years	with	me	and	

in	May	this	year	(1975)	will	make	it	54.		

So	now	dear	folks,	On	With	The	Story.	

	

Bryan	George	and	Grace	Blanche	Sherman	

	

This	was	written	during	the	winter	of	1974-75	all	from	memory	and	am	leaving	

room	at	the	end	of	each	part,	so	if	I	think	of	something	I	have	left	out,	it	can	be	added	

later.	

	

A	Look	Into	The	Life	Of	Bryan	George	Sherman	

	

Childhood:	

	

I	was	born	February	27,	1892.	My	parents	were	George	Stephen	Sherman	and	Ida	

Marian	(Easton)	Sherman.	When	I	was	born	I	came	to	join	five	others,	3	boys	and	2	

girls.	They	were	Henry	Earnest	born	1-20-1879	-	Ivan	Fred	born	8-9-1881	-	Myrtle	



 

Alice	born	10-28-1882	-	Elmer	Lorenzo	born	3-26-1886	-	and	Verna	Isadore	born	

12-29-1889.	There	had	been	a	son	born	near	Quaker	Mill	(Manchester,	Iowa)	on	9-

20-1877.	My	parents	had	then	gone	to	Kansas	and	this	son	died	at	the	age	of	11	

months	8-20-1878.	He	was	called	William	Parker	Sherman	and	is	buried	in	a	

cemetery	near	the	town	of	Alton	which	at	that	time	was	called	Bull	City.	One	other	

brother,	Ernest,	was	born	in	Kansas	at	Bull	City	and	soon	after,	the	family	moved	

back	to	Iowa.	Ivan	Fred	and	Myrtle	were	born	in	Harden	County	and	the	rest	of	the	

children	were	born	in	or	near	Edgewood.	My	younger	sister	was	born	2-20-1895	

and	named	Letha	Ida.	I	was	born	in	a	log	house	on	the	farm	2	miles	Northeast	of	

Edgewood	where	I	spent	the	first	few	years	of	my	life	until	a	new	and	larger	house	

was	built.	The	kitchen	part	an	addition	to	the	log	house	was	moved	and	connected	

on	the	new	house	to	be	used	as	a	kitchen.	Then	a	few	years	later	(1901)	the	kitchen	

was	moved	again	and	more	rooms	were	added	to	make	the	present	house	which	still	

stands	and	is	in	use	by	the	present	owner,	Robert	and	Rayma	Fisher.	It	has	been	

changed	in	some	respects.	It	was	this	house	that	I	spent	all	my	childhood	and	

adulthood	until	I	retired	and	moved	to	town.	

	

My	early	childhood	was	rather	an	uneventful	one,	considering	things	today,	but	was	

a	very	enjoyable	time	of	my	life.	We	three	younger	children	were	very	close	to	each	

other	until	sister	Verna	went	to	high	school.	She	being	away	from	home	more	left	

Letha	and	I	more	to	play	by	ourselves.	During	these	early	years	I	used	to	help	

mother	a	lot	in	the	garden	and	I	generally	had	a	small	patch	of	garden	of	my	

own	to	take	care	of.	I	remember	I	used	to	like	to	raise	the	telephone	peas	which	had	

to	be	staked	as	they	grew	about	3	foot	high.	I	used	to	go	with	my	mother	to	the	

woods	for	wild	strawberries	in	season.	We	picked	strawberries	in	spring	and	later	

on	wild	gooseberries.	Then	in	the	fall	of	the	year	(generally	after	frost)	came	nut	

gathering	time.	This	was	a	great	event	in	our	family.	We	would	bring	in	several	

sacks	of	walnuts	and	to	husk	them	would	pound	them	through	a	hole	in	a	barbed	

wire	spool.	The	spool	was	made	with	crossed	boards	at	the	end	with	a	hole	in	the	

center.	If	the	nuts	were	too	large	then	we	had	to	remove	the	husks	by	hand.	This	



 

gave	us	some	nice	stained	fingers.	Later	on	we	used	a	hand-cranked	corn	sheller	to	

husk	the	nuts.	It	did	a	rather	good	job	except	it	used	to	crack	a	few.	To	dry	these	

nuts	we	used	to	set	4	posts	in	the	ground	and	build	a	platform	large	enough	to	hold	

the	walnuts	and	several	sacks	of	butternuts.	We	never	shucked	the	butternuts	as	it	

made	them	to	rough	when	we	cracked	them.	Gathering	the	hickory	nuts	generally	

fell	to	mother,	Letha	and	I.	Sometimes	Mother's	brother,	Uncle	Wren,	would	go	with	

us	and	with	a	large	post	would	bump	the	tree	to	make	the	nuts	fall	off.	We	would	

gather	several	sacks	of	hickory	nuts,	crack	them,	and	use	a	pick,	which	was	generally	

a	horseshoe	nail,	to	dig	out	the	nutmeats	and	fill	in	the	time	while	visiting.	We	also	

gathered	hazel	nuts	which	were	plentiful	until	the	brush	was	cut	to	make	better	

pasture	or	land	to	be	plowed	for	farm	crops.	

	

While	still	a	youngster	at	home	my	sister	Letha	and	I	used	to	go	with	Dad	when	

grubbing	stumps.	Nowadays,	a	stick	of	dynamite	does	the	job,	but	Dad	did	it	the	

hard	way.	With	shovel	and	ax	and	sometimes	a	tool	called	a	grub	hoe	and	a	good	

sized	pole	we	would	go	from	stump	to	stump.	First	he	would	dig	around	the	stump	

and	cut	off	the	roots,	then	with	the	pole	as	a	lever	pry	the	stump	loose.	It	was	Letha's	

and	my	job	to	use	our	weight	on	the	pole	while	Dad	cut	the	roots.	

	

In	the	spring	of	the	year	we	used	to	make	maple	syrup.	The	maple	trees	were	tapped	

by	boring	a	hole	in	the	side	of	the	tree	and	putting	in	a	spigot	or	spile	as	we	called	it	

(generally	made	of	sumac).	The	sap	that	came	out	was	caught	in	dishes,	whatever	

we	had	handy,	and	then	carried	to	the	house	where	mother	boiled	it	down	to	syrup	

in	the	copper	wash	boiler.	Will	elaborate	more	on	this	later.	

	

At	Christmas	time	we	children	never	got	many	toys.	The	girls	generally	got	some	

kind	of	a	doll	(until	they	get	older)	but	our	presents	were	generally	something	to	

wear	or	read.	On	Christmas	morning	our	stockings	were	generally	filled	with	such	

things	as	fruit	and	small	articles	of	clothing.	About	the	only	toy	I	can	remember	

getting	was	a	small	box	with	wooden	wheels	and	filled	with	building	blocks.	My	



 

most	prized	book	was	"A	Child's	History"	which	I	enjoyed	more	as	I	got	older	and	in	

school.	

	

In	the	winter	when	there	was	snow	we	used	to	go	sleigh	riding	with	some	of	the	

neighbor	kids.	We	had	a	very	sturdy	home	made	sled	(made	by	brother	Ernest)	

which	we	used.	There	was	a	very	steep	little	hill	in	the	field	across	the	road,	on	the	

Henry	Smith	property,	which	we	used	to	use	a	lot.	Other	times	we	used	the	roadway	

and	would	start	at	our	back	door	and	go	down	across	the	yard	and	down	the	road	

for	about	1/4	mile.	

	

My	sister	Letha	and	I	used	to	lead	the	horse	(Old	Pete)	on	the	hay	rope	when	putting	

up	hay.	I	very	distinctly	remember	the	horse	stepping	on	my	foot	one	time	and	after	

that	I	was	more	careful.	We	kids	had	to	herd	cows	in	summer	and	watch	to	see	they	

didn't	bloat	on	the	fresh	clover.	When	the	pastures	got	short,	we	used	to	take	the	

cows	out	in	the	hay	field	for	feed	awhile	every	day	so	they	could	get	something	to	

eat.	Then	after	awhile	we	put	them	back	in	the	pasture.	Many	times	in	the	evening	I	

had	to	go	clear	down	to	Bear	Creek	after	the	cows.	I	had	to	watch	out	for	

rattlesnakes	on	these	trips.	Sometimes	I	rode	a	horse	(Old	Daisy)	after	the	cows.	

	

	During	summer	vacation	when	I	was	old	enough	I	used	to	help	with	loading	the	hay.	

I	stayed	on	the	wagon	and	drove	the	team	and	packed	the	hay	as	the	men	or	man	

pitched	the	hay	up	on	the	rack.	We	had	no	hay	loaders	in	those	days.	Later	on	we	

had	a	machine	called	a	loader	that	elevated	the	hay	up	on	the	wagon	as	the	team	

pulled	the	wagon	along	straddling	the	windrows	of	hay.	Nowadays,	it	is	all	baled	and	

stored	in	the	mow	or	chopped	and	put	in	silos.	

	

The	grain	was	cut	with	a	binder	or	by	hand	with	a	scythe	like	affair	called	a	cradle.	It	

was	then	all	put	in	shocks	to	dry	and	later	hauled	in	and	put	in	stacks	until	threshing	

time.	I	will	bring	this	up	again	later	in	my	story.	



 

I	remember	Uncle	Wren	(Mother's	brother)	going	on	long	hikes	with	us	younger	

kids,	mostly	in	the	spring	when	the	flowers	first	came	out.	He	also	used	to	take	us	

fishing	down	on	Bear	Creek.	He	was	quite	a	hand	to	drink,	but	while	at	our	house	he	

didn't	have	anything	intoxicating	and	was	always	real	good	to	us	kids.	He	never	

married	so	he	had	no	place	of	his	own	and	used	to	spend	quite	a	lot	of	time	at	our	

house.		

	

He	was	a	carpenter	by	trade	and	had	built	the	1st	barn	on	the	farm.	The	timbers	

used	in	the	barn	were	all	hewed	out	of	logs	with	a	tool	called	a	broad	ax	and	not	

sawed	as	all	timbers	are	today.	In	later	years	when	the	old	barn	was	torn	down	the	

timbers	were	used	for	fence	posts	around	the	cattle	yard.	Dad	built	a	new	barn	in	

1905	(40’	x	72’)	(the	timbers	and	shelving	all	came	from	our	woods)	with	an	eight	

foot	stone	wall	two	foot	thick	with	the	frame	on	top	of	it.	Back	then	the	carpenters	

stayed	on	the	job	and	Mom	and	the	girls	had	to	get	3	meals	a	day	for	them.		

	

In	1909	Dad	build	an	addition	on	the	west	end	of	the	barn	making	it	104	foot	long.	It	

didn't	have	the	stone	wall	but	was	frame	clear	to	the	ground.	That	addition	was	used	

as	a	horse	barn	and	at	that	time	was	kept	full.	The	mow	overhead	was	used	for	hay	

which	was	put	up	loose	and	in	later	years	the	west	mow	was	used	to	store	the	straw.	

That	was	after	the	threshing	machine	had	a	blower	to	blow	the	straw	up	into	the	

mow.	Balers	hadn't	come	into	use	much	at	that	time.	

	

School	Days	(Rural):	

	

When	it	came	time	for	me	to	go	to	school,	I	had	about	3/4	mile	to	walk.	I	attended	

Lodomillo	#1,	a	one	room	school	house	located	1/4	mile	south	of	the	then	Henry	

Smith	farm	house,	which	is	now	occupied	by	one	of	Elmer	Sherman's	grandsons.	We	

had	a	variety	of	teachers	as	they	were	only	hired	by	the	term	which	lasted	only	

about	2	1/2	months.	Sometimes	we	had	a	new	teacher	nearly	every	term.	In	school	



 

we	had	pupils	of	all	ages	which	included	kindergarten	through	8th	grade.	

Sometimes	the	teacher	would	have	quite	a	lot	of	trouble	with	some	of	the	older	ones	

who	came	to	school	only	in	the	winter	as	they	were	needed	at	home	during	the	

summer	to	help	with	work.	

	

We	always	put	in	long	days.	Early	mornings	were	spent	doing	chores	which	included	

milking	(which	was	done	by	hand),	feeding	and	caring	for	the	horses	which	at	times	

was	10	to	12	head	as	all	the	farm	work	was	done	by	horse	power.	This	was	all	done	

before	breakfast.	After	breakfast	it	was	always	a	hurry	to	get	off	to	school.		

