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Slice of Life
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Transcribed by daughter Julie

On the farm
I’m thinking about when I was a little girl on the farm. We had a house that was a bungalow type. It consisted of three central rooms, kitchen, dining room and living room all connected. There were three bedrooms to one side, and there was a porch that we used as sort of a storage area. There was a stove in the middle room (our dining room) and my mother and father’s room led off the dining room. I had chicken pox and this was my first memory. I was in a crib in that dining room, and I think I was playing with paper dolls. (I guess I’ll use a photo album to help me remember things.) Here I am sitting for a photographer on a stool next to my sister Birdie who was about five years older and my brother Freddie, who was about two years older. 
I think I had a happy childhood on the farm. I can remember baby lambs warming up in the oven, my mother stirring clothes in a big oval shaped boiler tub to get them clean. She would run them through a washing machine and wringer to squeeze the water out. Afterwards, she would hang them outside to dry. In the winter, of course, the clothes would freeze dry on the line, the long underwear stiff as boards. They were eventually brought into the kitchen to finish drying near the wood fire stove or hung on a clothesline strung through the dining room. At one time, it was my job to hang the small clothes and handkerchiefs on something called a “clotheshorse” or clothes rack. We didn’t seem to have paper hankies then such as Kleenex that we have now. I still have some of my mother’s pretty handkerchiefs. Sometimes we would get or give dainty embroidered ones as gifts. As a little girl, however, I much preferred gifts I could play with such as paper dolls. 
My sister, Birdie, and I shared a bedroom on the northwest corner of our bungalow house. Right next to our room was a small bedroom where Mom and Dad slept. There were no doors you could close. Each of the doorways in the house had just a curtain which was pulled shut if you wanted a little privacy. The only door within the house was between the kitchen and the dining room. We took our Saturday night baths in a round tub with a flat bottom. We would set it on newspapers we always had spread out on the kitchen floor next to the “range” which was a large coal or wood burning stove. At one end of the stove was a firebox and grate. Mom or Dad would put the wood or coal in from the top. The grate could be opened to different degrees, depending on how hot you wanted the oven to be. In the winter it also was used to heat the house. We also had a stove in the dining room and the living room to heat that end of the house. Mom or Dad would get up early in the winter mornings to fuel the kitchen fire. 
Birdie was five years older than I, so our interests didn’t coincide for quite a while. We often fought like all kids do; however, Birdie made life very interesting. She had a locked, five-year diary, and more than once I tried to get at it to read it. Once I even found where she hid the key and managed to read some of it until she caught me. I thought she was always crabby and demanding. She always made me sit in bed on a Friday evening or early Saturday morning and help her memorize her catechism assignment for the week’s class at church. I didn’t really like doing that. My brother, Fred, would sometimes have me quiz him on it also. Finally, when it came time for me to go to catechism, I already knew most of it.
Now Birdie and I are quite close friends. It wasn’t always like that. I’m not sure why. I don’t feel that I saw that much strife among you girls. Birdie and I were supposed to wash and wipe the dishes after meals. Birdie would wash and I would wipe. We would bicker over the dishpans. I remember that one time Birdie was so irritated with me that she threw the wet dishrag clear across the kitchen and it hit me right in the kisser. Mind you, Birdie did nice things for me. She liked to sew, and once made me an outfit I like with a brown and white checkered jacket and plain brown wool skirt. Also, I read once in her diary that “I was very cute.” This made me feel good and I imagine my attitude toward her improved after that. 
My brothers, Fred and Jim, slept in a small bedroom just off the kitchen. Sometimes we would play “Indian” on rainy days by hooking one of Mom’s threadbare “Indian” blankets over a nail driven into the wood on the top of the window frame. There were two beds and two windows. We would make it look like a tent by spreading it fully on either side and weighing the hem down on the outside maybe with books or shoes. This gave just enough room on the inside to make a cozy teepee and pretend we were part of a couple of tribes. It was mostly Jim and I who played that game. Fred more often was busy helping with farm work, but he sometimes would play games with us. 
Regularly, Fred and I would collect eggs from the chicken coop. Fred was responsible for feeding the chickens who had their own coop in a far corner of the yard. Sometimes Dad would catch one of our chickens for chicken dinner. He would cut their heads off and dunk them in boiling hot water to help remove the feathers. Mom did the rest. I thought she was very brave. She would pull the guts out of the chicken (and I KNEW I never wanted to do that myself.) Then she would make delicious fried chicken for supper. If it was a tough old rooster Daddy caught, we would maybe have soup or chicken pie instead. My mother was a good cook just like her mother was. Once I saw a rooster with its head cut off running around the yard like “a chicken with its head cut off” as they say. I couldn’t figure out how it could still be living!
Our farmyard was dominated by a tall windmill which powered the pump to get water up into a tank for the animals and for our use as drinking water. Other water that we did not drink but used for washing and bathing came from a cistern behind our house, or rather, behind the entry shed of the house. Rainwater could be collected by eaves off the roof into the cistern. Of course, that water was nice and soft. Sometimes an animal like a mouse might have fallen into it, and that is probably why we didn’t drink it. Sometimes we would play in the hay, although usually Dad chased us out of there. This was in one end of a rather run-down barn. Later, it was a garage for our brother, Fred. The horse’s name was “Cap.” We took off bareback across a plowed field. Then a car passed on the road nearby and Cap began to run. Both Fred and I fell off. I THINK the horse eventually went to the glue factory. We used to get the long, dried stems of huge “pigweeds” that would grow out near the barnyard, and we would pretend they were horses.
In winter, we had a lot of fun digging in the deep drifts that used to blow in from the field as a result of blizzards. When we were dressed to go out, we really looked like a bunk of ragamuffins with wool scarves tied around our noses and mouths. As we breathed through the scarves, frost would collect on the outside of the scarves. Once we dug in a big round hole almost ten feet deep with steps carved into the side like a staircase. Dad jokingly said we could have shoveled out the driveway instead which he had to do often. 
Also, we liked to ice skate. There were sloughs or marshes in different areas on the farm where muskrats built their houses. In winter, these sloughs often froze over smoothly and we would have fun skating around the muskrat grass huts that stuck up above the water. Fred used to trap them and sell them in town for the skins. Dad did that for awhile too. Once I went to a 4-H skating party, and when everyone went in, I was still trying to get my skates untied. The strings were in knots or my hands were too cold or something. My Dad came out to find me and he got the skates off and warmed my feet in his armpits. 
The 4-H was a great organization. It had state and county offices for “rural youth.” We would choose projects to work on during the year. Some would pledge to gardening, or sewing, or canning or animal husbandry. We would have regular meetings with the adult members and elect officers and have parties and put on plays. In the summer we would form a car “tour” and follow in a kind of caravan to each farm to view the outcome of the projects—show them off. The projects were judged locally and winners could go to the State fair. You could get to the State Fair in other ways too. If you won blue ribbons at the county fair with a cake you had baked or a dress you had made, it would go to the State Fair and you would go with it. I got to go once, not because I had won, but because there was room for one more and as a leader, Mom went with me. 
There is a big 4-H building at the Minnesota State Fair. On the second floor there were large dormitories with triple decker bunks. The boys also had a dormitory, but some of the boys who had brought animals, like my brother, Fred, slept in the barns with their animals. I thought it was great fun. My Mom slept in the bottom bunk, I was in the middle, and Nola Rothi (now Nola Lockwood) was on the top. She must have gotten annoyed with me because I like to tease her by kicking her mattress from below. (What a brat.) At one point during the fair, all the clubs would gather to march around the race track, ending up standing in front of the grandstand. While marching there, my shoe kept coming untied and I had to stoop down numerous times. It was very uncomfortable. I don’t know why I didn’t tie a knot, but I was pretty dumb.
After the fair, Mom and I took a bus line home. I think it was called the Jack Rabbit Line. I got sick on the way home and threw up on the bus. My poor Mom! What else did I do at the fair? I did give a little demonstration on “How to pack a healthy lunch box”! Brother Fred gave a demonstration on candling eggs or grading them for sale. 
My Mom raised chickens for “pin money.” I suppose she made it possible for us to have a few extras. We lived on a small farm and it wasn’t very prosperous in the thirties. Mom would get the chicks through the post office, if you can believe that! One or two flattish boxes would be brought by the mailman, or they may have had to go into town to get them. The fuzzy, yellow baby chicks peeped and were so cute. I thought everything good came via the postman whose name was Joe. I loved to walk out to the box and meet the car as it came around the bend each day. 
We especially liked it when the Sears Roebuck or Montgomery catalogs would come, especially the Christmas catalogs. I would cut out the pictures of models and their dresses to make my own paper dolls. I loved paper dolls. It was fun cutting them out of books I would find at the five and dime store along with a set of beautiful clothes. I would usually arrange each doll with his or her wardrobe of clothes beside each doll. They would reach all around the perimeter of the living room. Then I would dress them all in their pajamas or all in their ball gowns. My Dad laughed at me for having Shirley Temple dance with Li’l Abner. Li’l Abner was one of our favorite funnies in the funny papers. We read it every day the paper came. My first desire to learn to read was because I wanted to read the funny papers to myself. The others would get tired of reading them to me too soon.
Finally, I did go to the District 42 rural, one-room school along with Fred and Birdie when I was 5 ½ years old, and of course I learned to read quickly having such a good motivation. Comic books and funny papers were a big part of our childhood. We would exchange with other children and thus multiply our enjoyment. “Wonder Woman” was my favorite and the boys liked Batman and Superman. We also had a subscription to Looney Tunes and Merry Melodies which featured Donald Duck, Mickey Mouse, etc. I am exactly the same age as Donald Duck.

