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I—THE FIRST

MAKERS,

Previous to the awakeniug of spring-
te in the yvear of osur Lord, 1885, the
pegutiful bit of landscaps now inglud-
«d in our home disirict, lay all un-
tramieled by Hving ersatures save a
few stray, fleeting deer, an oceasional
bear or prowling wolf, sly foxes and
timid ¢otton tails.

Few human feet had trodden
grassy praivies and lingered midst Dig
splendid forests or along the shores of
cier as crystal lakes--few bu
the dark-skinned Indians, who wan-
dered o’er it as 2 hunting ground, kiil-
ing for food its wild creatures, catch-
ing fish from i1s lakes and streams:
gatliering from its abundance of wild
herries, cherries, plums, nuts,
and roots.

Oft their camp-fires were kindled
while they tarried for a time, but nn
permanent hiomes were made,

Thus, the land lay--all pew and fail
of promise——ta welcome the first white
settiers, who, in the month of May,
“the morping of the vear,” drove slow-
ty, guletly. reverently over prairie
uills and wooded vales (o the bhank of
a shimmng, rippling lake where they
haited-— filled with admiration and
gratitude., They were home al last,
and, looking out over the perfect land-
scape, they thanked God that their
iong journey was over and ihat their
iof had been cast 'mid such pleasant
surronndings,

. Whiting wrote:

THAPTER

HOME
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“Aloue, and far

from friends and relatives—the coun-
try a wilderness and their npeighbors
the Indians——this little band of pio-
neers pitched their tents, and, ere the
sun had reached the western horizon,
laid the foundation for the first per-
manent settlement in Otter Tail Coun-
vy

l.et us particularly notice who con-
stituted this Interesting little group of
travelers who alighted from the great
covered wagons and scattered out on
this very play ground, District One's
first  patrons and school  children.
There were “Uncle Lute” and “Auant
Nett” Whiting, then in their prime,
with their five children, Bmma, about
twelve vears old; Lu, Elia, Arthur
and baby May. There were (Calvin
Pleteher and his wife and five child-
ren, the oldest bheing ten years olid;
Bdmund and Augusta Whiting with
three children; Jesse and Nancy Bur-
dick with ope baby beoy, Kary; John
and Mary Fleicher; Isaac Whiling
with his bride of a vear, and his sister,
Carmelia, whose parents came later;
Uncle Vet Whiting, whose wife and
children had been detainad by sickness
at Crow Wing; Marcus Shaw, whose
wife also visited there until later;
Lewis Denna, an Indiag chief of the
Ouiedas; Erastus Cutler; James Bad-
ham, and DeWitt Sperry; the four last

them and spread gquilts on top of the
poles for a roof, later replacing the
quilts by large strips of bark., When
it was too windy for comfort, guilts
were alse hung up at the sides. A
little cook stove ,was set up under
this shelter, whieh cccasionally set the
houst on fire, but for obvious reasons
never did much harm. They continued
sleeping In their wagong until the
crops were planted and better homes
were built. '

This, then, was the beginning of cur
tocal | history—occurring  [ifty-three
vears ago. The pages following will
teil niore of the character and object
of these pioneers who left comfortable
homes {o come here and rigk their
lives amidst various dangers.

To understand the dangers they
were in, we recall the Indian massacre
in Minpesota just three years befors
this settlement was made.

Some years before an attempt had
been made to people this country with
white inhabitants, and bundreds of

homes had been made in  western
Mionesota, The whilte people mingled

with the ¥ndians ip apparent friend-
ship and security unil! “in 1862 a terri-
ble outbreak of the Sioux Indians took
place, in which a small portion of the
Chippewa iribe took some active part.
During this war one thousand people,

named coming without their wivas,
who were still in Towa.

““Phe location of the pioneers being
made on the porih shore of Clitherall
Lake, the pext thing was io obtain
a livlikeood. Being unable io bring
sufficient supplies, they must raise
something the first geason or suffer
with hunger, and as destitution stared
them in the face, they were compelled
to live on half or gquarter rations
while laboring to make o start in this
wild eouniry. Their horses subsisted
entirely upon the short,
while performing their part of the la-
bor. Sixty acres of prairie wers brok-
en up and at once sown and planted to
different kinds of grain and vegetables,
“The providing of shelter for the Tam-
ilies was the next matter at hand. The
men worked together like g band of
hrothers and almost daily the body of
a log cabin was erected. They were
covered with long shingles or shakes.
The floors, doors and even the window
casings all had fto be hewn out with
the broad-ax;this reguired time and
mueh labor, nevertheless fourteen of
these simple structures were built,
gn,u' the place the appearance of a
frontier village”

Isaac Whiting built hiz first home in
this way: he drove stakes in the
ground, laid poles across the tops of

dry grass

or upwards (as reported) were most
cruelly  murdered. Many buildings
were burned, and the families who es.
caped the tomahawk and scalping
knife were compelled to fiee for their
Hves.”

And now these settlers at Clitherall
had come to build homes among the
red men. As one of them wrote;
“Miles now intervened Dbetween the
new settlers and ecivilization, and one
unfriendly act or indiscrest move on
the part of the liitle company would
have enraged the natives and caused
a massacre of the entire community.™

However, these pages will show that
only kindpess and good-will wers
shown our fare-fathers by their dark-
skinned neighbors.,

{All guotations were from . Whit-
ing's reminiscences, 1385},

CHAPTER II-MEMORIES.
(& story of the poineers’ journey

from Iowa to Clitherall Lake by a

member of the first immigrant party).

Going out this afternoon to rest ir
my hammock, as I laid my bead upon
my pillow and closed my eyes, instead
of sleep, came a vision of a tiny tot-
tage in far away lowa: a pair of gray
horses standing before its door apd
behind them a grest covered Wagmz
leaded with household goods.
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It 'was afternoon, as it had taken us
all the morning to pack our belong-
ings into the wagon and arrange them
to our satisfaction. In the fromt of
the wagon-box we must have a little
No. T ¢ook stove, as it was mid-winter

and we were starting on a journey to .

the cold north and would need a fire
to keep our feet warm gnd to do our
cooking. Close by it was a well-filled
dinner box, and, back of these, boxes
packed with clothing, bedding, dishes,
antt a few bhooks and pictures. In
the very farthest end of the wagon
was a plow, and on top of that were
two feather-beds, some quilts and pil-
lows,
~ We had bidden the folks good-by.
Carmelia (my hushand’s sister) and 1
were seated back of the stove, while
Ispac sat in front te drive the horses.
Father Whiting stood by the side of
the wagon to bid us God-speed. The
Loys were too bashiul to say good-by
or make any fuss over our going, so

lingered in the back-ground, and their

mother was too overcome by grief to
trust hergelf {o come out of the house,
while Matt Cutler stood in the door,
her face like an April sky, all smiles
and tears.

I had not thought much of the part-
ing, being so busy all morning, auad,

having a strain of “wanderlust” in my

composition, inherited from my father,
the thought of seeing new places was
pleasant to me; but as I took a last
ook at the lttle home that had been
huilt for me only a vear before, a feal-
ing of saduness and regret came over
me, and I wondered if my new home
would be as cozy and pleasant,

Regrets were vuin now and on we
started. Carmelia began o cry hit-
terly and I soon joined her. For a
while nothing was heard but our sobs;
then, happeniug to look around; we
both noticed a round hat box we had
hung up overhead. It was bobbing
around so lively, seeming to sirain at
the rope whieh held it, and looked so
comical, that, glancing at each other,
it caused us to burst inte laughter
which became fairly hystsrical, and
did us a world of good,

It was snowing when we left Manti.
1 remember just how the snow flakes
looked und how they blotted out the
view of the landseape, 1t was not
cold at all, and 1 for one enjoved
watching the feathery flakes fall.

We traveled only a few wmiles that
day, then stopped in o shelterved place,
ate our supper, arranged our heds in
the wagon and lay down to sleep. A
quilt had been hung up al the front
end of the wagon, and as the air
geemed oppressive I asked to have it

drawn back. It was my first experi-
ence sleeping out-of-doors and the
weather turning cold in the night, I
ook a severe cold which stayed by me
the whole -three weeks before we
reached Red Wing.

My vrecollections of our journey
from Manti to Red Wing are of cold
stormy days and of evenings often
spent sitting around a roaring camp
rire vigiting with our fellow-travelers
until bed time, when all joined in
singing a hymn and afterward united
in prayer before retiring to our sev-
eral wagons to sleep.

Oh! it was bard to get up early on
those cold mornings and cook our
breakfast, shivering with cold, while
the men fed the horses and greased
the wagons,

We all suffered, but the rest of our
sulferings were light compared to that
of Mrs. Calvin Fletcher's. She had no
stove along and was obliged to cook
by ihe camp-fire, having five children
e cook for, the oldest aboutl ten years
of age and the youngest a baby eight
months old. How she ever kept them
from freezing is a mystery, She had
feather-beds along and used to cover
them with quilts and they managed to
live some way, but must have suffered
on those hitter cold days.

_Augusts Whiting had three children,

the youngest one tweive weeks old.

She wag s0 weak the meorning we
started that she nearly fainted when
the women helpad to dress her. Of
course she had to ride lying in bed
with her children.

It was a long, wearisome journey
but we reached Red Wing at last
whaere we were welcomed by several
families who had preceded us there,
coming from Manti in September.

‘While living at Manti, Father Cut-
ler had told us mwany times of a place
e had seen in o vision; had spoken
of the lake and grass, and we, as a
church, had long expected to move
there, and had hoped he would go
with us, but he was called to his hea-
venly home in the summer before we
started.

We were not at all surprised when »
few months after his deatl, the coun-
cil decided to send Unele Lewis and
Svlvester Whiting to hunt for a loca-
tion for the church, They started in
September, 1864, accompanied by their
families and several other families,
stopping for a time at Red Wing,
where they rented rooms to live in.

Ags one object the chureh had in
changing their location was o carry
the gospel to the Lamanites. or Indi-
ans, & party consisiing of Lewis and
Sylvester Whiting and lLewis Denpg
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went to Crow Wing to visit an Indian
chief, Rev. John Johuson, an educated
Indian of the Episcopal chureh. They
presented him with a copy of the Book
of Mormon, and he acted as interpret-
er and explained things the visitors
tanght him to the Indians whe did not
understand English. All seemed pleas-
ed and a trealy was drawn up and
signed by sevénteen Indian chiefs.

Those who scoffed at our work
among the Indians probably owed
their lives to the signing of this very
paper, as the treaty was never proken
even though it was so short a time
after the great massacre of 1862, and
the red men were still filled with the
war spirit, .

It was Uncle Lewis, Aunt Nett and
others who welcomed us when we
reached Red Wing. How swest dear
Aunt Nett’s face looked to us. I re-
member throwing my arms around
her neck and then we both eried to-
gether, We lived at Red Wing untll
April the §th, 1865, and then resumed
our journev. Afier camping the first
night we awaoke to find it snowing, We
moved a litile way into a better camp-
ing place just before a regular blix-
zard came swooping down upon ug,
which kept us there three davs ™7
heard later that several Indians who
had been caught out in the sterm

e frozen to denthn

After the blizzard was over we hur-
ried on, stopping at Crow Wing whera
Uncle Vet joined us, he and his family
having lived there since hig interview
with Chief Johnson.

We croszed the river on a ferry-boat
which was a preity dangerous under-
taking as the rivér was full of logs
whieh were swirling about in the
switt current, threatening to strike our
boat and demolish it. God was good
to us however, and we arrived on the
other shore in safety. There were
eight teams to be ferried across, which
took some time,

When we regched the shore and
¢lambered up the bank I noticed g
tall Indian wrapped in a green blan-
Rat who was standing under a tree
and had been watching our transit
aeross the river. He smiled good-nat-
uredly as we approached and said,
“How.” 1 had heard many stories of
the “noble red man,” but had never
seen one until during this journey, and
the sight of the first one we encount-
ered swept away all my illusjons. I
gazed at him in horror and disgust,
and wondered if I could endure life
armong such dirty, repulsive looking
people.

Ag we traveled on through wie
woods we noticed smoke rising ahead
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of us and when we rveached a litile
nridge zoross g siream we found it
hurning., The men put ithe fire outl
and we erossed safely, 1L was smoky
for several miles, but by nighi-fall we
wore ont of the woods,
came it was much
pleasanter traveling, and the out-door
fife gagresd with ax {ine.  Augusts
Whiting got so strong she could walk
several miles each dav und 1 became
guite a pedestrian myself,

‘When spring

N
i

When we linally reached Ofter Tail
Lake, and I stood on the shore watch-
the rolling it seomed as
though we had reached the end of the
world, AL the north end of the lake
1 could see w dim mysterions lonking
forest, back of me was a row of log
iouses and north of those was an In-
burying  ground. The houses
were only emply shells and so fiithy
we could net even step inside, I sup-
pose they had heen built by white get-
tlers before the raid and perhaps they
had all been murdered by the savages,
As T thought of their possible fate, I
iurned away shuddering.

ing WRVEH,

diun

We had been dirseted only this far
onoour journey and where to go next
wae the question. A meeting was call-
ad that evening and we called on the
Lovd toognide us.  The direction was

III—-THE SECOND IM-
MIGRATION.

Three months theze families Jived
nere together, when they began look-

CHAPTHER

ing forward to the coming of other
friends and relatives, Fach dav some

of thern went to tire highest land pos-
sible (the grave-yard hill} and scann
sd the horizon hoping to see the long
train covered wagons which they
kpnew were on the way to this new
home. Houses were huill for some of
theny, and thely coming eagerly awall-
ed.

At last, on July 31, the giad pews
was heralded down the sirest, “They're
coming! They're coming across the
prairie arcund the east end of the
lake!”

I suppose it wonld be diffienlt to
tell which group were happier,
the tired fravellers or those wheo wel-
comed them so jovously, The new-
comers were dalighted with the loca-
tion and happy to find that the little
band who had preceded them were
ail heve and that ail were well.

In the second party were the fol-
lowi Chauncey Whiting, Kdmund
Pleteker, Loyman and Hyram Mar-
dock, Urish EHggleston, Henry Way,
Alma Sherman, William Mason, Heu-
ben Taks, Mr. Stillman, DeWitt Sper-

of

e
the

We girls had brought our dolls with
us for company, and the only real
heartache I remember was when we
drove off and left our Hitle dog Ring
behind., HMe had heen our playmate
s0 long that fo see him siftting there
wagging hiz iaill and watching and
Histening for an invitation io go with
us made the big lumps come up in
our throals until we nearly choked.
Father thought iwo dogs were tioo
many {0 take along, and as we had
ancther one which the boys called
theirs they won out and we had to
leave Ring with aur friends.

We soon reached our first camping
place, only four miles from home,
where we staved three days waiting
for zll the company to get together
for teip. When all had, arrived
and all arrangewmenis were made we
started ouf together. There were
about thirtv-five wagons, loaded with
emigranis and with things necessary
to take to our new home, thongh all
of these did not reach our destinalion.
The captain of our company always
went ahead on horseback to get the
frain started out right and fud camp-
ing grounds.

{he

Every noon and night all of ihe
wagons lined up like a small f~

_camptires were buill and meals cooked

made known and the next night we
were camped o the north shore of
tattle Lake. DMost of the cowmpany
iked the place and we hoped we had
reachad the end of our journey. Some
wegan laving out places for gardens,
some cut down a large tree and made
@ rude log canoce.

however, was not
satisfied in his mind that this was the
place appointed by the Lord for us to
settie.  In the morning he and Marcus
Shaw and James Badham took the new
Bout, ¢rossed Battle Lake and discov-
ered Lake Clitherall, When they re-
fnrned and described the place they
had found, Sybvester Whiting, Lewis
Whiting, Calvin Fletcher and James
Badbam drove around iake and
crossing acutlet at the cast end,
came {0 Clitherall l.ake. They had
heen told through the gifts to unite in
prayver and accordingly, Unecle Syl
vester and James Badham and Uncle
Lewis knelt down in front of where
the church now stands and offered
ltervent -prayer io God; and there
tnele Lewis received a revelation
that this was the spot appointed by
ihe Lord for the church to settle on.
Next morning, the 6th of May, 1865,
we all-arrived at beautiful fLake Clith-
erall.

inele Byvivester

the

fie

- ¥rs. 1sane Whiting.

Ao,

4. 133 3
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Svivester Whiting and children, Mrs,
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Shaw, Mrs. Denny, Mother Cutler,
Mry. Martha Cutler, Emily Prati,
SYaura Lang, Tom Mason, Mr. Olm-

stead and Almon Whiting.

Al of these, however, d4id nof make
Bomes here. Some of them returned
to Towa that fall, including James
Badham, Erastus and Martha Cutler,
Edmund and Augusta Whiting, My,
and Mrs. Uriah Eggleston and Mr.
Glmsgtead.

FROM THE OLD HOME TO THE

NEW.

Omn the last day of May, 1845, a large
company of neighbors and friends left
Manti, lowa, to juin those from that
locality who had gone ito Minnesola
the previous yeuar,

I was then nine wvears old, and 1
remember the excifement the day we
started. Two large covered wagons
each with three vokes of oxen hitched
to them, stood heavily loaded al the
door, and friends had come to
goodby., Those of my brothers, War-
ren, Alonzo, Lurett, Alfred and Chan,
who were not needed {o drive teams
for someone, were on horseback ready
to drive the cattle and sheep that were
to bhe iaken with us. My parents,
with Lucy one vear old, sister Louisa
{Lide) and 1 rode In one wagou.

S8y

over the iire. Folding tables were
untied from the sides of the wagon
and sel up, around which the families
gathered. It makes me hungry now
to think how good everything tasted
after our iong rides or walks in the
open air. Wild game was often ecoked
and provisions bought in . the towns
through which we drove.

in the evenings after ihe dishes were
wazhed and mother made things ready
for the night, all of the girls would
get togsther for a ramble over pur
ecamp grounds and as far away as we
dared to venture to see the benutiful
new couniry.

We slept in the wagons, of course,
and would have been very comfortable
had it not been for the stamping of
horses, icn{'izxg of cattle, bieating' of
sheep and frequént hard rainstorms.

On rainy davs we girls had to stay
in the wagons, hul would play with
our dolls, read, eat cur lunch and se

pass the time very pleasantly.
“When Saturday came we always

knew we had two days of rest and
recreation. Saturdays mother did our
washing and baked bread. Our *-

was made in two large lvaves and
Bbaked in an ivon Kettle with s heavy
cover.. The kettle was placed on a
bed of coals in the campfire; the coals
were kept raked up around it avd were
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also put on top of the iron cover, so
the bread baked through as nicely as
could he. Mother always set the hake
kettle under the wagon at night, and
one morning when she was going to
use it she found a big snake curled up
in it.

We milked our cows and poured the
milk into a big can, tied a strong wire
around it and hung it under the wagon.
When night came the jar of the wagon
had churned the milk until there were
farge lumps of butter in it. So we
had butter provided for us without
our having the work of churning it.

On one of the camp grounds the men
went out hunting a badger and cut
a free down to get it. The howvs’ lttle

- black dog was taking part in the hunt
and th.@a tree fell onto him and burt
him so badly he died. After that we
longed for our little Ring more than
ever, but it was too late now, He
wag too far behind.

One mere accident occurred which
gave us some excitement., The irain
of wagons was going down a steep
hill when the team Charley Tavior
was driving got the best of his man-
agement and the wagon tipped over.
We were all frightened. Charley got
out safe but a good many useful things
were broken or spilled. The g lard

hiung

reached Clitherall and met our sister
Carmelia, sister-in-law Jonnie, uncles,
aunts and cousins.

Cousins Em, Lu and Ella gave us an
invitation at once o visit the Indiar
camps which were a new thing to us,
as we had never been near a wigwam.
We were anxious to go and were led
down by the lake shore where a lot
of indians were camped, but when we
came in sight of them we were so
frightened that Lide got hehind me and
to my waist so tight I could
scarcely walk and my own teeth were
chattering. But the girls declared
they would not hurt us s¢ we ventured
close enongh to the wigwams (o get
a peep at a papoose and this banished
our fears, and it was not long until
the Indian children were our playe
mates, though they ware so rough we
never enjoved them much.

We moved into our log ecabins, some
of whieh had already been built for
us, and speni in them many happy,
never-to-he-forgotien vears.

Ann Whiting Barnhard.

CHAPTER IV—0OLD TOWN IN 1T8

YOUTH.
Among the inconveniences exper-
ienced by these settlers was that

their nearest trading peint was Sauk

OLD CLITHERALL'S STORY BOOK

cured which the women carded and
spun and made into cloth for men’s,
women's and children’s clothes. They
knit socks for sale, made from their
own yarn, and earned considerable in
that way.

There were no lamps. They made
their own tallow candies by holding
a string (the wick) over a large pan
or boiler and pouring melted tallow
over it, lefting it run along down the
string and repeating as fast as the
last coaling cooled until it was a suit-
able gize. Some of the families owne
candle molds, in which they put the
wicks and poured the tallow.

In 1867 (7) Unele Vet put in a store
in ome room of his house. He kept
groceries, dry goods, shoes, ete,  Later
the goods were moved to a new of
building near Uncle Lewis’s who then
kept the store.

Marcus Shaw kept @ boarding house
and had a good many transient cus-
tomers, including pioneers hauling
goods to their new homes.

Chauncey Whiting, who was a black-
smith and wagon maker, had brought
a kit of tools with him and buili the
first blacksmith shop in the county.

Isaac Whiting made the Arst chairs

S, ). Whiting was first postmaster,

Lurette and Isaac Whiting made the

can tipped over and the asled arg
ran down the hill except what spaked
into the wagon cover, which oiled it so
well that it never leaked after that.

I must tell how the sheep were
taken across the streams and vivers,

The men would wade into the waler,.

one after another, taking hold of hands,
until the line of men reached neross
the siream. Then some one drove the
sheep inta the water, one at a time, and
each man in the line pushed the sheep
along to the next man un:il all were
safely over.

Days, weeks and months went by
and we knew we were nearing our
new home, which created great ex-
citement. We would soon see our
relatives and friends who had reached
there in May, some of whom we had
not seen since September. When at
last, July 31st, we drove out of Leaf
Mountains, where -ve had gone up
hill and down until we were dizzy, we
came out on a broad prairie and we
now knew that we were within a few
miles of Clitherall

Sgon we saw in the distance 2 man
on horseback riding ftoward us at
great speed, which proved to be our
dear brother Isaac coming to meet
us. We were oh, s¢ happy! 1 remem-
ber mother cried for joy when she
recognized him. In a few hours we

Center; stxtvive - mitesaway—Their
post office was St. (Cloud, one hundred
miles away. For several years they
hauled their wheat to 8t Cloud io be
ground into flour and their wool to
Minneapolis to be carded into rolls.

Later their mail was hrought from
Alexandria one winter on a dog-sied.
Wm., MeArthur brought a stock of
goods to QOtter Tail City to trade to
the Indians for furs, and the Indians
sometimes brought these goods to
Clitherall to trade for provisions, Fin-
ally, Giles Peak filled up one of the
old deserted buildings at Otter Taill
with dry-goods and groceries which
afforded the Clitherall people a nearer
trading point. The mail route was
also extended to Otter Tail, making
that their post office.

There were cook stoves in most or
all of the homes, but there were no

heating stoves the firsg winter, All
had fire places and “Stick chimneys.”

The houses hecame so cold nights
that the bhread would {reeze so hard
that in the morning they had to cut
it up with an axe and steam it

The second winter they had heating
stoves and were mare comfortable in
many ways., They had made deeper
cellars and filled them with vegetables
and there was no scarcity of wild
meat.

From their own sheep wool was se-

fipst Wagons. ... R

William Mason was a shoe-maker.

Zeruah Sherman and her mother
wove cloth on a loom made by the
settiers.

Warren Whiting was the lecal pho-
tographer.

Marcus Shaw owned the firal broad-
cast seeder and ¥ 1. Whiting the first
horse-power threshing machine.

W. W. Gould drove the stage {1880~
1884) from Clitherall (part of the time
from Battle Lake) to Perham.
was pald $130 a year for carrying ihe
mail sack but earned more than that
amount taking freight and passengers.
He made the trip, which required two
days, once a week. Part of the time
he went only as far as Otter Tail City,
making, the trip in one day, for the
same money.,

The railroad was built in 1881 and
the present village of Clitherall found-
ed. Since then the first town has heen
kpown as Old Clitherall or Old Town.

Besides the church store already
mentioned, & frame store-building was
built by Jed Anderson and Almon
Whiting (U'ncle Vet’s son, not hig bhro-
ther} on the place where Orris Alberi-
son's saw-mill now is. It was oper-
ated a year or so, 1874-5, when they
hecame interested in a mill in Leaf
Mountains, lost money and closed the
store,
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In 1877 Jed Anderson and Orris
Albertson put a small stock of gen-
eral merchandise into the building,
but as there was not business enough
for two Anderson soid out his interest
and Albertson became owner of the
property. In 1881 the railroad was
built past Battle Lake and e moved
his stock of goods o that village.

The railroad company built a sup-
ply store on the hill overlooking the
iake just southeast of the other store,
and the crew, about thirty-tive in num-
ber, were boarded {or nearly three
months at the “Albertson Hote),” their
home being where the garden is now,
west of the mill.

Boctor Ames had the house built
where George W. Underhill lives for a
drug-store while he practiced here, He
later moved to Fergus Falls,

Doctor  James Wendell, George
Gould’s half-brother, also practiced
here & year or morve and then returned
e Wisconsin,

CHAPTER V—HOW THE LAKE WAS
NAMED,
How we wish these early homemak-
ers had been the ones to give thig lake
its nume!

We wish they had given il a name

CHAPTER VI-THE CHURCH

The chief characteristic of the pio-
neers of Clitherall was their religi-
ous belief. Notwithstanding the fact
that this belief was founded on the
Bible and was dignified by Christian
tiving, it has been considered by every-
one, out side of the membership, as
“peculiar.”’

Chureh bistory shows that a church
—The Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter Day Saints—was founded in
the year of 1830, by the direction of
God through Joseph Smith of New
York. It was the restoration io earth
of the 0ld Jerusalem Gospel. Joseph
Smith, president of the church, was
martyred in 1844, the hody of the
church thus being left without a lead-
er.