	

We	carried	our	dinners	in	pails	or	lunch	boxes.	During	these	early	days	in	school	the	

water	pail	sat	on	a	stool	in	the	corner	and	everyone	used	the	same	dipper	to	drink	

out	of.	Later	on	we	had	a	stone	jar	with	a	place	at	the	bottom	edge	to	draw	off	water.	

The	water	was	brought	by	pail	from	one	of	the	neighboring	farms,	and	a	couple	of	

the	larger	children	were	allowed	to	go	after	the	water.	Many	times	when	they	

brought	the	pail	in	after	noon	or	recess,	they	were	allowed	to	pass	the	pail	around	to	

each	pupil.	We	had	generally	3	breaks	in	our	school	work,	a	15	minute	recess	in	the	

middle	of	the	a.m.,	an	hour	at	noon	and	another	recess	in	the	p.m.	

	

During	recess	and	at	noon	we	generally	played	outside,	but	the	two	recess	periods	

were	more	to	give	each	scholar	a	chance	to	go	to	the	toilet.	Our	toilets	were	small	

square	buildings,	one	in	each	of	two	corners	back	of	the	school	house,	one	for	boys	

and	one	for	girls.	The	games	we	played	were	mostly	baseball,	and	once	in	awhile	

hide	and	seek.	During	bad	weather	we	were	allowed	to	play	some	party	games	

inside.	During	the	winter	months	some	of	the	kids	would	bring	their	sleds	and	the	

long	hill	in	the	road	going	to	the	North	was	used	to	ride	on.	That	hill	used	to	get	so	

slippery	that	a	team	of	horses	could	hardly	come	up	it	unless	sharp	shod.	

	



 

There	was	a	woodshed	at	the	school	which	held	several	cords	of	wood	which	was	

used	to	heat	the	school	house.	The	wood	was	furnished	by	one	of	the	farmers	who	

contracted	a	number	of	cords	of	hard	wood	and	about	2	cords	of	soft	wood	for	

kindling.	Except	when	the	teacher	hired	a	janitor,	the	larger	kids	had	to	keep	the	

wood	box	full.	School	let	out	at	4	o'clock.	

	

I	always	had	chores	to	do	after	school.	If	I	didn't	have	to	go	after	the	cows,	I	had	eggs	

to	gather	and	in	those	days	we	found	eggs	everywhere,	except	in	the	wintertime	

when	the	hens	were	generally	shut	in	the	coop.		On	real	nice	days	when	it	began	to	

warm	up,	they	were	let	out	awhile	everyday.		Until	later	years,	we	never	had	many	

eggs	in	the	winter	but	now	anyone	raising	chickens	gets	eggs	the	year	round.	One	of	

my	boyhood	friends,	George	Dempster,	used	to	stop	in	and	help	me	hunt	the	eggs,	

and	some	of	the	old	biddies	didn't	like	to	have	us	take	eggs	from	under	them,	

especially	if	they	were	wanting	to	sit.	When	the	hens	were	allowed	to	run	at	large	

they	used	to	nest	out	and	then	fetch	in	a	brood	of	12	to	15	chicks.	Nowadays	we	

don't	have	that	only	in	a	few	cases	but	nowadays	the	hens	are	confined	to	a	roost	or	

put	in	cages	where	the	eggs	roll	out	in	a	trough	and	can	be	picked	up	without	

touching	a	hen.	

	

Our	chickens	that	we	raised	were	hatched	under	hens	and	brooded	in	small	coops	

out	 in	 the	yard.	 In	 the	 fall	 the	pullets	were	put	 in	 the	roost,	which	sometimes	was	

quite	a	job.	The	roosters,	except	the	ones	we	wanted	to	keep,	were	sold	or	used	for	

food.	Later	on	we	used	to	can	quite	a	number	of	them	until	the	locker	came	into	use,	

and	then	we	would	freeze	them	for	later	use.		

	

I	well	remember	when	this	picture	was	taken.	I	was	given	a	quarter	and	I	walked	all	

the	way	to	town	alone	and	had	my	picture	taken.	I	have	forgotten	whether	they	cost	

one	cent	each	or	if	they	were	twenty	five	cents	per	dozen,	but	I	think	the	former.	

	



 

(Actual	size	picture)	

School	Days	-	High	School	and	College:	

	

During	the	summer	of	1906	the	superintendent	of	the	Edgewood	High	School	came	

out	to	the	farm	and	after	talking	to	me	awhile	told	the	folks	I	was	ready	to	go	to	high	

school.	I	was	just	past	14	at	that	time.	That	meant	I	had	to	dress	a	little	better,	so	

instead	of	overalls	I	must	wear	a	suit.	It	happened	at	that	time	that	H.F.	Beyer	had	

just	sold	his	store	to	R.C.	Cocking	and	they	were	doing	their	inventories.	They	told	

Mom	to	come	to	the	side	door	and	they	would	let	her	in	to	buy	me	a	suit.	It	so	

happened	that	we	were	one	of	the	first	customers	of	Mr.	Cocking.	

	

That	fall	I	entered	High	School	as	a	freshman.	If	I	remember	right	there	were	33	in	

the	class	that	fall	but	when	we	came	to	graduate	in	1910	there	were	only	11	in	the	

class,	and	some	of	these	were	not	in	the	class	at	the	start.	My	first	year	in	high	school	

sister	Verna	and	I	drove	a	horse	and	buggy	and	when	winter	with	snow	came,	we	

hitched	the	horse	to	a	sleigh	called	a	cutter.	The	shafts	of	this	were	set	to	one	side	so	

the	horse	had	a	track	to	walk	in	and	not	in	the	middle	of	road	as	with	the	buggy.	

Verna	graduated	in	1907,	so	the	next	year	and	until	Letha	was	ready	to	start	in	

1908,	I	went	alone.	I	often	walked	the	two	miles	to	the	school	in	town,	especially	

when	the	roads	were	rough	or	muddy.	When	they	were,	I	would	avoid	the	road	and	

walk	directly	across	the	fields.		

	

At	school	our	playground	was	across	the	street	and	about	1/2	block	West	of	the	

present	schoolhouse.	That	is	where	the	baseball	games	were	played.	There	was	also	

a	place	to	play	basketball,	but	when	there	was	a	game	it	was	played	in	the	Opera	

House	downtown.	It	was	up	over	what	is	now	Moser's	Market.	We	also	had	contests	

in	debates	and	declaratory	contests	with	other	schools.	In	my	second	year	of	high	

school	we	had	a	course	in	botany,	which	is	a	study	of	plants	and	how	they	grow.	Our	

textbook	was	"How	Plants	Grow".	During	the	spring	we	had	to	collect	flower	



 

specimens	and	press	them	and	mount	them	in	a	loose-leaf	book	called	a	herbarium	

and	still	at	this	date	my	book	is	in	good	shape.	We	had	3	years	of	Latin	in	high	school	

in	those	days,	as	it	was	required	for	college	entrance.	There	was	one	year	of	Latin	

grammar,	1	year	of	Caesar,	and	1	year	of	Cicero.	Now	it	is	a	thing	of	the	past.	In	my	

senior	year	our	class	got	a	chance	to	study	German	grammar	with	a	Miss	Fritz	who	

is	now	Mrs.	Densmore,	who	was	teaching	in	the	grades	and	she	came	upstairs	for	a	

lesson	in	the	p.m.	This	helped	me	out	later	on	in	college	and	also	while	in	the	Armed	

Forces.	

	

I	graduated	in	1910	and	in	the	fall	of	1911,	I	attended	Upper	Iowa	University	at	

Fayette.	We	had	plenty	of	train	service	at	that	time	so	I	got	to	come	home	quite	often	

for	weekends.	We	didn't	have	school	on	Monday	so	I	could	come	home	Saturday	

night	and	go	back	Monday	morning.	This	was	my	first	experience	of	being	away	

from	home	any	length	of	time.	I	stayed	at	the	home	of	Myron	Mellon	who	was	a	

friend	of	the	family.	There	were	also	a	couple	of	boys	from	Garber	and	part	of	the	

time	they	also	stayed	there	so	I	never	got	lonesome.	The	Mellon's	also	had	two	

children	about	my	age	only	a	little	younger	and	also	a	daughter	who	was	a	few	years	

older.	While	in	school	there	I	became	a	member	of	the	Philomation	Literary	Society,	

and	along	with	our	sister	society,	the	Avonia,	we	used	to	have	some	very	good	times	

and	programs.	

	

During	the	spring	term	I	had	appendicitis	and	had	to	leave	school	for	the	rest	of	the	

school	year.	The	following	fall	Verna,	Letha,	and	I	all	three	went	to	Upper	Iowa	

University.	We	rented	a	house	and	did	our	own	cooking	for	one	school	year.	I	used	

to	go	out	in	the	country	and	work	on	Monday	when	I	didn't	have	school	work	to	get	

ready.	On	these	jobs	I	got	30	cents	per	hour	and	my	dinner	and	supper	if	I	worked	

late	enough.	The	man	who	owned	the	house	we	lived	in	was	a	horse	buyer	and	I	

used	to	help	him	with	his	horses.	We	had	to	take	them	clear	across	town	to	put	them	

on	the	train.	The	horses	were	not	shipped	by	freight	but	were	hauled	by	the	

passenger	train.	This	year	ended	my	schooling,	but	I	still	kept	on	learning	from	

experience	and	much	reading.	I	could	elaborate	more	on	the	time	spent	at	U.I.U.	but	



 

it	would	be	only	about	trips	taken	out	in	the	countryside	or	Sundays.	We	used	to	

visit	a	place	called	Big	Rock	where	there	was	a	foot	bridge	across	the	Volga	River	

which	at	times	we	didn't	consider	too	safe.	Other	times	we	would	go	through	the	big	

cut	where	the	Milwaukee	Railroad	went	through.	It	was	about	40	foot	high	and	I	

would	judge	perhaps	200	feet	long.	We	also	used	to	look	along	the	rocks	for	

specimens	for	Geology	class.	There	seemed	to	be	lots	of	rock	formations	in	the	

limestone	along	the	river.	When	we	crossed	the	bridge	in	the	town	of	Fayette	we	

went	into	a	part	of	town	called	"Canada".	I	never	did	know	why	except	it	was	to	the	

North.	In	this	part	of	town	was	a	large	spring	of	very	nice	cold	water	where	

everyone	visited	to	get	a	good	drink.	At	that	time	the	main	road	through	town	went	

across	this	bridge	and	through	this	pretty	part	of	Fayette	on	it's	way	to	West	Union,	

the	county	seat.	Now	the	highway	goes	through	west	of	the	town	where	there	is	a	

new	paved	highway	to	the	north	so	one	now	misses	the	beauty	of	the	scenery	along	

the	part	of	Fayette	called	Canada.	One	can	still	go	the	old	route	but	the	road	isn't	so	

good.	

	

In	1916	we	had	the	first	death	in	our	immediate	family	when	my	sister	Verna	passed	

away.	She	had	married	and	had	one	child.	She	married	Martin	Hagensick	on	6-17-14	

and	she	died	of	cancer	in	the	fall	on	12-6-16	and	I	remember	what	a	bad	time	we	

had	coming	across	from	Elkader	on	the	day	of	the	funeral.	There	were	no	paved	

roads	and	only	dirt	roads	and	in	places	the	ruts	were	deep.	We	had	another	death	at	

home	before	that	when	my	Grandmother	Sherman	(who	was	living	at	our	house	at	

the	time)	passed	away.	I	can	still	remember	her	with	her	can	of	sassafras	back	which	

she	used	to	hand	out	to	us	kids.	It	was	supposed	to	be	good	for	us.	This	happened	

around	the	turn	of	the	century.	

	

When	we	used	to	butcher,	we	generally	did	more	than	one	hog	at	a	time	and	after	

the	hog	was	dressed,	if	there	happened	to	be	snow	we	would	always	set	the	head	in	

a	snow	bank	to	draw	out	the	extra	blood.	In	those	days	the	hogs	were	all	scalded	in	

hot	water	put	in	a	barrel.	We	would	generally	put	a	shovel	of	wood	ashes	in	the	



 

water	to	make	the	skin	nice	and	white	when	the	hair	was	taken	off.	Now-a-days	the	

skin	is	generally	taken	off	the	hog	same	as	other	animals.	In	warm	weather	when	

butchering	a	hog	it	was	generally	done	late	in	the	p.m.	and	hung	by	quarters	in	the	

windmill	frames	and	then	taken	inside	in	the	morning	(after	cooling	all	night)	to	be	

taken	care	of.	We	generally	butchered	a	beef	every	winter.	This	was	done	in	the	corn	

crib	driveway	where	it	could	hang	for	several	days	to	cool	out.	Some	times	it	was	

quite	a	job	to	keep	it	from	spoiling.	In	the	winter	time	we	always	tried	to	keep	it	

froze	up.	Sometimes	that	was	almost	impossible.	Later	on	we	learned	to	can	and	

process	the	meat,	so	then	we	had	no	more	trouble	with	spoiling.	In	early	days	before	

freezers	and	before	we	went	to	canning,	the	hog	after	cooling	was	cut	up	and	packed	

in	an	earthen	jar	(10	gallon)	with	a	strong	salt	brine.	Later	some	was	taken	out	and	

put	in	a	place	called	a	smoke	house	where	we	used	to	cure	out	hams	and	bacon.	