Grandma’s house and Uncle Fred
Grandma’s house was on a lake out in Ortonville. Ortonville was a nice town with hills and trees. The lake of course was a big attraction. We went there very often to visit. Grandpa was a depot agent for a large train depot in Ortonville. It was a good job, and they were fairly prosperous. They had a small family, just my mother and Fred─we called him Uncle Fritz. Uncle Fritz was a young man, probably about 19 or 20. He had graduated from high school and liked to swim and dive. One summer the water was quite low in the lake, and he dove off a platform that was too dangerous and too high for the level of the water and he broke his back. I don’t know if the doctors couldn’t do anything for that or he just refused─he was really a shy person and spent the rest of his life in a chair, not even a wheelchair. His father and mother moved him from the chair to bed and back again. And that was his life. And that was their life. 
When Uncle Fred would drink liquids he used a glass straw. His hands were kind of crippled too so he held the glass with the backs of his hands. It must have been hard. And it must have been very sad to have that happen. I don’t know how they found the courage, but you do what you have to do for those you love. We always wanted him to get well. We would save the wishbones from turkeys and chickens and make wishes. If I got the winning wish, I thought I should use it to wish for Uncle Fred to get well, which he never really did. He died I think in his 40s. Oh, I don’t know how old he was, but we had moved from Ortonville to Mahnomen before he died. Then Grandma came to live with us the rest of her days. It was pretty sad. 
When we went to visit, we’d dash down the hill skipping down into the house and into Uncle Fritz’s room to greet him first. My brother’s name was Fred too, and they became good friends. Uncle Fritz was shy around girls I came to believe. He liked to play checkers with my brother Fred. In the winter, they would keep him in the bedroom that was closest to the hill. In the summer, they’d move him to the bedroom facing the lake. Now that made sense I thought. 

Grandma’s swing
There will be a lot of things about my Grandma’s house that I talk about as I go through this photo album. On the side facing the lake, there was a screened-in porch with a lovely swing. I’ve never seen a swing like that in a house. It was like a suspended mattress. It didn’t have a front or a back. It was more like a bed that swung lengthwise, well you could get it to go anyway you’d like really. But a lot of times when we’d stay over, we’d sleep on that swing. Oh think of it—that fresh air! There were canvas curtains that could be rolled up or down to cover all the screens. If there was a rainstorm we’d all rush out and let down the canvas curtains so that water wouldn’t get in. It was very exciting. From there of course we could see the lake. The porch had a ledge that was big enough to hold a plate so we ate out there a lot of times. One of my favorite memories is going out there with Grandma. She’d always take a nap at noon. She often slept on the swing, and she would read from her Bible and her Christian Science commentaries. We would sip very cold root beer out of very thin little glasses that held about eight ounces. 
We had an aunt that was Grandma’s sister. Her name was Madeline, but for some reason we called her Aunt Lina. She made us kimonos out of sort of black and flowered pattern with ribbon ties just like Grandma wore. So we’d wear our kimonos, drink root beer and take a nap. I never liked to take a nap, but we had to when we were at Grandma’s. Even if we were out playing somewhere, she’d call us home at that time from about noon to 1:00. And of course she deserved a nap. She would call to us “Yoohoo. Yoohoo.” We could hear her from quite far away and of course we new we had to come running. 

Summers at Grandma’s house
At Grandma’s house when our family was complete, she would expect us every summer for about a week each. We’d go there and walk downtown to take swimming lessons. We usually walked because Grandpa had the car and he was kind of fussy about the car. Grandma never learned to drive it I’m sure, but it was a car to remember. It was a beautiful blue coupe. I think there was only room for three to sit up front. It was a comfortable car for him to drive though. Sometimes we had to stand in the space behind the driver’s seat. The little ones would stand there. 
I made a few friends there. There was a little shack house next door and the family there had a daughter my age. We played together year after year in the summer. We were pretty good friends but grew apart in high school, which is too bad. 
I’m looking at a picture of Grandma’s house from the lake side and see that underneath the porch there’s was sort of a storage area that was camouflaged by a white painted grate lattice that led into the basement. When we were all swimming, we’d all run into the basement door there and get out of our wet suits and hang them up on the line to get ready for supper. There were long steps going from the house up to the road, which were a source of play for us, skipping up and down them. A lot of fun. 

Dogs Laddie and Tiny
I see a picture of myself with Laddie who was just up to my shoulder. I had short, sort of kinky hair, a cute little girl. Laddie was my brother Fred’s dog. I remember Laddie wanted to run along with the trucks and wagons. One time he came home, had a heart attack and died. I remember Freddie crying. 
We had another dog after that. Her name was Tiny, a Rat Terrier. Tiny had many sets of puppies over the years. My mother would help her at the birth. I guess I saw the birth, but I didn’t know what I was looking at. She would snip the puppies’ tails off with a scissors. Tiny didn’t lose her tail until she was an adult. Mother cut it off with a knife because it would get dirty on the farm so a shorter tail was more hygienic. After her tail was cut, she would sit down, then jump up, yelping, because it stung. Poor Tiny. Tiny was Fred’s dog, too. Fred really loved her. He would call Tiny his daughter. That’s how he loved her. We loved her too. I don’t know what happened to Tiny. The litter that I remember best was a litter of about five or six, and we named them Pat, Pal, Pinky, Peewee and Boopsie Boy. One dog had black ears, white body like Tiny. One had brown ears and a white body. One had spots, black and brown. One was white and fat. One was white and runty. Eventually we gave them all away I think. My mother put up with a lot. 

4th of July and other memories from the photo album
I’m looking at another picture of us at Grandma’s again with balloons. We always celebrated the 4th of July there in town. That was a lot of fun. I always had a 4th of July dress. I suppose I didn’t always have a new dress every year, maybe it just seemed like it. But the dress would be red, white and blue in some way so I sported that dress on the 4th of July and probably the rest of the summer, too. We had capsules that we’d throw down on the sidewalk and they’d spark or go Pop! And we’d wait for the fireworks at night and of course the wonderful picnic on the porch. Grandma was a wonderful cook. 
I’m looking at a photo of a winter scene—we’re on skates. Even Grandma was on skates. She was pretty good, too. 