Brigham Young wrongfully assumed
the leadership, taking hundreds of de-
ceived followers with him to Utah
where they were rebapiized and coun-
verted to polygamy and to varicus
other evil doctrines. Some members
of the original church walted for Jos-
eph Smith’s son, Joseph, fo hecome
old enough to succeed his father as
president of the church, These form-
ed the present Reorganized Church
of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.
Gthers organized under gifferent lead-
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servision of Alpheus Cutler, and undey
more wholesome principles. Things
weant on smoothly until August, 1864,
when our leader, Alpheus Cutler, was
taken away by death. Some divisions
arose relative to the rights of auther-
ity: the church bescame measurably
broken up and it was thought advis
able to sell our farms and remove io
Minnesotd. Arrangements were made
accordingly, and on the firgt day of
June, 1865, we started on our journey,
arriving at Clitherall Lake, Otter Tail
County, on the last day of July, 1865,
where we met with a few of our breth-
ren and their families whe had heen
sent the previous fall to hunt 2 loca-
tion for our little delony.

“In process of time all disagresmenis
in regard to authority were amicably
settled and Chauncy Whiting 8r.. w
chosen -and sustained by a unani
cus vote and ordained first president
of the Church of Jesus Christ under
the hands of Brothers Charles Sperry
and Almon W, Sherman., He then
chose his two counseliors, viz, Isaac
M. Whiting and Lyman Murdock. The
church was first incorporated on Peb.
25tk, 1873, at which iime Chauncey
Whiting, Isaae Whiting, and Lymasn
Murdock were slected trustess.

“In the process of time Chauncey
Wkiting died, and about six years ago

3

they particularly loved and rever-

enced because of some memory in past
associations or in anticipation of their
future peaceful home, or, perhaps out
of respect for some place or person in
their sacred books.

This would have given it an added
fascination for those of us who love
the place partly for our forefathers’
sake. "1t seems a harsh intrusion that
another who apparently had no inter-
est in the place or its future, should
wive left forever his name on this
picturesque water,

However, long association with the
name has given to it a ring of beauty
and genuineness that makes ug admire
and like it after zll.

Major George B. Clitherall was reg-
ister of the United States land office
at Otter Tail City from 1858 to 1861
Whether by his own choice or some
one else’s his name was given to the
lake is not known, but it evidently was
named before the setilement was made
on its shore. The village and town-
ship took their name from the lake.

Little is known of Major Clitherall
From Otter Tail City, he returned to
his home in Alabama and assisted
the Confederacy during the Civil War.
{Facts taken from Mason's History of
Otter Tail County.)

ro. e

These factions as they developed
have come to differ widely in their
belief, but all of them have been cal-
Ted “Mormons” because of their claim
to & bhelief in the Book of Mormon—a
history of ancient America.

Following sre extracts from a manu-
seript written by Mrs, Issac Whiting
in 1918 on the organizalion which in-
ciuded the first immigrants to Clith-
erall, she having copied some of the
facts from an article written by
Chauncey Whiting,. We quote from
where he had written of Brigham
Young's leading a part of the church
from Iilinois to Utah:

“ Mot knowing what betier we eould
do, we followed on enmasse as far as
the Missouri River and erossed over
to the Nebrasks side. In the mean-
time opporiunities were presented for

- & more thorough investigation of some

of the doctrinal points held by that
portion of the chureh who accepted
Brigham Young as a leader. Finding
that they did not harmonize with the
law and order of God we could not en-
dorse them as principles of salvation,
right or righteousness, Thereupon
we changed our course returning back
to the southwestern part_cf the state
of lowa, and eventually selected a
focation in Fremont County, where a
chureh was organized under the szn-

Isaac M. Whiting took bhis placs az
first president of the Churech of Jesus
Christ. The church was again set in
order, and as they had not been work-
ing in the Temporal Union for sev-
eral years the church was again o
corporated on August 17th, 1812, at a
meeting of the congregation of the
church at Old Clitherall,

“The church elected the lollowing
officers: Isaac M. Whiting, president;
Chas. L. Whiting, secretary; Erie
Whiting, James Fletcher and Emery
Fleteher, trustees. At this saime meet
ing it was decided that the name of the
church should henceforth be known
as the Church of Jesus Christ.

At the present time the officers of
the church are Issac M. Whiting,
president; Emery G, Fleicher, Iszasc
Whiting’s first counsellor; Erie Whit-
ing, Isaac Whiting's second counsel-
ior; Charles L. Whiting, president;
James Flefcher his first counsellor,
and Julian E. Whiting his second coun-
agllor.

EeE————

“Our Belief.

“We believe in God the Riernal
Father, in his son Jesus Chr‘ist and in
the Holy Ghost.

“We believe that all men will be

punished for their own sias and net
mr Adam’s transgression.

“We believe that through the atone-
ment of Christ all mankind may be
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saved by obedience to the laws and
ardinances of the gospel,

“We believe that these ordinavees
are:  First, faith in the Lord Jesus
Christ; second, repentance; third, bap-
tism by immersion for the remission
of sins; fourth, layving on of hands for
the gift of the Holy Ghost.

“We helieve that men must be called
of God by proplicey, and by laving on
of hands of those who are in suthority,
to preach the gospel and administer
in the ordinances thevesf.

“We believe in the same organiza-
tion  that existed in the primitive
chureh, viz, aposties, prophets, pas-
tors, teachers, evangelists, ete.

“We bhalieve in the gift of tongues,
propheey, vevelation, visions, healing,
interoreration of tungnes, ste,

“We helieve the Rible to he the word
of God as far as it is translated cor-
rectly: we also beleve the Rook of
Mormon te he the word of God.

“Wea helieve all that God has reveal-
ed, all that he does now reveal, and
we helisve that he will yet reveal
many great and important things per-
taining to the Kingdom of God.

“We believe in the literal gathering
of Israel and in the restoration of the
ten iribes; that Zion will be built upon
this continent; that Christ will reign
pergonally upon the earth, and that
the earth will he renewed and reeeive
the paradise glory.

“We claim the privilege of worship-
ing Almighty fled according to the
dictates of our own conscience and al.
iow all men the same privilege, let
them worship how, where and what

THE

Religiows services were held from
the day the first settlers camwe, but
a5 there was no church building the
meetin were held out doors or in
dwelling houses and in the school
house,

In 1874
which in
rrezent frame building,
the same place,

a log chorch was built
1912 was replaced by the

hoth being in

CHAPTER VII-ORGANIZATION OF
COUNTY, THE FIRST TOWN-
SHIP AND sSCHOOL DISTRICT ONE.

(Hter Tail County had been organ-
ized or defined by a Legisiative Act of
March 18, 1858, bul not until 1868 was
the county formally organized with a
complete set of officers.

Otter Tail City had been designated
a5 the county seat, but whan the com-
rissioners first mel they did not meet
there but here in Clitherall in a house

which stood near where our school
house  stands, the home of Marcus
Shaw.

Marecus Shaw and Chauncey Whiting
were county commisgioners, and 8. .J.
Whiting had been appointed by the
state as county auditor,

They continued to meet in Clitherall
until March, 1876, holding eleven meet-
ings, so, in the senso that the county
4 is where the county business is

OLD CLITHERALL'S STORY BOOK

. G, Fleteher.

Reuben Oakes.

. L. Whiting.

Hyruom Murdock.

Jesse Burdick.

T. Mason.

Charles Sperry.

This being the first petition of the
kind fo be considered in the ¢nunty,
the district thus organized {(including
all of Clitherall Township) bhecame
District One. )

The District hag sinece been divided,
ag the increased population renuired,

antil the original territory now in-
cludes all or part of Idstricts 8, 14,

257,

and

34, TE 155
trict 1,

The first two county superintendents
of sehools were chosen from Distriet
One—William Corliss and E. B Cor-
Hss.

{Facis taken from Mason's History
of tier Tail County)

besides Dis-

CHAPTER VIII-THE SCHOQOL.
{This chapter was written by one
who. 85 a school girl, came to Clither-
all with the fArst colony. The first
hool was beld in u building built
for a dwelling house hy Reuben Oakes
ahout twenty rods sontheast of wh
our present schonlhouses stands.)
The first school T ever heard of in

thev raay. )

“We  helieve in being sublect to
presidents, rulers and magistrates, in
oheving, honoring and sustaining the

faw,

helieve in being honest, irue,

“Wa
chaste, benevolent. viriuous, and in

doing good o ail men,

“We believe it right to love the Lord
with all our might, strength and
mind. and our neighhor onrselves,
and that we should administer relief
and comfort to the sick and afflicied,
and aid the poor and needy.

“Yea, more; we believe it right to
hecome one, or equal, in temporal as
well as in spirftual things-—all enjoy
ing alike the comiorts af life; ang that
the priest is no better than the member
or hearer-—all heing one in Christ
Jesus and privileged alike to partake
of the heavenly gift.

“We beliove in being neat, clean and
comely, but pri and vanity in all
itz forms and ex ses in following the
different fashion the weorld s dig-
pleasing in the sight of Genl and must
be supplanted by humility and $HE
plicity,

“We believe in being strictly honest
between man and man and also with
our Maker, in observiag all the laws
and commandments which He bhas
given.

“We pelieve it right i in vestigate or
tonverse upon any subject or principle
in a friendly manner, which purporis
to he for salvation. But we view it
to be beneath the dignity of 4 saint to
debate for strife or revile against re-
vilers, though ever so much they may
hate or abuse.~—"Mrs. Iszac Whiting.”

e, Old Clitherall the first
county seatl.

Clitherall was the first township
organized in Otter Tail County. ‘

Wt

A petition  was presented to the
ccounty commissioners Oet. 34, 188§,

asking for its organization and that it
ke Known by the name of Clitherall

XNo record is found of the petition
being granted, but it evidently was, as
ilre Township of Clitherall is mention-
ed In conneetion with the work of the
commissioners in 18

The spring following the estabiish-
ing of Clitherall Township the county
commissioners received the following
petition;

To the County Commissioners of {he
County of Otter Tail, State of Minne-
soia.

The undersigned, a majority of the
legal voters of the tarritory to be af-
fected theveby, do hereby petition vour
honorable hody to organize a new
school district, to be comprized of the
following territory, to wit:

Being township 132 North, in Range
40 West,

Dated at Clitherall this 19th day of
Muarch, 1869,

Names,

Marcus Shaw.

Chauncey Whiting.
S0 Whiting.

Otter Tail County was held in the win-
ter of 1866-1867. The teacher was 2
Miss Zernah Sherman, who, for & time,
had attended college at Tabhor, lowa.

The distriet was not yet organized
and the teacher was paid by the pal-
rons-—sixteen dollars o month,

The scheolliouse was built with an
old-fashioned fire-place at one eng
which was admirably contrived so az
to iet most of the heat go up the chim-
ney. The roof was of shakes and the
flopr of puncheons. There were threc
small windows in the house as I re-
member it

There were at least thirty puplls en-
rolled, I think, among whom was Geo.
Jobinson, the son of the Chief of the
Chippewa Nation., His father, wigshing
to give him an edueation and hearing
of the school al Clitherall, made all
arrangements and sent his son to
board with Alma Sherman’s family
while the term lasted.

¥e used the school-books that we
had brought from Iowa—Wilson Read-
ers, MceGuffv's Spellers, - Arithmetics,
Grammars, Geographies, slates, pencils
and writing-books, but no tablets.

The sessions were held on all week
days except Monday., That was wash-
day, and girls were supposed to help
their mothers wash. In fact, no girl’s
education was considered complefe
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until she had been taught all the in-
tricacies of housekeeping and home
economics, from darning stockings to
making a chicken ple, while knitting
and spinning were common vocations
_in those dayvs.

Our teacher was kind and cons
ate, but when some of the big bhovs he-
came oo bolsterous and unruly and
forgot their manners, 1 tell vou she
rang the bell vehemently, and in spite
of ‘her natuaral timidity and disinetin-
ation to scold she guve thew such a
Cfieree lesson on good mianners and the
proprieties to voung ladies that it
really took effect, and worked zo well
that one of the young gentlemen after-
ward married the teachey.

Aleng in January the snow begarue
so deep thmt we could not wade 1o

ley-

school. I think i was betwesn 1wao
and. three feet deop. But the men

fixed a sort of three cornered hox, deep

and Jow en runners, und the driver
wonld  stand  in the box while the

horses pulled it through the decp snow
from one house to another and they
to the school house. This ploved a
deep path for us to walk in. 1 be-
Heve they had to 4o this several times
that winter,

{ remiernher a littie excitement wg
vl one day when Syivester AMelntyre

tion). uncle chorister and
chose for the opening hymn one with
very applicable words:

“Rightings without and fears within

Since we assembled last”

The assembly seemed to think this
was oo sufficient confession, S8 no
harm cams of i I wish all fusses
could bo as eusily settled

Near the close of schoo! the idea of

The

wWas

an eniertainment was discussed.  As
magazines and lterature, from which

to ohtain material were scarce, Delia
Sherman and I decided we could fur-
nish the pooetry, so we took the geog-
raphy nod gave them the names of all

ithe states, capitals. and rivers in
rhyme,. bat T eannot reeall a line of
that lterary achievement today.

I know we learped some things in
that school, 1 loved arithwmetic and
nated grapunar

That was ifty-two vears ago. Most

of the people I knew then, our teacher
amoeng the aamber, are gone, and the
rest of us are only walting,

Emma I. {Whiting) Anderson

Fmma L. Whiting fater tsught i
that schoolhouse. Other ieachers
there were Willlam Corliss, Roseltha
Coriiss, Orris Albertson, George Ham-
mer, Hleanor Gould Whiting, Sadie

9

fleld, Nina Gould Tucker, Nettie Tuck-
er wnd MHallie Gould.

CHAPTER IX—THE FIRST FOURTH
OF JULY CELEBRATION IN OLD
CLITHERALLL

{The Fourth of July of 1870 was
probahbly the first one ever celebrated
in the county, People came from St
Oiaf, Rilver Lake and Oak Lake and
met with the ploneers in Old Town.
One of the vigitors wrote the following
account of it:) o

1t wan forty-eight vears age this
Fourth of July., We lived in St. Olaf
at that fime. Word bad come io us
from Willinm Corliss that Clitherall
wag going 10 celebrate on the coming
Natal day and that the people of St
Olaf were cordially invited to come
pver and be their gucsts for the day.

We had known William Corliss sev-
eral vears hefore as our school teach-
er in Filimore County.

Several loads of 8t Olafites eagerly
accepled the jnvitation and made ready
for the trip. We were exceedingly
anxions Tor the day to come, as many
strange stories concerning the “Mor-
mons” had come to ns.  Some sald the
men had horns on their heads like
veariing calves, Others said the wo-
men had noses like fish-hooks.

Anddertook o eXerdise anihioriny Taver
some of his: cousins,
Guther, from his near-by woeod piie, ob-
served Bylvester's: sly and
pinches, which things raised his pight-
cous indignation. so one recess

cuffs

Yed over to the school grounds and a
pitched battle eusued, the only. one ]
had ever wilnessed, The combatants,
nucle and nephew, were soon wallow-
ing on the ground., First one secmod
uppermost, then the other, while the

wholeschool surreuided. them in a
cirele. : '

i was terribly {rightened . and
thought, like peopie do now, that some

-one ought fo know encugh to stop the

war, Looking arcund I saw cousin
Hett standing near and I began to beg
bime to try to separate thept, but he
was evidently enjoving it too much to
care to interfere, for he ouly laughed
and said, “They won't hurt each other
mueh.”

Well, he was right about i, for they
5000 got enough of it.  Byivester wrig-
-gled Ioose and went sedately to the
wolhouse to  wash his face and
bleeding nose, while his uncle went
home, a sadder and wiser man.

I was afraid such behavior wonld
make trouble in the church, but the
next Sunday the warring factions hoil
appeared at the service, each with a
hlack eye and bruizsed bump (of cau-

‘The little hoys

Pelton, and LUchy WHITEE Murdoer:
Abner Tucker telis this story of on
securrence in that school during Geo.
Hammer’s administration:
"While Eddy Fletcher was reciting
with his clasg one day, Anson Sher-

man, who sal in the seat hehind Mddy

Fleteher's, placed a bent pin.in a dan-
gerons position on the seat in front of
him, Eddy, returning from cla
slate in kand, dropped down heavily
outo the seat——ihe pin included.

Withiout a doubt as to who piaced
the - familiar thing there he aross,
furned fo the boy behind hinm and rais-
ing the slate in both hands slammed
it down onie Anson's head.  The slate
smushed, and the frame woent on down
over s head with more force than he
carved o have uszed to jerk it off and
the frame had to be broken bhefore it
could be removed.

In 1880 a. new school slie
tected and u frane schoal'}{mxse buiii
which is stfil in use. Among the teach-
are  Dr. Alisg '
f'nesar, Wehster, A
Hettie Bonner, Anna Gib-
Chapin, George Vogel,
Misg Hill Addie Lindsev, J e St
Hulda Evander, lda Hvander, Howard
Miller, Mae Hverts., Emma Smith Me-
Aterr, Leon Gould, Hattie Ouks, Vina
Tufis, Alice Elithorpe, Martha Schact,
Emily Whiting, Olive Murdock

e
=2,

Aies, Thover

£FE
Porter
Lockhar,

Miss

Ldding-

wasn se-

Itwas s jolty crowd that loft Lake
Jolly Ann in St. Olaf on that beautiful
summer morning for our first visit to
Clitheral]l and the “Mormons.”

Our ride was  uneventful as we
drove through woodland and across
the wild, unbroken, roadless prairvie.

Our first excitement was while we
were crossing what is now the Cor-
liss farm just west of the outlet of
Lake Clitherall. “Mother Mack” as
she was called, stood beside the road.
S.me one said, “There’s a Mormon
woman!” I looked at her nose. My!
but my very hair stood on end. 1 now
fully believed all the stories 1 had
Beard about the men,

Then, at the top of the hill ahead of

us, we saw o flag waving in the breeze.

My! what a flag!

Wo had s flag with us, made yvears
before in Fillmore County. We were
proud of that fag. We breought it
along to show fhe “Mormons” that we
had a flaz. It was sadly faded and
wegther-heaten but it was a fiag.

Well, when theirs came in sight we
wauld have hidden. ours if we could.

Theirs was borne aleft in a band-
wagon., The band, with a gay erowd
of voung people, had driven out fo
mest us.

A fun-loving girl in their crowd
pointed with her liftle finger and
shouted, “Look at the flag!” and then
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tanghed  gleelully,  They called her
P

Roseitha Corfl rose up anud with

“Yesr npeaedn’t

helped

LN Es ay eyves said,

3 .
GuE. 1

i
fasgly ob 1o

O e arn’

at ke it

in the

futher

pand-wagorn wis Roseltha's
Gould, making his sife
with melody while his
timwe {o fhie martiad masie,
Clayton Gouid. STVHTE TR
comade bis geamestieRs iy oover
dram, while “Cy”
on the ixree bass dravn,

We remusved our hats and cheored

Gearge
hurss
font Koyt

firly

teoking as

FoR{b i

Kept tinge

Touddy wihen  the  welcoming music
ey ald riend wnd leacher
withe  anppyrapyi words,

Joyunty welcoyns that
in s face.
stunted with the gird
o nl e flag that § for-
sot ol about the horns and fishi-hooks,
The hand-wazon turned buek aud we
dbove along thie hillside 1o near
Catup Corliss iy now located,
v ineomparable jewel mmong
Wil 1o our enrapiared gaze.
arqunmd the shors, not taking
auyoeres fron ke lake until zthe driv-
: clabmad, “Geo! ook on the ather

suye Yolve G e
haut Beon sbining
Powas =y

1t

Wi Dt laughe

@it

woth
Inkes oper
We drove

Thoere caine Bady Rletcher ranning

OLD O

Alherison,

f.ahe ihe oldest person  present.
woad ol patriaveh, Father Spey-
rv praved God's blessing on the gath-
aring, and “Unele Channesy” gave the
.xmi,x s8, ieiling of God's providence
n sulding them to this bheautiful shore.

Then the dinper hour came, A long
frbie in the grove had been prepared,
1t was covered with snow-white table
cloths and fairly groaned under ls
Limid of good things--green, pens, new
potatoes, chicken pie, goose-berry pie,
maple s3TaYR, maple sugar, sweet ¢ake,
grent toaves of pure white flour bread
and pounds and pounds of vellow but-
ter,
bt those goose-berry
member that 1 calied for “more pie”
A rosy-cheeked waltress, I8Hen Mur-
dovk, came to me with a glorious com-
hinavion of four, shortsning, goose-
borriss and sogar aud said, “Here, 00y
thiz, 1 made 1t 1 “tried” a hemi-
aphere of it, cupacity alone preventing
me {rom eating it au

“Mather Mack” was at the dinner.
Betors moal time she marched over the
ground with a buffale-chip on her
Bead, tled there with a strip of red
culico. Bhe tossed her head scorn-
fully and sald she looked zs well as
those St Olaf girls.

As she passed the iable she picked
up a bread knife and scooeped put the

That

pies! I re-
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same time, with half & dozen young-
sters whom 1 supposed were her sis-
ters and brothery were all calling him
“pa,” when I learned to my amazement
that she was hiz wife and the mother
of all those yvoungsters. May “Aunt
Lyd” Hive forever aud die bappy.

Tom Mason was there warning us
that “this Is what was spoken of by
Joel the prophet”

A voung man and z delightful girl
weare there whe seemed very muech de-
voted to each other, 1 asked “Aunt
Lvd” who they were. “0Oh, that’s Lon
and Em,” ghe said. ~ “They just jumped
the broom-siick yesterday. Been go-
ing togetber ever sme-e they were two
vears oid.”

That was nearly ity years ago and
that good (ouple are still golng to-
gether,

One of the i‘.v;i.action:a of the day was
rendered by a shewp from the Clith-
erallites’ large flock-—an old ram thar
was possessed of a very puglistic dis-
position. The boys had tormented
him unatil he would backoff, lower his
head and chayge at the slightest pro-
vocation, One of the boys, Lett Mur-
dock, § think, got behind a big stump
and. looking over the top and holding
his hat out at the side in sight of the
old buck, he attracted the animals
attention. The old fellow gave his

AR oL ot aid s sister
nali a Rints
eich niher sver hop

saragh with
gring clinsing
Happy fuee, They
werse fnfjowed by Calvin Ploteber and
Hitthe Pletehers.

Bitl and down
i
iE

dauen af

1 host of

Ppothie H ih
the dnpe fop o e way, ih
aur left sfoad \\‘.- 3
vias ooyoung goviila srinning
in bix hands he held a
Lodith as larvge as o gquart

thonghi, “Marbe it's s0
wfter all” and I owondeved the
next one wonld look like,

We drove op past “Mother AMagek's"
o sond o o Hitle Bl when on oar

n doal on

‘\ hite
?‘rm:l.‘drmb
mieasure, |

LI IEN

Wit

teft stood o man, T wish 1 could fitly
deserihe i He reminded me of Ja-

rab who wrestled with the angel and
He was standing
hand hoiding his
Hand holding his
vifeed a0 Bappy wel
with s waving black locks and
aphy face and whsle atti-
tude wmaking such a pleasing picture
that my heart then and thers went put
to “Unele Vet
The prograny wus held in the grove
ust back of where the Oid Town mest.-
ing-house novw  statds, The Declape
ating of Yederendence was read hy
Grandfather  Jueob  Sherman,  Mes.
George Goulds father {rom  Silver

disioeated nis
an ane fout,

RHES

itign
Pis ot

yimhi

feie,  pig

cane, while e

e,
bedtd, nis R

center of a goose-berry pie as deftly
a’ any Bioux warriop ever scalped a
wiite man 1 wag {rightened and went
up o tree like a squirrel

Uncle Lewis Whiting came fo my
rescue and- gaid kindly, “Comne down,

hoy, The old woman is gragy but
she it harmioss.  Bhe won't hurt yvou
at all, 2o don't ba afraid”

&Fith my chum of Fillmore County
sehool-davs, W, W. Gould, (I have al-
ways ealled him Winniey we visited
all the interesting places of Clitherall.
Among these Drecall Uncle Vel's store,
Cucle  Chan's  tin-shop, Uncle Ed's
blacksmirh shop, Unele Al's chair shep
and his mules, Reft and Loa's wagun
shop, Warren's clothsspin {actory, the
saw-mil run by lrorse-power, ami the
nueer dttie schoolhouse on the jake
shore,

Several vowrs later [ was “school-
nm'am” in that bullding.

I vividiy recall some of the {aces in
fhat Fourth of July erowd. Good old
honest Hyrum Murdock was there, He
at one time refused fo take more than
3150 for seed potatoes when we of-
fered Wim the market price of $2.00 a
bushel, He told us that he could not
sioap nights if be chavged o neighbor
that much for potaloes.

TUnele Al was there. A girl who
could i{alk in seven lunguages al the

head a few shakes and lowering it he
came at the hat like a snow-plow and
locomotive charging a ont full of snow,
When within about ten feet he arose
in the air and with bent neck and stif-
fened body he strack the bat a center
nlow, went over onto hig knees for a
moment and then rose stupidly and
walked off, evidently thinking with
the poet Lopgtellow that “things are
not what they seem.”

We peturncd to our homes that night
impressed with the thought that abides
with us stiil, that the pioneers of -Old
Ulitherall were among the salt.of the
earth. Thev were honest, law-abid-
ing, induosirious, God-fearing, and
neighborly in the fullest measure,

Long live their memory.

Geo. Hammer.

CHAPTER X---THE SHEPHERDESS
OF DISTRICT ONE,

{Layra Lang came to Clitherall with
the secomd colony, July 31, 1885. Her
pouse was built  upon these school
grounds, where she alsc had & gay-
den. Une of those who befriended
her wrote this story of their acguain-
tance.)