Mother	used	to	fry	pork	steak	and	pack	it	in	stone	jars	in	lard	and	then	covered	with	

a	cloth	with	salt	on	top.	When	wanting	meat	for	a	meal	some	was	taken	out	and	

heated	in	a	skillet	but	they	always	kept	what	was	left	in	the	jar	well	covered	with	

lard.	Packed	this	way	it	would	keep	quite	awhile.	Then	we	came	to	the	period	of	

canning	which	was	a	lot	of	work	at	that	period	of	time	but	saved	a	lot	of	work	later	

on	when	one	needed	meat	for	a	quick	meal.	We	did	canning	with	both	beef	and	pork	

and	also	chickens.	Later	on,	the	locker	plant	came	into	use	and	now	they	send	a	

truck	out	and	pick	up	the	animal,	butcher	it	and	after	cooling,	cut	it	up,	wrap	it	in	

freezer	paper	and	freeze	it,	and	if	you	want	it	will	pack	it	in	a	locker	box	for	you.	

This	is	all	done	for	a	nominal	fee,	and	saves	all	the	mess	and	fuss	at	home,	which	

gives	the	farmer	and	also	the	housewife	more	time	for	other	things.	These	locker	

boxes	are	also	used	for	fruit	and	also	vegetables	so	that	canning	nowadays	is	almost	

a	thing	of	the	past	for	some	people.	

	

One	thing	we	used	to	do	at	butchering	time	was	to	take	a	piece	of	meat	to	some	of	

the	close	neighbors	and	then	when	they	butchered	we	would	get	one	back.	We	

generally,	on	butchering	day,	had	fresh	liver	for	supper.	One	little	incident	I	must	

mention	here	was	the	use	of	the	pig	tail.	We	younger	lads	were	allowed	to	take	the	



 

pig	tail	after	they	had	been	well	cleaned.	We	would	sprinkle	a	little	salt	on	them,	

then	wrap	in	brown	paper	and	put	it	in	the	ash	pit	of	the	old	wood	range.	This	ash	

pit	was	under	a	hearth	in	the	end	of	the	stove.	Now	don't	laugh	at	this	but	those	pig	

tails	always	tasted	very	good	to	us	youngsters.	Now-a-days	one	never	sees	the	pig	

tail	after	it	leaves	the	farm	

	

In	the	Service	of	Country:	

	

When	World	War	I	came	along	I	was	drafted	into	the	service.	I	had	been	farming	on	

shares	with	Dad	and	brother	Elmer	since	I	left	school.	Upon	registration	I	was	

placed	in	4F	for	some	time,	when	all	of	a	sudden	I	was	placed	at	the	top	of	the	list	

and	in	June	19181	was	called	to	the	service.	This	was	on	6-28-18.	I	was	26	years	old	

at	the	time	and	had	gotten	used	to	being	away	from	home,	so	I	didn't	mind	it	so	

much	except	the	thought	of	going	overseas	to	a	foreign	country.	The	morning	I	left	

Elkader,	I	was	put	in	charge	of	the	contingent	from	Clayton	County.	We	went	by	

train	from	Elkader	to	Beulah	where	our	car	was	put	on	the	main	line	of	the	railroad.	

We	reached	Mason	City	about	noon	where	our	lunch	was	brought	in	the	railcar	to	us	

in	boxes	the	size	of	shoe	boxes.	When	we	were	done	eating	we	were	told	to	throw	

the	boxes	out	the	window	to	be	picked	up	later.	We	continued	on	and	reached	Des	

Moines	where	I	turned	my	contingent	over	to	an	officer	who	transferred	us	across	to	

the	Inter-Urban	electric	train	which	took	us	out	to	Camp	Dodge.	There	we	were	

placed	in	barracks	for	the	night.	I	was	assigned	to	Company	L	352nd	Infantry	where	

I	was	to	get	my	early	army	training.	The	next	morning	after	breakfast	we	were	taken	

to	the	induction	center	where	we	were	finger	printed	and	given	tests	both	oral	and	

written	to	find	out	our	scholastic	qualifications.	We	were	then	issued	our	clothes.	

We	were	now	in	the	Army	and	our	training	began.	

	

After	a	month	or	six	weeks	of	training	some	of	us	were	transferred	to	the	

organization	known	as	the	Depot	Brigade.	This	was	where	they	trained	non-

commissioned	officers,	but	in	a	short	period	of	time	the	call	came	for	a	Military	



 

Police	outfit	so	they	took	us	and	made	two	companies	of	us	(A	and	B)	Military	Police.	

I	was	in	Company	A.	We	were	then	moved	to	the	North	end	of	Camp	Dodge	where	

we	were	trained	and	conditioned	for	over	seas	service.	One	thing	I	remember	was	to	

have	to	help	clean	out	the	horse	barns	that	had	been	left	by	some	other	outfit	and	

we	never	did	see	a	horse.	I	did	get	to	come	home	before	going	over	seas.	I	left	Camp	

Dodge	Saturday	evening	and	came	back	Sunday	night.	

	

Going	back	two	or	three	weeks	my	folks	had	come	down	to	see	me	at	Camp	Dodge	

and	I	got	to	spend	the	night	with	them	in	Des	Moines.	This	was	during	the	1st	three	

weeks	I	was	there.	We	left	Camp	Dodge	August	10,	1918,	and	in	the	early	morning	as	

we	went	through	Chicago,	Illinois,	I	was	on	Guard	Duty	at	one	car	door	and	I	gave	a	

letter	to	a	person	on	the	platform	to	mail	for	me.	We	stopped	off	in	Cleveland,	Ohio	

and	we	all	went	down	and	took	a	bath	in	Lake	Erie	and	put	on	clean	clothes	before	

continuing	on.	Before	reaching	New	York	our	train	was	stopped	at	a	town	(I	forget	

the	name)	where	we	were	all	allowed	to	wander	around	by	ourselves,	but	had	to	be	

back	on	the	train	by	midnight.	The	next	morning	we	detrained	at	Weehawken,	New	

Jersey,	and	got	on	a	ferry	which	took	us	to	our	train	which	was	to	take	us	to	Camp	

Mills,	New	York,	August	13,	1918.	I	remember	passing	the	Statue	of	Liberty.	I	didn't	

know	it	at	the	time	but	was	told	later	that	we	went	under	the	Hudson	River	before	

we	got	off	the	train	at	Weehawken.	

	

Before	I	go	any	farther	I	must	go	back	to	the	first	3	weeks	at	Camp	Dodge	where	we	

received	our	shots	and	inoculations.	One	every	week	for	3	weeks	for	small	pox	and	

typhoid.	My	small	pox	didn't	work	as	I	had	been	vaccinated	when	a	child	and	was	

immune.	What	brought	up	this	paragraph	was	the	fact	that	the	Company	had	lost	or	

mislaid	my	papers	of	inoculation	and	so	I	had	to	have	the	typhoid	shots	all	over	

again	before	I	could	go	over	seas.	Well	that	having	been	taken	care	of	I	was	ready	for	

my	first	night	in	Camp	Mills.	That	first	night	I	went	on	detail	on	a	truck	into	New	

York	City	after	provisions	and	I	had	a	little	trouble	finding	my	tent	on	returning	to	

Camp.	We	were	supposed	to	get	on	our	ship	in	New	York	Harbor	but	for	some	



 

reason	it	couldn't	get	in	there	so	we	had	to	entrain	August	15	and	go	north	to	

Halifax,	Nova	Scotia	August	16.	That	was	a	very	interesting	trip	and	the	scenery	was	

very	pretty	at	that	time	of	year.	At	Summit,	Vermont,	the	ladies	of	the	town	came	on	

the	train	with	baskets	of	sandwiches	and	filled	our	cups	with	coffee	so	we	didn't	

have	Army	fare	that	night	for	supper.	Sometime	the	next	morning	we	reached	

Halifax,	Nova	Scotia,	Canada	and	were	immediately	taken	to	our	ship.	It	was	an	old	

English	ship	called	Desmontheuis	and	we	stayed	at	anchor	out	in	the	harbor	for	a	

few	days	before	our	convoy	picked	us	up	and	we	went	out	to	sea.	While	in	the	

harbor	I	got	my	first	boat	ride.	About	30	of	us	went	over	the	side	down	rope	ladders	

to	one	of	the	life	boats	and	by	using	oars	we	30	men	powered	the	boat,	with	an	

officer	to	guide	the	boat	and	tell	us	what	to	do.	After	rowing	around	the	harbor	

awhile	we	were	taken	aboard	ship	again.	

	

We	left	Halifax	August	19	and	with	our	convoy	started	for	England.	Our	work	on	

board	ship	was	just	routine.	We	were	taken	down	in	the	hold	and	issued	fatigue	

clothes	and	each	given	a	life	preserver	to	carry	with	us	at	all	times.	The	first	day	or	

so	wasn't	to	nice	until	we	got	over	being	sea	sick.	We	had	our	regular	guard	duty	day	

and	night	and	an	exercise	period	every	morning.	Our	food	on	the	English	ship	wasn't	

what	we	were	used	to	but	after	our	mess	sergeant	bawled	out	the	cook	we	got	

better	food.	We	had	plenty	of	fresh	water	for	our	canteens	(for	drinking)	but	had	to	

use	sea	water	for	bathing.	We	were	given	a	bar	of	salt	water	soap	which	did	rather	

well.	At	the	canteen	on	board	we	could	buy	a	soft	drink	(Ginger	Ale)	which	was	quite	

good	compared	to	the	taste	of	the	water.	For	sleeping	we	didn't	have	barracks	but	

hammocks	made	of	canvas.	These	we	didn't	use	much	as	most	of	us	would	rather	lie	

on	top	of	a	table	which	seemed	to	be	under	each	hammock,	or	on	the	floor.	Of	course	

this	was	all	down	below	the	water	level.	

	

It	took	us	several	days	to	cross	the	ocean	to	England.	Our	convoy	consisted	of	3	or	4	

other	ships	two	of	which	were	destroyers	and	were	the	watchdogs	of	the	convoy.	

These	ships	all	flew	the	American	flag.	We	finally	landed	at	Liverpool,	England	



 

August	31	and	as	we	got	off	the	ship	we	were	handed	a	card	to	be	mailed	back	home	

to	our	family.	It	was	a	card	from	King	George	of	England	welcoming	us	and	letting	

our	folks	know	we	had	a	safe	voyage.	One	of	the	things	I	remember	about	Liverpool	

was	the	cobblestone	pavement	and	how	rough	it	was	to	march	on	as	we	went	out	to	

Knotty	Ash	Camp.	This	camp	had	another	name	which	shouldn't	be	printed	in	this	

story.	We	were	billeted	there	for	a	couple	of	days	when	we	were	loaded	on	a	train	

for	the	trip	across	England.	First	we	had	been	lined	up	for	a	supply	of	sandwiches	to	

take	with	us.	On	the	train	we	were	placed	8	to	a	compartment	(September	2)	and	

rushed	across	to	South	Hampton	which	we	reached	the	same	day.	Riding	in	an	

English	train	was	almost	like	going	through	a	tunnel	as	the	tracks	were	below	the	

level	of	the	land	on	either	side	and	one	couldn't	see	much	out	the	windows.	On	our	

arrival	in	South	Hampton	we	were	supposed	to	cross	the	English	Channel	that	night	

but	it	was	found	to	be	too	dangerous	so	we	were	put	in	tents	for	the	night.	