More about Grandma
She was evidently a very determined woman. Determined to care for her son, and she had the courage to do it her whole life. She had her own bedroom. Grandma and Grandpa at that time didn’t sleep together. There was tension between them. Maybe the accident of their son was the cause of the lack of intimacy between them. They were like friendly strangers toward one another. But anyhow, Grandma was a Republican and she’d really get into the politics as far as believing strongly in her side. Grandpa’s name was Conrad Bongard. And Grandma would say: “Con, who are you voting for?” and he would say “I’m on the fence.” That would make Grandma so mad. She thought you should choose one side or the other. 
Grandma had a small kitchen but I think it was pretty well organized. She would sit on a stool while she peeled potatoes and mixed cakes and so forth. She did a lot of cooking. The stool relieved her feet. And when she did dishes, she had an oval pan about ½ foot deep. She’d fill it up with soapy hot water. She also had an oblong pan about 2 ½ inches deep and that’s where she’d put the washed dishes. We would bring hot water from the tea kettle to rinse them. We’d change the water several times. And then it was our job to wipe. If we stayed with Grandma, we’d wipe a lot of dishes. 
She cooked a lot. Often times she had us for Sunday dinner. Always for Christmas and Thanksgiving. A wonderful cook. She always set the table with pads to protect her beautiful dining room table. She had a nice lace tablecloth for Christmas and Thanksgiving. And sometimes we would spill a glass of milk over it. Really, it never failed. It was kind of a crowded dining room. She had a buffet where her table pads and nice silverware were kept. She had a fern in a basket stand by the windows. She had a sewing machine. On the adjacent wall there was a lovely little writing desk. It was her desk. I suppose she kept her bills there. There was blotting paper there so that when you wrote with your fountain pen you could blot the paper. When you sat at the little desk, you’d look to the right and you could see yourself in the full-length closet door mirror. This gave a depth to the hallway and room. I liked sitting there and seeing that reflection. It was like you were looking deeper and deeper into the rooms. I used to think there was actually another room there when I was really little. 
When we stayed with Grandma, we’d stay in her bed. She’d made sort of a nest with pillows between us and her and at our feet and head so we wouldn’t fall out. It was so cozy. We’d watch her at her dresser. She had a big round mirror. She’d sit there and brush her hair out. During the day she’d wear a braid that she’d wrap around her head. You don’t see that style anymore, but it was a beautiful style for her. It was fascinating to watch her brush it out. It was so long she could sit on it, so that was one of her crowning beauties. When I was with her, I used to have a little bit of a problem when she’d fix my hair. My hair was curly and my mother was able to make somehow fat curls that would lay nice and straight on the back of my head. But Grandma didn’t really have the knack. So when she’d get done fixing my hair there were kinky curls that stuck out all over my head and embarrassed me. I didn’t like the way she curled my hair. Oh man, so stupid. I should have been very grateful to have lovely curly hair. 
I remember Grandma cooking in the kitchen, and Uncle Fred was in his room just around the corner sitting by the window in his chair, giving her advice. He would let her know what he wanted for his meals. Meals were very important to him. Of course that was understandable because that was probably the main pleasure he had in his life. He did a lot of reading. We thought he was like an Encyclopedia. He would have been a walking encyclopedia if he only could walk, but he was a sitting Encyclopedia. He would call out to Grandma, “Did you remember to salt the potatoes?” If a dish didn’t meet his expectations, she knew she better fix it. She did that for all those years. She was a true servant. She did get vacations. There was a woman that would come relieve her, so I thank God that she got some relief. She would go to Florida or California, one or the other. She would go to Long Beach, California and send postcards back. She had a Christian Science friend there named Mrs. Bell. [In the postcard] they’re all standing waving in the water. And her sister Madeline would sometimes go too. 
While Grandma sat at the counter doing her work, she would listen to the radio all the time. WCCO had a homemaker lady named Darragh Aldrich, very popular at that time. She would listen to her and get new recipes and the news of the region. Darragh or whoever took Darragh’s place kept her in touch with the world. Grandma had her favorite programs. I think one was Queen for a Day. One program offered a reward for someone who could send in a rhyming jingle to advertise a product. And she would make up a rhyme, it was for a candy bar of some kind. Let’s see how did it go . . . . Baby Ruth rings a bell, anyhow that was sort of the last line, “rings a bell”. And she won! She won a prize of ten bucks or so and was so delighted with that. She could make rhymes. Maybe that’s where my rhyming interest came from in our family. 
Grandma liked to make scrapbooks that she would send away to children’s hospitals. She would involve us in this hobby. She’d provide us with a blank scrapbook, which were kind of hard to find those days. And she had cut out from magazines like the Saturday Evening Post, magazines we had gotten for Uncle Fred. When he was done with them, we’d use them. Grandma would go through and cut out pictures that appealed to her. That was a good time. She had a nice box full of pictures and cartoons. She loved cartoons. And I happen to have, I think, ten pages of scrapbook that were saved when she moved out of her house. I just wish I could find the other scrapbooks. 
When she moved out of her house, I think some things got left behind. There was a set of clothes that Madeline had made for my doll. She was a real seamstress and made a beautiful coat with lining and a cap to match. It was a really lovely set of doll clothes. I had kept it all through high school. But then I went away to college. Before I graduated, the house was sold. My parents moved to Mahnomen, and we lost track of those things, the scrapbooks and the set of doll clothes. Grandma by then was well into her 80s and not feeling well, and she had lost her son Fred, so how would she remember. My folks brought her to live with us in Mahnomen. Grandma wore white all her life like a nurse. I think she considered herself a nurse and she certainly was a nurse to Fred. Grandpa helped her. 

Sleeping arrangements 
In the winter I don’t know where Grandpa slept. Uncle Fred was moved into Grandma’s room which overlooked the lake. And Grandma moved her bed out to the porch. And Grandpa? Let’s see. That would be in the summer. He would move downstairs, then, to Uncle Fred’s winter room. That’s how they would split up the sleeping space. There were those two bedrooms downstairs. In the winter he must have been upstairs. And you know what? There were no heat vents upstairs. Maybe it was cold up there, but if they left the stairway door open, it was tolerable. I know because we lived with them for awhile after we left the farm. There were four bedrooms upstairs. They were nice and big. The bedroom that I always slept in had a big walk-in closet. That’s where I stashed my doll clothes and stuff. I lived there from the time I was 15 until the time I went to Concordia. 

Indoor bathroom 
One thing about Grandma’s house that we really appreciated was the indoor bathroom. We didn’t have one on the farm. We took full advantage of her indoor bathroom. We loved it. They had a heater that was three or four feet tall, not an electric heater, but some sort of heater that burned─kerosene or something. So if we came in to have a bath, say after swimming, well we’d have a heater to keep us warm. It was very comforting. That was my dream, to live in a house with an indoor bathroom. When we moved out of our farm house and my sister and her husband Justin moved in, they created a bathroom. I’m not sure how they did it, but it was a nice change for them. 