Dear old Aunt lLaurie, I can zee
her vet in myv mind’s eve—iall, angu-
lar, slightly bent in- form, as if better
to watch over her sheep., All alone in
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supposed ihat if a witeh took & gradge
against wou she could eause vou some
bad luck, and a witeh was always
pictured as tall, angular, with gray
hair and one io he avolded, 1 knew
mn;nc seldom went to her house and
dy went among other people
ept to church, but after that first
for visit 1 was never afraid to go sgain,
ware I knocked at the dogr and heard her
vy, “Uome in.”  Bhe leoked surprised
when she gsaw me and stood walling
ax if for me state my srrand, but
srowhen 1 osaid, “I came over to ses if
arden, von were wall)” she, to my surorise,
, pside her austere mannher, gave
pred ot Lo mie ay Auni Lauvie and b heat g divi e Liair, o 4 me to foke off my
) rum tatked and laughed with
=13 dng of & girvlish manner,
2 ft,:r abaout my third or fourth eall
¢ : vited me Lo stay to tea,  She wag
thoy wore eutirely a8 fre,az' lover of the cap that ¢heers
<hul dues not inebriate. 1 had to have
woenkened down to cambric
5, a8 it was medicine to me
G e liked 1. Then she seomed
0 ETOW s~ﬁnfmfg‘& ial and told me how,
re ; 3 when zhe was a girl, her parents were
ny. well off, s h nad fine things, and did
io- not ook as she did now,  But when
he united with the Latter Doy Baints
falks had cast bher off and she
not whether thevy were dead or
alive. In her younger days it eost
twenty-five cents to send g letter, and
money was searce.  The telegraph and
lepl s unKROWn. 86 No Wol-
ste lost track of sach othoer.
gpenad  her old  irunk and
bronght put her treasures to show ms.
There were the remaing of a drab
a:h“sw and parts of a dark blue
st heavily brocaded which I
wers something  wonderful,
She gave we a goa& many quilt seraps-
, and, which 1 pieced on “shares”
Yy & Lowith E'im‘ health  was  sadly  impaired
h.mv ng over through being outside in all Xinds of
wold of eolor bad weather and she died ip 1885 (7).
one, and her It seemed to me she gave her life for
[$1534 her sheep,

Bhe Hes muried on the hillside where
s0 moeny of our loved ones He awalting
the resurrectlon. I hope ¥ shall see
her then, and if [ doe she will know |

Aunt
when |

the world,

Were nagr.

ﬂm fies]

it

s where the au-

o

‘ark aud clopdy

s owatehed her many a
started off in the morn

tired and worn, but

honse on ihe

"é}(s

é)‘i fhie }’_‘:
wm Towa fo Al

Laurie cang

¥ s At
I de not Know

S

cality she }“ the floe 3: to another, and
woao o the dog or other creature that
came withiln reseh of her staff if §
fried ta frigh

néezy when you consi
wut i sl Kinds of wes zth» st
ove briers and bushes wounld fray

'y SRR s PR TR s & oy
are for fhe her .\.%mm, s dust oling and mud

f ih{‘s;w. Aunt

especin care.

traveltiers were so thankint o

zi‘n;f end of their _}(’!U'X"'!

Uoapsrt o dav f
mufm;* and a sheey
i meat

ing

YOHT

Yy

p went astray.  OF course her houwsework was sadly Rever thought she waz a witeh,
the men mpde neglected, -nm her window hecame 5o - Bmma L. (Whitlng)' Anderson.
{ - e could  har sew TR

\PTER XI--THE FIRST DEATH.
William Mason, whe came here in
S5, was a xnounéker and, as therse
was ot much sale for shoes here, he
procured work al his trade in Alex-
andria,

1 think it was in Fsbruary, 1867 (%)

that he decided fo gquit work there gnd
fofirst h’m@ come home, Theres was no train or
stage- ach .fzx:; come on 80 he was
ahiiged

H

been married afi b was about thirt
Cvears, hut the
one and they

Mr. Lang

my moathor

M,,m'- LT, one I feiy

u

81X panes of
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The weather was warm for that time
ol the venr when feft Atexundria,
and the first wont as far
Millervitte, staying ol night with one
of the settlers there.

The next morning the he
stayoed with could see signs of a storm
brewing and adviscd hitn to wait g
duy or two there, it would c¢ost

g
diry ke a8
people

saving

him nothing, But i was warm and
he wis =0 anyious to gel home that,

not heeding thelr repeatod warnings,
be left Millervilie, A lizht show was
falling but he thousht that wounld not
amnant 1o macl, Baf ahout noon the
changad the northwest; it
lder and soon o blizzard was
raging,  He striegied on bravely al-
nat Blinded by the snow until he wus
within g few miles of home,  What be
siffersd mientually and phasieally no
one eaho tell His strength fuiled bhiw
st and he feli bead-long into the
colit snow,

faot s thut
coties pereifglly upon one when freeze
ing matiie Bim nneonscious of bis con-
ditinn as e lay there, face downward.
whilc the snaw dreifted over him.

He had not sent word o his family
thit he was voming, there bsing po
midt-route berween here and Alexun-
drie 2t fhat tme, and iU was two or
three wieks hefore we knew thot he
Bad eft Alexandria,

Wi inte

HPeW e

at

opes that the steep

TITHERALL'S

the trip to Sauk Centre and back, im-
agine our surprise when in ahout two
hours saw them coming back
across the inke,

Seme one ran out to meet them and
harvied back with the news. Marcus
Shaw had =cen sompething that looked
ke 2 stove-pipe sticking out of a
snow-drift and jumping from his lead
hud gone (o sve what it was. To his
horror fonmd it was g beoi. He
called 1o the other drivers who came
and together they dug away the snow
and found i1 was their old friend and
neighbor William Mason, lyving on his
face us he bad evidently fallen,

OFf course they all turned back
bringing the body with them. ! re-
member they stopped in front of Uncle
fLewis's honse on the corner, and Mes.
Mason having heard the news came
running seross the road, and. bowing
her hiead upon the poor frozen hody,
wept  long and  bitterly. It was a
hesrt-rending scene but kind friends
tinaily persuwaded hier to come into
the houss, while the men drove on
down to the little log huilding we used
for a churel into which they carried
the hady.,

Isaae and some of the others made

W

he

w colfin. A funeral was held and,
upon fthe high hill overlooking the
ke and surronnding  country, the

lonely grave was mwade,

S STORY BOOK

butter, fiour, melons, potatoes or apy
vegetables, They were gspecially eager
to get bulter. They never stayed in
one place long enocugh themselvey so
they could make garden or keep any
stock.

A good many used {0 camp winters
near Hyruom Murdock’s, in what iz
now Abner Tucker's pastuve. Some-
times ten or iwelve wigwams were
set up thera. These were covered
with mats made by the squaws of
reeds, Mats also c¢overed the sod
floors except in the center where the
fire for cooking was kindled, the smoke
escaping through a hole at the top of
the wigwam.

Over ihis fire hung o kettle in which
the whole meal was cooked at one

fime. No maiter bow many kinds of
food were to be had they were all

together—beans, squirrels,
iy, ete.

made maple sugar to
trade to the white people. They boil-
od the sap and stirred it while cool-
ing so instead If #s hardening into
s more like ordinary birowy

thrown in
dumplings

The 11

sen the squaws wished to clean

rrowad  tubs and wash-
cte., of the white people and
washed and ironed their clothes, comb-
ed their hair neatly, and even tock s
bath, wore brlght colored cof-

they he

Th ey

I helie 1t Hyrum Murdock
Boosaw o man from Millerville whe
if Mr. Mason got to t'iitherall

Wi

REFU

alt rizht thradgh ihe storm., As it
wits the first futimaiion Fyeum Mup-

ad leit
shrprised

[22 1S3 1IN
Mason

Alexandria
and began
From the
had ladged
e rece uu.f an account of his leaving
Millervitle after belng warned of an

doack hund that e
he wus groatly
mnking inguivies

at
s with whom Mr.

approaching starm awmd being urged
tn =tay there until it was over. As

nothing had been secn or heard of him
here knew he must have perished
in the storm. )

Nest duy a searching party was or-
sanized snd as the was about
thiee fect deep on the level the men
wont snow-shoes,  Late ot night
they retnrned tired and diseouruged.
They went ugain and again--all to no
avall-and one cun imagine the grier
wind despitir of his poor wife kept in
stspense Gibohis fime,

thar uswed Febraary
in, aud as flour
Futle settlement of the wen
foaded  their  eovered  sleighs  with
wheat and started to mill.

We watebod them as they crossed
the lake and disuppeared over the hill,
and, as it usually 100k a week to make

W

ROy

011

thaw soon set
wis needed in our

severadl

It was the tivst death that had oc-
earred among us, and it was such a
shoek that the sadness and gloom hov-
ered over our little community a long
tinie,

The next winter two more graves
were added to the lone cne on the
“HIP” when Clark Stillman and his
sister Klizabeth Sperry were tuken
from our litle band by death,

Bince then many, many more of our
dear ones have been laid to rest in our
“City of the Dead”

Mrs. Tsanc Whiting.
XI-—-0UR
NEIGHBORS,

The Indions were common callers
in Old Clitherall. They were always
well-treated, partly because of the
natural kindness of the settlers and
partly because of their fear of the RHegd
Men. The [Indians knew the women
antd clhildven were more or less afraid
ol them and never hesitated to open
the dour of a settler's house and walk
in without even knocking whenever
they wished to warm themselves or
bez or buy something {o eat.

After a few stores had been estah-
tished in the county the Indians would
buy goods (mostly cloth) at the stores
and trade it to the seitlers for bread,

CHADPTER INDIAN

ton dresses in bumnwr but in winter
they bought the heaviest flannel to Bo
procured for thelr dresses, leggings,
hoods, and shawls,

Papooses while young enough io ha
carried in swinging hammocks
their mother's backs wore no clothing,
but were wrapped in the down frowm
marsh cat-tails,

f fhe papoose died while so youn
the mother made a rag doll and o
ried it in the baby's hammock.

Some of the Whitingg made coffins
for the Indian children who died und
were huried here, but erdinarily
did not have coffing for their dead.
Their burying-ground was on the hill
just gast of where Geo. W, Underbiil
lives now, hut when they heard a sup-
piy store was o be built near it thev
took up their dead and buried them
again near Otier Tail.

24

Indian dances were held around
their camp-fires and also in

seitlers’ yardg or even in their hows
A group of Indians, squaws, and chi
ren would appeatr suddenly, caryyvi

tomabawks, c¢lubs and tin  ketile
drums. Some of the sguaws would

seat themselves together on the ground
and the rest of the party would form:
a circle around them. Then with the
brandishing of hatchets, the clangi
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gnmusical drumes, and shrieks
of everyhody the wild dance would
hegin, “Hi-ah, hi-ah, hi-i-i-ah,
Hi-al, hi-ah, bi-i- repeated gvetr
and over again in varyving tones still
remembered by the pioneers and sung
vet to their ehildren’s children who
never tire of hearing “Indian stories.”
The party danced madly around and

of

t-ah,”

around fhe ring wearing a circular
path in the vard, When the “concert”
was over one of the Indians woeuld

come Lo the door and ask the inmates
“pa~guazh-i-gun” (hread or Houry,
“do-do-sa-bo”  (buttery, “skoot-a-sim-
i {beang), “o-pin-ik” {potatoes), “sin-
zi~bo-quet” (sagarvy, ete, and they usu-
got what they wanted prompily
Trum the frightened housewife who
wis anxions to speed them on thelr
wiiy from her own door,

for

Tndinn hunters sometimes brought
fheir musk-rat hides inte houses (o

sort and count, spending long evenings
ithat way., The odor was ‘x)orr“nle but
ua one dared 1o order them ont. When
‘m v were through they would lie down
on the fioor and sleep till morning,
W, W. Gould tells of when about a
Indians came into his father’s

wonse and themselves on the
Hoor aronnd the stove, Some strings
of red-peppers were hunging on the

daren
it

seated

family and Iooked on with enjoyment
while their mother washed the little
red-skinned haby and dressed her in
some of haby May's clothes. She was
fed and put to sieep in the big rocking
chair,

About dark back came the Indisn
mother, the bhaga already doubtless
having added. flaver io her evening

mezl. She sat down on the foor and
satd nothing, but while her hostess

was gone for & pail of water the child-
ren saw the sguaw go sofily to the big
rocker, stealthily gather up her baby
and disappear into the woods,

Another time in this same homs
Lucia, EEE& and their Grandmother
Burdick were alone when in stumbled
old Ta-todge, a usually friendly In-
dian. This time he wag drunk and

nothing could be more dangercus than
1 drunken Indian. The horrible ex-

pression of his face, his insane eyes
and  uplifted tomahawk frightened

Ella into rigld terror, especially when
he approached thelr helpless grand-
mother, afflicted with palsy and un-
ahle to leave her chalr. Lu, however,
rose fo the occasion, and grabbing a
chair lifted it above her head scream-
ing “March on' {an expression used
by the Indiansg), She made a rush
across the room just as the hatchet

enly
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farther, saying that the Sioux from
Dakota were comdng infto Minnesota
tn stir up the Chippewas to another
extermination of the whites. These
first iraveliers were followed s littie
later by long trains of emigrant
wagons loaded with household goods
and frightened passengers.

Ome day the war-whoop was heard
and, at the top of the hill, in the Oid
Town street, the Sloux warriors ap-
peared on their spotted ponies, Child-
ren orfed and women grew heartsick at
the sight and sound of the screeching
galloping furiously down the

What was their surprise and relief
to see the Indians. who proved to be
six or eight in number, whesl in
at TUnrie Vet's store, dismount and in
a jolly. friendly way show they were
only o bunch of woung Sioux out
frightening the white people for the
fun of it. )

Mrs, Prouty, in Alexandria, a friend
of the Clitherall people, {old them
iater what an enormous lot of baking
she did in those days for. ihem, as
she expecied every day that the Clith-
erall settiement would also be broken
up and s people join in the emigra-
tion, and she wanted to be prepared to
help them.

. and e Tndivans never hoving
seen any before locked ot them often
with cove Finaliy
souaw reachied up slvly,
per from the string and took a
bite. 1t was not long until her
sight to behold while the
rollsd  down The
- Indians watehed her wondering-
v and soberly but no one attempted tao
[STNTY .im)ti.m‘ one,
An Indiun came
dock's home oneis while the children
were alone and usked for food. The
gird, though thoroughly frighi-
food upon the able for him,
e explained 1o broken English ihat
b Biad been working
;uh’iwi. “NO
Diamin poor  eal.
he laid forty
wWenl away,
Ome day a squ
Whiting's “on the corner”
wing & large ruta-haga
door asked for it.  Aunt Nett
what she had to trade
shook her head: was carrving only
her  papoose. Aunt Nelt  suggested
ihat she Teave hier papoose in exchange
! the baga. She grunted indignant
refusals for o time but finally handeg
aver her bahy, picked up the baga and
frudged off. The children were de-
lighted with the new addition to the

LOUs eyes, o old

4 poep-

gener-

jerked

s
fave was &

feurs her cheeks,

RS
iriiied

inte Hyrum 3ur-

sldest
ened, 8ot

for a4 white man,
mesit. Noo hosg
U AYter  his
an the table

ined COW

el Cents
fpt
at Lewis
in O1d Town
at
inguired
for it. She

stopped

ind s ihe

WHETTITE dheve ey Rranuiotuer s
head, Ol Ta-todge dodged and was
chased {ront the house,

Biackbird Medicine Hau -
Hwizgh was pronounced ‘“‘cow-in
nish-i-shin” (no good) by most of the
Indinns,  Pok-o-nog-ie gent for him fo
come 1o Clithevall Lo treatl his wounds
when his hand was sccidentally hurt
by o gun-sghot.

was i

he

He also presceribed treatment for
a sick “brave” who lived near where
Orris  Albertson’s  farmbouse  stunds.

His diagnosis showed the Indian to be
troubled by an evil spirit, and a wild
clamor of Kettle-drums was kept up
for three days and z‘xigi’-tq to drive it
awav, This proving ineffectual Black-
bird tried internal treatment. He
ried o charmed plece of 4 crane’s
wlilch his patient was induced to swal-
having  been swallewed pre-
I’w of other afflicted
“red  men, I oalways returned
promptly the docter accompanied
by whatever it had found in the sick
person’s stomach, In  this case the
demon still seemed to hold possession,
sa a plece of a rifle-barrel was next
administered was  finally
lieved,

fow, it
vicusly seOTES

o

and he [

At one time an alarm was given by
travellers from ssitlements west
their

way to Alexandria or perhaps

of
Clitherall who drove through here on

My Quimby did go. His family and
Calvin Fletcher's were camping on the
south shore of Battle Lake, and oune
day during the “Indian searg,” while
at his work, he heard heart-rending
eries frorm toward the camp. He ran
to his nelghborg’ and iold them the
Indians were massacring his Tamily,
as he had heard their shrieks for help.
His friends accompanied him home,
but found every gne safe. The noise
had heen Eddv Bletcher’s singing.

However, Mr. Quimby . could not
feel safe there any longer. He im-

mediately loaded his possessions into
his wagon and with his family left for
Alexandria. Nor did he stop there,
The last heard of him he was near the
Pacific coast.

Orris Albertson tells of ene good
farmer’'s wite who asked ber hushand
o go down cellar, put a pan of cream
in the dash churs and churn it, so
they would have butter io eat on the
road in case they should be driven
out. - The much-frightened husband
complied with alacrity and for thirty
minuies pounded faithfully away with-
aut any énc:omagement whatever,
when the wife came down and ex-
claimed, “Why, vou've made a mis-
take! You've put a pan of whitewash
into the churn. The cream- is over
there.””  Whereupon the good man
dropped the dash and strode out of

www.LatterDayTruth.org
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the house, declaring he would rather
fight than work ke that, so he
shouldered his rifle and went out to
the top of the high lake bank and
waited for the Indians to come.

Unele Odd didn’t mention the man’s
name, but he told the story so vividly
that we wonder if

Well, anyvway, he savs the Sioux
never came, and it was not long until
most of the settlers throughout the
country who had left yeturped fto
their homes and prepared to harvest
what crops the grasshoppers had not
destroved,

CHAPTER XIIT—S8TORIES REMEM-
BERED THROUGH THE YEARS.
A TRAGEDY AVERTED
The greatest scare of my life was an

experience with the Indians in 1870.

I had poisoned a dozen wolves, and
after removing the pelis I had hung
the earcasses in g tree. A band of
fwenty-five Chippewas on a hunting
trip stopped in the grove near our
cabin to cook their noon-day meal.
They had been there an hour when 1
went gut to visit them, As I stepped
out of the cabin I noticed that glt the
poisoned carcasses of the wolves were
pone irom the iree,

My hair immediately stood on end,

If ever I wanted to see Indians
writhing with acute stomach pains it
was about that time.

Geo. Hammer.

THE FATE OF THE STOLEN
CHICKEN.

Two of the Old Clitherall school-
hoys ¢names not mentionable) plan-
ned a pienie of roast chicken in the
Back-woods far enough from home fo
be enjoved in seclusion.

They secured the chicken without
price and ran with it into the woods
toward the northwest corner of the
settlement., As they neared the old
swing they caughi sight of Father
Sperry coming to offer his seeret
pravers. In sudden fear of detection
with the stolen fowl they dropped it
and dodged behind a brush-pile where
they crouched in silence,

Father Sperry came very near them
and knelt in praver. He never did
hurry through his prayers and this
one seemed doubly long to the hungry
boys who, failing to be brought to re-
pentance by his good words, only wait-
ed in suspense for their chicken din~
ner.

The prayer over, the old gentieman
rose tc his feet, spied the chicken,
picked it up, found it still warm, and
feeling hunegry himself he trudged off

OLD CLITHERALL'S STORY BOOK

strange to say, not joined in the ehari-
vari or even heard of it. He, too, be-
lieved an Indian out-break was at hand
and rushed out, gun in hand, en-
countering an Indian crawling over
the lake bank. He took aim at him,
but the Chippewa called, “Don’t shoot,”
and proved he was not an ensmy. One
Indian ran on past them inte Uncie
Chan's home and gasped out, “What
for so damn miuch shoot? ’

The next morning the Indians -began
coming warily from their hiding-places
to see how many had been killed by
the charivari, Some of the gquaws
did not appear for several days.

A GOOD APPETITE WASTED.

It wag forty-five years ago and deer-
hunting-time in Leaf Mountains.

had followed an old buck all day
and when night came I was twenty
miles from home, huugry and tired--
tired all over.

Reaching an Indian camp I said
good-by to the deer and gave up the
chase. 1 entered the wigwam and
made the inmates understand that I
was hungry and wanted to stay all
night. They seemed more than willing:
s0 1 removed my moceasins aand lay
down with my feet to the fire.

The young squaw began preparing

as | opictured twenfy-tive dead Indians
in our yard--peisoned by eating the
wolves that T evidently had given them.

Knowing full well that revenge is
sweef to an Indian, I pictured a great
uprising-—an Indian massacre-—gn ex-
Stermination of the white settlers in 8t
Haf—un Indian war-—uand all because
of my poisoned wolves,

I rushed up to them, muking frantic
gestures, and tried to take the ieat

- from them which they were eating
with sueh relish. 1 threw the mesat
out of their kettle. I pretended to
edt some and then threw myself onto
the ground as in a spasm and feigned
deuath, trying to show them what would
be their fate if they ate the poisoned
nieat.

Those Indiuns, meanwhile, were en-
joying the utmoxst hilarity, They
taughed to Kill as [ tried so ineffectu-
ally to make them understand their
danger, and the more 1 tried to save
them the more tliey ate and the harder
they laughed.

After enjoyving my agony until they
hud eaten their fill, one of them stop-
ped laughing long enough to say in
quite good English, “Poisoned wolf no
kill Indian”

I was indignant., “You red
Why didn't you tell me that?”

He replied, "It was heap fun to see
white man have hig seare.”

skint?

home and had it prepared for his own
dinner,
{Told by IZlla Whiting Gould.)

THE CHARIVARI

There had been a double wedding
among the young pioneers-—Freeman
Anderson and May Whiting, and Ar-
thur Whiting and Lois Murdoek being
the participants. After their return
irom the Fergus Falls court-house
where they were marrvied they spent
the pight at Hyrum Murdeck’s where
they were roused at midnight by the
ever popular charivari-—g perfect fury
of banging tin-ware, clanging cow-
hells, piercing whistles, gun reports
and shrieks of boisterous youth., The
visitors' enthusiasm cooled somewhat
when & board sailed cut from an up-
stairs window and landed in their
midst,

But the gxiea,test consternation was
not in the vard, neither in the bridal
chambers, It was in the Indian camp
not far south of the house, Never
had these Chippewas heard anything
equal to that except in war-time, and
they sprang from thelr wigwams in
terror, running wildly through the
woods, hoping to escape an encounter
with the fierce Sioux who had evident-
1y all but reached them.

Chan Whiting, Jr., then living east

of where the church stands, had,

evening -meal. I watched her
closely. She took about two guarts
of flour in a pan, pouwred water on it,.
stirred it up and placed it on the coals
to bake. I thought, “Unleavened hread,
but good so far.”

Her next move was to take a pail of
cranberries, fill it with water and hang
it over the fire to boil. “Good agaln.
Unieavened bread and unsweetened
cranberries.” I hegan to get ready to
eat for I was exceedingly hungry.

The young cook moved again. This
time she got a string of half a dozen
pickerel. Again I murmured “Good,”
but immediately repented, for, without
sealing the fish or removing the heads
and insides, she dropped them into
the pail of cranberries and began stir-
ring them with 2 stick.

My appetite took a fearful tumble,
and it seemed as though my tos-naiis
were drawn up clear through me.

I knew where a Norwegian lived on
the edge of Nidaros prairie about
five miles distant, so I took my gun
and started, arriving there about ten
o'clock, P. M, I told my story and
was given a warm welcome and com-
fortable bhed, but 1 declined eating
any supper at all.

43
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Geo. Hammer,

A JOKE ON THE JOKER.
It was in the 7¢'s. 1 did muah
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trapping in those days, and as ihe
fur-bearing animals were very plen- 8
tiful T had great success.

A Norwegian boy, Ole ~, lHving
pear us, came {0 me one day, eveing
wistinlly my collection of furs., Look-
ing up at me eagerly he asked, “George
H.a,mmer, how you ¢ateh a mink?”

I told him this: “Take a musk-
rat's leg; place it on top of a rat-
bouse and then place vour trap bot-
tom side up on top of the rat's leg.
The mink will come up in the rat-
house, will smell the rat’s leg and
dig up through the house and stick his
feob into your trap.”

Ole went away elated st having
iearned Hamnmer's mink secret,

The next moerning back he came,
running, and crying at the top of his
voice, “1 got him! T got him!”® And
sure enpugh Ole caught the mink in
ridieulous way, However, it is
safie 1o say he never caught another
ones that way, though he afterward
became guite a successful trapper.

Geo, Hamnier,

til

THE MORAL TONE

Whien Clayvton Gould’s fivst log house

was built at Silver Lake {(west of W

W, Gould’s) a crowd of Clitherallites
went up there to help.

Clavion's uncles, Charlie

a short distance.  Soon a  roaring
sound warned us that ihe wind was
riging, and we had scarcely rveachsd
our destination and gol the team in
the barn when the great storm that
swept over nearly the whole siate
burst upon us in all its fury. It
seemed but a few minutes after the
wing began to blow before the snow
was & whirling, blinding mass and
the howling of the wind was terrible
to listen to, I hiave spent nearly fifty
winters here but have never seen &
storm o compare with that one. It
began on Wednesday and continued
raging furiously for three days and
rights, Saturday morning we awoke
to find the sky clear, the wing stilled,
and the world white with snowdrifts.

I returned home that day and learn-
ed that it was feared my Uncle Cas-
siug Sherman had been lost in the
storm, as he had been expecied home
from Town of Maine before the storm.
Some search and inguiry confirmed
our fears, and I returned fo Clitherall
to get help in our seareh for his body.
Friends f{rom Clitherall and Maine
came, buf our search was in vain. The
next April the body was discoverad
on Everts prairvie by Xric and Anton
Glende.

He lies buried on *“The Hill” in Old
Town, his grave-stone having been
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harvested eighteen bushels of grain
all together that year. ;

When the pests could find no more
to eat they laid their eggs and on they
ﬁe\s, to zettle down somewhere else
for their next meal.