	

On	the	night	of	September	4,	1918	we	loaded	on	an	old	Italian	cattle	boat	and	after	a	

very	rough	night	crossing	the	channel	we	landed	a	Le	Havre,	France	and	were	we	

glad	when	we	got	off	that	boat	and	off	the	English	Channel.	At	Le	Havre	(September	

5)	we	were	loaded	into	French	boxcars	with	straw	on	the	floor.	The	cars	were	

marked	40	Hommes	or	8	Chevaux	meaning	40	men	or	8	horses.	In	the	French	

boxcars	there	was	standing	room	only.	On	September	7	we	reached	the	town	of	

Semur	where	we	were	billeted	for	one	week	in	an	old	barn.	This	gave	us	a	chance	to	

clean	up	and	wash	our	clothes.	Then	on	September	14	we	left	Semur	and	on	

September	15	we	arrived	in	Hericourt	where	we	were	to	stay	for	a	while.	Before	

getting	to	Hericourt	we	had	a	little	train	trouble.	As	we	were	on	our	upgrade	into	the	

town,	a	coupling	came	loose	and	let	the	rear	of	the	train	start	rolling	backwards.	As	

it	happened	we	had	some	old	railroad	men	in	our	outfit	who	knew	just	what	to	do	

and	before	the	cars	got	to	much	momentum	they	climbed	the	ladders	to	the	top	of	

the	cars	and	set	the	brake.	I	was	glad	as	I	was	on	this	section	of	the	train.	As	it	

happened	no	one	was	hurt	and	many	didn't	realize	the	danger.	

	



 

We	stayed	in	Hericourt	for	about	three	weeks	where	we	got	used	to	the	ways	of	the	

French	people.	We	were	housed	here	in	the	upstairs	of	an	old	house	and	barn	built	

as	one	unit.	That	was	the	way	of	many	of	the	old	French	houses.	They	could	go	out	

the	house	door	into	the	barn	part.	I	remember	we	had	to	use	brooms	made	of	brush	

to	sweep	the	area	around	the	barn.	I	think	it	was	at	this	place	that	we	went	out	

where	some	timber	was	being	cut	and	got	pine	boughs	to	sleep	on.	We	had	only	just	

got	accustomed	to	our	quarters	when	we	moved	again.	On	October	6	we	left	

Hericourt	and	arrived	in	Fontaine	October	7.	This	place	was	quite	a	large	railhead	

and	we	stayed	there	for	about	one	month,	sleeping	in	a	barn	again.	At	this	time	we	

were	getting	closer	to	the	front	lines	and	could	hear	the	guns	at	times.	We	left	

Foutaine	November	10	still	traveling	closer	to	the	front	line	and	the	next	day	

November	11	we	got	word	that	an	Armistice	had	been	signed	and	that	the	war	

would	be	over.	Some	of	our	infantry	(8th	Division)	were	already	in	the	trenches.	On	

this	move	we	were	on	foot	and	had	traveled	about	40	kilometers	and	we	were	

getting	tired	and	were	glad	when	we	stopped	at	Ville	St.	Etienne	November	12	

where	we	stayed	about	2	weeks.	We	left	there	November	26th	and	arrived	at	

Dermauge	on	November	30th.	Here	we	spent	about	1	month.	The	first	part	of	

January	1919	we	were	loaded	on	a	train	(this	time	U.S.	box	cars)	and	arrived	in	the	

town	of	Goudrecourt	on	January	5,1919.	This	was	a	fair	sized	town	and	was	to	be	

our	home	for	some	time.	

	

The	88th	Division	Headquarters	were	located	in	this	place,	and	the	supply	train	was	

just	outside	of	the	city.	There	was	a	large	YMCA	on	the	hill	above	the	city	and	

recreation	center	also.	At	the	Y	is	where	I	used	to	write	most	of	my	letters.	Before	

coming	to	Goudrecourt,	I	had	been	on	duty	along	with	another	private	and	a	

Sergeant	doing	traffic	duty.	While	there	I	got	the	flu	and	had	to	go	back	to	the	main	

outfit	and	see	the	doctor.	Because	of	this	I	didn't	get	to	go	up	into	Germany	with	the	

Army	of	occupation.	I	guess	it	was	just	as	well	(although	I	would	have	liked	to	see	

Germany)	as	I	got	to	come	home	earlier	than	if	I	had	gone.	I	didn't	have	to	go	to	the	

hospital.	One	makes	many	friends	when	in	service	(some	good	and	some	not	so	

good)	and	when	not	on	duty	Iused	to	go	for	long	walks	with	one	of	the	others,	out	



 

over	the	countryside.	One	day	we	came	upon	a	football	game	being	played	between	

two	outfits.	On	seeing	that	we	were	M.P.'s	they	asked	us	to	carry	the	markers.	

Another	time	(with	permission	from	the	top	Sergeant)	we	went	to	Dormreumy	to	

visit	the	town	where	Joan	of	Ark	was	born	and	lived.	We	got	a	ride	by	truck	both	

ways	so	we	didn't	have	to	walk.	While	at	Dorureumy	we	visited	Joan's	old	home	and	

the	old	church	where	she	went	to	church.	Then	we	visited	the	big	new	church	on	a	

hill	above	the	town.	We	wanted	to	go	to	the	top	of	the	tower	(inside	of	course)	but	

for	some	reason	the	Priest	in	charge	wouldn't	allow	it.	

	

At	another	time	our	whole	outfit	went	by	train	to	a	large	place	called	New	Chateau	I	

think	(am	not	sure	as	I	kept	no	record	of	it).	There	was	a	big	football	game	being	

played	there	and	we	M.P.'s	had	to	do	police	duty	for	the	game.	The	honored	guests	

at	this	game	were	the	King	and	Queen	of	Belgium.	So	I	got	to	see	royalty	that	day	

and	I	couldn't	see	(only	by	the	clothes	they	wore)	as	they	were	so	much	different	

from	the	others.	Again	on	this	trip	and	others	which	we	took	later,	we	rode	in	U.S.	

box	cars	and	some	of	these	had	a	toilet	in	one	end	of	the	car	which	was	lots	better	

than	getting	off	the	train	when	it	was	stopped.	While	in	Goudrecourt	I	got	to	see	and	

attend	the	88th	Division	horse	show	which	was	held	in	a	field	just	outside	of	town.	

About	noon	that	day	I	was	on	duty	directing	traffic	at	a	corner	when	General	

Pershing's	car	came	in	to	town	for	dinner.	Later	in	the	day	I	took	a	picture	of	the	car	

showing	the	4	stars.	I	can't	begin	to	tell	all	that	happened	so	will	say	that	our	work	

was	just	routine	from	then	on.	We	were	taken	on	hikes	just	to	keep	us	in	condition,	

sometimes	with	full	pack	(which	was	very	heavy)	and	other	times	only	with	light	

packs.	

	

Before	the	armistice	was	signed	our	truck	and	car	drivers	had	to	drive	without	lights	

and	it	always	got	me	when	I	saw	a	French	car	coming	and	could	do	nothing	about	it.	

In	the	city	of	Goudrecourt	we	had	three	traffic	posts,	two	of	which	were	at	times	

rather	busy.	We	generally	had	two	men	on	duty	until	around	midnight	when	two	

more	took	over.	These	had	to	walk	the	streets	all	night.	The	ones	on	duty	in	early	



 

evening	would	at	8	o'clock	have	to	see	that	all	service	men	were	out	of	the	taverns.	

The	officers	had	a	room	upstairs	and	we	had	to	go	up	to	tell	them	it	was	8	o'clock.		

	

Whenever	I	happened	to	be	on	duty	at	night,	I	used	to	stop	in	at	the	post	office	and	

one	of	my	buddies	who	worked	there	would	look	the	mail	over	and	if	there	was	a	

letter	for	me	would	let	me	have	it.	A	good	many	times	I	got	a	letter	in	the	middle	of	

the	night.	On	a	corner	not	far	from	Division	Headquarters	was	a	little	store	which	

was	run	by	a	very	nice	family.	Now	one	of	my	buddies	had	a	girl	friend	in	that	family	

and	one	evening	while	he	was	inside	I	was	setting	on	the	step	outside,	the	girl's	little	

sister	(about	7	or	8	years	old)	came	out	behind	me	and	dumped	a	small	bottle	of	

French	perfume	down	my	neck.	Did	I	smell,	and	for	several	days	after.	

	

After	spending	about	3	months	in	Goudrecourt	we	left	on	May	9,1919	and	now	we	

were	really	on	our	way	home,	this	was	a	beautiful	trip	as	we	traveled	through	a	part	

of	France	we	had	never	seen	before.	I	remember	seeing	rock	formations	where	cliff	

dwellers	had	lived	years	before.	Also	the	trees	were	so	pretty	at	this	time	of	year.	On	

May	11,	1919	we	arrived	at	the	town	of	LaSuze	where	we	joined	a	contingent	for	

homecoming.	While	in	LaSuze	we	used	to	play	volleyball	for	exercise	and	keep	us	

busy	until	the	day	arrived	for	us	to	move	out.	We	left	LaSuze	on	May	17,1919	and	

we	arrived	in	St.	Nazaiche	May	18	where	we	were	to	leave	for	home.	We	were	taken	

aboard	the	ship	Kouagegen	der	Nederlauden	which	means	Queen	of	the	

Netherlands.	It	was	an	old	Dutch	ship	and	the	accommodations	were	much	better	

there	then	the	one	we	came	over	on.	On	this	ship	we	had	bunks	and	I	remember	I	

was	assigned	to	a	lower	bunk	and	I	think	they	were	4	high.	I	was	glad	I	was	on	the	

bottom.	We	embarked	for	home	May	22	at	9	p.m.	with	3345	miles	to	go.	Everyday	at	

noon	after	that	on	the	bulletin	board	was	the	number	of	miles	we	had	made	the	day	

before.	Now	here	is	a	list	of	miles	each	day:	

	

May	23	 12	Noon	 197	miles	

	



 

We	were	now	at	Newport	News,	Virginia,	and	that	morning	June	4	we	were	taken	

out	to	Carey	Hill.	We	were	glad	to	get	ride	of	our	sea	legs	and	get	the	old	land	legs	

back	under	us	again.	We	were	there	a	day	or	so	and	on	June	11	we	got	on	the	train	

for	Camp	Dodge,	Iowa,	and	home.	I	remember	I	was	on	detail	the	1st	day	out	of	

Carey	Hill	helping	to	serve	the	mess	to	the	officers	on	the	train	and	that	was	one	of	

the	last	duties	I	had	in	the	Army.	We	arrived	back	in	Camp	Dodge	in	a	day	or	so	and	

on	June	15	was	given	my	discharge	from	Army	service.	We	were	each	given	going	

home	pay	and	a	ticket	back	to	our	point	of	enlistment.	My	ticket	would	let	me	travel	

all	the	way	to	Elkader	so	when	I	got	to	Waterloo	I	bought	a	ticket	and	changed	trains	

and	came	to	Manchester.	Here	I	called	home	in	the	middle	of	the	night	and	my	

brother	came	after	me.	Fern	Shock	who	had	been	discharged	the	same	day	was	on	

the	same	train	so	he	came	on	to	Edgewood	with	me.	Needless	to	say	after	just	about	

a	year	away	from	home,	I	was	glad	to	get	home	and	I	guess	everyone	was	glad	to	see	

me.	Was	I	glad	to	get	into	my	bed	that	night	after	what	I	had	slept	on	for	about	a	

year	

	

After	Returning	From	Service:	

	

Returned	to	the	U.S.	in	June	1919	and	after	my	discharge,	returned	to	my	home	near	

Edgewood	where	I	began	life	anew	on	the	farm.	It	was	right	after	corn	planting	time	

and	there	was	plenty	to	do	as	it	was	rather	bad	weather.	There	had	been	lots	of	rain	

and	the	ground	was	very	hard	so	there	was	plenty	of	missed	hills	to	be	planted	in.	

This	we	generally	did	with	what	was	called	junket	corn	(very	early)	and	pumpkin	

seeds.	We	always	raised	lots	of	pumpkins	those	days.	I	had	to	pick	up	where	I	had	

left	off	before	going	to	service.	The	field	work	was	all	done	those	days	by	horses	and	

that	made	plenty	of	chores	to	be	done.	It	didn't	take	me	long	to	get	used	to	the	work	

and	Dad	had	kept	my	share	of	the	stock	and	so	I	started	right	in	with	a	small	income.	