Christmas at Grandma’s
We would go there Christmas night no matter what the weather was, and sometimes poor Dad had to drive through snowstorms. The four of us kids would sit in the back of this old green Ford. We felt safe with our Dad. There could be some bad storms out there at that time. But finally we would make it and park the car by the road and bring our gifts to put under Grandma’s tree. We would go into the dining room where she would have ginger cookies. They were delicious. Rolled real thin, some of them frosted, some of them not. Oh they were so good. Some of them had a licorice-type frosting. Today I have her cookie cutters, not all of them probably, but a few. I should document them because they’re precious to me. They’re one of the few things I have that were Grandma’s. 
They always had trouble trying to figure out what to give Uncle Fred for Christmas. One year Grandma bought him a “worry bird” made out of a large pinecone and another pinecone for his head. The body was painted yellow and had blue legs, kind of like a stork, and I think it had a blue head. It was really ugly. But he had to have that on his dresser. Every Christmas out came that worry bird. 
Another thing Grandma always got out was a paper mache Santa Claus, about a foot tall, kind of a chubby Santa. He had an empty bag that hung over his shoulder that Mom would fill with candy. Grandma also had a funny little Christmas tree with electric bulbs in it for Christmas tree lights as a centerpiece on the table. It was a tradition. 
When we went to open the gifts, Grandpa would light the fireplace in the living room on one wall of the room. On that same side of the room on the left side of the fireplace was a great big radio. On the other side of the fireplace was Grandpa’s easy chair and a glass door bookcase. The windows overlooking the porch facing the lake were on the adjacent wall. Grandma had lacy curtains hanging there. I used to like going behind the curtains, between the curtains and the windows. There was sort of a walkway there. She didn’t really like that. I suppose it wasn’t good for the curtains, so if I did it, I had to sneak. 
Grandpa would sit and smoke his pipe. And he would cross his legs in such a way that it would form sort of an O space that we could crawl through up onto his lap. We soon got too big for that. He didn’t care for it too much, but we liked to do it. 
Grandma made stockings, mesh stockings, about a foot long. There was always an orange and candy in them. A big variety of candy and nuts. We got to open them and we liked that a lot. She got us gifts, too. Our main toys came from Grandma, because my folks didn’t have much money. But they had good Christmases for us. I’ll tell you about those too.

Box Elder Bugs
In the Fall or Spring there would be trillions of Box Elder bugs, which were red and black, out onto the porch steps. We used to watch them, chase them and torment them.




Old boyfriend Jack
The swing I was telling you about on the porch at Grandma’s house. I had a boyfriend named Jack in college. One time he came to pick me up in the Fall to take me to college, and that is where he slept. He just stayed one night. He had a funny old car that was maroon and gold. Jack claims that he had first seen me at Eidskog’s Lutheran Church serving lunch to the Oak Grove Choir after they finished singing at Eidskog’s. I poured water. He was in that choir, I guess, but I didn’t notice him. He said he sort of fell in love with me then and told me I had looked like an angel in a white organdy blouse. I remember that blouse—it had puffy sleeves. He remembered me when he saw me at college. We started the same year at Concordia. He sang in the Concert Choir─when they returned from January Concert Tour, we began to date. Over that summer when he came to visit me, he had been firefighting in Idaho. The next year, we had a big falling out during our sophomore year. He did not finish. So that’s Jack and how he was connected to Grandma’s house. A funny memory. I was kind of silly and romantic. I thought lots of things were romantic, but I got the best deal in the end with Daddy!

Aunt Madeline 
Besides making doll clothes, she used to crochet a lot. She taught me the crochet stitch and I said I’d make a circular rug. When I started out, I had a lot of different types of thread. I ended up with an oval rug about four inches across, and that was as far as I ever got. Because of the different kinds of thread, it didn’t lay flat. It sort of curled up and was the size of the caps that soldiers wore in WWI when they weren’t wearing their helmets. She also taught me to tie my shoes. I was about five-years-old and I was going to go to school and still didn’t know how to tie my own shoes, so she made me believe that I could do it and taught me. And I really learned how to tie my shoes, and thank God I’ve been tying them ever since. That’s about all I remember about Aunt Madeline. She was a neat girl, really nice gal, lots of personality. 

Grandma’s afghan
Grandma had an afghan, maybe aunt Lena made it, I don’t know. It was crocheted I believe, but she always had it on her brown sofa. That was where I would take my nap when Grandma would take her nap on her swing in the porch or in her bedroom. And since I didn’t feel sleepy, the afghan had squares, about a six-inch square, and then a couple of black rows and another square and so on. Each square was a different color. They would be black on the outside and be sort of concentric squares. I would count all the purple ones, then all the pink ones, and over and over again to entertain myself. I don’t recall, but I don’t think I ever fell asleep. Sort of like counting sheep. 

Good friends near Grandma’s house
Besides my good friend Marilyn, I had a few other friends from there that were pretty long-standing. A few houses over, maybe about 4 houses, was Earl Laburko. I wonder what ever happened to him. We were playmates in the summer. His mother always made us play outside, but I would have like to have seen the inside of their house because I thought it was a pretty fancy house. Then there was Wesley Powers. His Dad ran a fishing dock where he rented out boats. Wesley was from sort of a dark, complected family, I don’t know where they came from. We’d go down to the beach and go swimming and things like that, things that were appropriate. And we’d explore the peninsula that was down there. Sometimes my brother Fred would come along and my other friends Marilyn and Earl—we’d all have adventures together or go fishing or do something weird like throw stones at frogs or whatever. And that was kind of fun. Grandma lived quite near that Peninsula, a nice peninsula where Uncle Fred ended up living on after he retired. So Wesley, Marilyn and Earl wherever you are, God bless you. I hope we meet again. 

Washing clothes with Grandma
When Grandma did the wash, we always had to hang out the wash either inside the basement or outside. On the lovely days, she had a clothes line strung out around the trees in a wide circle. It was the perfect place to hang sheets. She taught me how to hang them from the edges so the middle of the sheet wouldn’t wear out. They’d flap in the wind. They were beautiful sheets. She always had beautiful, fresh sheets. And the yard going up to the garage there were apple trees. I can’t remember what kind of apples she had, maybe mackintosh, but branches of the trees came way down. You could almost have a little club house under the branches. I really liked that. 

Grandpa Bongard 
My grandfather was a tall gentleman. When I knew him he didn’t have much hair. Tall, slender, very kindly. Grandpa smoked a pipe. He smoked cigars. And that’s what I have a memory of—smelling that smoke. Grandpa loved us very much. He took us on vacation a couple of times that I remember. 
After he retired, he got maybe a little senile, Grandma used to get worried that he was going off his rocker. He would take long trips in his car. He came to live with us for a little while, but he was funny in the head at the end. One day he took off and told us he was going to go to California. He still had that beautiful blue Chrysler Coupe that he loved so much, he loved to drive in it. He went to California and met his end there; he somehow drove his car into a concrete wall in a one car accident and was killed. We heard about it by phone. I guess somebody flew his body back to Ortonville. At the same time we received a delivery of California oranges sent by him. That was pretty rare for us in those times to have fresh oranges. I don’t eat an orange today without thinking about my grandfather. And he also sent them to Marilyn’s family. He sent them to different people around town that were his friends. This was coinciding with the news of his death. And that was how Grandpa left this world. He had a generous heart – God bless him. I hope he is gazing on the face of God or else driving around in a nice car in heaven. And I hope that’s where Grandma and Uncle Fritz are too. I certainly praise God for their lives and thank God for them. We believe in mercy and justice of God in everybody’s case. We’re a blessed family.