We knew there could he no erop of
grain the next yeayr on account of the
erop of grasshoppers already planted,
s0 not moch seed way sown of any
kind. Father Gould did raise some
corn, and some of the Clitherall pec-
ple, Hyrum and Lyman Murdock, rais-
ed gome potatees on Bald Island, miles
from iheir homes, )

Such comuylefe crop - fallures two
years in succession left many people
destifute. One thing spared to
us were pig-weeds or red-root, so
wea usually had red-root greens for
dinner through the summer months.
To he sure that no flour was wasted in
our home 1 baked my biscults three
at a time, two for Winfield and one
for mysell. We ate home-niade maple-
sugar in the place of granulated sugar
we could not afford to buy.. Another
way we economized was by using
a kind of lamp-burner which required
no chimuey., The lamp did not smoke
and saved Kerosene, though the light
was not good.

When people tell of the good old
ploneer times, I wonder if they have

very

and Jim
i, having just arrived from Wis-
consin, wers there also and were over-
beard commenting on the difference
bétween the crowd there and a log-
raising crowd back home, They were
asked what the différence was and re-

plied, “Oh, there they alwavs have a
Iot of whiskey and several kegs of

bear, so mosi of them got drunk, and
there's always lots of swearing ang
mugh tatk-—and two or three fights
hemvo night,” and then they chuckled
ut the remembrance. “But here,” they
said, “we haven’t seen g drop of liguor,
and you sl seem to be so good-nai-
nred and friendly-—no guarreling, and
wi haven't heard a bit of swer aring ex-
cept g little from that c¢hap over thers
when his horses got tangled up.
That chap proved to be
han.”

“Little

THE BLIZZARD OF 1873

- On January 7, 1873, 1 started from
my home at Silver Lake to Clitherall
I was accompanied by my sister Ros-
eithe who was to visit at our sister's,
#rs. Rett Whiting’s, while T prefer-
red stopping over at F. I, Whiting's.

© It was not very ecold and there was
no wind, but by the time we had ar-
rived within a mile of Clitherall large
fzkes of snow began falling whieh
came more and more rapidly until
they were go thick we could see only

furnished by the government because
of his servigce in the Civil War,
W, W. Gould.

GRASSHOPPERS.

two years after we were
married, came the grasshopper
scourge.  The grain had headed out
and had the appearance of a wonder-
ful erop, when one day about noon
we were suddenly startied to behold a
cloud of grasshoppers setiling down

~

In 3877,

aver everylhing., 1 went out o ges
where they were coming from, and

as I lncked up there zeemed to he a -

heavy  snowstorm--the air just full
of big flakes. As soon as the grass-
hoppers touched the ground they be-

gan eating everyvthing in sight. They
alighted in the lake as well as on

land, so many of them perished, but
there were enough left to devour near-
Iy evervthing in the shape of vege-
tation.

Father CGould was out on (lith-
erall Lake i#ishing, but had to give it
up, as the hoppers came down in the
lake so thick that the fish paid no atten-
tion to his bait but jumped up through
the surface of the water and caught
grasshoppers.

When he velurned home, to Silver
Lake, his garden and grain were al-
most - entirely destroved. Winfield

forgotten the vears the grasshoppers
had all the good times at our eXpense.
- Ella Whiting Gould.
lurett Whiting adds this to the
above story:

Sheep-sorrel was anether thing
not taken by the hoppers and my wife
used it for fruit in her pies, Kb Cor-
lisg said ho came home after the grass-
hoppers had eaten everything in his
onion-pateh and they weré all sitting
up on the fence in 2 row and he counld
smell their bLreath as he approached
and knew what had happened.

A CHRISTMAS TREAT REMEMBER-
ED THROUGH THE YEARS,

A stolen extract from a letter writ-
ten in acknowledgment of a 1918
Christmas gift: .

“The ecandy was delicious—the best
T ever tasted. It reminded me of
i Chrislmas treat of many vears ago,
though not because it tagted the same.
I think it happened the first Christ-
mas you two paired off together, and
Emma with Little Chan. There was s’
slelgh-ride for the young folks in ihe
daytime, and a gathering at the cc.r—‘
ner in the evening,

“I remember there were two sleigh-
ioads-—sort of upper-crust and young
fry. I was with the Iatter and sonie-
how got paired off with Will Oakes,
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When he came to treat me all he had
was lump-sugar and stick cinnamon.
What do vou know about that! All
thie excuse he had was that the big
boys had bought up all the candy. I
dou't imagine there was {ifty cents’
worth in the whole of District One.

“I1t makes me laugh now to think of
it, but I was se¢ mad at the fime I
threw his treat under the stove,

“Khoda.”

FRIENDS IN NEED ARE FRIENDS |

INDEED.

In the fall of 1868, if 1 mistake not,
my brother Alonzo and 1 went out
prepared to camp four or five days
and hunt deer. We camped near
where Sever Hempsing's farm now is.
It was late in the fali, very cold and a
little snow had fallen. After geiting
settlied for the night we went out for
a few hours to see what the prospects
were, and tinding very few signs of
deer we went to bed feeling rather
blue. Narly the next morning we
started off east to look for deer.

It was turning colder and snow
clouds were appearing in the west.
Afier going about a mile together we
separated. 1 had not gone far alone
before I saw z nice doe feeding down
in a4 hollow about %00 yards off. Be-

tween me and the deer-theore-wepe-just.

a few scattering jack-cak brush. 1
stood behind a buneh of brush waiting
to see’ what the deer would do. 1
thought she might come near enou'gh
50 1 eould shoot her from where I
stood, but all at once she lay down. 1.
wuas getting so cold that I decided
trying to erawl carefully through the
snow from one clump of brash to
another gnd so get close enough to
kill her. In this way 1 got within
abiout seventy-tive yavds of her and pre-
pared to shoot, but I was so chilled
throngh 1 seemingly could not get
the gun to stay in ene place long
enough to shoot, as aill I could see
was just the deer’s head, but after
trying the fourth time 1 fived. The
ball went through her head. killing
her instantly.

I ran up, cut her throat, threw her
on my shounlder and started to eamp.

By this time the snow began to fall,
the wind was riging, and I bhad
soeme difficulty in getting in. Lon was
there trying to get a fire started, but
the storm was increasing and 1 gaid
the best thing we could do would be
to get home as soon as possible. So
we hitched up the oxen and started.
When we got to Pete Linder's place
the storm was so bad and we were so
thoroughly chilled we thought it would
not be safe to cross the prairie, as it

was almost dark.

I went up to Mr. Linder’s house
which was a very small affair—a dug-
out in the side of a bank with a liitle
window and door on the log side. A
stove-pipe stuck out through the dirt
roof with smoke and sparks pouring
out of it. I rapped on the little door
and heard a voice say, “Come in” 1
went in and asked if it were possible
for them to let my brother and me
stay there all night.

“Well,” he said, “I can’t Keep you,
as we have only the one bed and
there’s no place for yvou to sleep. Yeou
had better go over to Severen Jacob-

son’s. He might be able to keep you.”
“Ne,” 1 replied, “we are almost
frozen., We have some comforters

out in our wagon which we can bring
in, and we can sleep here beside the
little eook-stove all right”

He said his siable was not finished
and he did not see how ke could pos-
sibly keep us, bul I declared, “You
must, for we can’t go any farther to-
night.” ’

He looked al me thoughtfully for a
moment and then said, “Well, come in,
and we will do the hest we can for
you.” So we put our oxen in the
stable and fed them, corRed up the
biggest cracks in the walls with hay,

and-carried-our-comferters—into-the-

house. .

Mrs, Linder put the coffee-hoiler on
the stove and soon had hot coffee
ready. We brought in our luneh and
enjoved s hearty supper there by the
warm stove and 1 shall never forget
how good that hot coffee tasted. 'This
was the tirst time I had ever met these
good  people.  Their kindness was
gurely appreeciated, and from that time
to this Peter Linder and his wife have
always held & warm spot in our hearts.

Lareit Whiting,

MY FIRST BEAR HUNT,

Farly one fall, just at the time when
the acorns on the caks ave ripe, my
brother Isgac and I hitched up & yolte
of oxen to one of cur wagons, took
our rifies and drove to Leaf Mount-
ains, stopping to camp near where
Pete Linder’s house now stands.

We started out at onee to look for
bear; had gone about half a mile east
to about where Thomas Turnguist’s
farm now is, and reaching the edge of
a small oak grove we found all kinds
of fresh bear signs. Some trees had
ahout all the small limbs broken eoff,
and the bark was scratehed off the
hodies of the trees where the bears
had climbed up for acorns and down
again., .

We decided that Isaac should geo
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around to the opposite side of the
grove and I would wait until he had
arrived there and then go through the
grove toward him. After going about
two hundred yards I discovered two
bears up in 4 bhizg oak tree helping
themselves to acorns. I slipped along
toward them, carefully keeping be-
hind trees as miuch as possible so as
not to be seen. When close enough to
be sure I could hit ope, I drew my
gun to my shoulder and fired, Af the
crack of the rifie the one I shot at
swung out from the big limb he was
on, hung by one of his forepaws a
moment and then fell to the ground.
The other one hustled down the tree
backwards as quick as the rifle erack-
ad and started to run.

My zun was a double-barreled one-—
rifie and shot. ¥ ran up to the one |
had shot which was trving hard to get
up and was growling, snarling and
snapping his teeth. Reloading my
rifie harrel I gave him another shot
but he still showed signs of life. Then
Isnac came up and sent another ball
through hig head which finished him.

We had just got this one to the wa~
gon Wwhen to our surprise we saw
three more coming as fast ag they
could run teward us. We had already
put our rifies into the wagon and be-

fore--we-osuld-get-them-out to ghoot

the three hears had got past and were
entering a thick pateh of poplars.
Issac ran around to the opposite side
and I followed the bears. Had mnet
gone more than two or three rods
before I saw one. He raised up on
his hind feet and took a square loak at
me. I fired and at the same time he
suddenly turned, lowering his head
enough so that the ball took off a goad
punch of hair and a small piece of
hide with it,

All three bears whirled and ran out
where Ike was, who sent a ball
through one of them and it tumbled
over. The other two escaped. T

We soon had this one to camp and
ag we had come prepared for only one
day’s huant we put the two bears inte
the wagon and went home, feeling well
paid for the trip. Got home in time
1o have a nice fry of bear meat for
supper.

Lurett Whiting,
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CHAPTER XIV--GLIMPSES OF RO-
MANCE.
THE OLD TOWXN SWIKG.

n the year of sixty-seven
Was an inspiration given
To the jolly boys of Clitherall in the

spring,
o seek out a shady dell,
Down beyvond the public well,
And erect of wood the Old Town
swing.
Oh, the Old Town swing,
Ofi, the Old Town swing;
There's g host of pleasunt menr'ries
Y the Old Town swing.

Often when the sun shone warm

Om tite woodlund, luke and farm,

Axndd the birds were by the millions on
the wing,

We would hear the joyful sound;

“Rrery lad and lass around

vited to the Old Toww swing.”

Are in

With no thought of rest or slumber
We would surely join the number
Who had gathered there to chat and
play and sing
wmgc of love or wur or joy,
Blind man's buff” or “Catels the boy”
Whe dropped his kerchief near the
Old Town swing,

1 can't tell how many Emfers

Met their sweethearts *mid the clovers

wWhich beneath usg like a carpet there
did cling,

But my lover sat beside me

There, and asked would I
be,

While so gently
awing.

Now my hair is silvered

And 1 sit alone tonight,

And to menvries of the past | ;):mi
oling:

We are scatiered far and wide,

Some bevond deatih’s rolling tide,

Bui we'll ne'er forget the 0id
BWing.

Deec, §, 1818,

his bride

swaved the Old Town

white,

Tawn

Emma L. Anderson.

OLD POLE SWING.

thrill with memories
us we look backward nearly half a
century to that happy trysting place!
Twas there we learned our first les-
song in love: 'twas there we plighted
aur troth.

Thns the old pole swing holds a warm
corner in our hearts—a corner from
which all other thoughts are locked
out, and vet-to some of us there is a
sting in the memory, for 'twas there
we saw the other fellow walk off with
gur best girl, all beeause we lacked
courags to tell her what our thoughts

THE
How our hearts

£33 1 B

sLhypses.warping’lowas.one.-so

“Urant, ouy jeader, brave and strong,”

Was another, wbhich oft made the
green wouds riug

And, i memory serves me rvight,

One warm sunny day and bright

We'd o picnic by the Old Town swing.

Ot our tegcher from her spinning

We would coax by methods winning,

B:lz she'd walt tH Torty konots were on
the string;

Then we'd set the welkin ringing,

With our laughing, shouting, singing,

Ay we hastened the Qld Town
SWing.

to

There were lessons in politeness,

U»u fints about the rightness

O pur muanners, that our teacher king

- did bring;

Like the “seouts” of giris and boys,

Innocent our games and joys,

Aare my mem’ries of the Old
swing.

Town

1 some feared a dreadful dan-

©ger

From the presence of a stranger

Who dared enter thig, our irysting
place, one spring,

He proved neither rogue nor pillman,

And he married Haitle Stillman,

And they left us-—and the 0ld Town
swing.

weEreanirshE WIRIOoR Guy siTetes for

indifference,

Many fthe changes thal have come
since that leng ago. . How few of that
inlly group are living today near the
oid swing grounds! Some are at rest
on “the Hill,” and the living are scat-
tered from ocean to ocean, Many
have left no trace of their present lo-
cation.  We would that g reunion
could be held on the old glory nlace
of all who ever sal ip the old pole
swing.

Let me recall the faces of those who
gathered there on the green one happy
July evening forty-nine years ago:

thoeda was there, so perplexed that
she wounldn't swing., Zhe couldn’t tell
whether it was Hugh, Rieh or George
that she wanted, When she was with
one she was alwavs sure it was one
of the others, but she gidn’t know
whigh. ’

Clayton was thers—greal big good-
natured Clavton-—who could manipa-
Iate his drum-sticks with such rapid-
ity that no one dared attempt to com-
pele with him in hewliiching Dee,

Sarah Fletcher, as usual, was mak-
ing wore ciatter than a voung guinea-
hen. Suddenly the mournful night ory
of & hoot-owl attracted her attention,
and when the bird called out, “Whoo
whoo, oo hoo,” Sarah said most pa-
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thetically, “Ch, my! Just anyhody.”

There was George Whiting, telling:
the boys that “a Crane is the most
graceful, the handsomest and fnest
singing bird in Minnesots.” Her first
name was Ellen.,

And Ed Anderson, so big and fat
that we discouraged him from trying
our swing, sat on the ground with his
back against the garden-fence and told
me that he was going to marry the
best educated, most intellectual girl in
the county. I thought he was simply
love-gick, but after half an hour’s con-
versation with “Em” I was convinced
that he was right.

“Al'zs Charlie” and “Ike’s Charlie”
were 80 much interested in each other
that they never thought of girls, They
climbed frees for amusement.

Rett was there trying to think of
some way of letting Eleanor know
that he was in love with her without
talling her sa.

Lon and Em were already married,
but Lon was still so engrossed with
his wife’'s witty remarks that he for-
got to swing her

Then there were Art and Lois, Art
so bashiul he couldn't even whistle
without Mushing, but they were both
as happy as young ducks. They would
start off for home at eight-thirty and
make the half mile in twe hmn‘sm
sometimes,

Al was thers scowling at svery ope
but Dams. He always smiled at her
and talked about his mules, and Dama
wobld respond, “Yes, ALY

Jed proposed to Ellen while I was
there, and she said “Yes” before he
wad half through, and Jed said, “My!
but that was eagy.”

Charlie Murdock wad trying to find
hiz cunte little mustache. He asked—
who was ii?--ihirteen times if she
could see it and every time she re- .
plied “Almost.”

Orison and Corda went by, but they
were s0 oblivious -to all others that
they never looked foward the swing.
I learned later that they stopped and
had a swing after the others had gone
home, -

Alhert was ‘sitting on the fence
hamming, “One little Indian girl,” and
while ie was singing Hugh Campbell
stele away with Sophie, but she was
later ambushed by one of her own
tribe,.

Win was qu%et!y gnd comfartablv
taking a nap, resting sweetly in the
asguranee that no one on earth could
come bhetween him and his gentle litile
Ela.,

And Lu—-happy, taughmg szwwas
there, enjoving 'beyond measure the
knowledge that Alva and George werg
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each wishing the other a thousand
miles away.

Anson, with his usual conceit, stalk-
ed aronnd there wondering which giyl
he would escort home.

Curlv-hended Emma had evidently
deecided to let that “good-looking Will
Onkes” escort her hereafter.

Pink-cheeked May was smiling mer-
rily on the other Yellow until Freem
was on the verge of nervous prostra-
tion, when she would turn and in three
words raise him to the seventh heaven
of happiness again, and then My! how
he loved to swing,

Al stillman was there from Detroif,
When [ asked him why he was so
gium, be sudly veplied, “Oh, 1 just

“wishoyay girl was here’

Dave Walker appeared and was fry-
ing to persuade some one that he was
warth eatching.

“Little George” wandered around
gione singing of “The charming young
widow I met on the train.”

Joe Melntvre was there Keeping
the mosquitoes away from his girl from
Ellwanger Hills.

The ¢ld pole swing has gone. Iig
tall timbers have lowg since mingled
with the dust. I breathe a sigh and
drop & tear to ifs memory.

Geo. Hammer.

tached to the axletree and a gauge
made out of wood, so arranged that
one could set it at any depth desired.
Two yoke of oxen were hitched fo this
plow. It would run without being
held up by hand and worked fine, all
our land being broken in this way.

Cur drags were made out of wood,
teeth and all, as we had no iron teeth,
We had what we called the A drag,
iinged in the middle so we could
clean it by raising only half of it at
a time,

1 yemember a drag which John
Fletcher made from a forked tree. The
two forks spread out about three feet
wide at the back and in the two prongs
holes were bored with a two-inch
auger eight inches apart. Teeth were
made about twenty inches long and
driven into these holes. Well, this
wag surely g comical looking affair,
and on account of its being so narrow
and high it would often upset on the
side-hills, Thiz drag was drawn by
oxen, and they bad to work very
steadily all day to smooth up an acrs
a day. I remember of hiring cut to
him to drag and got all out of patience
with the biamed thing. It clogged
badiy and whenever I raised it up on
one side it upset. I finally became so
discouraged that when it upset I let

OLD CLITHERALI’S STORY BOOK

something like our grass-scythe
snaths, and to this sanath were fast-
ened, about five inches apart, five or
six cradle-fingers made round out of
tough ash or hickory having the same
curve as the blade and held out over
the blade in a little frame to catch
the falling grain which was laid out
in straight swaths, raked with a hand-
rake and bound into bundles with
straw from the bundles. A man who
was good at it could cut five or six
acres a day with a cradle. ’

Corn was planted by hand and cov-
ered with a garden hoe. The comn
rows were marked off with a one-horse
shovel plow, and the rows were 8o
crooked it used to puzzie the striped
gophers to follow the rows and dig
up. our corn, and bothered the farmer
still worse to cultivate it, as he oftien
came ouf on a different row than he
started in on.

As winter came on we had to make
sleds. They had two runners aboul
six feet long made from trees crooked,
naturally, to which three beams were
fastened with wooden pinsg driven into
the runners and wooden raves put on
top to help hold the thing together. In
front was a large roller with a forked
tree fastened into it for a tongue. But
there was one difficulty. When the

A £,

CHAPTER XV-—THE AGHE OF IN-
YVENTION.

With my father's family and others
1 left Fremont County, Iowa, early in
the summer of 1865 and reached Clith-
erall July 31st, and as there are some
things connected with the setiliement
which have not been written I will
narrate a few facts, but must do so
frmgx memoery as T have kept no notes.

It was impossible to bring farm im-
plements with us as other things re-
auired all the room in our wagons, We
broveght only a few plow-shares and
one bregking-plow-share, a small set
of blacksmith tools and a fow carpen-
ter tools, so when we arrived at our
destination we had to make plow-
beams and handles out of Nature's
forest before we could do any farm
work, although some breaking had al-
ready been done by those who had pre-
ceded s in May.

It might be of interest fo tell how
our breaking-plow was construected.
It had a large beam about six feet
iong made of wood, with a piece framed
into the back end of the beam io
fasten the plow-share to. There were
four-and-a-half-inch rods helted above
the share to take the place of a mold-
board, and a wooden axletree about
four feet long. To this wag fastened
the plow with i1wo wagon-wheels at-

it run Iying o ity pack withitgteeth
sticking up, for it did just about as
good work that way as any,

Our next invention was a corn cule
tivator which congisted of a straight
beam four feset long and a short piece
framed at the end to fasten the share
onto which was made out of ap old
worn-out mold-beard. It had two
handles to hold it up by and a clevis
at the front to hitch one horse to. Well,
it never gave satisfaction., It went
twice in a row and was never known
to scour. After using it a while we
decided to call it a “corn aggravator”
for it lived up to that name to per-
fection.

Our grain was all sown by hand,
cither from a wooden pail carried in
one hand or from a sack strapped over
one shoulder and banging under the
opposite arm. We put in about half
a bushel to begin with and threw it
broadcast, a handful af & time. To
make it more handy sacks of grain
were set at suitable distances apart so
a balf bushel would just about sow
out from one sack {o another. In this
way all our grain was sown which re-
guired a generous supply of elbow
grease. .

Our grain was all cut with a cradle
—not the one the women rocked the
baby in, but one consisting of a large
scythe~-blade snd a snath or handle

snow-got-deep,-a8-it.did. in those days,
it was difficuilt to turn the sled around
without breaking the fongue or tip-
ping the whole thing over, and sguch
things often occurred.

I think Uncle Lewis made the first
pair of bob-sleighs a good many
yvears afterward., He named those
sleighs ihe McKinley Sled, and all
one had to do to know his politics was
tc think of the name of his sled whieh
meant Republican, of course.

Gur first furniture was rude enough.
The bed was made with four round
posts Tor legs, eut a suitable length
from small trees, the bark being left
on. Twg two-inpch auger holes were
bored in each leg to receive the bhed-
rails which were made from the same
material and driven into these posts.
A strong bed-cord was Woven across
each way with meshes ahout eight
inches sguare. A tick filled with
straw or hay was placed on these to
sleep on, and as new ropes are great
things to siretch one would find him-
self much nearer the floor in the morn-
ing than when he went to bed. OQur
chairs were “finished off” also with
much of the bark left on to corre-
spond with the bed-steads.

When spring came and our sugar
supply was low we replenished our
stock from the hard maple trees on
the porth shore of Battle Lake. We
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firgt {ook basswood trees eight or ten
inches through, cut them into blocks
about two feet long, split the blocks
into halves and hollowed them out
sap-troughs. We would propare
one thousand of these hefore
the sugar season opened and the sume
wymber of gpites. UOne way we rwaade
the spiles was by cutting bass vood
Blocks abowt twelve inehes lung and
spHtiing  them  into  slendsr pieces
which were slightly hollowad on ithe
tup sfde with an iron gouge and one
end made in the shape and size of the
end of the gouge, so when ready for
use we drove the iron gouge mto the
frec with a mallet to make an onening
and then drove the spile into thiz open-

for
whout

ing fur enough to caleh the =ap as it
Howed down the tree through fhe new
grain which grows just belew the bark.
Another Kind of spiles wus sometimes
itade. These wore lnserted in quger-
boles bored in the trees and did not
damage the {rees so much us the other
Kind,

tarly In spring we buili a small
fog house in the sugar-bush large

enongh fo hold a bed and table and
two or three campers, then made our
sap-Duilers. They were kept out-of-
of eourse. Were made with
sheet-iron bottoms and wooden sides
and set on arches, Jeaving plenty of

oors,

away contentedly. I first thought I
would slip past him and ger my rifie
and put a4 stop 1o any more stealing,
but he looked so inpocent and 50 much
pleased with his meal that I iet him
o on enjoving it

Another remembrance
fudiang whe came to camp a little
wavs  fromy our sugar-camp. When
they had got their fire staried to get
supner oue of the sguaws came. and
axked to borrow our jron keltle and
we let her take it.  Shortly afterwards
1 went after n pail of water and had 1o
pass ¢lose to their camptive. To my
surprise our keitle wag hanging over
the fire stuffed with muskrats, their
heads jampied in the bottom of the
kettle und tails banging over the top
to pull them out by to eat when they
were done,  Well, when our hetlle was
reinrned it was so theroughly scented
with these plaugey muskrats that we
could pever clean it so bul what it
scented everything we cooked in it
angd we had to buy another and use
that one for a swill-pail,

To continue with my subject of in-
ventions, I will tell first in as brief
a way as possible how our woolen
varn was made, We had brought with
us o pair of wool-cards made some-
thing like horse-cards only larger.
After the gheep had been washed in

is of some

room underneath the bollers 1or tire.

Sup does pot ran avery duy--only
when the weather I8 suitable. In or-
tdoer to Our sap when it ras
faster than we could boil it we made
four tive twelve-font
iraughs outl of big basswood trees by
chopping them vut thin and deep.

We opened our calup about the tirst
of April and tapped about a thousand
trees, pFcing the small sup-troughs
on the ground where they would cateh
theosap running out through the spiley.

We tixed u short sled for gathering
sap by putting a kerosene havrel on i1,
on its side, with a large faveet at one
end and & big fannel at the top into
which we poured the sap.

fn a good season we eould make one
hundred pounds of fine-grained sugar,
seventy-five pounds of good tub-sugar,
two  barrels of maple sirep and a
barrel of vinegar, us the last sap from
the frees will not make sugar ov sirup
but makes good vinegar.

f will relate o littde accurrence in
our camb. Mother had sent us some
wice fried-cakes and we left them on
the table when we went out to gather
sap, forgetting to shut the door. By
and by I dizcovered o large red squir-
rel onl in the woods sitting on his
hind feet on u siump with one of iy
fried-cakes in his forepaws, nihbling

save ull

o1 buvge store

Hre- ke amd-threir-woot-olipped-and
washed oagain, it was carded into
slender rolls gbout tveniy-four inches
long and then spun inio yarn on 4
spinning-wheel, The spinuing-wheel
wiug 2 bench about eix feet long with
four legs cul the desived length and
a post set up on ftop of each ewd of
the bench, op one of ithoese posts s
wheel being fastened about the size
of a wagon-wheel and at the other
post a steel spindle with a pullsy on
one end to receive the belt from the
big wheel, The person gninning wonld
roll the big wheel with one hand and
with the other place a roil of wool at
he point of the spindle which would
twist the roll into sarn,

My molher was g very fine hand at
this business and made yarn or thread
for weaving cloth and by doubling it
made eoarser yvarn with which sghe
knit gl our socks and mittens.