	

Elmer	had	been	married	before	I	went	to	service	and	was	living	on	the	Henry	Smith	

farm	1/2	mild	S.W.	of	the	old	farm.	My	younger	sister	had	been	helping	Dad	with	the	



 

chores	but	was	never	able	to	milk	cows,	which	was	all	done	by	hand	then.	We	

generally	kept	two	herds	of	cattle	those	days	the	milk	cows	were	kept	in	the	pasture	

near	the	barn	and	the	steers	and	other	young	cattle	were	in	the	back	pasture	which	

lay	next	to	the	creek.	

	

Things	went	along	as	usual	for	the	next	1	1/2	years	until	the	spring	of	1921	when	I	

decided	it	was	time	for	me	to	settle	down	and	get	married.	The	girl	I	was	in	love	

with	was	working	in	California	so	I	wrote	her	and	asked	her	to	come	home,	which	

she	did.	So	on	May	12	that	same	year	1921,	we	were	married	at	the	home	of	her	

parents,	Mr.	and	Mrs.	John	Welterlen.			John	Welterlen	and	his	two	sons,	Art	and	

Frank,	were	in	the	automobile	business.	At	that	time	(12	noon)	their	daughter,	

Grace	Blanche,	became	Mrs.	Bryan	Sherman.	We	left	that	evening	from	Oneida	for	

the	city	of	Des	Moines	where	we	spent	our	honeymoon.	While	there	we	visited	the	

capital	but	the	weather	was	so	bad	we	didn't	get	out	much.	We	returned	home	on	

Sunday	and	at	once	took	up	our	abode	with	my	family	who	at	that	time	consisted	of	

Dad	and	Mother	and	little	George	Hagensick	who	was	being	cared	for	by	his	

Grandmother	after	his	mother's	death.	Letha	and	Myrtle	had	both	been	married	and	

gone	by	themselves.	A	few	nights	after	we	returned	home	from	our	honeymoon,	we	

were	chiveried	by	a	bunch	of	friends	who	came	out	from	town.	We	had	rather	

expected	it	so	were	not	surprised	when	they	came.	

	

Soon	after	our	marriage	my	Dad	took	sick	and	early	in	the	month	of	June	he	passed	

away	just	a	few	days	before	his	65th	birthday.	After	his	death	and	the	estate	settled,	

I	took	over	the	management	of	the	farm.	I	was	also	appointed	trustee	of	the	estate	

until	it	was	finally	settled	and	each	one	had	his	or	her	share.	I	was	still	on	1/2	share	

with	mother	until	her	death	10	years	later.	At	that	time	I	took	over	as	sole	owner	

and	operator	of	the	home	place	which	consisted	of	160	acres.	

	

It	was	during	the	first	year	of	our	marriage	in	the	fall	that	our	hired	man	Locke	

Battier	went	out	after	breakfast	one	morning	and	hung	himself	in	a	hay	chute.	We	



 

were	shredding	that	day	at	Everett's	place	and	as	soon	as	I	found	Locke	I	called	

down	there	and	Fred	who	was	running	the	machine	came	right	up	and	climbed	the	

chute	and	let	him	down.	Our	shredding	work	stopped	until	after	the	funeral	a	couple	

of	days	later.	I	don't	need	to	say,	but	I	hated	to	use	that	hay	chute	for	quite	awhile	

afterwards.	It	was	the	chute	we	used	most	of	the	time	going	up	in	the	hay	mow.	We	

never	did	find	out	why	Locke	did	this	but	we	always	thought	he	had	a	reason.	He	

had	been	despondent	for	a	few	days	before	it	happened.	I	kept	a	hired	man	most	of	

the	time	and	in	the	winter	I	would	let	the	hired	man	do	the	day	chores	and	I	would	

take	my	dinner	and	go	to	the	woods	to	cut	wood	for	the	furnace	and	it	took	quite	a	

lot	to	keep	the	furnace	going	and	keep	the	house	comfortable.	

	

It	was	in	the	2nd	year	of	our	marriage	that	our	first	child	was	born,	a	girl.	We	named	

her	Marilynn	Annette	but	today	most	folks	just	call	her	Lynn.	This	was	September	

6,1922.	Sometime	during	the	next	year	or	so	mother	moved	to	town	where	she	lived	

with	Fred	and	Carrie	until	she	bought	the	house	now	used	by	Charles	Jacobs.	Fred	

had	rented	his	house	to	Letha	and	William	(one	sister	and	her	husband)	the	year	

before.	I	remember	helping	to	drive	the	cows	from	3	or	4	miles	east	of	Greeley	as	

nothing	was	being	moved	by	truck	those	days.	In	1925	on	July	30	our	2nd	child	was	

born	and	this	time	a	boy	-	we	named	him	Kenneth	K.		From	then	on	work	was	just	

routine	except	that	same	year	I	had	an	operation	for	appendicitis	at	St.	Luke's	in	

Cedar	Rapids.	I	was	there	for	8	or	10	days	but	leaving	a	hired	man	at	home	the	work	

went	on	as	usual	with	some	help	from	my	brothers.	

	

I	had	to	take	it	easy	for	a	while	after	getting	home	so	I	built	onto	the	south	side	of	

the	chicken	coop	to	make	room	for	more	chickens.	This	new	part	was	used	as	a	

place	to	feed	and	water	and	as	a	scratch	post.	The	old	part	was	for	roosting	and	

laying.	I	could	help	some	with	the	chores	but	I	got	out	of	such	things	as	shredding	

which	we	did	quite	a	lot	of	those	days.	From	then	on	as	the	children	grew	it	was	

seeing	to	the	children's	school	and	regular	farm	work.	

	



 

The	children	attended	the	same	school	in	the	country	that	I	did	except	a	little	more	

modern.	Now	before	going	to	high	school	they	had	to	pass	8th	grade	exercises	after	

which	they	went	to	Edgewood	High.	Marilynn	went	first,	of	course,	and	she	

graduated	in	1940	and	Kenneth	in	1942.	After	graduation	Marilynn	attended	

Dubuque	University	one	year	and	then	went	on	to	Chicago	to	study	nursing	in	a	

large	hospital	there.	She	was	there	about	a	year	and	while	there	she	became	ill	and	

had	to	have	an	operation	on	her	kidney	and	later	came	home	to	convalesce	and	she	

never	did	go	back.	Kenneth,	upon	his	graduation	from	high	school,	wanted	to	go	into	

the	service	of	his	country.	So	at	the	age	of	17	we	let	him	enlist	in	the	Navy.	We	would	

have	liked	to	have	him	stay	at	home	and	help	run	the	farm	but	like	many	youngsters,	

there	are	greener	pastures	away	from	home.	Marilynn	had	gone	to	Seattle	for	a	

while	and	had	a	job	in	a	nursing	home,	this	proved	beneficial	to	her	as	it	was	with	

the	training	she	got	in	Chicago	let	her	get	a	job	in	the	nursing	home	here	when	it	was	

built.	A	job	that	she	still	holds	at	this	writing	January	1975	

	

One	spring	brother	Fred	came	out	and	we	fixed	the	big	kettle	and	a	homemade	press	

and	made	maple	syrup	in	the	woodshed.	This	was	on	a	much	larger	scale	than	

where	mother	used	to	make	it	in	the	kitchen	on	the	old	cook	stove.	We	hauled	the	

sap	in	10	gallon	milk	cans.	That	spring	we	made	quite	a	lot	of	syrup	and	some	sugar.	

Several	years	before	when	Dad	was	still	alive	we	had	bought	200	-	10	quart	pails	

and	metal	spikes	on	which	we	could	hang	the	pails.	These	had	been	used	down	on	

the	bluff	in	the	back	pasture	by	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Jud	Steefer	who	made	syrup	on	shares	

for	a	couple	of	years.	Dad	and	Jud	had	made	a	log	cabin	big	enough	for	them	to	stay	

in	while	working.	They	also	made	a	log	shed	to	stable	the	horse	that	was	used	to	

haul	in	the	firewood	and	also	the	sap.	The	sap	was	cooked	in	large	kettles	hung	on	

poles.	The	second	year	they	had	a	pan	also.	One	year	my	wife	and	I	made	maple	

syrup	in	a	building	down	on	Emmett's	place.	Then	later	on	we	fixed	up	a	place	in	the	

pasture	back	of	the	barn.	This	was	after	Fred	started	helping	us	and	we	could	carry	a	

lot	of	the	sap	in	from	near	the	camp.	We	never	let	this	interfere	with	spring	work	as	

we	generally	quit	about	that	time	or	Fred	did	it	alone.		



 

Mother	passed	away	in	1931	and	the	estate	was	settled	so	each	one	had	a	share.	The	

4	boys	got	the	land	and	the	two	girls	and	George	Hagensick	(Verna's	son)	were	given	

a	cash	settlement.	

	

When	Kenneth	was	discharged	from	the	Navy	he	was	married	to	a	girl	Jean	Romero	

12-28-45	and	worked	awhile	in	California	before	coming	home.	This	marriage	didn't	

last	long.	They	were	divorced	and	she	went	back	to	California.	Kenneth	then	went	to	

work	for	a	lumber	company	in	Dubuque	where	he	met	and	married	Katherine	Lucile	

Heeren	6-16-50.	They	lived	in	Dubuque	for	some	time.	They	had	three	children,	

Roger	Allen,	Sandra	Marie,	and	Kevin	William.	

	

In	changing	jobs	they	moved	from	place	to	place	and	finally	work	took	him	to	

Kansas	where	he	still	lives	today.	Kay,	as	his	wife	was	called	after	living	with	him	

several	years,	finally	divorced	him	and	married	another	man.		Ken	finally	married	

another	girl	by	the	name	of	Jackie	Nelson.	They	have	no	children	of	their	own	but	

she	has	been	good	to	Kenneth's	own	children	and	they	all	like	her.	

	

It	was	different	with	our	1st	born	Marilynn.	She	married	Charles	Clark	and	has	five	

children.	She	and	her	husband	both	work	and	at	present	are	living	in	our	home	and	

helping	to	care	for	us	who	are	semi-invalid.	They	have	two	married	girls--Barbara	

Lynn	Sieglaff	who	lives	here	in	Edgewood	and	has	two	children,	Kathleen	and	John,;	

and	Doris	Jeanne	Nine	who	lives	in	Colorado	and	has	one	son	Michael.	They	also	

have	a	son	Frederick	Charles	who	is	in	service	in	Germany.	He	and	Nancy	Ruth	

Butcher	came	all	the	way	from	Germany	last	February	and	were	married	before	

going	back	to	await	their	discharge	some	time	next	year.	Chuck	and	Marilynn	have	

two	other	children	Gregory	Bryan	and	Mary	Beth	who	live	here	with	them	and	are	

still	in	school.	Chuck	who	most	of	his	life	has	been	a	truck	driver	is	at	present	

holding	the	job	as	Chief	of	Police	here	in	Edgewood.	He	also	works	with	the	Sheriffs	

of	both	Clayton	and	Delaware	Counties.	Marilynn	is	working	at	the	nursing	home	

located	here	in	town.	



 

	

Since	 leaving	 the	 farm,	which	at	 first	 rented	 to	my	nephew	George	Hagensick	and	

then	finally	sold	when	George	wanted	to	leave	the	farm,	I	have	worked	at	different	

jobs	 but	 mostly	 for	 Spahn	 and	 Rose	 Lumber	 Company	 where	 I	 got	 my	 Social	

Security.	

	

After	retiring	at	65	I	only	worked	part	time	as	I	took	out	my	Social	Security	and	

could	only	earn	so	much.	Later	my	nephew,	George,	bought	the	Hatchery	and	I	

helped	him	out	there.	I	had	worked	some	there	before	that	and	was	familiar	with	the	

work.	We	had	an	egg	route	and	would	bring	the	30	dozen	cases	in	and	store	them	in	

a	cooler	where	they	were	picked	up	once	a	week	by	a	truck	and	hauled	away	to	a	

processing	plant.	Later	on	the	Atkautle	Pacific	Company	established	a	processing	

plant	at	New	Hampton	and	for	several	years	we	hauled	eggs	up	there.	For	a	while	

we	made	two	trips	per	week	and	later	only	one	and	some	days	we	had	a	track	full.	

He	also	handled	feed	and	I	used	to	help	unload	that	until	I	had	to	quit.	He	also	

hatched	baby	chicks	for	a	few	years	and	sometimes	had	several	thousand	in	

batteries	in	the	basement.	That	made	lots	of	extra	work	to	feed	and	water	and	

change	the	papers	in	the	trays	everyday.	He	doesn't	hatch	anymore	but	buys	chicks	

that	he	sells	to	customers.	