Eidskog Lutheran Church
I think I’ll get into my life at Eidskog Lutheran Church. It was a Norwegian Lutheran congregation near the farm where we lived, and it was a very big part of our lives. Our neighbors mostly went there. I see in my photograph album a picture of my confirmation class with Reverend Nydahl. He was a very wonderful pastor, I remember him clearly. When he competed with some other pastor candidate, and my mother got up and spoke on his behalf. She thought he would be good, and he was. He was slightly cross-eyed. His wife’s name was Viola. She was very vivacious. She had two baby girls while they were with us at the church. He contracted Polio while he was there. And before that happened, we used to have summer bible school where we’d go for a week or two to church everyday, and Reverend Nydahl would play ball with us outside. He was really athletic. So we were extra sorry when he became crippled with polio. I remember when he came back for the first time after being hospitalized they lifted him in his wheel chair up the steps and over the communion banister so that he could talk to the congregation. It was very emotional. 
Here in this confirmation class picture, I was sitting next to Pastor Nydahl on his left side. and there’s my very best friend Arlys Danielson whom I had known for years. I still see her once in awhile when I go to Ortonville. Behind her is Darwin Zarbeck, a friend from a farm north of us. I can’t think of the next boy’s name. A tall boy Curtis Hillstrom. And then Bobby Thompson. And the Anderson kids. And Marlan Storm. Marlan was the son of my Sunday School teacher. In fact, we were all in her Sunday School class, too, until we were confirmed. Confirmation was just to learn the commandments and teachings of Martin Luther, and we had a catechism that sort of went like “What is the first commandment?” And then we’d repeat it to him and then it would ask “What does this mean?” Then we would have a long discussion about it that was memorized. And I had helped my brother Fred and sister Birdie in reading the questions when they went to their confirmation classes. So of course by the time I was old enough to go to confirmation classes, I already knew it all! Birdie would make me sit up on Saturday early morning and rehearse her so I was forced to do that. We wore white dresses, white shoes. I had a pretty dress. I thought it was very pretty, so fresh and nice. 
My mother played piano pretty regularly there. There was another lady who would play the organ, an old pump organ where they would have to pump to get the music out. They would have to pump with their feet.  That lady played that old organ really well. She had tight, curly grey hair. She had a son Marvin Jensen who had what was called a “strawberry” birthmark, poor fella, it was very disfiguring. But Mom would play for weddings and would wear a peach colored, long dress. She was very pretty. I thought my mother was very beautiful, and she was a good pianist. She tried to get us all to play the piano, but like I say in my poem, “When I was little, I practiced grousily that is now why I play it so lousily.”
There was a graveyard just a stone’s throw from the church. I visited it once, and it was fun to read the names again. There was an old pastor Reverend K. Knutson who took over when Reverend Nydahl got sick. And there was a gentleman Mr. Elias Knutson and his sweet little wife and they were very dignified and respected members of the community. Most of the time at church services, the men sat, well a lot of the men, especially the single men and young boys, would sit in the back of the church to the right, closest to the door, but some men would sit by their wives and families. I think my Dad usually did. My dad was baptized as an adult, and my Mom said I ran up the aisle after him. I liked my Daddy. 
At Christmas, we always had a Christmas program at church that the Sunday school program would put on. And they also had a program at our school, district 42, so we figured we had four Christmases coming to us: Church Christmas, School Christmas, our home Christmas,  and our Christmas at Grandma and Grandpa’s. And we got gifts at each one. The only present I remember at Eidskog’s, I was very disappointed, when I opened it up, it was just a handkerchief. I shouldn’t have said that; it was a very pretty handkerchief, but I almost cried because little girls don’t want to get a handkerchief, you know, as a Christmas present. I think we exchanged names at school too. I don’t remember too much more about the Eidskog’s programs, but of course we had one every year and we got bags of candy afterwards, that was really fun. 
Also downtown Ortonville, Santa Clause would arrive one day, and all the children would come out. We would stand in line by a building called the Armory, and that was a place where the National Guard would practice. Santa would come in maybe with a truck and I think once he came in an airplane, but there was always a Santa Clause, and we would line up and get candy, hard candy and nuts. There was always quite a bit of candy and nuts around Christmas. 

Christmas at our house
I told you about Grandma’s Christmas, but I didn’t tell you about Christmas at our house. 
We knew that Mother would send away in the catalog for some things for us that we had put an X by, we would look through those Christmas catalogs from JCPenneys and Sears. Oh and we would look through those catalogs with a fine toothed comb and put Xs by the things we wanted with our name. I always had a doll picked out with lots of clothes and books and ice skates. One year I really, really, really wanted figure skates. The year I finally got figure skates, I just cried I was so happy. But I had wonderful Christmas presents. I got a toy refrigerator once with an ice cube pull-out tray, and I would pack that with brown sugar and eat it. And we would hunt for where Mother would hide our presents when we were feeling extra naughty. Usually she would try and hide them up in the closet. She had a tiny little clothes closet, but she would hide things there. Sometimes we would find things and sometimes we wouldn’t. But they’d wait until we went to sleep Christmas Eve, and they would sneak the presents under the tree by the living room window with lights and tinsel and all that. They wouldn’t wrap the gifts but place them in an attractive pile for each child. And we would run to our pile and open our presents as soon as we would wake up. It was great. We had happy Christmases. 

My one-room school house
	We went to school at District 42—a one-room school house building with a cupola on top containing a bell that the teacher would ring when it was time to come in from the playground. There was a fairly large 10 ft. x 10 ft. hop scotch on it. This led to an entry room with a sink for washing and a bench along the wall with hooks above it. We would leave our lunchboxes on the bench until noon. There was a little attic just above the entry where the schoolbooks were stored. Before the first day of school the teacher and older children would bring them down and distribute them. Before that happened, even, and the school was still locked, we would peek in the windows to see what had happened there over the summer. One time, we could see that the old gray woodwork had been painted a bright orange!
	I loved school. For almost eight years I was the only child in my grade, whereas the other grades probably had two or three children. My brother, Fred, and sister, Birdie, both went there when I entered first grade. I especially remember the Wellendorf family and the Beachem family. When I came to school on the first day, I wore overalls over my dress. The older kids asked me if this was a new little girl or a new little boy. I was indignant! I was assigned one of the smallest desks. I had a little space under the seat with a drop down lid. I could bend down and look right in where I kept books and precious pencil box and crayons. 
	As the teacher had the various grades come up to go over their lessons, they would sit on a row of chairs in the front near the maps and blackboard. I had plenty of time to watch and listen. My lesson would have me all alone up there and the teacher would point out the phonemes (combinations of word parts) to learn all the sounds and spellings we use in our English language. I learned them easily, and I would read aloud from my “Dick and Jane” reader. Back at my seat I would do coloring or cutting with a small scissors. 
In the 4th and 5th grades I was with two other girls. One of them had a terrible time with math, and she would erase and erase and do problems over and over until there were holes in the paper. I tried to help her, but I really did not know how. It was hard for me to understand her problem. 
Some of the things we did for fun at outside recess included running into the neighboring farm field to climb on the farmer’s haystack. We kind of tore it down and the farmer was mad and soon let the teacher know that he was mad. That ended that game, but we still had “Hide-and-Seek,” “Anti-I-Over”, dodge ball, “Red rover, red rover,” lemonade, “hop scotch,” kickball, kittenball, “Pom, Pom Pullaway,” “Fox and geese,” teeter totter, and fighting and picking on one another. Most of the time I felt I was the pickee, not having the talent for being a bully. One day Jim and I were exiled to the far side of the schoolyard and felt truly like real exiles ready to cry. Kids can be so mean. One day we would be buddy buddy with someone and suddenly it would be more fun for that someone to abuse somebody else verbally and throw snowballs at them. 

Childhood sicknesses
There were childhood sicknesses to deal with. My Mom had a “Doctor Book,” often reading and referring to it. We had all manner of sicknesses like chicken pox, measles and whooping cough (only Jim had that). We also had an itchy skin disease called the “Seven Year Itch.” It didn’t really last seven years, thank God, I suppose it was some parasite that was passed around at school. Mom treated it by standing us, one at a time for privacy, naked in the washtub and painting us down with red mercurochrome. We looked like little red “Indians” we thought. It must have worked. She would use that same liquid in place of iodine, which was also used on the farm for cuts, etc. We thought the iodine stung so she substituted mercurochrome. That word sounds kind of ominous to me now, knowing that “mercury” can be a very dangerous substance.
When we had the measles, Mom kept us in a darkened room for fear our eyes would be damaged and she gave us drinks of quinine. We survived that. She even dosed us with castor oil. Now there is a vaccine for measles, whooping cough and eventually polio. When I had the measles, Dad brought me a red plaster cat with a long neck. I called it, “Alexander, the Red.” Farm wives worked very hard and Mom got some help from “hired girls.” This would be a young woman, probably from a large family, not having very much education. One such was “Justine” who came when Jim was a crabby baby. He would refuse to go to sleep unless she stood on the other side of the curtain of the bedroom where he was supposed to be napping. Once she tried just leaving her shoes there under the curtain and go off to do something else. He soon caught on to that however. 
	Birdie had high spirits and liked to go dancing with her boyfriend whom she later married.