I remember the first pair of buek-
skin paunts she made me, and f T am
not mistaken they were the last. The
deerskin was tanned by the Indians
and they had done a very poor job, as
1 found out later. Well, they looked
splendid when I first put them on, for
mother could make clothes ag good as
a tailor, but after I had worn them
2 while and had got them wet in the
snow and dried them as I sat hefore
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the fire, they began to lose their shape,
and it was not long until about ail
the legs had gone into the knees and
when I would get up the blamed
things were still sitting down. Ne
remedy could be devised to get them
back into shaps, so I decided to work
them up into mittens, and thus ended
the buckskin pants,

Uncle Lewis made him a pair of
boots that were fine, Having killed
one of his oxen he took the skin off
the two hind legs, sewed up the bot-
tom end, put straps on the top, and
leaving the hair on the outside pulled
them on. They were warm and dur-
abie but surely looked funny, and the
tracks those bools made were amus-
ing—nothing like it that I ever saw.

My father used to make bass-viols
in Iowa, and they were good ones
too, He sold them at eight or ten dol-
fars each. He brought one partly
finished up here and one winter com-
pleted if, and as he comrasnced play-
ing on it the music created a longing
desire in four of his bovs, Alonzo,
Warren, Chauncey and myself o learn
to play the vielin. My brother Isaac
had tried to learn to play in lowa
but had got discouraged and sold his
violin, s0 we Dbovs bad none to prace
tice on.

Then incle Sylvester who had
breught-one with him took that for a
pattern and made another one whien
i bought from him and began fo learn
to play. 1 suceseded so well that I
was seon able to play “Old Grimes ig
dead, that good old man,” and though
it was a doleful beginning it made the

ther boys still more anxious {o play,

so we went {0 work ourselves and
made three more violins, getting a
supply of strings from Alexandris and
hairs for the bows from the fail of
Isgac’s old gray mare.

When all were finished we gathered
around the big fireplace and gtarted
up. Well, such a fearful racket you
never listened io—not one of the new
“fiddles” being in tune. The “music”
grated on mother's nerves until she
said it would be.impossible to ever
stand the poise, and she wished there
had never been such an instrument
brought into the house, but father todk
our part and said he wanted us 3ll to
jearn to play, as 2 good musician
always had the front seat.

Well, we kept everlastingly at it,
and it wasg not very long untit things
were running smocthly and we could
play well together., Then dear mother

began to smile again, and I shall
never forget the opleasant evenings
of my boyhood spent in the old log

house with the family gathered before
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the roaring fireplace and mother ask-
ing us to play together her old fav-
orite pieces.

I well remember that the first
threshing done in Otiter Tail County
was with a second-hand horse-power
machine which Unele Lewis Whiting
bought near Saunk Center, then called
Gsakis. As we had only a few horses
we hitched in two yokes of oxen and
started up, but the merry-go-round, so
to speak, was teo much for the oxen
and they would get dizzy afier two or
three rounds and lie down, so we took
them off and managed to thresh out
what little we pad with the horses by
feeding the machine light, After a
yvear or two farmers began to settle
ail around us, and we were then able
to get all the horses we needed.

In the fall of 1868 we took the ma-
chine up lo Silver Lake to do some
threshing., This was when I first
got acguainted with the people there.
We threshed for George Gould, or
Father Gould as most evary one called
him. I call him that vet. There I
got my first glimpse of one of his
daughters, ¥ also got a new idea from
Father Gould of how to make shingles
by hand, which was a great improve-
ment over the shakes we had covered

our log cabins with when we first
came, These shingles were cut with

either fo get an education in this
new country. I told her to study on
it a while and I wonld let her set the
time. Later she asked me if T thought
five years from that tlme would be foo
soon. I told her [ had my plans all
laid to wait no longer than fall

Weil, to make z long story short
we #Anally agreed and befors snow
fiew the next winter I bhad built my
house and partly finished i and mar-
ried the girl. That’s going somsa.
CImprovements were made grad-
ually but constantly in ocur buildings,
inside our homes and In our manner
of work,

Jesse Burdick made and opsrated
the first shingle-machine in the voun-
ty. When he came from Iows with
the rest of us he brought his large
shingle-knife with him. This knife he
fastened in g frame and made another
frame for this to slide up and down
through., Fastened to this knife was
a plece of timber so arranged and
ronnected to a horse-power that when
in operation it would raise the knife
just high enough so that sz shingle-
nlock would le under the knife. There
wag a stout bench on which to lay
the blocks as they cams out of the
steam-pox. This steam-bog was made
of sheet-iron with wooden sides some-
thing like our sap-boilers only much
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we have thém yet and would not like
to part with them at any price. Our
frgt high-chalr was one he made; all
of our children sat in # at the table
and all of our grandchildren have
used it more or less and it is still as
solid as ever,

Uncle Al was @ chair-maker all his
life and his good honest pleces of
work are found throughout the county
and in adjoining counties as well, He
was never more happy ihan when busy
at his trade, and when hs lald down
his tools for the last time snd passed
op to his reward a host of relatives
and acquaintances lost a {rue oid
friend.

Lurett Whiting.

Another person tells how Hyrum
Murdock made brooms from iron-waod.
Cutting slender green iron-wood into
the proper length for a broom he saw-
ed a girdle around it, sixteen or twenty
inches from one end and shaved the
iong end down to make it the right
size around for the broom-handle, Then
heginuing at the fop of ithe heavy
piece left below the handle, he
shaved it down in very thin, narrow
shavings nearly is the botiom, not
eutting them off but letting them fall
over and hang down from the broom-
stick: then another layer would be
shaved allb-arcund to-fall over those,

a frow from oak biocks sixteen inches
long, and were thinned down at one
end with a shaving knife. His root
wus covered with small poplar poles
flattened on one side and nailed to the
rafters close together, and the shingles
were nailed on the flat side of the
poles, which made a very good roof.

That winter | made a house of my
own, shingling it in that way, and also
attenfed sehiool. That girl from Sil-
ver Lake boarded at Clitherall and at-
rended school too; and I began think-
ing of what every young nman does
sooner or later—usually soener, [
attempted to talk to her about if at
different times, but she seemed bash-
ful and didn't undevstand. I finally
agked her what she thought ahout
getting married and she said sbe had
pever given matriniony & thought,
that she was not fifteen yvears old vet
and did not know how to cook., Said
that her parents had sent her down
there to go to school and her ambition
in life was to get an education, and
she thought we were not well enough
acguainted.

I argued with her by telling her I
had heen courting her all winter and
she didn't koow it Said #f [ had a
dish of bread and milk and o chunk of
venisen It was all I cared for, and that
it would be impossible for her or me

larger. It was water-tight and was
set on arches, and after tweniy or
more large shingle-blocks were put
into the hox containing water, a iire
was built under it and the blocks
steamed until they became yuite soft
so they cut easily.

All the one operating the block had
to do was te shift the block one way
and another as the rnife went np and
down cutting off a shingle at every
downward stroke, one shingle thick
at one end and the next one thick at
the opposite end $0 as to waste nene of
the block.

After this we used these shingles
for cur roofs in place of the shakes on
them préviously.

The first turning-lathe ever run in
the county was what we call a fnot-
lathe, made by my father, my brother
Isaac and Henry Way, so that the first
timber turned for chair-rungs and
spindles was turned by a lathe run by
one’s foot.

Unele Almon Whiting had the first
turning-lathe that was run by horse-
power in the county., He used {0 make
iots of chairs and mighty good ones,
too, and sell them at Fergus Falis,
Alexandria, tter Tall, Chippews,
Rush Lake and Perham. He made us
a sef of wooden-gseat dining-room
chairs when we were first married and

and so on, until the reund wmass of
shavings formed a good broom. It
wazs then dried, and for use on thelr
puncheon fivors would outwear a good
many boughten brooms.

CHAPTER XVI—0OTHER PIONEERS
BARLY SETTLERS IN SURROUND-
ING TOWNSHIPS.

In 1868,’6% and '70 there was a large
migration of homeseekers from Fill-
more County, in southeastern Minne-
sota, to Oiter Tail County, many
of whose lives were so closely inter-
woven with affairs at Clitherall that #
will heip to make our story more
clear and complete i we insert a
chapter mentioning them and teliing
facts in which some of them were par-
ticulariy interested,

Four families, those of Usl Hammer,
John Ferris, Sewell Woleott and Will-
jam Martin settled in 8t Olaf.

{Feorge CGould was the first person
to take & homestead in Everia Town-
ship, bringing his family there to the
north shore of West Silver Lake in
the spring of 1848 His wife's par-
ents, Jacoh and Rhoda Sherman, and
their son Cassius came that fall fo
live near them, alse Sherman’s son
Benjamin with his wife aand child.
Their son Frapk settled iIn Town of
Maiue and Theodore south of Clither-
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all Lake, opposite “the Point.” @Wm
John and B, E. Corlisz made homes
at Clitherall and lIater Thowmas gne
Jane Gould Crase and family., Al
of these mentioned had been n
bors in Fillmore County.

Jo mAEhwtmﬂ came from New York
9 and Hved near the Goulds st

uake‘ Orris Albertson came
same time but returned lo New
to go to school, refurning in

Then from  varions pl
ragme  the (endex, Andrew W,
Peterson, Mr. Wold (Jengs Wold's
father), aud Ole Dahl with their fam-
g, all of whom used o come (o
Clitherall te trade at the stores of
Anderson and Albertson and the E

and all contributing an int
ing share to early history,

The Andersons who ook
steads in Girard township had

neighbors of the Whitings at Mantd,

fowa,  There were three brothers
Huckley, William and HMenvy Ander-
irst having five sony, HEdwin,

an and  Myron,

Wiltiam An-

hy Freem
and Genrge were

LS RTO

Woluntis, Hammers and

heen my s

During
toging my
doctiors in

piry and 1
il

despondent ”xd hegan to tnink long-
iﬁﬂv of ‘m ne and mother. Eira;. Yaey

ér\. t!xe skmguﬁ z\;‘ztz she é}clm‘fe{‘i
would cure me.
anvthing rather give un my
gehool, Al I te oat or drink
was  butfermilk  which she would
i}r%nff to the schoolroom whenaver she
hurned. with the root soeon
i";u*ed me. '
My school was
ranarv.  Most
Beginners-——part
ans who could s 3
but thev Iearned K
it more proud of anything than
digd of thoal bright bovs and
giris, The older child-
rep in ﬂ}-i& older b

2ty sach
09 and

want

RY E}O( 1
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agresing with that in the S8ibls, and
wherever polvgamy was mentioned in
tha hook it was hitterly denounced. We
realized that whersver the Utah poople
gecured their evil teaching It was not
from the Book of Mormon, which was
a history of people who had come an-
clently frem Jerusalem (o Americs
and become a nation here—or, rather,
ysveral nabtions-—-the Indians being
their descendants.

Modern digeoveries by archasolos
gists, of buried cities and highways
and the work of the Mound Builders

in :\‘srz‘n and South America have
;r d the truthfuiness of the record
to tens of thousands whe have been

¢ o investigate .

we  beeame  aogusinied  at
we found how houest and
gincere the people were in their re-
ligion and often attended their ser-
vices. We Isarnsd, courae, that
rather than forbt ﬂﬂmg other people o
r books they invited them to

Clith em&‘

of

nember when my father and 1.

1 rexn
uged to walk down there from homs

son's sons. . - ) -
Most of the voung Anders 10 the me Sunday mornb in summer fo al-
tioulds  worked, lived and to Keep up my There were no settlers
amang  the Oid  Clitherail The term and H b:zzm{ng whers Bat-
hence, sketches from their life s they paid v i the o Q“ﬂm* ft"h% we ma‘?}?‘
Sonally.as. additions. toteacher paving ¢ of that mud erossing” west of Batils
ory. the two following M was 2¢ earned wa vusecﬁ% fo fake off our shoss
from the memoirs of 1 took i 1o my RO stockings and wade acvoss.

ope of George Gould’s daughters, father. We  were vs made welcome
That fall 1 was married to Lurett among the ¢ members, and heir
SO Whiting, and the fnliowi 1eaching and study of their books at
There were 16 schools the sehe home awoke withic me my first de-
searer to our Silver Luke Emz e i oaryil smm}. sire 1o ohey the gospel. After a year
at Ctitherall, and my porents arrunged Home we dec or more of m‘rc-_%&ﬁg;‘&tm;; my parents,
tor me to work for my board at Xa o It was a crm and MY sisters, my brother Clayton and I

Shaw'scand go to school in the log they were to pay dollars a united with their church.
building used as the first schooihouse Menih, bul later ralsed my wages to Some time later when 1 was married
there, it here that 1 became CWeRty-four. When closed I 1o one of the church members, Father
acquainied  with the twin sons of GU€W my pay and to Otter Sperry  officluied and 1 noticed
Chauncey Whiting, Sr., Alepzo  and Tail City where 1 ‘ he used the words of the mar-
Larett, or 1,<m ;«:mi 5t i f rigge ceremzony in the third of their
called, standard bhocks, the Docirvine and

people he,ng

name  for

1 s which B
made  for the ane @ red
back and the other Hlue. RBett was
the hlue jacket,

Dhar tescher was iy sister’s hus-
and, Willlam  Corliss, and he was
the county superintendent, @

i was fourteen veurs old [ obis

z third grade certificnte and ong

4 schoo! in Tordenskjiold, ‘;emr:{iza;;

at B, G Lacy's and often spending
Saturdays and ndays at the hon
af our former neighbors in Fillmore

were

at { hfzzaml
of the chureh in

At one time v
Sherman was workis
at Clitherall he
aut Bock of
Thinking he

Unecle Cassius
for some one
it of & wori~

it

Caovenants, and I could see that i pos-
itivaly left DO OO for a second wife.
T 1875 and _ later, missionaries
campe from the Reorganized Church
of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints,
elaiming to be ihe legal successors
of the origioal church and teaching
that all Latter Day Saints should be-
me identified with the church they
wers representing. Within a2  few
vears shout thirty-five individuals, in-
> cluding all of my father’s family ex-
cent myself, joined the Heorganization,
a branch of which has been mainiained
here ever since. In 1901 my husband
and 1 alsg united with this church
called briefly the Lattsr Day Sainta.
Eleanor Gould Whiting

www.LatterDayTruth.org



22

We make no effort here te explain
our differences of churech belief, as it
would not serve the purpose of this
narticular history, hut as the two
churches here (the Church of Christ
and the TLatter Day Saints) are szo
frequently confused, hope the
ahove information will show that the
organizations are entirely separate.
And as their belief and practice are
very different, both churches would
prefer to have the distinction under-

we

gfond, The Reorganized Church of
Jesus Christ of Latler Day Sainte.
having  ahboul 96,006 members and

hundreds of missionaries, has its head-
quarters in Independence, Missouri.
While both churches helieve the Book
of Mormaon. us weil as the Bible, they
object to being ecalled “Mormons,”
simply because it is not their name
and is an inference that they are af-
filiated with the chureh in Utal, which
they emphatically are not.
Hatlte M. Gould,
CHAPTER XVIL--THE HI'NT.

During the first vears that we lived
here thiz country was nofted for iis
Cvariety of wild game. here were
deer, elk, moose, bear, wolves, otiers
red foxes and some silver grave, mink,
muskrats and white rabhits.  Ont west
of Fergus Fulls were a few buffaloes,

muzzie loaders——none of ihe rapid
repeating rifles in use these days. We

small bars, melted
it in an iron ladle and while hot run
our bulleis in a bullet-mould the size
We carried powder

hought our lead in

to fit our rifies.

in a powder-horn and gun-caps In
Hitle tin boxes. To load we poured

powder into the barrel, put in 2 hall,
and with a ram-rod drove the hullet
tight against the powder, then pui a
nercussion-cap  in place, and were
ready 1o shoot. Thus, after shooting
onee, it took quite a while to reload
and he ypeady for anotber shot. My
rifie carrvied an ounce ball and I couléd
shoot mighiy close.

! remember the first deer that | killed,
Tsune, Lwn and I went out onc
Suturday afternoon to trv our Iuck.
1 had shot at deeyp several thnes before
bul was alwayvs too excited fo hit one,
We drove down uear to where Will-
jam Bondy’s house now stands, tled
our fteam there and walked ifogether
to about where Nels Anderson’s house
iz now. There we separated, all go-
ing different directions. I had not
gone far unfil a big buck jumped up
and ran past me. I drew my rifle up
and put a bullel squure through his
Hehtr, e made g few more jumps
and fell. 1 ran up and cut his throat,
and by that time Lon and ke, having

Sur greatest delight to hunt,
trap and fish, having inheriied the dis-
pesition from our forefathers, and. as
bove in lowa we had acquired con-
siderable knowledge of hunting and
trapping.

A man by the pame of Jack (nick-
named Lying Jack for gond reasons)
used to some np through this cnpuntiry
tram Crew Wing with a horse and
sled to buy furs from the Indians and
French halfbreeds at Otter Tail City,
After he learned that we were trap-
ing he would come down to Clitherall
from Otter Tail to buy our furs.
e was a jolly fellow, very fond of
felling big stories, and paid the high-
set prices for fars—five dollars for
foxes, Hiree to four dollars for mink

wWas

and ien ifo twelve renis for rafs.
Wolves brought twe and a half to
three dollars,

We had brought four or five mink-
traps from JTowa and several walf-
traps, and besides these we made

some box-traps for mink and rabbits.
With game so pleniiful we had groat
sueeess and  earned
amount of moeney.

Our hunting grounds were west on
the south side of Turtle Lake, east
areund where Vining now is ang south
in Leaf Mountains.

Our rifles were all

a considerable

the old-style

heard me shoot, were on tho spot. We

dressed  him, loaded him into {he
wagen and drove home. I don’t he-
Heve there was over 2 happier boy

than | was,

The next day was Sunday and 1
woent to chureh and iried {o listen to
the sermon, but all I could think of
was the buck. If any one had asked
me after meeting what the sermon was
about I could not have told one word.
But { am a little different now—1 love
to listen to a good sermon.,

One time Lon, Tke and I decided to
spend aboul a week hunting. The
falt’s work being over, we rigged up
a eoversd wagon, sunplied ourselves
with plenty of ammunition, provisions,
bedding and feed for our oxen and
drove over to where Harvey Gallin's
house now stands,

This was in the last part of Octob-
er, 1867, The weather was warm
with no snow on the ground. We
camped for the night, ate our supper
and went to bed. During the night
the wind shifted to the east; it cloud-
et up and began o rain, inereasing
86 that by four o'clock a. m. it was
simply pouring. After it slacked up
we considerad our camping-place was
too much exposed in case of 2 snow-
storm, so hitched wp and drove sast
near Crane Lake and camped in 4 hol-
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low a little way from where John
Bondy's new barn new stands, We
built up & big fre and dried our guilis
whiclt had been wet by the heavy rain.

We it to bed that night leaving
aur hoots near the fire where they
would dry, but in a little while the
wind shified to the northwest and snow
began falling. By morning the storm
was fieren and U was terribly cold.
When we got up our five was all out
and our bools were frozen hard and
full of snow. 1t was gdifficult {o get
them on, but afler pounding them
over the wagon tongue a while we
succeeded in gelting our fest indn
them though they were far {rom com-
fortable. :

We decided o break camp again
and if possible find a sheliered place.
This time we drove over near whers
John Henderson's farm iz and found
& thick pateh of poplars and willows.
Huaving an extra wagon cover along
we converted it into a tent, leaving
one side open faving the campfire.
We made a good shelter for the oxen
out of willows, and all managed to
keep quite comfortable, It continued
o snow and blow for three davs.

When the storm  finally cleared
away we all siarted out in search of
deer, each taking a different course.

~Iewasobardowalking dn about twenty

inches of snow, but we were full of
ginger and grit and did not mind it

I had gone abont three guarters of
a mile when ¥ ran across a fresh
huek track. I followed the tracks into
a thick poplar patch near where Nels
Morraws house now slands.  Had
gone into the poplars about three rods
when the buck jumped up, made a
couple of jumps and stopped broadside

to me. I sent a rifle hall through his
lights. He started to run and made

ahout four jumps. This brought him
out on a little patceh of prairie whers
he ran in a eircle for some time and
fell. 1 ran and cut his throat and
went {o camp for the oxen and drew
him into camp.

After dinner we looked around east,
but found the storm had driven the
deer west inte the heavy timber, so
the next morning Lon went seuth to-
ward Dagle Lake ang Ike and I went
wast, and we found plenty of deer
signs. Lon kilied one about noon and
the next day Ike killed ons.

Our bread was running low, so we
decided to hunt cne more day and go
home. We killed two more deer the
next day, and, now having five, we
gathered them up and started home.

When we drove into the yard mother
came rushing out to see if we wers
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all alive, having worried for fear
some of ug had got lest in the storm.
We had Wrought plenty of venison for
thae winter, and ali were happy over
gur good luck.

Another vear
ing-trin early
over (o near
Hves and fixing

we went for a huni-
in November, driving
where Fred Ellwange

Up Qur ¢anp in a

2

grove of cak-timber. Thore were three
or four

inches nf snow on the ground,
ther had furned warm and it
was thawing considerably.

Thut evening we looked around and
found plenty of signg of deer, and
the next morning we were up early,
going off west loward Turtle Lalhe,
ke and Lon went south of the lake,
and Lon ran across a fresh bear track,
He followed it and had not gone very
far before he discovered on the gide-
hill a pile of black dirt thrown up and
big hole which proved to he the
den, and looking in could see
the bear's head, Feeling a little afraid
tag tackle him alone he thought at
first he would leave him there while
he hunted up one of us to help, but
fearing ithe bear might come out and
get avway he plucked up all the courage
he could and decided to try to kill him
alone. Ihawing up his rifie he ook
2 sguare  shef, his  ball passing

@
Beur's

STORY
him best. I weni nerth of Turtle
T.ake, fracking a deer to where the
muin road now is to Fergus Falls where
¥ ran onto o fresh bear track., So 1
1aft off following the deer snd follow-
ad the bear, Xe had gope over one
of those big hilis toward Bailtle Lake,
then turnsd and cowe back to very
near where I first found his tracks,
crossed the road 'nd furned <;<>m’n,
but as I reached this place I disco
ered some indzanh tracks and
that they had come ahead of
there and seeing the hear's track ihey
had followed if. Going on about forty
rodg I found whera. they had run onte
hig den and killed ithe bear, and must

ot L

34w

in me

have left just a few minutes before
I got there. Well, T was mad o have

had that long framp ounly to be dis-
appointed when I had so nearly

reached the game but I Knew the
Indians had as good a vight to the

wild game ag the white people had.
Went back to camp and found the

boys frying venison for supper, they
having killed a fine deer.

The next day I was out again and
noticed something about a hundred
vards from me which looked iike n
deer lyving do hui our strict rale
was never to shoot at anvthing until
we  woere sure what i was, H

wh,

|G
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two-bushel sacks of bread for us,
made pies and fried-cakes, and taking
ong & good supply of butter, salt
and sugar we were off for Leaf Mount-

Camped first in the edge of the
just bevond the little creek, The
her was warm and but littls snow
on the ground.

Farly in the morning Henry and I

ajns,

went out east together and had not
ZOne + hefore a nice doe jumped
up and started to run. 1 thought I

was pretty guick to shoot but before
I could get my rifie off my shoulder,
Henryv’s double-barreled shot-gun
roared in my ears and a charge of buek-
shot had gone through the deer’s body
and she had tuined a complete Sopaer-
set and fell over dead.

Not seeing any prospects of getting
another dest we tuok thisz one io camyp
ard had venizon fryving for dinner
when Lon and Uncle Vel came.

dinner we moved camp to
where Paul Clemche's house
now stands, That night it snowed
about three inches—just enocugh to
make good hunting. We could hear,
during the night, several bucks snort-
ing neay our wagon,

The next moraing we were oul as
eariv as we could sce, starting east
of the mountains near oul camp,

Aftay

ahout

through the Dears hoad,  ATferghp:
ping back to reload his gun he ap-
proached and gave him another shot.
This time the h&il went through his
noge just below hig eves, but old
Hrain was trying hard to erawl out
of his den, so lLon loaded his rifle
again and shot him the third time,
then commenced calling for help. Ike
had heard him shooting and was
already hurrying toward him, s6 be-
fore Lon had finished lpading the
fourth time Ike appeared and gave
the hear another shetl which finished
him.

1 was tracking a deer east of them,
bui hearing the last two shots I went
back toward where the firing had
heen going on and I could ‘soon hear
fke and Lon talking and laughing:
By the time I reached them they had
the bear oul of his den. He was
surely a big one—Iat as a seal, We
got the team, dragged him to camp,
and frisd a spiderful of bear meat
{or supper, which tasted the hest of

any meal 1 ever ate, Well, after
supper  weg  spent g few  hours

telling our cxperiences all over and
went to bed.

The next morning we wore out
early. The snow was still thawing.
We soon ran across fresh deer tracks
zoing in every direction and each
hupter took ihe divection that suiied

watehed gugwalled uu;h uf;i V- OREE
it raised its head, wrigs

and I could see the shm;e Qf its neek
and its breast, =mo I fived. At the
crack of the rifle the deer jumped up
and started to run, the biood stream
ing from the ball hole. He made a
couple of short jumps and fell. When
I reached him I found I had bit him
center in the king place.