	

Grace	(my	wife)	took	out	her	Social	Security	at	age	62	and	that	winter	we	took	a	trip	

to	California	to	see	my	oldest	sister	Myrtle	and	also	a	nephew	and	family	who	lived	

there.	We	were	there	for	about	a	month	and	then	went	North	to	see	Grace's	sister	in	

Seattle.	It	was	a	wonderful	trip	but	before	we	left	home	Grace's	brother	Frank	

Welterlen	had	a	bad	stroke	and	we	were	very	concerned	about	him.	He	needed	extra	

care	so	when	we	came	home	Grace's	sister	Gladyce	came	back	with	us	to	be	with	

him	for	awhile.	Now	going	back	to	our	trip	to	California	and	Washington.	I	will	try	

and	make	it	short	but	there	are	something's	that	I	must	tell.	

	



 

We	had	never	taken	a	long	trip	together.	We	got	on	the	train	in	Marion	and	stayed	in	

the	same	car	all	the	way	to	Los	Angeles.	Instead	of	carrying	food	with	us	we	ate	in	

the	dining	car	which	was	a	novelty	to	me	and	I	enjoyed	it.	Folks	had	told	us	that	it	

was	very	expensive	to	eat	in	a	diner	but	we	found	out	it	was	all	in	the	way	one	

orders.	When	we	arrived	in	Los	Angeles	we	had	a	long	walk	up	a	ramp	from	where	

we	got	off	the	train	to	the	main	depot.	On	reaching	the	depot	a	friend	of	ours,	Will	

Jones,	was	there	waiting	for	us.	We	had	several	hours	to	wait	before	our	train	would	

leave	for	San	Diego,	so	Will	took	us	in	his	car	and	showed	us	around	Los	Angeles.	

The	first	place	we	visited	was	Forest	Lawn,	which	is	a	cemetery	but	one	of	the	sight-

seeing	spots	of	the	city.	At	Forest	Lawn	we	saw	the	show	shown	there	nearly	every	

day	on	a	mammoth	screen.	I	can't	begin	to	tell	what	we	saw	there	as	one	needs	to	

visit	it	to	appreciate	it.	We	drove	around	through	Hollywood	and	to	Will's	home	and	

then	later	had	our	lunch	after	which	he	took	us	to	his	sister's	place	several	miles	out	

in	the	country	but	near	a	town	where	we	could	get	our	train	later	on	in	P.M.	When	

we	reached	San	Diego	my	nephew	and	wife	were	there	to	meet	us	and	take	us	to	

their	home	in	LeMesa	which	was	about	25	miles	distance.	We	found	out	that	our	

heavy	luggage	was	still	in	Los	Angeles	so	we	would	have	to	come	back	after	it.	We	

had	our	supper	at	Don's	house	and	then	he	took	us	out	to	my	sister	Myrtle's	and	her	

husband	Frank	Parker	lived	in	El	Cajon	about	4	miles	from	LeMesa.	This	was	in	

February	and	while	there,	we	celebrated	my	birthday	2/27.	While	there,	my	

brother-in-law	used	to	take	us	on	short	drives	out	to	see	the	orchards	and	I	got	to	

pick	my	first	fruit	of	that	kind.	He	had	a	friend	who	had	a	few	trees	of	all	kinds	and	

he	would	let	us	pick	our	own	fruit.	While	there	I	picked,	wrapped,	shipped	a	couple	

boxes	of	oranges	home,	so	the	folks	back	home	could	have	just	fresh	from	the	trees.	

Doris	took	us	on	longer	drives	a	couple	of	times	into	Mexico.	We	were	also	up	to	the	

large	telescope	on	top	of	Mt.	Palomar.		We	were	up	there	for	a	long	1/2	day.	

	

On	another	trip	we	visited	a	friend	whose	house	was	built	with	native	rocks	left	

right	in	the	rooms	rather	than	moving	them.	It	was	on	that	trip	we	visited	some	hot	

springs	and	tasted	the	water,	which	I	didn't	really	care	for.	One	day	Doris	took	us	to	



 

the	city	of	Redlands	to	see	the	Marshburns.	He	had	been	our	Minister	here	for	a	few	

years	and	was	counselor	for	young	people	in	the	college	there	with	his	office	in	the	

library.	We	had	dinner	with	them	and	returned	home	late	in	the	p.m.	I	mustn't	

forget	the	evening	we	spent	with	the	Bernard	Shaffer's.	His	parents	had	been	good	

friends	of	ours	before	they	left	Edgewood.	His	father	Bert	was	the	photographer	in	

town	for	many	years	and	when	he	closed	shop	here	he	brought	all	the	old	picture	

plates	out	and	dropped	them	in	a	sink	hole	on	the	farm.	Today	if	we	had	some	of	

those	old	pictures	they	would	be	nice	in	getting	ready	for	the	bicentennial	

celebration.	

	

Well	on	letting	Bernard	know	we	were	at	Myrtle's	he	said	they	would	come	after	us	

for	supper	on	a	certain	night.	After	supper	and	a	pleasant	evening	we	went	for	a	

drive	around	the	city.	The	lights	are	very	bright	and	beautiful	in	the	hills	around	the	

city	of	San	Diego.	After	our	stay	at	my	sister's	and	nephew's	we	boarded	the	train	for	

Los	Angeles	where	we	were	met	by	Grace's	nephew,	Jim	Welterlen,	who	took	us	out	

to	his	house	that	a.m.	where	we	had	dinner,	then	he	took	us	to	his	sister	Betty	Lou	

Springer's	where	we	were	to	spend	a	couple	of	days	before	going	on	North	to	

Seattle.	

	

Grace's	brother	Arthur	and	wife	were	visiting	there	at	the	time.	In	the	evening	of	the	

third	day	we	boarded	the	train	near	their	place	and	in	the	morning	were	in	Oakland.	

We	were	able	to	get	a	lunch	in	the	depot	there	before	getting	on	the	train	called	the	

Shasta	Daylight	which	took	us	up	over	the	mountains	for	Portland.	It	was	a	very	

interesting	trip	as	at	times	we	could	look	out	the	window	and	see	both	ends	of	the	

train	as	it	went	around	some	of	the	curves.	We	reached	Portland	about	midnight,	

changing	trains	for	Seattle	where	we	arrived	in	the	early	morning	and	then	took	a	

taxi	out	to	Grace's	sister,	Gladyce's	home.	She	lived	a	long	ways	from	the	depot.	

While	in	Seattle	we	got	to	see	quite	a	lot	of	beautiful	places.	A	lady	friend	of	

Gladyce's	took	Gladyce	and	us	on	several	drives.	One	morning	we	went	clear	across	

the	city	to	see	an	aunt	of	George	Hagensick's	who	served	us	delicious	lemon	pie.	We	



 

had	made	arrangements	to	see	the	Ernie	Clark's	in	another	part	of	the	city	and	on	a	

Sunday	our	nephew	Jim	Rhodes	took	us	over	to	their	place	where	we	spent	the	day.	

After	dinner	we	went	for	a	drive	around	that	part	of	the	city	and	I	remember	the	

streets	were	a	little	slippery.	He	took	us	across	the	largest	floating	bridge	in	the	

world	(I	think)	and	I	believe	it	was	all	made	of	cement.	

	

Some	other	places	we	visited	in	Seattle	were	the	Crescent	Spice	Factory,	where	

Ernie	Clark	worked.	We	had	supper	at	a	famous	pancake	place	that	was	built	in	the	

shape	of	a	teepee	so	all	fumes	from	the	pancakes	went	out	a	hole	in	the	top.	At	

another	time	Jim	took	us	to	a	smorgasbord	up	on	the	Avenue	from	where	we	could	

see	the	Ice	Cream	Mountain	(Mt.	Rainier).	If	the	visibility	was	very	good	we	

sometimes	could	get	a	glimpse	of	it	from	Gladyce's	house.	When	we	looked	out	her	

front	door	or	windows	we	could	look	across	the	Lake	to	the	Cascades	which	at	some	

times	were	very	pretty.	Our	tickets	were	to	run	out	April	18	so	we	soon	had	to	leave	

for	home.	We	got	our	reservations	and	as	Gladyce	was	coming	with	us	she	was	able	

to	get	a	seat	just	across	the	aisle	from	ours.	As	our	seats	were	only	a	few	steps	from	

the	Dome	Car	I	spent	a	good	deal	of	my	time	up	there	where	I	could	see	the	scenery	

much	better.	We	went	local	train	from	Seattle	to	Portland	where	we	got	on	the	train	

that	brought	us	home.	

	

As	we	were	about	ready	to	leave	Portland	the	police	came	through	the	car	and	

looked	under	every	seat,	looking	for	something,	we	never	did	find	out	what.	After	a	

very	good	trip	we	got	into	Marion,	Iowa	about	8	o'clock	in	the	morning	4/18	the	day	

our	tickets	ran	out.	

	

Here	at	home	that	year	we	were	having	a	late	spring	so	there	hadn't	been	much	

farm	work	done	yet.	Now	going	back	some	time--I	had	rented	the	farm	to	my	

nephew	George	Hagensick	who	stayed	on	it	until	I	sold	to	Robert	and	Rayma	Fisher.	

George	got	interested	in	the	chicken	business	and	finally	got	a	job	with	Glen	Fobes,	

where	we	were	selling	eggs	for	hatching	at	the	time,	and	later	with	his	son	George	



 

Jr.,	he	bought	the	business	from	Fobes.	George	bought	the	house	he	now	lives	in	

here	in	town	and	after	our	sale	he	moved	to	town.	Now	at	this	writing	my	younger	

sister	Letha	and	I	are	the	only	ones	left	of	the	old	family	as	the	other	members	have	

passed	on,	Earnest	in	Strawberry	Point	1-10-44,	Fred	in	Edgewood	11/59,	Elmer	in	

Edgewood	2/10/68,	Myrtle	in	El	Cajon,	California	3-17-67.	As	before	mentioned	

Verna	in	Elkader	12/6/16.	

	

During	the	year	of	1958	I	went	to	the	Veterans	Hospital	in	Iowa	City	and	had	a	
hernia	operation	which	in	a	few	years	came	back	and	was	causing	trouble.	So	in	
1973	on	April	3	I	went	again	to	have	it	done	again.	While	there	they	game	me	a	
complete	physical	and	found	I	needed	a	prostate	operation	so	I	had	that	done	first.	
Before	I	got	done,	I	had	two	hernia	operations	so	it	was	the	middle	of	the	summer	
before	I	got	home	to	stay.	My	arthritis	was	quite	bad	so	they	loaned	me	a	walker	to	
get	around	with	when	I	came	home.	Then	in	late	January,	Grace	woke	me	up	one	
morning	to	call	the	doctor	and	Marilynn.	The	doctor	came	and	said	she	should	be	in	
the	hospital.	Chuck	was	gone	but	our	granddaughter	was	home	and	she	came	and	
they	took	her	to	the	hospital	at	Manchester.	She	was	there	a	few	days	when	the	
doctor	let	her	come	home	but	after	being	here	a	few	days	I	found	I	couldn't	take	care	
of	her	alone,	so	she	was	sent	back	to	hospital	and	finally	the	doctor	allowed	her	to	
come	to	the	Convalescent	Home	here	in	Edgewood	where	she	spent	three	months.	
The	last	part	of	May	she	was	allowed	to	come	home	to	stay.	She	has	fully	recovered	
now	and	helps	some	with	the	housework,	but	she	is	taking	medicine	4	or	5	times	a	
day.	We	were	very	glad	that	she	was	able	to	come	home	at	all.	
	

I	must	go	back	again	to	the	many	trips	Mom	and	I	took	with	the	car.	For	a	few	days	
after	we	were	semi-retired	we	made	one	and	sometimes	two	trips	to	Kansas	to	visit	
Kenneth	and	family.	We	made	one	quite	a	long	trip	in	an	old	49	Ford	when	we	went	
to	Montana	and	then	on	the	way	home	we	went	south	across	Nebraska	to	Kansas.	
Another	time	when	in	Kansas	we	came	home	through	Missouri	and	made	a	stop	in	
the	country	outside	of	California,	Missouri.	On	one	trip	we	went	down	into	Arkansas	
but	most	of	our	traveling	was	around	our	home	state	and	Kansas.	I	have	been	in	
most	of	the	counties	of	Iowa	and	also	have	visited	several	places	in	Illinois	and	
Wisconsin.	Most	of	this	driving	was	done	by	my	wife	as	I	had	quit	driving	in	later	



 

years.	After	my	wife's	sickness	she	also	gave	up	her	license	to	drive	so	now	when	we	
go	anywhere	we	must	depend	on	others.	
	