The telephone
	There were telephone lines in the country before there were electrical lines. The phones were quite large. Ours was about 20 inches high and 10 or 15 inches wide and made out of wood primarily. It had a kind of funnel shaped mouthpiece and bells on the front of it that would ring when a call was coming down the line. Each farm had its own distinctive ring so you would know when to pick up the receiver, which was a cone shaped device hanging on the left side of the phone. Ringing was created by cranking a little handle on the right side of the box. Our “ring” was a short, a long, and two shorts. If we heard, maybe two long rings, we would know which one of our neighbors was getting a call. It was possible to listen in on those other calls by lifting the receiver quietly and listening. Usually you could tell if someone else was “rubbernecking” in on your call. It wasn’t very polite.

Getting to school and back
	Transportation for us between home and school was by foot or bicycle in the warmer weather. When it was cold or stormy, Dad or Mom would come and pick us up in the 1935 Ford, which was our car at the time. We had two bicycles—one for boys and one for girls. Our parents expected Birdie and Fred to provide rides for Jim and me. This meant that Birdie had to stand up on the pedals and pump while I hung on for dear life, sitting on the seat behind her and hanging on somehow. For Jim, Fred had to wrap the bar just behind the handlebars with towels so Jim could kind of sit sidesaddle on it. That wasn’t too much fun but at least the land was quite flat so they didn’t have to pump uphill. No matter how we went, when we returned home, we could see our dog—rat terrier named “Tiny” standing on her hind legs looking out the living room window eagerly waiting for us to come home. She always seemed to know when we would turn in that driveway.

Our favorite radio programs
	In the evenings we like to listen to the radio. Each of us had our favorite programs. It seemed as if Dad always wanted to listen to the news especially during World War II, but we all liked to listen to “Jack Benney,” “Amos and Andy”,” the “Squeaking Door” and “Inner Sanctum.” My favorite came on Saturday morning—it was called “Let’s Pretend.” Actors would create a whole world of make believe over the radio, acting out through their voices and sound effects the stories I knew and loved: Snow White, the Nine Princesses, Rumpelstiltskin, Sleeping Beauty, etc. etc. I just loved it. Fred would listen to Flash Gordon or mystery shows. The whole family like “Fibber McGee and Molly” and “This is Your Life.” In the daytime, Mom listened to “Queen for a Day,” “Arthur Godfrey, and Darragh Aldrich on WCCO. She gave out recipes, advice and was very popular. Many years later, Mom pointed her out at a nearby table in the dining room of the senior citizen apartment building complex where Mom and Dad lived for about the last ten years of their lives.

Christmas at school
At school, it was always fun getting ready for holidays. We would be making decorations instead of working. We’d be rehearsing – we always put on a Christmas play. We had a stage that was rigged up. It was green, kind of burlappy curtains that would be hung all across the classroom and then divided into dressing rooms with the middle being the stage. Once upon a time, I had a part in reciting “The Night Before Christmas” and my friend/enemy Lavay Beacham got the part of being Santa Claus. She got to come down the chimney. She was little so she was able to come down the opening that they created for the chimney on stage. And one time I was supposed to sing “Adeste Fideles - O Come all Ye Faithful” - from behind the curtain, and I did it. That was the first time that I thought I could sing. I sang it in the Latin believe it or not. The audience would sit on boards that were put across the seats of the desk and they had to sit there and listen. It must have been fun.  I wish I had asked my folks more about those days. 

My friend/enemy
Now, let’s see what should I tell, oh maybe I should explain Lavay Beacham, my friend enemy.  We were sometimes friends and sometimes enemies because at school a lot hinged on whether your daddy rode a Farmall tractor or a John Deere tractor. My Daddy had a Farmall tractor. It was red. John Deere tractors were green. And we would make up fights about that. Other times we would play together really well. We had two outhouses, one boys’ and one girls’ and we would run hide out behind them and the boys would chase us. We would go across the farmer’s field and slide down his haystack until he complained and we had to stay out of his field. 

Recess 
When we had recess, we would play on the swings usually or the teeter totters and usually there would be two of us on each end of the teeter totter. There was one that was pretty steep and to be mean to us little kids, the older kids would sit on the outside and we would sit facing them and they would bump us. One time, I was bumped so hard that I sort of somersaulted and hit my head on the board on the other side and after that my Dad and the other school board members lowered the teeter totters. The other kids were so mad at us. Then we would play kick ball for days on end. I think I was just a little first-grader and I would have to be last. They would choose their team and they would choose me last at that time. And I would sit out on the field chewing straw with my arms around my knees and someone kicked a ball right in that space. Lo and behold I made an out because I sort of caught the ball, and so they let me kick first because that was the last out needed for our side to change places. 
Every year at the end of the year they would have a play day when the different country school districts would get together. We thought District 49 were tough kids there. They’d have 3-legged races with gunny sacks, broad jump, high jump. And we had a lunch. It was great fun! I can’t believe how fun it was. So exciting. The schools would play ball too so one school would win. 

Valentine’s Day 
Also those were the days when I was quite young they would have a Valentine’s party and we would send each other valentines and put them in box that we decorated and since it was my bay, mother would send a cake and I would get to bring the decorated box home as a special treat for my birthday. 


Friday afternoon arts
On Friday afternoons, we had Industrial Arts during which we could make presents for our Moms and Dads. We would make things like Santas and tree ornaments. One of the teachers was really good with crafts and sewing, and I made a doll, a really nice stuffed doll. I made a kangaroo that I really liked. It had blue and white checks and a pocket--it was a cute pattern--and we took those crafts home as toys. And once a little girl of a friend of my folks came, and I gave her the doll and afterwards I was sorry. Mom said I shouldn’t have given that doll away, but I gave it away and I was sorry so there you go. Maybe that’s why I have so many dolls now, maybe! 

The lady’s aid showers and weddings
Every year the lady’s aid would put on a sale and the sale would be of all the crafts and the things the woman had made over the year for the sale. There would be beautiful quilts and afghans too. There was an auctioneer and they’d bid on those things. There were lots of these waist aprons that you tied around your waist, and the women would compete with one another with how fancy they could make them. And my mother made a few of them. She didn’t go too far with her sewing but she did make some cute aprons. They probably sold for about 25 cents or something. If a young lady was going to be married, the lady’s aide would give her a tremendous big shower and she would sit at the table with her two friends all decorated. Everybody would sit around in the church in a big circle. As she opened her gifts, she would pass them all around the circle. All of the big bunches of towels. Sometimes there would be nice bric-a-brac and glassware. All kinds of things. It was lots of fun. 
Our neighbor Herman Hanson had a daughter Yvonne, who was really a beautiful blond. When she got married, of course we were invited. It was high society occasion we thought. What I remember about her wedding was the wonderful ice cream molds. They had ice cream in the shape of a woman’s slipper, ice cream in the shape of a wedding ring and I don’t know what else. I remember they kept them in a cooler and I went over to them trying to get an extra helping. I don’t think I got away with it though.