Hearing rifie shots south of the lake
I went off in that direction. Found
Lon who bad killed one deer and
wounded another which Ike finished

We now had four deer and a bhoar,
and as the weather remained warm
we decided to break camp and go
home, reaching theve about four o'-
clock in the afternoon., As seon as
it was kKnown we had a black bear
every one in fown came ruuning io
take a look at old Bruin and fo con-
gratulate us on our supply of game.

I wish now io relate a story of a
hunting trip taken by a party con-
sisting of Upcle Syivester Whiting,
Henry Way, my brother Alonzo and
myself. This was in the last part
of Octoher. Henry said he would
take his wagon, as it had a top box
and projections so there would be
plenty of room for {our of us to sleep,
and would fake his spry liitle voke of
oxen. So we goi everything in readi-
ness. The women baked several

193]

3‘ sund-lotsof ade in the snow

hatl had just fallen. Lon and 1 hunted
tcgemm‘ part of the time that morn-
ing., All at once I saw a big doe
coming towards me and stepped hes
hind @ pateh of brush to wait for her
to come nearer. She went into a little
bunch of willows and as she came out
I was already for her and fired, the
hall passing through her heart.

Just then a spike huck started
through the willows and ran out past
j.on who shot and killed it so we
had two nice deer killed al almost
ihe same time.

in few minutes Uncle Vet came
up and said, “Retf, what did vou shoot
my deer for?’ then laughed and told
me he had zeen the deer and was try-
ing to get close enough to shoot. Had
just brought his gun to his shoulder
te shoot at it when my vifle cracked
and killed #t. Neither of us knew the
other was anvywhere around. These
cireumstances  happen  occasionally
where several are hunting together.

The next day Henry jumped a big
buck on & hillside where several
trees had been blown over, As the
buek started to run down the hill
Henrv fired and slightly wounded him,
This excited the deer and he started
to jump through the treetops that
lay on the ground, catching one of
his hing lags in the fork of a limb

irae

1ae

a
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and hreaking it This disabled bim
so that Henry was able to gel near
encugh to pul annther charge of shot
into him, and hs ran out where Uncle
Vet was who shol and killed bim.

The nexi day Lon and I saw five
deer feeding in a hollow too far away
ts shoot at, We tried to slip up en
them, but gun shots some distance
away kept frightening them and we
foliowed them off toward Millerville
awhile and then gave them up. When

we got hack {o camp Uncle Vel and.

Henryv asked how many deer we had

killed. We told them their shooting
at nothing soe much secared our deer
5o we hadn't killed any. Then we

iearned that thev had killed six desr
that forencon. Well, that made
all happy and after dinner we went
out and hrought in that fine bunch of
deer,

The next morning we staried home.
Henry's feet had become so sore that
he said he would drive the team and
we conid hunt along each side of the
rord until we got through the mount-
ains. We had geone about three miles
when lon scared up & big buck which
happened to run toward the wagon.
Henry had pulled his bools off 1o rest
his feet but he grabbed his gun, jump-
ed out of the wagon and fived a charge

us

3.6,

field, Fillmore County, Minnesota, and
considered ourselves fortunate to have
for our nsighbors the dear friends
called Cutlerites.

I shall never forget my impression
the first fime } saw the little settie-
ment with its row of log houses, each
simple home made beautiful with the
fiowers in the front yards.

We went to the deay old log church,
and sverything secmed so restful and
quiet. We were made fo fesl at home
among these people, and they proved
to be the truest of friends, as was fes-
tified by help rendered us in times of

After resting and becoming a little
used ta the primitive conditions of
the country we decided fo take land
and open up a farm.

Mr. Corliss had been admiited to the
bar to practice law, and had expected
to Iocate at Otter Tail City, bub con-
ditions there at that time were such
that we did not care to live there. so
built & house on our homestead west
of the lake, it being the first frame
house in that part of the country.

The opening up of a farm in those
days meant hardships of all kinds,
but we were looking forward fo some-
thing better and felt sure it wounld he
ours in time; and as I vecall the many
invideniz connected with onr lives duyr-
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When we began to clear the under-
hrush to make & place for our scotiage
and driveway into camp, i was sort
of a rule that all visitors who came
were let to help clear or haul brush
for the privilege of gathering around
o big benfire at night.

Many pood times we had around
those honfires with & crowd of good
iriends telling stories-—zometimes very
amusing, at other times nperve-rachk-
ing, especialiy as the blaze died away
and ieft it dark for us o find our way
io our sleeping-quarters.

We never lacked company and as
Camp Corliss ssemed tc bhe the only
resort at that time, friends ofien begged
the privilege of camping with us,
the location heing idegl, the fshing
fine and plenty of fun at all times. As
our crowds grew in number we added
more shanties to make sleeping-room.
The architectural designs were orig-
inal and served the purpese at that
time.

Camp Corliss was never intended
a public resort, but the novelly of
heing near the lake and the privilege
of swirnming and fishing wers draw-
ing-cards, and many dignified guests
came out there, glad to looze them-
seives and get down io the simple
outdoor sports of Camp Corliss.

&0
A

pi--buckshot-threvgh-the it
turned and started i{o run the other
way, Henry after it in his sock feet
and he fnally got close enough, to
finigh it

This made eleven deor in all

SeaTy

v
We

now took the cover off the wagon and:

arranged the deer so that the bucks’
heads were all sticking oat over the
edge of the box and the does were in
the cenler, and a nicer load of deer
I ris.wer saw. When we reached home
the neighbors again surrcunded aur

wagon to view and admire the result
of our hunt.

Well, these are only a few of the
many hunts we have enjoved in dear
old Otier Tail County. Now we are
getting old  {some having already
passed on to their reward), our huni-
ing-grounds are under cultivation and
the game almost extinct, but in our
minds we still live over those happy
old hunting dayvs and see the country
a3 it looked to us then.

Laureit Whiting,

CHAPTER XVIII—-CAMP CORLISS

E. E. Corliss and family arrived at
Clitherall July 4, 1870. Brother Will-
fam Corliss and wife had come there
aboui two years previcusly, and we
w very glad io find shelter with
ther: for our family after our long,
tedious journey by wagon from Chat-

ing those vears I truly think they were
aur happiest.

My, Corliss was elected county sai-
torney in the fall of 1870, and as new
settlers came to settle among us 4if-
ferences of opinion arose which re-
quired sgseitling by law, and many
cases were tried in priveie homes,

After Otter 'Tail County was fully
organized and the county-geat esiab-
Hished at Fergus Falls, we moved from
the farm fo that city in the spring of
1873, o

After a few years Fergus Falls be-
came quite metropgolitan, and as we
naturally wanted to get out into the
country in the summer time we offen
went hack to the farm, takmg g crowd

{ friends with us. This grew to be
purdensome to the farm help, and as
a fraction of land on the west point
of Clitherall Lake had come into mar-
ket Mr. Corliss purchased it for our
summer home.

It had always been a beauly spoi
to us before we owned it.  The Indiang
had made it one of their haunis, com-
ing in fall and spring to huni and fish.
The places where they held their
“pow-wows” and “dop dances” were
marked by paths, and piles of ashes
showed where they had gathersd in
a sort of council, either of war or dep-
redation,

Oy children, growing o manhood
and womanhood, always felt befter
for a summer at camp, and many other
dear children lesrned their first les-
sons in fishing and swimming there.

In later vears if used fo be our priv-
ilege to stay quile late in the fall, the
coloring of the foliage, the late bass-
fishing and the gathering of wild
grapes and plums being aliuring.

I my memory serves me right we
owoed and managed Camp Cerliss for
twenty-seven vyears.. Thes as My
Corliss’s health began ifo fail it was
too greal an effort for uwa to keep it
open and we sold it in June, 150&

it has been opecnf-dhe. bright and
sunshiny epochs of “wes to have

lived at Camp Coriiss afE"Hhe many

dear friends we mads Where Is the
greatest satisfaction ol Bif -
Hitisd Corlisk.

THE HALO.

1 sometimes think the yesterdars are
fairer, sweeter far

Than gay days that are {o he or any
days that are;

Asg distance lends enchaniment to the
far horizon line,

So ime its glamor weaves aboui ithe
days of auld lang syne.

The frisnds of youth seem dearer than
the friends we know loday,
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The world was brighter, lighter, in the
years of faraway;

The blossoms on the orchard trees g
subtle fragrance blew,

And all the roses seemed t0 weur a
rarer, fairer hue.

And oh, the joys of vesterday are deep-
er grown with time,

Cur ancient woes are sweetened, olden
sorrows made sublime;

And all the dreams that seemed to die,
the things that could not be,

The pravers of life unanswered, still
live on in memory.

Today may bring us happiness, tomor-
row lure us on,

But something ever turns our hearis to
other davs long gone,

And blessed i3 the ife that
through recellection's haze
The tenderness and sweetness of its

hallowed yesterdavs.

sees

—Salected,

CHAPTER XIX—FIFTY YEARS AGO.
WHEN PRUIT WAS RIPE

when stockfeed

necessary. each

In the early days
was gearce, it was
summer for the men to spend a few
davs. looking around the country in
search of the best places to put up
wild bay to feed their horses, caftle
and sheep through the winter.
was no small dtem, with. the winters

This -

and we were right. Aunt Lyds
Charlie years afferward confessed, for
one, QOthers are still under sugpicion,

Another party out hay hunting dis-
covered 2 cranberry marsh npear the
south shore of the Iake across from
Alberison’s farm. The berries were
not ripe at the time, but when they
were @ dry was set and agals nearly
every ong planned o go. QOur fam-
ily were all ready to start when it
was found there was not room in the
wagzons for all fo ride and Father de-
cided that one of us should stay at
home and leave room for some one
else from some other family to go.
Emma was older than I bul was more
iimid abhout stayving alone, so it was
voted unanimously that Lu should
stayv.

I got out of the wagen but I fooled
them a trip, for when they reached
the cranberry warsh 1 was there with
my little pail full of berries. Some
of Hyrum Murdock’s folks had come
along in a boat and stopped for one
more passenger, so I called oul, “I'm
vour buckleberry,” and was iaken
inte the boat and had a much shorier
and pleasanier ride than my folks had
in the wagon.

The cranberries were most abun-
dant, and needless to say every fam-
ily carried home more than they

.25
henve—but I have just fofind myself
doing so.

Lucia Whiting Murdock.

LOOKING BACKWARD.

1 came to Minnesota in 1865, with
the second immigration to Otter Tail
County, with my grandmother Lois
Cutler, uncles, aunts and many old
friends, There were twentv-gzeven
wagons In the caravan and many cat-
tle and sheep bosides. We always
camped over Sunday and they held
meetings on that day. The roads were
pretiy good part of the way and pretry
bad sometimes. There would be three
or four teams siuck in the mud at a
time, and some of the others would
have to go back with their oxen and
haul them out to ferra firma. Oh,
but that irip was immense!

We had many inieresting incidenis
on our road to “Denna’s ox-bow.” Once
was when Joseph McIntyre tried to
make “squibs” (if you know what that
is)} with powder from a horn hung by
his side. Some way he got the powder
touched off. The horn exploded and
hiew his face and hands so full of
powder that he looked more like g
“miggar” than 2 white msn, and
whether it blew his vest off I am not
prepared io say; anyway he was out
of it so quick I guess no one knew

50 long and cold and with so little
other feed.

One day in their searches a party
of them found the hollows and hill-
sides around where Battle Lake vil-
fage is now just covered with wild
strawbherries—all ripe and ready to be
gathered.

That good news did not mean that a
few selfish families would his away
next day and ceme back laden with
pails of berries to display to covet-
ous neighbors. HKverybody had hig
chance. Word was sent to every fam-
ity at Clitherall and arrangements
made for all hands to go the next dayv
and gather them-—men, women and
children, and a picnic dinper with
strawherries for dessert. Those are
the days we could gel strawberries at
Hattle Lake at our own price.

Nearly evervbody went. My molher
wished everybody had, for she had put
a big fat hen to cook before we Jeft
home, and having it partly bolled left
it stewing {n the kettle to becoms nice
and tender before the fire went ouf so
it would be already for our supper
when we reached home., Imagine our
surprise and disgust when we uncov-
ered the kettle {o take up the chicken,
to find only the picked bones in the
broth. Though living in the Indian
country we did not lay this te them,

could afford sugar to sweeten.

About this lime groves of phum
trees loaded with vipe red and yellow
fruit were located, and another jolly
trip was looked Tforward io by the
young people, The day came and the
erowd gathered and clambered into
the big wagons. One load had already
gtarted when 1 ran off to Marcus
Shaw's for Eleanor Gould who was
working there, a8 20 group was com-
plete in my estimation without her.
We ran back together toward the cor-
ner where the team we were to go
with was waiting for us.

There was another team walting
there also-—my Iather's—hitehed to a
wagon with a kay-rack on i, My light
beart began to settle. I was my fath-
er's hoy at that dme, brother Arthur
being oo young to help bim much, As
soon as we were within speaking dis-
tance he said, “Lu, I guess vouw'll have
to plum up in the field and help me
iinish stacking the grain. I can’t do
it alone and can get none of the boys
to heip me. Theyre all going plum-
ming.”

Well, 1 dropped my pail, climbed
onty the rack and puiled my sunbon-
net gver my face to hide my fears
while the crowd drove off and left me.
i dldn’t suppose then that I conld ever
smile about it—-pot even fifty vears

Wow i Tiappened, bul say! he never
tried making “squibs” any ore,

That trip was a long-remembered
one by some of us at any rate, and we
were & jolly bunch when we got to
the end of pur two months' journey.

The voung folks used to have hig
times around the old swing in sum-
mer, and in winter we ‘bad sleighrides
with oxen, which all enjoved except
the oxen.. For seais we had the old-
fashioned splint-bottomed chairs which
answered the purpose very well only
they would always tip over while go-
ing up hill. Then there were parties
in the evening with refreshments
gerved at the different homes where
we held forth. It was s happy timse
for all in that long ago.

My grandmother went to Oak Lake
with her son-in-law gnd daughter,
Almon Sherman and wife, while X stay-
ad at Isazc Whiting’'s to go to school,
but school had little charm for me that
winter and that was the last school I
ever atlended except the school of ex-
perience.

But few are left of that oid class
of fifty years ago, and what are left
are old and gray and crippled up with
rheumatism or other ailments, ‘while I
myself have been g paralytic-for nearly
seventeen months, unable to walk
without help or to use my right band
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but very little. Have learned to write
with my left hand, so while away
muany hours by writing Ietters, but
even that gets monotonous.

T was marvied to Alonzo Whiting on
the 4th of July, 186% We gtarted ount
in life with a yoke of steers, a wagon,
a eow, some household goods and
thirty doiiars in money., Who ¢an beat
that let him stand up and speak.

Emily Pratt Whiting.

XX —ADVENTURES
LAKE,

ON

CHAPTER

CLITHERALL

QUT IN A SAILBOAT

John and Hugh Campbell had built
a saithoat, and having launched it
without ceremony invited a party o
aceompany them on its maiden voy-
age. Among  the Dassengers  were
Clavton Gould, Delia Gould, Lu Whit-
ing, Roseltha Corlss, Aunt Nan Bar-
dick and her dsugther Fvie, the “crew”
having solemnly promised them 1o
siay nealr shore. )

After making a failure of anything
like a pleasure irip, the inveniors pro-
tested that if they could go far epough
cul in the lake to get the bepefit of
the north wingd their bhoat would sall
easily. leaving the shore, they
reached deep water to find that the
north wind from which they had been

So

¥incle Theodore Sherman’s south of
the lake borrowed Uncle Vel's boat
and rowed across. The anext morn~
ing when he was fo return, s north-
west wind was blowing so hard that it
seemed Impossible to row back, and
Anson Sherman advised him to lsave
the hoat there and when the wind went
down or changed he would be glad to
row back In it to Uncle Vetls, so Win-
field agreed and walked back arpund

the lake.

Some iime later, in November, he
slarted to Sauk Centre via Clitherall
and Otter Tail to buy a ioad of flour
for England and Johnsen, Ofter Tail
merchants. Learning that the boat
had never been brought home, as An-
son had gone off somewhere and for-
gotten it, he walked arcund to Sher-
man’s affer . Finding it bigh and
dry on the sand he pushed it info the
water angd started across. He soon
noticed that the boat was leaking bad-
Iy and he had nothing along with
which to dip it oul. He was not dressed
for swimming, as he had on his
heaviest clothes for the long drive to
Szuk Centre, and the prospect of hav-
ing tor swim in that Thanksgiving
weather was not a templing ong. Hse
decided to reach the opposite zhore
with the boat if it were possible and
rowed. with might and womain, but, as
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tance lends enchantment to the wiew,”
and I beleve it's true, for, when I
think of that far-away day of my child-
hood, it seems to me now that the sun
never shone so bright, the sky mever
looked so blue, the lake never formed
such a perfect mirror nor the Island
such a picture of beaunty as on this
particular morning.

We had had two or three light frosis,
the treses were just putting on their
autpran dress, and the follage of the
stately oaks and maples wingled with
the sumac, prickly ash, grape-vines,
bitter-sweet and hazel  busheg-—all
blending together to form & picture in
my mind today that I wish I might
bave to hang on the walls of my front
TOOT.

Gur home was on the south ghore
of Clitherall Lake, and Mrs. Jensen,
our nearest neighbor on the east, with
her little maid, came down fo our
house that morning and asked me fo
take their boat and row them over
to the Island to pick cranberries. 1
was quite an expert with a boat for &
youngster, and on such s pleasant
moreing { was more than willing o
0.

Mr. Jensen had pre-empied the piece
of land that Mr. Tallman now ownas.
He had made himself an old-fashionsd,
fiat-hottomed. boai, and when he bhuill

partiaily sheltered before By the high
iake hapk and woods, was rapidly
hecoming Stronger. The waves weore
rising higher and splashing onto them.
The pasgengery insisted on going back,
but to their dismay soon discovered
that the sailors were izéip}ess against
the rising storm. It grew worse and
worse; the sails were taken down;
every one was thoroughly soaked by
the waves which were unbelisvably
high, and the boat was being driven
furicusly across the lake, threatening
to capsize every minute. The in-
mates really gave up hope of ever
regching the shore alive, but the boat
continued upright and drified on clear
to the south shore, and there the
“pleasure-seekers” landed, wet to the
skin, shivering in {he cold and five
miles from honme.

There was nothing to do bul wailk
home uround the shore, Clayton car-
vieqd KEvie all the way. Those who
knew Evie Burdick Lewis as an elder-
Iy woman will appreciate the humor of
this, considering her size. As they
reached home Dee fell in a dead faint,
and ihe rest of the disgusted party
were completely worn out.

{Told by Roseltha Albertson.)

WHEN THE BARK WENT DOWN
Wintield Gould had come down io
CHiherall, and wishing to visit at his

the wind was blowing, more or less
water dashed into the boat to add o
that coming in guite rapidly through
¢racks in the sides. The work be-
came harder and his strength less,
and it was necessary to keep the bout
moving swifily to keep it above waler.

Finally the hoat had sunk so low
and the waves were so high that they
began to wash straight over the side
and he saw he could keep it up no
longer, so he stood up in the boat
ang felt it settle slowly, slowly down,
carrying him into the iey bath which
rose higher and higher on his body—
to his knees-—his hips—his arm-pits—
and there it stopped, the boat having
reached bettom, leaving the main part

of his six feet three inches above
water.
He was still some  distance from

shore but managed to wade safely to
the bank, having nothing to show for
the long, hard trip but his wet clothes
which all bad to be dried during the
night for the to-morrow’s journey,

On his way to William Corliss’s to
spend the night he stopped and told
Uncis Vet where his hoat was and
trusted {o the wind to bring it on home
which it did in due time.

PICTURES ON MEMORY'S WALL
There is an old saying that “Dis-

his claim shaniy he had cut trees on
the Island, rafted the logs, s few at a
time, and towed them across lo his
own place with this boat. 1 remem-
ber the oar-locks were made of wil-
low withes,

Mrs. Jensen had left her haby at
home with her hushand ths morning
we wenl berrying, as we expected to
he back early. We fized up & lunch,
and with my ltile bdrother Freddie
started oul in high splrils. We went
along very well until we were very
near the Islang when one of the sar-
tocks gave way, and we had to paddie
to shore the best we could,

We reached the cranberry wmarsh
and had no sconer bhegun plcking
than a party of squaws and pspooses
appeared chattering and lasghing.
They greeted ug with “Bu-shoo, Kitoh-
ee,” and fell to picking berries io beat
the band. One fat sguaw lady Bad =
good-natured baby strapped o Ther
back in some kind of a cradie. It
didn’t seem fo hinder her from pioking
berries at all, and they soon had the
marsh cleaned out 1 remember I
wags quite out of patience with them
for coming thers, though they had ax
good a right as we, and we thanked
our lucky stars laler that they were
on the spot. Quite a large party of
them were camped on the west side of
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the Istand.

We wandered around awhile, pick-
ing grapes, hazel-nuts and bitler-sweet
berries until noon and then ate our
ch., By that time a sonth wind
was Bblowing quite a gale, and we
were afraid {o start out with our
hroken car-lock. It was so {ar areund
the lake either way home that we
didn't know what to do. (The Island,
so-called, is really a peninsulal)

Mrs. Jepmsen was worrying about
her haby, so after waiting a while
antil we thought the wind had sub-
sided a little, we tied up the oar-lock
the hest we could and started out in
the direction the waves were rolling,
thinking to make a landing near Will
Cortiss’s old place. When we got out
in the lake far cnough {o see both
sideg of the Island we noticed some
bireh-bark cances on the west shore
and some papooses playing in the
water, It was calm on that side, but
the waves were guite high out where
we were and every little while the
water would slosh over inte the boat.

3

Then, aill at onece, the oar-lock gave
way again and I lost the oar, and
then-—we lost our heads. Door Mrs.
Jensen stood vight up in the hoat,
wringing her hands and calling,“Come,
Ninny; come Ninny,” the nearest she

rabhped her old battersd kettle half

o
full of cranherries, causing us to ship
a few quaris of water. One squaw

gave & reproving, “Uk, uh, uh”

They took us safely to shore, a
wet and shivering but thankful set. By
that time if was gundown and the

wind was going down. We weni ap
to where their tenis were pitched and
made signs and motions {or them to
take us home, but they made us under-
stand we would have to walt—that
their canoe was too small. So we
stood around, first on one foot and
then the gther, warming and drying
purselves by their camptive. Night
settied down arcund us, but we never
dreamed of being afraid of thess In-
diane.

Finally, two stalwart Indians came
stalking out of the gleoom, hearing a
iarge bark canoe on their shoulders.
By that time ihe moon had risen and
the lake was calm. Their people seaiped
to tell them what had happened so
thev launched their big canoe, we got
inte it, and, never saving one word,
they brought us safely home about ten
o'clock.

Gur folks, who had been nearly
frantic with fear, bleszed those Indians
with a portion of all they had o give.
We loaded them down with melons,

27

driven the horses onto the slippery
ice where both bad fallen down. While
they were being driven and pulled
hack onto a large patch of anow, the
remaining fawn succeeded also in
reaching some spnow-covered ice and
then easily overtook ihe mother deer
who had abandoned her young Ones;
without a struggle, in order to gave
her own life.

It was no pleasant task to kil
these gentle, helpless creatures, buf
their delicious meal was a welcome
addition to more than one settler's
table.

One spring while Cousins Isaac and
Jennie Whiting were planting corn,
a deer came out of the woods near
them and sped down across the gar-
don toward the lake. They watched
it bound down the bank, on inio the
water and swim clear across the lake,

LOST ON THE ICE.

One night a party of ¥oung people
were out skating, Orisen Tucker was
rather too voung to join the crowd,
put s he could skate well he accom-
panied them. They remained on the
jake for several hours, scattering out
to skate where they pleased and then
joining in groups again.

As it grew lale Orison began look-
ing around for his companions. He

{‘Oiﬁd comeiggaying“Todian’ T
fan see her now with her wet skirts
fiapping in the wind and the fears
running down her cheeks, I presume
1 cried and called too, but I vemem-
ber 1 tried to bail out the water from
the boat. My litile brother never said
a word nor even whimpered.

Well, the Indian children saw us
and heard us call. They scudded up
the bank' inte the woods and pretty
soon two sguaws came running down
to the shore, overturned one of their
canoes in g hurry, and came gliding
¥ike 3 wild duck over the waves to our
fescus,

I suppose if we had kept our wiis
and sat still and bailed the water out,
we would have drifted ashore in the
course of time, for Mr, Jensen found
the hoat next day, right side up and
full of water, opposite Cal Fletcher's
old piace.

However, the good squaws thought
we were in danger and voiced their
sympathy the best they could, though
we couldn’t understand a word they
said. They knew just what to do and
took us aboard in short order, but we
had to be very careful in seating our-
selves—the six of us—in that frail
eraft of birch bark., Just as we were
drawing away from our boat Mrs.
Jensen reached back into the boat and

patatoed gnd WHalever wea could gpare.
Mrs. Jensen flew for home, but the
next morning she brought down a
generous offering foo, and the Indlans
came over on masse ang {ook all we
had & ming to offer. One old fellow
nut his hand on my head and said,
“Na-get pish-i-shin pa-poose.” I don’t
know what he meant, hut I fook it
then as a compliment.
Rhoda Sherman Hunter,

{The complimment was “Very good

child,” H. G

A DEER HUNT ON THE ICB

In the eariy days Isaac Whiting
and Sylvester Melntyre (ihe lalter
enly a boy) started across the lake
for a sleigh-load of wood from the
Istand and saw a doe with three fawns
out on the fce. The lee was ioo smooth
and glassy in places {o risk giving
chase - with +the feam, =80 Isaac
left the boy in charge of the horses
and van after the desr with his axe
for a weapon.

The doe ran well aven on the smooth
ice as she knew how to take carveful,
steady steps, but the fawns {ried fo
go in leuping bounds and often slipped
and fell on the ice. Two were
caunght and killed, but by that iime
“Vet Mac” had become too much ox-
cited {o remain where he was and had

skated areund for some time bui
found no one. It was so @Qurk that
even when he approached the shors
he could mot tell whare he was, abd
he became hewildered and frightened.
it was like heing lost on the desert.