1980	Back	again	-	In	early	March	1979,	on	getting	ready	for	bed	I	found	I	had	blood	

in	my	urine,	so	the	next	day	back	to	Iowa	City	to	the	Vet's	Hospital	again.	I	was	there	

a	few	days	then	came	home,	but	in	a	short	while	had	to	go	back	again.	This	time	they	

gave	me	intravenous	and	antibiotics	for	an	infection.	I	came	home	after	about	a	

week	but	have	had	to	go	back	for	a	checkup	several	times.	Am	due	to	go	back	the	last	

part	of	July	for	another.	Have	been	taking	medicine	all	this	time	

	

	

The	family	and	also	the	community	were	shocked	when	the	day	after	Christmas	

George	s.	Hagensick	was	in	a	terrible	car	accident	and	died	in	the	hospital	early	the	

next	morning.	He	is	sadly	missed	by	all	

	

Resume:	

	

One	night	in	a	dream	I	was	wondering	what	to	call	this	last	chapter	and	a	word	came	

to	mind	one	which	I	wasn't	even	familiar	with.	The	next	day	I	looked	it	up	in	the	

dictionary	and	that	is	why	I	am	using	it.	Perhaps	I	should	have	used	the	ward	

(summary)	but	I	considered	it	more	than	just	that	this	has	been	an	introduction	to	

my	last	chapter.	

	

We	can't	stop	here	but	must	take	time	to	tell	some	of	the	changes	that	have	taken	

place	since	my	birth	on	February	27,	1892.	I	think	a	good	place	to	start	is	with	the	

sanitary	changes.	Of	course	for	the	first	few	years,	mother	took	care	of	my	bath	and	

personal	needs	and	I	don't	suppose	that	is	so	much	different	than	they	do	now.	Only	

now	they	have	more	to	start	with.	

	

When	I	was	born	there	were	no	hospitals	close	and	all	babies	were	born	in	the	

house.	(Even	after	I	was	married	both	of	our	children	were	born	at	home).	I	



 

remember	the	old	wash	tub	of	water	where	several	took	a	bath	before	the	water	

was	finally	thrown	out.	This	was	generally	on	Saturday	night.	Of	course	we	kids	had	

to	wash	our	feet	every	night	before	going	to	bed	(especially	when	going	barefoot).	

Then	there	was	the	toilet,	which	at	that	time	and	for	many	years	was	a	small	

wooden	building	in	the	back	yard	some	distance	from	the	house.	For	our	use	at	

night	we	had	the	pot	under	the	bed,	(generally	one	in	each	room).	This	pot	was	by	

some	called	the	thunder	mug.	This	had	to	be	emptied	every	day	and	the	job	fell	to	

whoever	was	doing	the	chamber	work	that	day.	This	of	course	became	obsolete	

when	we	put	running	water	in	the	house	and	changed	over	one	of	the	bedrooms	and	

made	a	bathroom	and	store	room	out	of	it.	Our	first	pressure	pump	was	one	that	

was	pumped	by	hand	which	was	rather	hard	work	and	finally	after	electricity	came	

to	us,	we	had	our	electric	pump,	and	still	later	the	well	itself.	Our	bathroom	had	a	

tub,	a	flush	stool	and	a	lavatory	or	small	sink.	This	was	on	the	second	floor.	So	that	

Dad	and	Mother	didn't	have	to	go	upstairs,	they	installed	a	stool	in	a	closet	

downstairs.	We	also	piped	water	to	the	barn,	hog	house	and	chicken	house.	We	had	

a	large	tank	for	the	stock	in	the	cow	yard.	This	was	quite	a	change	from	what	my	

mother	had	to	do	early	in	her	married	life	when	she	carried	water	1/8	mile	for	most	

of	her	housework	until	a	well	was	drilled.	

	

Another	great	change	I	have	seen	was	in	transportation.	In	my	early	days	we	either	

had	to	walk	or	ride	a	horse	or	drive	a	horse	hitched	to	a	buggy.	In	the	winter	it	was	a	

sleigh	or	bobsled.	It	was	in	my	early	years	in	high	school	1906	that	I	saw	and	rode	in	

the	1st	car	I	ever	saw.	It	was	about	1914	when	Dad	bought	his	1st	and	only	car,	a	

REO.	Dad	tried	to	learn	to	drive	it	but	was	too	nervous,	so	he	had	me	learn.	Since	

then	I	have	owned	several	cars,	but	that	was	the	only	new	car	I	ever	had.	Nowadays,	

with	the	trains	most	all	gone,	when	one	wants	to	take	a	trip,	he	or	she	goes	by	car	

but	if	in	a	hurry	they	may	go	by	airplane.	

	

Another	change	is	the	way	farm	work	is	done	now	compared	to	my	early	years.	My	

first	recollection	of	farming	was	with	a	team	of	horses	hitched	to	a	one-bottom	plow.	



 

It	took	a	long	time	to	plow	a	field	one	furrow	at	a	time.	I	think	that	was	the	main	

reason	they	did	so	much	fall	plowing	in	those	days.	Then	in	the	spring	the	ground	

was	ready	to	be	worked.	It	was	worked	down	with	a	disc	and	drag	to	get	it	smooth	

enough	to	plant.	Much	of	the	new	land	in	those	days	contained	hazel	brush	roots	

which	had	to	be	loosened	and	pulled	out	before	planting	time.	They	used	a	heavy	A-

shaped	drag	which	was	made	of	heavy	wood	and	large	drag	teeth	which	would	

loosen	the	roots	so	they	could	be	picked	up	and	burned.	My	1st	recollection	of	

planting	corn	was	the	old	4	row	marker	made	like	4	sled	runners	and	if	one	wanted	

to	cultivate	both	ways,	the	field	would	be	cross	marked	and	with	hand	planters	the	

corn	was	planted	in	each	cross.	Later	on	came	the	mechanical	planters	with	the	

checkwire	which	planted	the	hills	so	it	could	be	cultivated	both	ways.	Later	on	and	

still	in	use	today	are	the	tractor	driven	planters	that	not	only	plant	the	corn	but	

sows	fertilizer	and	herbicide	to	kill	the	weeds	so	that	one	doesn't	have	to	cultivate	

much	if	any	at	all.		Another	phase	of	farming	is	the	way	harvesting	is	done	now	

compared	to	how	it	was	done	over	80	years	ago.	I	have	followed	it	through	from	the	

use	of	the	old	fashioned	cradle	(which	was	a	large	scythe	blade	mounted	on	a	

crooked	handle	with	4	wooden	tines	to	catch	and	hold	the	grain	until	it	could	be	laid	

in	a	windrow),	later	to	be	raked	into	and	tied	in	bundles	with	a	wisp	of	the	grain	

itself.	Next	was	the	binder	drawn	by	3	or	4	horses	and	the	grain	elevated	by	the	use	

of	canvases	up	through	the	machine	where	it	was	tied	into	bundles	by	a	needle	with	

binder	twine	then	kicked	out	on	the	ground.	Later	there	was	a	bundle	carrier	to	

carry	the	bundles	and	placed	in	rows	by	a	foot	lever	operated	by	the	man	on	the	

seat.	

	

From	the	binder	to	the	combine	which	either	takes	the	grain	from	windrows	or	cuts	

the	standing	grain	and	working	like	a	threshing	machine,	threshes	the	grain	and	

elevates	it	to	the	top	of	the	combine	where	it	is	later	emptied	into	a	wagon	or	truck.	I	

have	also	seen	this	threshing	done	by	the	use	of	a	device	called	a	flail	(a	long	pole	

and	a	shorter	with	leather	thongs).	In	the	early	years	until	we	had	our	own	

threshing	machine	we	always	threshed	our	buckwheat	that	way	or	just	used	a	fork.	



 

We	generally	did	this	in	a	wagon	box	or	spread	a	canvas	on	the	ground	right	out	in	

the	field.	I	also	have	followed	the	job	of	harvesting	when	the	bundles	were	placed	in	

shocks	in	the	field	a	few	days	to	dry,	then	hauled	and	put	in	stacks	(8	or	10	loads	to	a	

stack)	with	4	stacks	in	a	set	so	the	machine	could	be	pulled	in	between	and	4	stacks	

could	be	worked	on	at	one	time.	Until	Earnest	was	old	enough	to	do	it,	this	was	

generally	done	by	a	neighbor.	Later	on	Elmer	used	to	do	some	of	the	stacking.	The	

first	threshing	machines	I	remember	were	hand	fed.	A	man	stood	on	a	platform	in	

front	of	the	cylinders	and	guided	the	bundles	of	grain	into	the	cylinder	after	the	

bands	or	twine	had	been	cut	by	a	fellow	standing	on	each	side.	These	fellows	had	

what	were	called	band	knives	generally	homemade	from	sickle	sections	riveted	into	

a	piece	of	wood	8	or	10	inches	long	and	fastened	to	the	wrist	with	a	leather	string.	

These	were	kept	sharp	and	the	one	using	them	had	to	be	very	careful	not	to	cut	the	

hand	of	the	feeder.	Next	came	the	self	feeder	which	stuck	out	in	front	of	the	cylinder	

with	a	lag	that	carried	the	bundles	through	a	set	of	rotating	knives	that	cut	the	

bands	before	the	bundle	went	into	the	cylinder.	The	bundles	were	all	supposed	to	go	

into	the	machines	head	first.	

	

The	power	used	I	have	seen	from	the	horse	power	where	teams	of	horses	(I	think	

generally	four)	were	hitched	to	sweeps	and	straps	used	on	their	bits	so	they	had	to	

go	in	a	circle	and	a	tumbling	rod	ran	from	this	power	unit	to	the	cylinder	of	the	

thresher.	Then	came	the	steam	engine	which	had	to	be	fired	by	hand	with	whatever	

the	farmer	had	on	hand.	We	generally	saved	the	old	used	fence	posts	which	had	to	

be	cut	up	by	the	man	who	ran	the	tank	wagon	to	have	the	water	for	the	boiler.	Then	

came	the	engine	called	the	oil	pull	which	used	gasoline	to	start	and	then	switched	to	

a	heavy	grade	of	fuel.	Then	came	the	farm	tractor	so	you	see	I	have	seen	most	modes	

of	threshing	grain.	I	even	saw	them	thresh	with	a	horse	on	a	treadmill	while	over	in	

France.	It	was	a	rather	small	machine	and	one	man	tied	the	straw	in	bundles	for	

storage	after	the	grain	was	threshed	off.	

	



 

With	corn	it	was	quite	different.	In	my	early	years	and	until	middle	age	or	past	all	

corn	was	husked	by	hand	and	all	being	done	in	cold	weather	the	fingers	got	mighty	

cold	at	sometimes	especially	if	there	was	snow	at	the	time.	One	used	a	husking	peg	

on	right	hand	for	right	handed	men	and	on	left	hand	for	left	handed	men.	This	was	

worn	on	the	fingers	and	later	there	was	the	hook	generally	worn	on	the	thumb	side	

of	the	palm.	Of	course	one	had	to	wear	gloves	or	mittens	to	keep	hands	warm.	Now-

a-days	they	go	into	the	field	with	a	machine	that	picks	and	shells	the	corn	in	one	

operation	two	and	sometimes	4	rows	at	a	time.	At	this	time	if	there	is	too	much	

moisture	in	the	shelled	corn	it	is	run	through	a	dryer	before	it	is	put	in	storage.	

Some	farmers	and	dairymen	pick	this	high	moisture	corn	and	run	it	through	a	

machine	that	makes	it	look	almost	like	corn	meal.	This	is	stored	in	silos	for	feed	to	

cows	or	feeder	cattle.		

In	the	early	years	there	were	no	beans	raised	only	for	human	use.	For	the	last	25	or	

30	years	families	have	been	raising	soy	beans,	a	rather	high	protein	feed,	this	is	now	

getting	to	be	one	of	the	main	farm	crops.	

	

Another	big	change	is	the	handling	of	the	fertilizer	or	manure	from	the	livestock	on	

the	farm.	In	my	early	days	and	until	I	was	out	of	school	all	manure	was	hauled	to	the	

field	on	either	a	wagon	or	sled	and	spread	by	hand	with	a	fork.	Some	days	in	the	

cold	weather	one	got	mighty	cold	standing	out	there	spreading	the	manure.	