Birdie and Justin
Eidskog Church was the church where my sister Birdie was married. I was one of her attendants. I was sweet 16. She had made her own wedding dress out of white velvet. It was a very hard job because there was a lot of hemming to do. But she did a good job. And she rented some burgundy velvet gowns for the bridesmaids. And even today, I think we were quite pretty because it was a fall wedding and fall flowers. I was the maid of honor and my dress fit me pretty good. So Birdie and Justin were married and away they drove for their honeymoon. I always loved Justin. Such a good brother-in-law. My great sisters-in-law Lenore, Nola. All of my in-laws are terrific. Birdie and Justin were high school sweethearts. When they first started dating, I thought he was wonderful. The first date I was so excited. She was about 17. I was about 12.  We had a pail in the kitchen where we would pour the dishwater in after washing dishes and the men would take out to slop the hogs with. It was called the slop pail. Mother had hid it in the room next to the kitchen when Justin came to get Birdie, and they went out to get in the car, and I ran in that room quickly to see them leave and I tipped the slop pail over. What a mess. Mother didn’t complain or anything. She cleaned it up, and let me help. I think she was just happy. So that was a funny thing. 

The outhouse
I don’t know if I talked about having no bathroom buy there was an outhouse way at the end of the garage at the farm. We didn’t need to go out there every time. In the winter we had chamber pots under the bed or in the closet where we go to the bathroom. And daddy would have to bury it outside somewhere the next day. So he did a lot of dirty work for us I’d say. Later on Birdie and Justin ran that farm and we moved into town. And they created a bathroom in the house. We had a chemical toilet in there for awhile. It was in a closet.  So that was really fancy and took the place of the outdoor outhouse. We managed. We managed. 


The porch was my domain
At one point, my mother let me have the porch for my domain. I think I enjoyed life there very much. There was a cot and a pull-down desk. That’s where I kept all my books. I pretended I was the editor of the newspaper. It was during the war, 1942 or 43 or 44. We were in war with Japan. And I made cartoons of Hirohito looking really ugly, singing, “Oh say do you see any bed bugs on me. If you do, send them to Hirohito to chew”. 

High School
Well, I think I’ll talk a little about high school. I came in as freshman as a farm kid. And I liked high school very much. I rode the bus. One time the bus got caught in the snow and all the kids had to sleep over on the floor at our farm house. Mom made them pancakes in the morning. By that time the roads were plowed and we went back to school together on the bus. It was fun. 
I played in the band. My brother Fred also played in the band. He played the trumpet and I played the baritone. I wasn’t very good on it, but it was fun. 
One time I brought home a stray cat. It was a fuzzy, fuzzy cat. It was on the grounds outside and I decided to take that cat home, and it was an angora and my mother was so tolerant. She took the cat and gave it a bath, which it hated. It meowed and scratched and looked like a drowned duck when she got done. But afterwards she got all the burrs out and her hair fluffed up. It was a really pretty cat. It wanted to come and sleep on my chest all the time and that bothered me, scared me, so we gave the cat away.
In high school, I took Latin. Chemistry was fun. For Home-Ec, my partner was one of my best friends, Jean Green, and each had a little kitchen with a stove and mixing bowls and stuff. Our teacher had us make bread, but we didn’t make big normal loaves, we just made little bitty loaves and thinking back that seems kind of crazy. I never did make bread after that. 
After my freshman year, what did I do? I think I just hung around. I was a good typist. A good student, graduated as salutatorian. In those days, the juniors would decorate for the prom for the seniors. And that year we decided on a circus theme and made a big elephant head out of paper mache that hung over the basketball hoop. That was very cute. My mom made a pretty dress for me out of a sort of blue effervescent satin off the shoulder with a cuff around the neck line and a row of buttons down the front; they didn’t open or anything, just decoration. They were kind of cranberry color. 
I do know that I didn’t have a date for the prom, but I went to the banquet they had before the prom. Mom arranged for me and two or three of my “dateless’ friends to have a hot dog picnic at the lakeshore after the prom. Thank you, Mom. However, when I was senior I did have a boyfriend and he took me to the prom, and I had a different dress with a flower print that my mother made for me also. That’s about the only clothes she made for me I think, but I appreciated it. 

Working at the AAA office
After I graduated, I wasn’t going to go to college right away. I wanted to but money was kind of tight. I went to the AAA office. My Dad’s cousin, “Cub” Wiley, a dear man, was the head of that office and he hired me. I learned how to type up loan papers for the farmers. We had a couple of estimators, Vince and Martin. They were funny guys. There were three of us girls and we would laugh. We’d work too. We’d use a machine called the comptometer. That helped us to calculate the loan totals and the rate. And as soon as they’d have their papers signed, they’d go down to the bank and have cash for that loan so that they could plant their crops and run their farm business. After the crops grew and they sold their crops, hopefully they’d pay off their loans so we’d fix up another form and attach it to the check and take it to the bank. The bank was right below us. I worked with an Irish girl named Deloris Sullivan and Arlene VanEshen. And we went out to coffee or lunch together. We went across the street to a little café. They used to have big caramel rolls covered with the biggest carmel and nuts you ever saw. They were so good. I don’t think I’d like them so much now but then I was hungry for them. That year I worked and tried to save my money. 