He was suffering bitterly with the
cold when at last Frank Murdock,
taking one last, long spin before go-
ing home, skated down near Camp
(orlise and there dizscovered him—
a long way from home, cold and ex-
hausted-—but with Frank’s help he
reached home ail vight.

A LIFE LOST--ANOTHER RISKED.-

“Our schoolmate dear” was the in-
seription in artistie lettering sbove
the casket aof Ilitile twelve-year-ocld
Leland Whiting, a.school-boy of Dis-
triet One, al his funeral December J,
1816,

Leland lived with his parents, Ches.
1. and Clara Whiting, in Old Clitherall
and attended scheool in the village.
Atter school one night he, with three
schoolmates, Robert and Verne Whit-
ing and Lynn Flelcher, skated down
the lake from fown and on pasi his
own home., Out in the lake south of
John Murdock’s Lelsnd “skated info
an air-hele, eight feet wide. :

Wa do. not desire to make vivid
the awfulness of it all, but thers in
the icy water Leland gave up this
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life, so dear to all of earth’s children,
for the hetter life bevond.

1is cousin Robert atiempted {o save
him, while Lynn and Verne hurried
away to summon help.

Jobn Murdock, being the first 1o
Wear the alarm, ran oul with a rope,
removed his cap. shoes and coat, and,
tetling the hoys to throw him the rope
when he came up, plunged head #Hrst

inta the water-—a depth of fourteen
feet, e swam the lower six or
seven feet with difficuity owing ¢

the heavy pressure of waler hepeath
him. Me dizcovered the body and
without toueching his feet to the bot-
tom swam on with it, nocessarily go-
tng a little ahead in rising 5o that he
: s coming up under the
sheet ice, but heing able fe detect
the  open  surface he turned and
reached it safely.

Aftor getting out onto solid ice and
while attempling io force the wyuler
from Leland's langs, Leland's father
and othoers reached the place and took
the bhov bmmediately to the house
where restoratives were used with
loving diligence by parenis and doc-
tor, but all in vain, the exposure
having been too long and seveye.

Leland was a great-grandson of the
pioneer Chauncey Whiting, and  his
wus the first case of drowning

(3]

death

apen and well supplied with fish,

It didn’t take us long to epread the
good news {o the tribe when wereached
fiome, and of course za ﬁséziﬁgftrip

was planned for the following day,
although we realized it wass Sunday
and just how we were going fo get
out of atiending church was an im-

portant guesiion. Hewever, with nine
or ten great sets of brains the size of
purs, we felf that no problem was too
zreat for us ta solve, and we went
to bed that night with visions of bul-
falo and pickerel pulling us through
the water,

These visions were all gone over in
our dreams that night, and Sunday
morning we hung around the house
locking as though we had been steal-
ing sheep. Uncle Lewis, Uncle Ve,
Hyram Murdock and all the others
came to attend mesting. We thought
they never would get through stand
ing about in the yard discussing crop
prospects, ete., but finally all filed into
church-—ail except ns voungstiers.

We had watched our chance angd now
zol the house befween us and the
chureh. Then down over the Iake
bank we went nz fast as we couid
run, through the Gld Hole, ag we called
it, then on down the shore until we
were past Unecle Vet’s old barn. Heve

we went into the woods and wers
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and soon made us wonder way the
sun was shining so everlastingly heot.
Sweat was pouring down our faces
tong hefore the job was fnished.

We saved out four big fellows and
took them nn info the woods in Odd’s
pasture where we butlt a fire, and ths
feast we had would have put any old
cannibal io shame. You know how
buneh of yvoung fellows who wers
pretty tired would naturally have fair
appetites, and 1 am sure that if s
of the boyz who were with me
day will think back g litile they
remember how one of thae party
even more than the average cannibsl
and wag hardly able to get home. In
fact, he had to be assisted at frst.

They will remember, too, that ea
gur home  we passed through
Odd’s field where 2 Iot of ruts-bagas
and onions were piled up and coverad
with siraw fo keep them {rom freez-

ing. Now a meal of bagas and onions
on a stomach already overloaded b

a pretiy strong diet, but Bert sald i
we aie some our bresth would be
enough to prevent our Dads from
giving us much of a Heking on our
return. We all realized what we were
up against, apd anvthing that would
sase it up a little was welcomed, so
we ate onions with a relish. The pra-
ventive was far from satisfactory with

in Clitheratl Lake

Some time after this, through grati-
tade and courtesy, Chas l.. Whiling
and Rev, 5. i, sSharpless reported
what John Murdock done fo the
Carnegie Hero Fund Commission, whao,
after sending their ageni. John Benitg,
here to investigate the case, awarded
him a medal-one of the many for
witleh My, Andrew Carnegile has made
pf-nvi&jan o be rewarded for desgs
of herolvm similar {6 this one,

The medal is of bronze, about four
inches in diameter, bearing Mr. Car-
negie's profile on one side and on the
ather the statement of to whom and
why the medal was awarded,

The community out of respect pre-
sented Mro Murdock with a gold wateh
appropristely engraved.

hrad

CHAPTER XXI1--8TOWIES
YOUNGER GENBRATIONS.
FISH - THEN OTHER THINGS

Although I never bad much luck
fishing 1 always enjoved the sport as
much as other boys, and there s one

TEN
iad

THE

particular  fishing-trip that [ all
never forget. It was in the early
snring, something like thirty vyears
agn, just at the time when the ice was
g0i out of the Iake. Some of us
voungsters, one Saturday afternceon,

were coming home from Baitle Lake
and noticed that the old outlet was

safely on our way to the outlet.

Not one of us hod thought to bring
a spear or even s hav-fork. Fhen
we reached Odd Alberison’s pasture
we thought we would borrow a fork
from his haystack, but this couldn’t be
done simply because that big yellow
dog of hizs was determined to stick
right tight to the haystack, Whistling
and coaxing had no effect on him and
we finally gave it up a bad job.
As a last resort we took some small
oak rails off Odd’s fence #nd armed
with the toughest rails we could find
we made our way to the outlel.

The sight that met cur syes was
encugh to stir the blood of older and
wiser fishermen than we. The outlet
was just jammed full of the largest
pickerel we had ever seen. They were
actually crowding one anciher out
upon the banks., We gpent two hours
pounding fish on the head with those
fence rails before we noticed what an
epormous pile we had,
pile seared us. What couid we ever
do with them! The law at that
time permitted caltching only so many
and we had exceeded the limit by =z
fearful numhber. We decided we had
hetter put them back into the water.
Taking them out had been the great-
est sport of cur lives, but puiting
them back was a far different iask,

ag

A lcok at the

fie, and 1 wished a thousand timss
hefore I reached home that -0dd
Albertson had saten those onions him-
seif

To ake matiers worse i den’t
believe Father noticed we had ever
eaten an onion. Anyway I could feel,
or imaginsd 1 could, the imprint of
one of the greatest, the sirongest, and
I am sure the hardest human hands
of the whole neighborbood for several
days afterward. I remember the
imagination was exceptionally strong
next morning when I attempied to
sit down at the breakfast tahle. I
noticed also that brother Erle was
standing up. Father asked why I was
standing up at the thble, and I iold
him I felt kind of sick to my stomach
when I sal down. Do vou wonder
why I can remember this little trip?

N. F. Whiting.

BOYHOOD DAYS,

I shall always bhelieve that I .was
born with a gun bug aboul my sysiem,
for I so soon developed a desire {o
shoot and kil

My first weapon of offense and de-
fense was acguired, after much coax-
ing on my part, when I besieged- -my
Grest Usnele Lewis Whiting fo make
me a how and arrow, he at last con~
senting providing I could ssenre ihe
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proper material. I went forth at once
in guest of somsthing that would an-
swer the purpose and brought in first
one stick and then another, each in
turn being rejected by the master me-
chanic on account of being ecrosg-
grained, too hrittle, toe full of knots,
efc, until T was well-nigh discouraged.
At last, however, at Chariie Whit-
ing’s suggestion, I confiscated one of
Uncle Al's wagon bows, It was just
long enough for each of us 2 good
bow, which Unele Lute made for us
after we had reported that this par-
tieylar piece of timber was “an extra
wagon bow that some one had made
and left iving around careless like, so
must have had no use for it.,”

I imagined at the time that Unecle
fute gave us an unusually penetrating
look, but ag he asked no embarrassing
guestions our late depredation was for-
goutten for the time, and I hustled
arcund to find an old broom handie
to make an arrow from. In a couple
of hours we were both titted out ready
for the war path with the exception of
a bowstring. I hurried home and told
mother my needs which she readily
suppplied in the form of four yards of
(:arpei warp which, when “thribbled”
and twisted, made an excellent bow-

the domsstic tranguility if he insisted
upon her surrendering the how, so the
matter dropped.

Well, the bow and arrow sufficed for
a few years, bul day by day my long-
ing grew to posszess a real gun., I once
picked up poiatces a whole day for
Uncle A that T might fire off his rifle
just once, he in ithe meantime instruct-
ing me how fo draw a bead, etc. After
the day’s work was tinished we went
back intp the timber where Unels A}
hewed off a piece of bark from an oak
tree, leaving a white spot for a mark,
paced off fifty yvards, arranged a short
log for a rest, and I lay down back
of the log. Uncle cocked the plece and
1 shifted into the proper position; then
he gave me the final insiructions about
puiting the point of the front sight
upon the white spot, at the same time
peeking through the bottom of the
notely in the rear sight, then press the
gset trigger. 1 was a little nervous,
although I knew about what I was
supposed to do; finally gol the sights
lined up and pressed the trigger.

Never did the report of a rifle sound
so gweet to me as that sharp, ringing
report &id 28 it broke the hushed
quiet of that beautiful autumn even-
ing, and the echo that rolled back and

as I was told a-n-d—

You have all heard of “the gun that’
was loaded for bear” I am not
gayving this gun was loaded especially
for Bruip, but T shall always believe
it was loaded for a barefooied hoy all
right, all right. Asyhow it came back
like g switching box-car and the next-
I remember 1 was strangling from
swallowing too much lake water
through my nose. When 1 regained an
upright position my straw hat was
floating out to sea, and John and Bill
weve both rolling in the sand, laugh-
ing hysterically.

I left both gun and hat in the lake
and pulled my freight for the sheltered
side of a board fence where the sun
performed the double office of raising
my drooping spirits and drying %
dripping pants. It is needless to say
that I reached home a sadder and con-
siderably wiser boy. This experience
was also well worth the price of ad-
mission,

In the yvear of 1882 I accumulated
nearly enough nickels and dimes to
purchase a little single-barrel shoi-
gun from an Indian, His price was
$2.50 and I had only $2.40, but after
some argument we closed the deal, and
Iot I had a real! gun of my own. The
most outstanding feature of this little
gun was that one needed to snap the
three times before the

string. forth across that little valley and back
I wanted to commence practicing at into the timber was the grandest music
snee so started-after-ehipmunks;tak=-P-ever-listened-to — thing-about

ing Bert along to carry the gams,
After an hour or s¢ we had acquired
A very Lealthy appetite but no game.
We returned home, and as we were
eoming into the front yard Beri said,
“trank, Ul bet you can't shoot over
the house””  We were some little
distance away but I thought I could
“put ‘er over” aM right, &0 raised my
prize bow and let ly. The arrow des-
cribed a beautiful half circle, but did
the same thing that T did when 1 tried
tg jump acrossg the creek—"lt* tao
sgun,  Father was in the house at the
time patching shoes, and the arrow,
after passing through the window ac-
companied by much tinkling of glass,
landed with a dull thud fairly uposn
fits eranium, and he, not being in the
hest of humeor thereafter, soon made
two arrows of that one, then bounced
to the door and called for the bow also.
But by this time I was doing a two-
forty trot or better, so could not hear
him.

1 returned in the beauntiful twilight
and handed my much-loved bow to
Mother and begged her to save it for
me, which she did by placing it back of
the flour chest. When Father asked
me for the bow I answered, “Mother
has™ it.” He locked at Mother and
mmust have perceived it might interrupt

On examination we found that the
bullet had landed almost directly over
the white spot but about six inches
high, I went home that eve a very
happy: boy. One might think that 1
paid dear for my pleasure. but it was
well worth the price of admission.

The next day ! told my pluymates
of my expleit, and John and Will
Whiting learning of my enthusiasm af
once sighted some “sport,” so framed
up a deal for my bhenelit, Bill came
to me and congratulated me on my
work with a rifle and said T would un-
doubtedly become a famous rifie shot
some dav, but thought 1 oughi to be-
come familiar with a shot-gun also
and offered to let me tire off & shot-
gun thev had if I would pick spuds for
them only one half a day. 1 fell for
the proposition and went to work at
once.

As soon as the half day was up John
hroughi out the old double-barrel muz-
zle loader, Bill carried a shingle to
stick up for a target, they chose the
positions and Bill stuck the shingle
into the sand about half way up the
sloping lake bank. Then John led me
down to the water’s edge, turned my
back to the lake, commanded me fo
syuat down, aim straight ap at the
shingle and lst ber go. Well, I did

cap would explode. I soon swapped it
to Ike's Charlie for the same rifle that
nele AM let me fire off the previous
year.

I became guite proficient with this
rifte. On one occasion 1 fired thir-
teen shots at mallards, flying, and
scored eight hits. 1 later swapped
thig rifle away for a shot and rifie com-
bined, and while I still owned this gun
1 participated in my first deer hunt—
but that is another story.

Frank A, Whiting.
WOLVES

G how time fiies!?

A good many vears ago I partici-
pated in a wolf hunt tnat will probably
stand out in memory as long as [ live,
It was back in dear old Otter Tail
County, the place of my birth.

1 was just at the age when a kid gets
nerve enough to play hookey from
school and when he begins to think
about the girls, and hence begins to
consider himself 2 man.

On the day of this hunt I was what
{s sometimes termed comfortably sick,
that is, sick enough to abstiain from all
forms of Iabor but well enough to
devour all the little delicaeies that
dear old Mather prepared for me, such
as milk-toast, chicken broth, poached

www.LatterDayTruth.org



O

eggs, efe., while the litile medicine ¥
did take was disguised in preserves or
something of the sovt.

Sa I was getfting along fairly well
when about neon in ca Ike's Ohar-
who m avery excited rzarmer told of
i large wolf he had heen
the morning with old Flora and w
hie had overtaken reral tin ¥
would not stand quietly

La2

Tie s

narve

encugh
for him to get aim from her back and,

when he jumped off and altemped 1o
shoot, the mnre kept tossing her head
and pulling back so vielently that he
futled entirely to make a hit although
Le had fired many times, and savs he,
“If vou will hiteh vour team to my
entier, we will gel Ora o go along and
1 am sure we can gel that doggoned
woll”

In a very fow minutes we had my
littie bays harnessed and were rushing
off, with Mother standing in the door-
wuy remonstrating against my expus-
ing myself 8o, But on we went, in
spite of Meother's protesis, bent ouly
upon kiiling that great hairy woll, We

drove down Olitherall Lake to near
the west end and took up the trail

which led northwest through the Cor-
tisg pasture and out onto the prairie.
Just as we were crossing the hills
west of ithe Ole Henry farm, we met
wolf coming h&w( He had evi-

ihe

OLD CLITHERALL’S §
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While we were removing the skin
and proudly showing the onlookers
the ten hullet heles, our prids received
guite a shock. Alva and Orison Mur-
dock happened along, and, upon seeing
an unusually large crowd about the
shop, dropped in to see what it was
all about, After listening o our oft-
repeated tale and ohbserving our ex-
alted opinion of ourselves as wolf
slavers, Alva said, “Well, ‘boys, you
did very well today, but let me tell
it will be a long, cold day before

oun kill ancther wolf”

These few words, spoken half
jest, half in earnest, brought us baeck
to earth again, Could it be possible
that this was only an gceident! 1, for
one at least, went tg bed that night

in

with sort of a worried or, rather, a
sinking sensation.
Nevertheless, the next morning

found us all ready and willing to fry
it over again and, kid-like, we drove
'mt back down (litherall Lake,
through ithe Corliss pasiure, then
northwest aeross the prairvie hills, up
and down through the same valley

had killed our first wolll
then turned northeast by north until
we struck West Battle Lake and on
across the I0d Everts farm. There w
struck a fresh wolf trail and got 2
few shots at him running through a

i which we
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that evening with ofir second wolf,
onr neighbors began o beleve we
really eould kill wolves. However
that may be, there were many long,
cold days before we got apother,

But after a time Uncle Ike became
interested, and it was not long antil
wolf hunting became ocur regular oc-
cupation during the winter months
(preceded, of course, by 2 good deer
hunt in Novemober).

Many is the time we bovs have
started oul in the morning sfter
wolves with fifty rounds of smmuy-

nition, and come home in ths evening
with our pockets full of ewmply shells

which we would reload and &0 be
ready to hit the trall again in the
morning.

T well remember one heantiful morn-
ing when lke, Charlie and Ora eams
up to our place to ask if Bert and |
were on for a hunt that day, which of
course we were: but Father kind of
wondered if it wasn't :ﬁ}mzi time we
boys take a day off and saw wood, ete,
and of course put up the @'gzm,em
that there no money in these fool
hunting trips.

“Why,” he savys, “I believe you boys
tear overalls and burn np ammunition
to the value of 32600 for every woll
you gel,” and for & momeni we wereg
211 bushed up by the force of his argn-

wan

dently gone up near Batfle Lake and
hoving seen something that changed
Lig wiind had turned hack,

e was just coming down
jarge valley the norih
topped th
apout a surprise party! whole
Gutfif was surprised, We {OON
rolled out of the cutter and the fight
way on. One of the first hullets erip-
pled the wolf so he could uot get on
very fast, and by the time we had tired
siX shots each--a fotal of sighteen—
the wolf was badly cut to pleces. Then

into &
an we

e ridege
The
hovs

down the hill we went through a snow-
drift four feet deep and up to our
prize, and right there we held our first
war dance and pow-wow., After 1t
was gver we loaded the wolf into the
ruiter and were off for homs, living

and over again the glorious sap-
s of the last few moments. Talk
af being puffed up wilh pride. We

wore the Hmit
Upon arriving at
ook our wolf to the
the old shop was sort of a
ning place, and the news soon spread
agver the village ihat we had brought
in our wolf, Quite a crowd of ihe
curicus gathered there to view the re-
ainz and 1o get ihe facis of the
kilting, we having now got so we could
slmost tell the story twice alike.

Old Clitherall
wagon shop,
public skin-

we

e

at the south and---talk

corn-feld but failed to puncture him.
We followed hot on the {rail until up
near Silver Lake while Ora and 1 were
ahead on the trail, Charlie
hring up the rear with the tsam,
suddenly the trail entered a small
pateh of hazel brush that grew upon
the norili side of an otherwise prairie
hill.

fhva savs, “One of us should be
arcund on the other side of this brush

walking
sing

pateh”
1 instantly discerned the object and

said to him, “You just wait here until
von see me on the hill above the
Brush.”

1 bustled around
the very edge of the little thicket on
top of the hill Then Qro started
ahead on the frail, and upon arviving
at the lower edge of the ihicket he
ing down about half
and sald, “ I believe
“Give it fo

and canhie up 10

saw the woll Iy
way bebween us
I see him. I answered,
him.”

He raised his rifie and fired but the
woll never moved, so he fired again
same result, Then Ove carefully work-
ed his wav inte the thicket even up tfo
the wolf, e found that he had killed
nim the iirst shot; the gecond builet
had only punched two more in
the skin,

‘hen we arvived at the old

holes

shop

ment. Tncle Ike parried the blow
however by saying, “Yes, Lon, butl you
must remember that we get $19.40
worth of fun out of every hunt, besides
the price of the hide, so we are mak-

ng something anvhow.”
Cur suceess wolf hunting, a8 &

whole, was fairly good, aside from the
£19.006 worth of sport. Sometimes We
did remarkably well and agaln nol &5
well, and at other times we tost out
altogether, but I believe a man witi
sporting blood in his veing enjoys he-
ing outwitied fully as much az out-
witting an animal. The largest num-
ner of wolves we ever bagged in one
day was four. Details follow:

Very early one morping Erle came
up to our *ﬂa(, somewhat out of
preath and mpm‘tea seeing a wolf just
tooling around cut on the lake. Soon
ail was bustle and excitement as We
hwarriedly buckled the harness onto
team and were off. We ypicked up
Ova, Charlie and Ike and 2 moment
iater the steel horseshoe calks weve
sending s blinding cloud of granulated
jee and snow all over and behind us,
and after a sharp gallop of aboul &
mile we passed in froni of the wolf
just before he reached the timber. The
rest of the boys rvolled out and the
pombardment lasted uniil I slowed
the team down and iurped arcund
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When the smoke lifted Mr. Wolf had
forgotten his troubles in this life. We
picked bim up, tumbied him into the
sjeigh and were back in 0ld Town in
about thirty minutes from the time
Hrle had first reported his proximity.

We had done so well so early in the
day that we deeided to try it over
again. By this fime John Murdock
wrrived and asked to accompany us.
1 helieve this was John's first offense
at wolf hunting. We drove gver to
West Battle Lake, then east along the
shore and up near Mason Lake, across
the Beaver section, and pulled in at
tnele Lute's for dinner,

tAand § wish to state right here that
wd it not been for the hospitality of
the non-hunters of Girard, Clitherall,
Nidaros, lea? Mountains, Everts and
Gtter Tail our enjoyment of wolf
hunting wonld have been cub in half
My hearr is jilled with gratitude for
the kindness we go often received
from the noble hearted settlers who
trested us so Kindly while on our
punting irips.  Scores of times we
have driven info a farmyard, tired,
hungry and coid, and asked for a
chanee to put up the feam and feed
them, also to get something warm o
drink with our lunch while we rested
ter And-Tmrust say wo were Hever
refused, and to the best of my know-
fedge and belief no one ever made any
charge whatever for the accommoda-
tion, and very often they would not
allow us fg eat our own cold lunch
but would prepare a great big warm
meal instead),

Afiter dinner Dean joined the party
we proceeded on our way., We
drove down onto and across Last Bat-
tie Lake, 3hen onto Steuart Lake with
the team while part of the hoys
seattered through the jack oak hLills
to the east. ’

They had gone in only a short dis-
tance when Ike espied a woif upon a
side hill and killed him the first shot.
" Boon after Ike brought his wolf to
the sleigh we siruck the trall of two
wolves  going east. We put John
Murdock on the trail while gome of us
headed around each side. John, how-
ever, 000 came put on a tom-cat’s trall,
50 We put ancther trailer on. This time
i had ijust come to the top of a large
hill when I saw the two wolves eross-
ing a small slough, going east. [
commenced firing at them but the
tullets all seemed to land behind
them, so 1 held farther ahead and one
bullet plowed the snow just in front
of the wolves and they furned and
Bert, hearing the shooting,
and just as ke

awhi

and

ran west
was rauning east,

stooped down to dive under the limbs
of a jack oak tree he met the wolves
coming in from the other side, His
rifie leaped to his shoulder, a stream
of fire and smoke enveloped the wolves
and one of them had received his
death wound.

We followed the remaining woll
southwest for about one and half
miles and finally trailed him into a
small hazel thickst, Dean  stood
guard at the southwest corner and 1
held down the northeast corner and
we appointed John as trailer again.
He did better this time, ng calg having
been down in that vieinity., The wolf
broke cover on the north side ané 1
fired but missed, and by the time 1
wasg ready to shoot again the woll
wug far enough up the bill so that Dean
could see him, We Dboth fired at the
same instant, and the wolf rolled over.

The wolf had been broad side to me
and endwise to Dean. Ii seemed to
have been hit on the left side, rather
high, and of courge I claimed the shot.
But right here is where I want {o get
somethiing off my chest that bhas an-
noyed me for years. When we rve-
nmoved the skin I observed that the
bullet had entered Dbetween the
shoulder blade and the body and had

a

-traversed-lengthwise-of-the-neck.-So

Dean killed this weolf instead of my-
self. I have been tempted many times
1o “fess up,” hut the selfishness with-
in me has overruled.

1 have hunied for many years with
many  different meun, and I believe
that old Uncle ke is the most unsel-
fish, the most jolly companion I was
ever out with.

The total number of wolves killed
by mysell in Minnesola was exacily
fifty, Number of deer Kkilled by my-
self in same state, thirty-three. Num-
bher of moose, one, and smaller game
too pumerous to mention.

Respectfully submitted by

Frank A, Whiting.

A REVERIE
in all of our lives are fond mem'ries
Endearing us each to the past,
Some mem'ries so sweet and so cling-
ing
It seoms that thev always must last,

Tonight as 1 git here in silence,
While shadows of nightfall grow
dsep,
To the home of my childhood go stray-
ing
My thoughts where our loved ones
now sleep.

in fancy I see my old plavmates,
The friends of my girlhood so dear,

ket

Whose jesting and heartiest}aughter
This twilight to me seem so near,

. There never were happier children
Than those who resided around
The high, sunny banks of Lake Clith-
erall,
Where Nature’s best gifts did ahound,

There none of us ever sought vainly
The finny tribe tempting and fine:
And ne one was e’er disappointed
If armed with a fish-hook and line,

Again there are other old mem'ries
Of trials my people wenf through,

They being the very first settlers,
When Otter Tail County was new;

With noe one to greet them but Red-
skins,
Who ofien were friendly and good,
But after imbibing too freely
0Of liguor, they grew wild and rude.

One time I distinetiy remember
When father out threshing had gone,
Leaving mother at home with us ehild-
ren
To care for and shield us from harm.

The rain in fierce torrents was falling
And beating with foree ’gzainst the
pane;
The wind, which seemed bent on des-
fon,
ding its wrath to the rain.

When suddealy out midst the tempest
Came cries that we all knew too well,

A cory that chilled all in our dwelling,
A loud, drunken Indian vell.

Poor mother was speechless with ter-
ror,
Scarce knowing the best 1o be done,
But being alone, unprotected,
She dared not remain in her home.

So gathering her children together
To the back door she hastily sped,
And out we all went through the dark-
ness .
While thunder kept pealing o’erhead.

And swiftly we all hastened onward,
‘With fear lending wings to our feet,

And soon were at Unele Ret’s dwelling,
A safe and & welcome retreat.