Sometimes	in	the	winter	when	the	snow	was	too	deep	in	the	fields,	the	manure	was	

thrown	out	in	a	pile	(which	sometimes	got	very	big	before	spring).	I	remember	our	

first	spreader,	it	was	a	Robinson,	and	the	whole	bottom	of	the	spreader	moved	when	

unloading.	It	was	made	of	lumber	about	1x3	hinged	together	at	the	ends	which	ran	

on	bottoms	of	track	on	each	side	of	box.	It	was	propelled	by	a	large	chain	sprocket	

on	the	rear	spreader	wheel.	This	furnished	the	power	that	ran	the	beater	that	

scattered	the	manure	and	also	brought	the	load	back	to	the	beater.	This	was	not	too	

good	a	success	in	the	winter	except	on	warm	days.	On	those	days	we	sometimes	

hauled	all	day.	In	real	cold	weather	the	carrier	lag	used	to	freeze.	During	my	lifetime	

we	had	many	kinds	of	spreaders	but	we	kept	that	old	spreader	around	even	for	



 

years	after	we	couldn't	use	it	for	manure.	We	took	out	the	lag	bottoms	and	put	in	

boards	and	used	the	receiving	gears	and	box	for	hauling	pumpkins	and	picking	feed	

for	the	pigs	in	early	fall.	It	was	around	the	farm	for	many	years.	We	always	had	to	

clean	the	barn	by	hand	and	now	most	farms	have	a	barn	cleaner	which	elevates	the	

manure	into	the	spreader	or	pile	to	be	hauled	later.	Some	large	dairy	farmers	have	a	

pit	in	their	barn	for	liquid	manure,	which	is	then	pumped	into	a	tank	wagon	

spreader	(called	a	Honey	Wagon)	and	then	hauled	to	the	field	in	liquid	form.	

	

Our	cows	were	always	allowed	to	go	to	pasture	both	day	and	night.	Most	large	dairy	

farmer's	cows	nowadays	never	see	a	pasture,	but	are	dry	fed	year	around	and	are	

kept	in	the	barn	and	exercise	yard	all	the	time.	There	is	an	old	joke	about	a	grocery	

clerk	asking	his	customer	if	he	would	like	the	milk	placed	in	a	paper	bag.		“No	

thanks!		Just	leave	it	in	the	bottle!”		That	joke	has	long	fallen	by	the	wayside,	as	for	

years	all	milk	has	been	delivered	in	paper	cartons	and	now	even	in	plastic.		

	

All	our	young	stock,	which	consisted	of	dairy	heifers	and	a	bunch	of	steers,	always	

were	kept	in	the	back	pasture	in	later	years	and	cows	were	kept	in	the	pasture	

nearer	home.	Always	after	a	rain	storm	we	had	to	go	down	to	fix	the	creek	fence	

which	sometimes	was	quite	a	job,	and	many	times	we	would	hardly	get	home	before	

going	back	and	doing	it	over	again	and	sometimes	we	would	maybe	spend	a	whole	

day	hunting	for	some	of	the	cattle	after	a	storm.	Sometimes	we	would	find	some	that	

had	been	struck	by	lightening.	As	we	always	carried	insurance	we	were	reimbursed	

for	those.	When	Bear	Creek	got	on	a	rampage,	there	generally	wasn't	much	fence	left	

in	the	creek	crossing.	At	these	times	if	the	cattle	got	there	ahead	of	us,	we	would	

have	to	hunt	them	up.	

	

I	can	remember	back	when	you	could	buy	a	Sunday	newspaper	for	a	nickel.	Now	

(1975)	our	Cedar	Rapids	paper	delivered	to	the	door	is	95	cents	per	week.	The	

Sunday	Des	Moines	Register	paper	was	bigger	in	those	days.		



 

	

Another	thing	I	remember	was	making	homemade	ice	cream.	A	pudding	was	made	

with	eggs	and	milk	with	sugar	and	flour	(or	something	else	for	thickening).	This	was	

cooked	and	then	thinned	with	whole	milk	and	cream	with	one	favorite	flavoring.	

This	was	put	in	a	can	with	paddles	that	turned	where	the	crank	on	the	wooden	tub	

or	freezer	was	turned.	This	can	was	filled	nearly	full	then	the	cover	was	clamped	on,	

then	the	work	started.	A	mixture	of	chipped	ice	and	salt	were	packed	around	the	can	

inside	the	wooden	tub	when	the	crank	was	turned	the	can	went	one	way	and	the	

paddles	just	opposite	so	as	to	stirring	the	mixture	inside.	We	kids	always	liked	to	be	

there	when	the	freezing	was	done	and	the	paddles	removed	from	the	freezer.	We	

always	got	to	lick	the	ice	cream	off	the	paddles.	Very	few	folks	make	ice	cream	

anymore	as	commercial	ice	cream	is	so	plentiful	and	can	be	bought	at	any	store,	but	

for	some	reason	it	just	doesn't	taste	like	the	old	homemade	kind.	

	

We	always	had	a	good	supply	of	ice	as	we	always	filled	the	icehouse	every	winter	

with	cakes	of	ice	packed	in	sawdust.	No	one	anymore	packs	ice	as	there	are	

commercial	ice	machines	run	by	electricity	which	furnish	what	ice	is	used	

nowadays.	The	old	wooden	ice	box	that	was	used	is	gone	as	the	electric	refrigerators	

have	taken	it's	place	and	the	food	locker	has	boxes	to	rent	at	their	plant	so	that	one	

can	store	all	kinds	of	meat,	fruits,	and	vegetables.	The	locker	plant	also	does	most	of	

the	butchering	anymore	and	cuts	up	and	packages	and	freezes	the	meat	for	storage.	

Some	people	have	a	home	freezer	which	will	hold	quite	a	lot	of	food	and	all	

refrigerators	have	a	freezer	compartment	to	store	food	in	to	be	kept	for	any	length	

of	time,	also	makes	ice	cubes.	

	

We	had	no	telephone	in	the	early	days	and	it	might	be	several	days	before	we	would	

hear	any	news.	We	finally	got	a	telephone	and	about	the	same	time	got	rural	

delivery	of	the	mail	right	to	a	box	out	by	the	side	of	the	road	in	front	of	the	house.	

With	mail	delivery	we	got	our	mail	every	weekday.	At	times	the	mail	carrier	drove	a	

team	of	horses	hitched	to	a	buggy	or	sleigh	in	winter.	Some	carriers	had	a	boxed	in	



 

affair	built	on	a	running	gears	so	he	could	ride	inside,	out	of	the	weather.	This	had	a	

glass	front	with	a	slot	to	run	the	reins	through	with	which	to	drive	the	horses.	

Before	rural	delivery	we	got	our	mail	whenever	we	went	to	the	post	office	after	it,	

and	during	my	high	school	years	I	used	to	bring	it	home	unless	Dad	had	picked	it	up	

in	the	morning	when	he	was	on	the	milk	route.	Now	with	air	service	a	letter	will	go	

or	come	from	Germany	in	3	or	4	days.	At	Christmas	time	we	had	a	package	from	

Germany	which	had	been	sent	by	our	Grandson	and	wife	which	took	only	4	days	for	

it	to	come.	

	

News,	which	years	ago	took	days,	weeks	or	even	months	to	travel	around	the	world,	

now	reaches	the	same	distance	within	minutes	from	the	time	it	happens.	This	news	

is	relayed	by	satellite	through	television	or	radio.	Pictures	are	even	transported	the	

same	way	and	when	our	astronauts	were	on	the	moon	we	could	even	see	them	

moving	around.	

	

We	get	our	weather	reports	now	by	television	long	before	they	happen,	so	one	now	

can	prepare	for	bad	weather	ahead	of	time.	Of	course	the	process	sometimes	makes	

mistakes	but	in	most	cases	can	be	depended	on.	Years	before	a	lot	of	this	was	mere	

guess	work.	

	

Our	language	has	even	changed	with	the	addition	of	many	new	words.	I	am	not	

elaborating	on	these	as	I	am	not	too	familiar	with	them.	

	

I	can	remember	when	we	had	six	trains	a	day	through	this	town	of	Edgewood,	four	

passenger	and	two	freight.	One	could	get	on	the	train	here	and	make	connections	for	

most	any	part	of	the	United	States.	When	Dad	and	Mother	attended	the	World's	Fair	

in	San	Francisco,	they	got	on	the	excursion	car	here	and	rode	the	same	car	all	the	

way.	It	was	slower	traveling	those	days.	Now	a	person	can	get	on	airplanes	and	in	a	

matter	of	hours	be	most	anywhere	in	the	world.	To	get	this	plane	one	has	to	go	to	

one	of	the	bigger	cities	where	there	is	a	large	airfield.	Anymore	if	one	wants	to	travel	



 

by	rail	they	have	to	drive	half	way	across	the	country	to	find	a	train.	I	have	never	

been	on	an	airplane	and	at	my	age	I	don't	expect	to	do	much	more	traveling	anyway.	

I	would	have	liked	to	take	just	one	ride	on	a	plane,	but	I	don't	much	care.		I	have	

been	across	the	Atlantic	Ocean	both	ways	by	boat	and	have	seen	the	Pacific	Ocean	

and	rode	on	a	ferry	in	it.	I	have	visited	Canada	and	been	in	Mexico	a	couple	of	times,	

have	seen	a	good	part	of	the	United	States	and	spent	about	nine	months	over	in	

France	in	World	War	I,	so	I	have	no	kick	coming.	I	have	lived	through	the	time	of	five	

wars.	The	Spanish-American,	W.W.I,	W.W.II,	Korean,	and	Vietnam.	Also	during	my	

time	there	has	been	two	presidents	assassinated	and	also	one	almost	impeachment.	

I	have	lived	through	several	months	of	the	so	called	Watergate	affair.	The	

assassination	of	Kennedy	I	witnessed	by	TV	and	almost	saw	him	shot.	We	heard	

about	it	almost	the	second	it	happened.	I	have	seen	the	postage	rate	on	a	letter	raise	

from	3	cents	to	the	present	10	cents.	When	one	could	buy	1	cent	postal	cards	from	

the	post	office	including	stamps	and	now	one	has	to	put	8	cents	on	a	post	card	to	

mail	it.	I	understand	in	July	1975	the	rates	will	go	still	higher	

	

1977--It	did	go	higher	we	now	are	paying	13	cents	to	mail	a	letter	and	parcel	service	

has	also	gone	up.		

	

We	are	now	nearing	the	last	days	of	January	and	have	had	a	very	cold	and	windy	

month.	The	temperature	has	been	at	zero	degrees	or	below	nearly	every	day	of	the	

month.	Since	Thanksgiving	day	in	November	1976	we	have	had	very	few	warm	days	

and	even	the	last	3	or	4	days	of	November	it	was	down	to	10	degrees	and	12	degrees	

below	zero	which	is	very	unusual	for	that	time	of	year.	We	are	in	hopes	of	getting	

some	moisture	before	spring	as	our	snow	here	in	this	section	of	Iowa	isn't	very	

much.	Our	soil	is	very	dry	and	in	much	need	of	moisture.	

	

On	May	12,	1977	my	sister	Letha	passed	away,	which	leaves	me	the	last	of	the	

immediate	George	Sherman	family.	She	had	completely	lost	her	sight	and	hearing	

and	was	in	a	care	center	where	she	could	have	care	at	all	times.	She	was	82	on	



 

February	20	

	

My	Final	Comments:	

	

Someday	I	expect	to	take	a	final	trip	from	which	I	won't	have	a	return	ticket.	I	hope	

to	be	where	I	can	join	other	members	of	my	family	in	the	great	beyond.	I	also	hope	

there	won't	be	any	smell	of	brimstone	in	my	final	home.	I	have	lived	or	tried	to	live	a	

good	life.	Of	course	there	have	been	both	good	and	bad	events.	For	the	good	I	am	

happy	and	for	the	bad	I	am	very	sorry	they	ever	happened.	I	read	in	a	book	one	time	

a	quotation,	"To	the	living	life,	let	the	dead	past	bury	it's	dead".	So	as	I	close	this	let	

us	forget	all	the	bad	things	in	life	and	remember	only	the	good	things,	then	everyone	

will	be	happy.	When	I	am	gone	and	laid	away	I	hope	someone	(a	member	of	the	

family	preferred)	will	take	it	on	themselves	to	write	the	final	chapter.	Until	then	

dear	family	and	friends.	

Good	bye.								Auf	wiedersehen.	

	

 

	