Down the Red River Road to Concordia
In the fall of 1952, I arranged to go to school at Concordia in Moorhead. We used to take the road north that my Dad called the Red River Road and as we got close, he would say there’s the Red River of the North. He’d say that every time. He was working at the time with the Farmer’s Union in Ortonville. So somehow I managed to put together enough money to start off. 
I took what was called a one-year business course. My schedule was loaded with courses like typing, shorthand, comptometer, those were fun classes. My typing teacher, Mr. Larson, was very careful. We didn’t have delete in those days, we just had a regular eraser, and he didn’t want the eraser crumbs to go down into the typewriter so he taught us to move the carriage over so it stuck out to the side. Then you could erase and the crumbs would drop down onto the floor. And if you didn’t do that he’d come charging down the floor and say “Move it over! Move it over!” He was always good natured but that was his trademark. 
When I went to school at Concordia, I really wanted to get into concert choir--that was my dream. The director, Paul J. Christiansen, had so much prestige so the choir had prestige on the campus. Wow! He had trials and we’d line up for a block by the music hall. I was scared to go up when it was my turn. He played a little scale – La La La La La La La - and I was supposed to sing it. He said “Thank you.” And that was it, and so I pretty much knew I didn’t get in. But he assigned me a voice teacher, Mr. Prinble, sort of a young guy. I took voice lessons from him that whole school year. 
What did I do that summer? I think I came back home to Ortonville and worked at the AAA office. I liked my classes. When we had to write term papers, that was a pain. I thought it was hard. I had a portable typewriter with me and usually I typed my papers up. Then again I got pretty good grades. I was in the accelerated English class. I was accepted into the Alpha Zeta Phi social sorority. I had a cute roommate Dorothy Ann. She had to work in the cafeteria and had to get to work really early like 5:30 in the morning. I was so sleepy that I would just growl when her alarm went off. I would growl “Shut it off! Shut it off!” Poor Dorothy, she had to put up with me. I would shuffle down the hall to the bathroom without opening my eyes, and Dorothy Ann would laugh at me. Dorothy Ann was an organist. That was her favorite thing and she got really good. She even played at chapel services which we had everyday. The chapel in the auditorium had seats like a theatre. We had assigned seats and they took attendance there. Our social life was restricted. I think we had to be in by 8:00 every night except maybe Friday and Saturday, we could stay out until 10 pm. And then there was one night we could stay out until 10 pm if we went to the library. And I took advantage of all of those. 
I did have a couple of boyfriends that year. One of them I had noticed in the registration line way back at the beginning but I didn’t hear from him for awhile. He was sort of a goof-off. Jack was in the concert choir, so that was appealing to me. And when they went on tour, he sent me a note before we went telling me he had noticed me in the choir when his Oak Grove High School choir had come to Eidskog. So, I went to wave off the choir and see if he’d wave, but he was too bashful.  I didn’t see him until he came back and he finally called me for a date. When I went home that summer, he went out to fight fires in Idaho and by fall he had acquired a sort of rickety old car. He was pretty penniless like me, but I had raised some money through loans. With what I had saved, I decided I would go back for a second year to Concordia. Jack picked me up in his car which he had painted maroon and gold, showing the school colors. Right after Christmas he had broken up with me. I was really heartbroken. I didn’t do very well in school the rest of that year. I sort of mourned over that second semester, dumb bell. That year was interesting, however, because I sang in the chapel choir. When I went to try out for the concert choir, the director said I had improved which I was amazed to hear him say. I couldn’t believe he remembered me, but he assigned Mrs. Kise for voice teaching and she was quite a good teacher. I went to her until I had my senior recitals. She knew all of my boyfriends. She was always surprised to find out I had dated so and so. 
Well, that summer after sophomore year, I went to work in the AAA Country Club in Minneapolis. My friend and roommate, Lois Austin, told me about it. She had worked there. And we went there with other college girls. We lived in a dormitory down the hillside and waitressed at the Ballroom. It was beautiful place in a shape of a pagoda. The baker was from Florida and took us to Bush Lake and we water-skied.  We didn’t wear lifejackets or anything but we all got to water-ski. I haven’t done it ever since, but it was a lot of fun. There were three of us. Myself, Lois and Mary and a lot of girls from Luther College in Iowa were there. One time we put on a show for the customers, which I guess was a tradition. We’d be in our uniforms and sang a song that went like this: “We are so humble. We are so humble. We are so huuuummmblle.” Anyway, we were trying to emphasize how humbling waitressing was. And it was hard work. We carried big oval trays on our shoulder and would lower them down to a tray table and serve from that. I dropped a whole bottle of ketchup once, a glass bottle, unfortunately, and the hostess just shooed me away and cleaned it up herself. That was embarrassing, but lived through it, lived through it.
Next year, junior year. That was the year I got to be snow princess. I wasn’t snow queen but I was a snow princess. I worked hard that year. Since I had taken all my business courses that freshman year, I really had most of that finished. So I took some music and English courses and ended up with two majors and two minors, a minor in music and education, which was psychology, and majors in Business Ed and English. So I was qualified to teach all four. Everybody was required to do student teaching. Oh that’s getting into my senior year already. Back up. My social life as a junior stunk. Hardly any dates so I kept busy co-directing 
The summer after my junior year, I went out to Yellowstone Park. Again this was with Lois Austin, we both applied to be waitresses. A lot of college kids rode the train to go out to Yellowstone Park. My brother Jim went also and got some sort of job cleaning cabins. I worked in the grill and we wore uniforms. The staff all ate together in the back dining room. The chef was a good ole German man, but kind of strict. When he was around, we minded our Ps and Qs. We used to go diving in the ice cream tubs and load up on a big glass of ice cream. When the chef saw that, he put the kibosh on it. We were eating off the profits, I suppose. No more of that. And that was kind of interesting at Yellowstone. I met a fella there, too, that wanted to be my boyfriend. He was a Catholic boy. But it was fun. You know you wanted somebody to do things with and he at least had a car. I am not proud of this, but when time came to head back to school at Concordia, he became the “dumpee.”

The Leigh and Gertrude Story
	I was going to look up their wedding date—those parents of mine, but instead, I will just say that for the time being, they were born about or circa very early 1900’s. Both lived into their 80’s and with so much in between. I am looking at their wedding picture. It was probably the latter half of the roaring twenties so Mom’s curly, dark brown hair was cut in something like a wedge and her veil had a band that partially covered her forehead. She was very beautiful. Her groom’s picture (my dad) shows him to be almost more beautiful. He was a “drop dead” handsome young man. No wonder they fell for each other.
	Gertrude was a talented young woman with a strong spirit. She was a musician and a scholar, demanding piano lessons at a very young age and later she played the violin. When we four were born, she tried her best to pass on this love of hers. We had some fractions of it, but not the willpower to achieve as well at those instruments as she did. I say she was a scholar because, after all, she did graduate from that wonderful Ortonville High School as valedictorian. A year later, my Dad, James Leigh Lockwood, graduated also as the valedictorian. He was older than Mom, but had been kept out of school one or two years to take care of his Dad’s farm in Manitoba, Canada. For sure, those were lonely, bitter winters for him as he loved learning and hated farming. 
	When he returned to civilization, I’m sure he was standing out in the crowd. I think some of mother’s then girlfriends were swooning over him and must have been a tiny bit jealous. It probably didn’t take him long, however, to notice Mom. She was the editor of the school newspaper for one thing. They called it the “Ellivnotro.” That’s Ortonville spelled backwards, right? Ortonville is a nice little town—about 20,000, perched on a really lovely lake, Big Stone, right on the border between South Dakota and Minnesota. Mom’s family had a home on the lake near a peninsula. Her Dad, Grandpa Bongard, was a great fisherman. Besides Mom, they had a son, Frederick. Ironically, Leigh, my dad, also had a brother named Frederick and they were about the same age. Dad’s brother, Fred, drowned while they were living in Canada, I believe. Mother’s brother, Fred, had a diving accident in Big Stone Lake and lived at home between the bed and a special chair (not even a wheelchair) an invalid all of his life. How tragic for both. I’m sure that was an extra bond between Mom and Dad. 
	After high school, Gertrude went on to Carleton College, Northfield, MN and Leigh started law school in Minneapolis. He had some money that had been left by his Grandpa Doris. It should have gone as an inheritance to Leigh’s deceased mother, Birdie Gypsy Doris, who died in childbirth after a fall down a flight of steps. What a tragedy. Anyway, Leigh had some money. He bought a fairly fancy car and would visit Mom at Carleton where she was a freshman. A photo of her handsome beau that she kept on her dormroom dresser was swiped by an upperclasswoman, but Gertrude marched up there and took it right back! No way was she going to stand for that. Did I mention that my Mom was of a cheerful but feisty nature—a very strong spirited woman, and she needed all that spirit in years to come. In later years, much later, Dad was to write a short history of her lineage which was German from the Bongards and French from the Iltis family of my maternal grandmother. It seemed to be a good combination. Somehow they managed to live through the trials and tribulations to come through the combination of her happy, but stubborn open spirit and Dad’s vulnerable, rather secretive, moodier spirit. I’m sure he recognized that everything good and worthwhile in his life had something to do with this city girl. He had proposed to her on Big Stone Lake in their canoe—of course, stepping in the water as he tried to land the canoe. Nervous I guess. They really told very few stories about courtship, etc.  
The Depression of the 20’s forced them to move back out to Ortonville and to take up life of a small 160-acre farm Leigh owned. (It may have also come to him as an inheritance.) He hated farming, but there were no jobs and although Mom got her college degree, Dad did not get a law degree because of those circumstances. The fancy car was sold. They had a few cows on the farm, a horse, a few hayracks and not much else. At their first Christmas, Dad gave Mom a wooden fold-out clothes horse to dry small items of laundry. It used to be my job to hang the hankies and small clothes to dry as they came through the wringer when Mom would do laundry. 
	I have tried to tell most of the story in other parts. There is so much I don’t know about their romance. Perhaps romance was replaced with hard work, worry and parenthood. But I would just like them to be remembered as young, courageous, gifted and precious human beings who really didn’t get the break the deserved, but did have happiness in tight family circle and church/community life. In her old age, my Mom said, “We lived in the best time.” So maybe she had few regrets. Dad would not have been as sanguine, but family was important to him. Near the end of his life, he wrote quite a thorough record of his lineage which harked back to the Mayflower through “female line” via John Holland. “A lusty young man who fell overboard the Mayflower, but in true heroic style, managed to grab a rope handed from the deck and was saved to come to the New World.” God bless Leigh and Gertrude. May they be in paradise, seeing the face of God right now. 