This fright was just one of the many
That threatened us oft on each hand,
But I'm glad that their courage ne'er
wavered,
For they surely had found some fine
land.

And ihe place, now perhaps not so
rugged,
I8 still a most beautiful one,
And T think you can count yourself
Iucky
If Clitherall was ever your home.
Mabel Whiting Morris.
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A VISION OF THE OLD HOME
Yon ask for what to me ig priceless
-~y menories of the old home—and
I have hesitated, wondering if they
conld possibly interest others——tho
memories which I hold so dear, wmch
are with me every day, resting me
when ¥ am weary, adding to the bright-
ness or softening the harshness of all
the liftle evervday affairs of life. Mem-
ories of that lo e,(s place have always
been the sure haven of all my
thoughts,
I see it now
hood dayvs--that

one

as I saw it in ehild-
old white house which
ance shellered all 1 held dear, the
dusty read which climbed the hill
{surely that hill was much higher in
“those daysy, and no hill ever offered
such brmihmsx possibilities—on e
never knew who or what might appear
aver its brow. If no cne or nothing
al all came into view, then what mar-
veilous processions of “make helieves™
marched over it, viewed from the north
window hy the gooseberry bush.

There stunds the old log church in
ihat land of memoryv—so near that
same north window, and vet so far
removed from all things common, its
rough and rotiing doorstep never to
he approached In careless play, but
alwavs 8o fz‘*g,, in awe and reverence

OLD CLITHER.

ALL'S
dmrway upon me-—iaces I shall never
gee again.

:\ﬂd altways, in memory, I feel ths
gentle, guiding hand of one who has
e slept long yvears bheneaifld the wild
fiowers in the graveyard on the hill—
once more her tender, protective care s
over me. We are reading again in
some green nook in the pasture woods
—the old brown hook of “Longfellow’a
Peoerns” it may be which holds us

spelibound, so that we fail to see the
terrible cow approaching until we

chance to lopk up directly into those
placidly inguisitive eves. Then fol-
lows g wild geramble to the nearest
fence of refuge, leaving Longfeéliow
and the cow on terms of unusual inti-
IRAcy.

Or it may be that the lake has called
ug, and we have ventured holdly out
upon its starred waves hy moonlight,
or, some sunny afierncen have tried
our luck at “fishin’,” and wearying of
that just drift and drink deep of all
the sncircling loveliness—green woods
and ripening grain and the mystericus
beauty of the Island, far away to the
westward the wooded height hehind
Camp Corliss, to the east the blue
half cirele of Leaf Mounialns—the rim
of the world fo me in those days.

Once more the evening lamp i
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Have grown and flows and seattered,
as they always said they'd do;

And if we were to meet thewm on the
streets we used o roam,

We'd hardly know the shadows of the
old sweet town of home.

The lake lies rippling, doubtless, just
as it did of yore;

The little jars of candy deck the win-
dows of the store;

The fish still go on bhiting, am} the
swimming-hole I8 there,

With its willow wands about it and -
the youngsters swimming bare,

The sweet old paths of beauty where
we loved to romp and piay,

The woods that rang with lzughier in
the picnie-time of May,

We know their beauty’'s sltered to the
eyes that know the gleam -

OFf cities bright with splendor—bhut
they haunt us still in dream.

The old home town forever! don't yveu
gee the old place still,

The sireet between the maples, and
the long road up the hiil?

The tender, kindly people, and
shadow slopes of gold

Where little shades of playmates dance
sround us ag of ¢ld?

the

The old bome town! No, never, was
there ever place s¢ sweet

For comfort of the spirif and the lur-
ing of the feet;

Where'er we are it calls us, and we ail
g0 back and rvest,

As we did when little children, on the
dear old mother breast.

EVew DeRIgE 1i—-jusi an
ordinary wild rose which had been
granted that privilege by fis Creator—
and laid its soft cheek in blushing
ioveliness against the worn gray logs.
Sometimes, on Sunday mornings, when
Great-grandfather Whiting went early

A rose bush
.

to the church to see that all was in
readiness for the day’s worship, 1

unnoticed, longing to
wulji dows to ihe very front of those
two wide rows of empty seals, ounly
to retreat in sndden, abashed silence,
conséious that 1 was trespassing. To
me that old log charch is much more
real in my memory piciure than the
new ong which stands in ity placs.
And now 1 come {o the schoolhouse
that I i unallered—ihe zame
tong, guiet room, with its seals facing
just in the wrobg direction for all the
shining eves which had {o re-
sist the allure of the westeting sun in
surnmer—ih e oceasiopal  passerby
along the snowy road in winter. They
werea wige——tl pioneer fathers—who
puilt that house of knowledge—Tfacing
it from all such distractions. O dear
ald  scheolroom—scene of 20 many
ehildish trials and (riumphs and hear{-
aches—history iz carved upon your
searred desks, and long recitation
pench, the chimney cupboard, Faces
of loag ago look dimly out from the

would tiptoe in,

Know

sager,

Hghted, gag s glowlangupog gy
dear home cirele: my little grand-
mother reads to us again, softly and
clearly, and not cne of us there would
willingly forego the pleasure of listen-
ing to her. Grandfather's knee is my

resting place then, and dreams drift to

me with the sound of that Joved velice
in my ear. ‘
“Ciasp, Angel of the backward look
And folded wings of ashen gray
Ang voices of echoes far away,
The hrazen covers of thy book”
Bonnie Grigelle Kirschner.

THE LD HOME TOWN,
{A selected poem sent by Mrs. Addle
Wi;**w Qiattery to her mother in “Gld
Town™y
The old home town forever! was ever
wiace more sweet
For comfort of tl zsc spirit gnd the lur-
ing of the feet?

The old home town forever!
golden yesterday.

ART still it ealls its children in the
zame old gentle way.

We know it all looks different from
what it was of old,

The hills would now seem little that
we used o think were bold,

Itz vallevs would be narrow o our
ayes that nseqd to think

They sireiched o'er all creation to the
very heaven's brink..

We Enow that things have altered,
that the little {ricnds we knew

in that

A GHOST STORY,

A certain young pedagog, who faught
in Digtrict One in the 78's, could be
very dignified during the school hours,
but out of school he seemed g chal-
lenge most any youngster to beat him
at jolly pranks,

One evening, feeling espeeially in
need of amusement and always pre-
ferring te pet it af some one else’s
expense, he hit upon the sport of play-
ing zhost. Whils the shadows were
deepening to the most fearful density
ne prepgred his costume {rom white
sheets, and at lengilh set forth -in
gearch of some one—anyone—hig or
lttle—who for sny reason might be
unfortupate enough to be outside and
hecome his vietim,

Finally hé ventured saround Ike
Whiting's back vard and was soon
rewarded by seeing one of the boys
sally forth toward the wood-pile, hav-
ing forgotien to fill the box earligr,
The ghaost, chuckling inwardly, slunk
stealthily near him and, when the {ime
seemed most opportune, prepared ihe
“hig scare” and got inte position to at-
tract the hoy's atiention.

Whather he expecied mm fo ghriek
or faint we donr’t know,’ but we do
know that he didn’t expect what bap-
pened, With a stick of wood already
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grasped in kis right hand, the hoy
caught one glimpse of {he apparition
and instinctively sent the stick Hying
straight for its crown, which proved
1o be more than thin air.

The yard was instantly deserted by
both parties, but the next morning
they met in the old log schoolthouge—
Charlie Whiting and George Hammer
-~the latter bearing unmistukable evi-
dence upon his marred countenance of
having been out for & “good time” the
evening before,

{Told by one who was there—but it
wasn't the ghost.}

CHAPTER XXI[—SKETCHES
LIFE,

SARAH VAN TASSEL SHERMAN

The subject of this story is one
whose life lines have not often fallen
“hr pleaxant places, but . who, after
four seore and eight veurs of facing
Hie's problems, is still with us, :1(;—
tive in body and mind and, better vet,
with 4 faith unshaken in the One who
has leg¢ her safely through the dark
days when she wuas made drink
deep of grief's bitter cup.

With a memary unusually keen for
one of her age, she is able to tell her
story in a4 clear, connecteg way, and
hier friends who read it will more than

FROM

tey

ever bhefore appreciate-the-strensth-of-

character she developed during the
years of her youth when she went out
alone—a homeless orphan—into the
wide, wide world.

Saral Van Tassel wus born in Utica,
New York, May 20, 1841, The Van
Tassels were g prominent family in
Germany and Aunt Sural’s fuiher be-
tamie a first-class muchinist, In New
York he, was foreman of a ¢rew of
men who buitt the Frie Canal from
tome to Utica,

Mrs. Sherman rememhers her child-
hood vividly, but the memories are sud
ones beecause of the ruin wyrought
in her home by the demon rum. Hep
father, & trained ang skillful workman,
was robbed of success, home and fam-
Hy by this viee, and it is no wonder
that his daughter still hates it so
flercely.,

Their home was part of a brick
house  which was owned by a Mr.
Fouwler and which stood in the owner's
hack vurd. There were three children,
Joseph, Sarah and Margaret, besides
@ baby whose death is one of Aunt
Harabi's earliest recoliections, when
the mother called the tavern Keeper
into her home and pointing to her
dying child said, “This i3 your work,”
referring to itz death due {o their
privatiocns as g result of money wasted
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at the favern bar.

The mothser did not live long after
this. Aunt Saral remembers her sick-
ness—remembers her black eyes, black
hair and white, sad face—also the last
Jesson her mother taught her,

The little gir! had spent a penny for
a stick of braided molasses candy o
give as g treat {o her brother Joseph
who lived with his employer and whom
shie happened to see on the streets,
taking the penny from some change
she wasg carrying home tg her mother.
Joseph astonished her by telling her
that she had done 3 very wicked
thing to spend money that did not
helong to her and warned her earnest-
Iy against the sin of being a thief,
though he did accept the treat and
offered to divide with hig sister. When

she veached home she confessed to
her mother what she had done and

her mother, too, treated it verv seri-
ously,

She sat down with ber little six-vear
old daughter and told her that she
wouid not be with her very long and
that she must always remember what
she was telling her so she would grow
up to be a good womaan—that what-
ever happened in the years to come she
must never take even one cent that
did not belong to her. She said to
muke-sure.shewenld-alwavsremember
she must punish her., The littie girl
was sent out for a stick, but a switeh
was not easily found in that bare city
vard and she returned with a slender
splinter about 2 foot long, with which
she received a painless but never-to-
be-forgotten whipping. We wonder if
that mother dreamed that miore than
eighty vears Inter her danghier would
repeat her story and be able fo say
truthfuliy, as she does, that through
all the days of privation that came {o
her even while she was still a child
she was always true to the promize
made at that time.

Before her death their mother gave
her two litle girls to those she be-
Heved would he kind to them, and
after attending her funeral in their
own little home they were taken away,
and Annt Sarah saw her father only

once after that.

She had heen given fo My, Van
Tassel’s cousin, Mrs. Lyons, and was
pound ont to a Miss Willlamson in
York Mills, who afterward married 8
storekeeper named Griffiths.

One day a guarrel hetween Sarah
and another child resulted in Sarah
receiving a strange, hard punishment.
Mr, Griffiths being called to settle the
trouble, tock her to the barn and put
her in a hogshead where she remained

33
for twenty-four hours witheut food or
water. No one came near her until
the following day when Myr, Griffith’s
clerk accidentally discovered her and
took her out. She felt afraid or
ashamed to tell any one of her harsh
treatment, but the clerk must have
told it for it was soon known through-
ont the neighborhood and she was
taken into a betier home, that of Mrs.
Griffith’s aunt, Mrs. Clark,

Mrg, Clark is still remembered as
having been a kind mother to the
homeless little givl, She was sent to
school with a speller and Bible as
textbooks and she also went to Sun-
day school. The latter she particu-
larly enjoved and never willingly
missed a session. One Sunday morn-
ing her one elean gingham dress need-
ed repairs and she was told she could
not go¢ to Sunday school that day, but
she made soch a fuss and begged so
hard that the dress was soon mended
and Mrs. Clark sent her off with, “Now
go on, you plous little thing”

Mrs. Clark furnished her with new
clothes including pretty light dresses,
ribbons and fine shoes, but believing
she should learn fo do some regular
work she was sent out intoe the
country to live with & farmer's family
named English,

Here she was obliged to do hard,
heavy work including wmilking nine
cows night and morning. Her hair
was cut off, her pretty dresses cut up
for window curtoins, her white skirts
made inte a valance for & bed and her
pame changed to Sally, as there was
already 2 girl named Sarah in the
cnglish family, Finally they decided
there was one girl too many in the
family and Sarah was sent back to
York Mills on the stage,

Here she was made welcome again
at Mrs. Clark’'s who was very indig-
nant ai the ill-treatment she had re-
ceived, as were also Mrs. Clark’s three
maiden sisters, Aunt Polly, Aunt Jer-
usha, and Aunt Alvira Riech, these
three living lopether in a comfortable
home and earning their living by
weaving ¢loth in the mills. They and
Mrs, Clark pow {ook care of their
little friend and she went to school
again a short time until Aant Polly
taught her to weave, when she tfoo
entered the mills and became inde-
pendent, continuing to live with the
Rich sisters where she paid her board.

in the cotton mills a good worker
with good warp c¢ould weave twenty-
five or thirty vards a day and re-
ceived six mills a yard, that is, three
cents for five yards. In the woolen
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tls where Aunt Sarah worked later wus welcomed by various housewives not wishing to frightsn her, he ran
she conld weave five or six yards g and from whom she received enpugh into a2 neighbor's vard for help where
day :mri ived Hive or six cents a (0 enable her alwavs to provide for the fire was extinguished by Miss

vard, it to work in the herseli and children. Coloshour. After the doctor had doane
rica woolen mills angd wove the hest She was too far from school for what he could io relieve the pain, he
1 i R Gy ‘o . LY e . <

Kinds of clothi—broadeioth, satineiie t daughter Emma to at- was taken home lo receive the best

nma learned to read never- care in the w from the one who
She began with the Life of loved him most, but having been burn-
i spetling out one word after ed internally he lived only until june
. had been bound :  her mother fo pronounce, fourth,
where she was oblized to do the TOViewing and drilling with a persist-  No one else has ever been able to
ance that made her a good veader be- {ake Charlie’s place in Aunt Saralb's
fore she ever went to school home and heart, and every day of
shors Aunt SBarab helped Uncle Lute anc ¢ long years she thinks of him and
cver, Margaret went out fto make Aunt Nett Whiting cook for the rail- wants him back. Without him she
he world and they pever Toad crew and moved bhack to Old prefers fo live alone, enjoying the
men again, Their brother went to Clitherall in order to obtain wark letfters and Hitle gifts that come fre-
trom  her children,  grand-
iends. She enjoys
and her good old
ildhood and old age—

in.

e does

.

naw decided to look up her s

SO N D ey < i ¥ a
ter Muargarer and iake care o

found that

kind of outdoor work, bui
fed in i
fi the city,

her seni to }wr

-

California and was not heard from more conveniently. She cooked in the
Tiorward, lLake View House in Battle Lake for
Mr. gnd Mrs, Clayton Geuld, and from
rosavings houghi o litile house and
later a lot; then sold them and bonght Hef" greatest satistaction
@ better howe, Her davghier Emma 3 ¢ the Lord credit for every
was now feaehing school and took an good thing that has come to her in
2 was eolebrated in the board- interest in helping to enlarge and im- Iife, and she quotes from the good

where the orphan givl, now Prove the house, while Aunt Sarah Book, “When my father and my mother
age, ‘;_';ecaﬁ}e' Nirg, Continued to earn something each week forsake e, then the Lord will take
nd went aut w by washing for her neighbors. me up”

wiiile
that Annt
mun., e also

in the Utiea
=t Theodo
rked in the mi
d gzt the sarge pluce she did,
two years' acquainiance a

coidora Shar
er voung husband to fonnd a veal  Aunt Sarah has never been afraid
home for ? at last, of good, honest, helpful work, and JENNIE TALCOTT WHITING
thrift and indastry have marked her Mre. Isasc Whiting, nee Jenunie
vathway all along and won for her Taleoit, was horn . in Ohio August 3,
ey warmest iriends. 1843, the sixth child in a family that
wltimately-—numbered..nine children.
Their pavenis wers Nelson and Cath-
erine Louwisa ‘Talcott, the mother
being o sister. of the well-known
founders of Old Town, Chauncey,
imen, Sylvester and Lewis Whiting.
The children of Nelson and Louisa
Talcott were all very individual, there
peing among ihem just enough frie-
tion te ward off monctony. This bi-
agraphy of Jennie Whiting calls, how-
ever, for mo further comment upon
other members of the family except
to say, in passing, that they were all
_ more robust than Jennie who. &s
't Sarah FHS ‘ﬁ Ris nilgren of delicate physique often
are, was spiriizal minded, imakin-
ative, and extremely sensitive and
this muade her instinctively draw back
et a plaster foT I i Herself whenever she discerned,
Chariie had worked hard In the bar- or thought she discerned, lack of ap-

vest-field all day but soon remavked

They went onlo a homestead near
Theresa, New York, where they lived !
:d for each other and the !
en who came to then r;mu Tetler dave dawied Tn {he 96w Lome.
home  was  temporayl She kept roomers in the summer e,
Xy, Sherman’s being secured a pension for Upncle Theo-
called defer of the wervice as a soldier, and her
during the entire term of the Civil son Charlie became her faithiul h(-pr»
War, er and companion. He worked to im-
prove and keep up her farm and cared
fering from an injury caused by being (07 her when she needed help. He
e by a frightened, wounded $8ve little attention 1o things outsids
was never teally well of home that attracl many boys, his
interest being all in his work ang
home. Me and bis moiber often lived
o the farm together during the sum-
mer montihs,

and

e o

uniil

hroken

After the war he veturned home suf-

dragy

hovse,  angd

Wisconsin  and Miz;zwsu)i.zi and
sther Fredrick returned (o Ther

Ull} instar

elnctantly  consented
iarm v\‘hen her buck feh,
suid if she were

on frz
fired and lame and

and two vears
erall. in town she would g

They tived first in Old Clitherall, in
v Seth Fletcher, and proval.
g 1 howestesd south oof Clithe that he was golng to Battle Lake. He A dresmer of rare and beautiful
. and desth rowed acioss the lake, walked to the dreams she, nevertheless, was keenly
correw and hurdens unknewn vilage several miles away and Te- iive 1o the value of education, and a
Tnele T 1874 tnrned as soon passible with & very watrantables pride in her geod
sir son Fredédie in . plaster for his mother, seholarship spurred ker on to attain-
Now foliowed long, lonely yeu The greatest tragedy of her eventful ment of her ambition which was to
hard work and self-denial, Tife was on the last day of May, 1801, acguire kRuowledge and then disburse
to support the vounger when thelr harn in Battte Lake was it to others,
of her siy ebildren still dependent aseeldenially set orn five, and Charlie She was from a very early age a
apon Yer. The farm was not in shaps while trying in valn to rescue his most efficient teacher, possessing the
to wvield much, d fatally, Ev power to ipspire in others a desire
. would walk around the take while his clothes were in flames he to learn. Nothing helps a very small
y O Clitherall, where her help was so thoughtful of his mother that, child over the fivst rocks that besirew

ke

sodore

Saral strove

v und severnl davs eacli three horses was burn
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the path of learning more than a
catehy jingle of words., Even so, I,
her smallest pupil during her voung-
ast peried of teaching, found my mem-
ory aided by

“Big K's baek iz a broken stick,

When It runs it goes Klickety klick.”
Thus throngh the alphabet.

Strong as was her ambition to teach

it paled i the glow of hier passion to
mnther every Hitle dependent creature
patl,. To protect,
encourdge and love was the doninant
wish of this gentle givl.
v was  inevitable thalt romance
tould enter the bower of a heart
whose door steod so invitingly open.
she jaarried very voung, and, with
only her armor of love, inexperienced
fn hardship of any kind, unhesitatingly
decompanted her hushand to the wild
worithwest,. there meet unknown
conditions of pioneer life, thus evi-
denelng one of her greatest charac-
teristics—faith--which has often in
the course of her eventiul life risen
for atmaost subline heiglits,

From o osweet bud of carly promise
bus bloomed the glowing rose of ful-
riffment, and today three generations
her homage, The usefulness of
her  children in the community of
bl Town iz proof that love is the
vreatest chemist and gentieness the

that crossed her

1o

puy

REBECCA TAYLOR MURDOCK

Rebecea Tavier was born in Sulli-
van (ounty, New York, in 18349, Her
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Nicholas Taylor,
were TLatier Day Saintg in the days
pefore the death of Joseph Smith, with
whom they were well acguainted in
New York, her father having helped
to protect him af different times
from lis enemties.

When Aunt Rehecea was only three
or four vears old she moved with her
parents and brother to Iowa. Her
mother died soon after this, and she
was cared for by her Grandmother
Tavior until her father’s marriage to
his second wife Olive.

Her father was a brick mason, and
wherever he found work his wife and
children accompanied him and lived
until the work wuas iinished. They
jived in Kansas ity at one time and
for several vears near Fort Scott on
the Osage River in Kansas,

This was in the dayvs of slavery,
and Aunt Becca remembers of living
near the home of a wealthy slave-
owner fer whom her father built a
large brick house. There were at
least a hundred grown-up slaves he-
sides a lot of children. The negro
families lived in little huts in & long
row at some distance from the mas-
ter's ho'nse; they seemed to have

sitongest woapon n moaualding char-
Goeter.
“Hul one upon earth
viful than the wife,
That 18 the mother”

is more beau-

Contribited by a  Joving  sister,
Fannv Bessire,
IN GRATUTULE.
(Writtbn for Mrs. Isase M, Whiting
on Mothers” Duy, 1916.)
“Yaou gave the best years of vour life
SO WHEE Jov for me,
And robbed yoursel! with loving heart
Tnstintingly.
For e with Toving hands vou toiled
From day 1o duy
For me you praved when headsirong
vouth
Would bave ifs way.
Your gentle arms, my cradle onee,

AT weury now,

s han set the seal of cure

Tpon vour brow,

rthough no ather eves than mine
Thely meaning trace,
ioread my history in the lines

Of your dear face,
And mid His gems, who showers gifts

As shining sands,
D oount your days as pearls that fall
From His kKind hands”

Bonnie,

plenty of good footd and were happy
as a rule, although the slender liftle
mistress frequently took a large whip
and whipped her great stoul women
servants when their work was not
done. satigfactorily. They did not
seem to mind that much, and laughed
about. it afterward. It wus not so
laughable when the mistress ordered

her strongest woench to wield the
whip.

Aunt BDecca enjoved the picka-
ninnies who in the esrly morning

would perch like erows in a long
row on top of the fence and enter-
tain hey with their droil jokes and
RKRONES.

The nien and women both worked
in the greal corn-tields. Often as
they each took o row and started to
hoe down across the field they would
«tart singing all fogether and keep
it up all along the rows which were
a mile or fwo long. The singing was
decidedly musical and was enjoyed
by those who listened to it from a
distunce as well as by the minstrels
themselves.

Nicholas Tavier at one time kept
a hotel where negrd-traders szome-
times stopped as they went through
driving slaves they had bought and
were taking farther west to sell,  Onpe
trader had two monstrous great black

35

men who had just been brought
from Africa. They hardly looked like
human beings, their noses were so
enormously broad and flat, their lips
s0 thiek, their chins protruding for-
ward and their foreheads slanting
back from directly over their eyes.

Another trader who passed their
place had about thirty men, women
and children, with drivers riding on
horseback ecarrying long whips, and
the slaves walking in front of them.
The c¢hildren wore only one garment,
a coarse cotton shirt or dress reach-
ing below their knees, It was never
washed—just worn as long as it lasted.
When the children bhecame too tired
to hurry on aliead of the horses the
drivers lashed their whips around
their naked lirabs to urze them on or
finally ordered ihe older slaves to
carry thenu

Finally the Taylors moved back to
Manti, Iowa. It was here they be-
came acquainted with the Whitings
and Murdocks and where Rebecen
Taylor was married to Lymap Mur-
dock in 1260.

They were among those who came
to Clitherall July 31, 1865, and shared
the experiences of the pioneers, but
Aunt DBeecca is one who seems to
have remembered most clearly the
bright side of life and tells no story
¢f hardships, She puis ii this way:
“We had lots to eat. Besides venison
we had ducks and geese so fat they
would fry themselves, and we had
cranberries and maple-sugar and
mised lots of potatoes. Of course
our first house was a small shaek, not
built very warm, but there was plenty
of wood around to keep fires going,
even if the snow did come so deep
that the men had to walk en top of
the snow-banks and cut dead lmbs
off from the trees for fuel. And then,
we were young in those days, you
know.”

The first fall they were here she
was frightened one day hy seeing a
strange white man, dressed in fringed
buckskin, walk out of the woods and
come straight to her door. He, how-
ever, looked sc pleased to see them,
and said it did seem good to get into
g white man's home again. Said he
was a-hunter who had been out among
the Indians a long time, but they
leatned afterwards that he was one
of a band of spies sent out to keep
an eye on the Indians and see if
there was danger of their making
trouble again. The white women’s
cocking tasted so good to him that
he remained in the settlement until
his comrades on Otter Tail Lake broke
camp; then he left with them,
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The Chipbewas were friendly vig-

jtors, and in the winter held dances
in their cabin., A vy post stood

in the canter of the room {0 support
t indians
danced in a row around it their weight
g that the great post
down upon it

the pidee-pols and as  the
shook the Hoor
jumped up and

Old To~-tndge withh bis sgquaw camped

Murdock’s and told them
wanted to learn to he a
“smokaman” {white many, so Mr. Mar-
gave him a garden-patch to en-
courage him, znd he made enough
progress so that he let his squaw plant
amd  hoe potuloes white folks.
She raised 2 good many and bhuried
them up in lazrge holes in the ground,
putting some in Murdock’s cellar for
use throngh the winter.  QOne day Ta-
todge came for some potatoes and told
them not to et his squaw get any
niore.  They asked why, and he said
they were not going to live togeiflier
wny more: that they had married for
ouly seven years and now the time
was up and he was going to let her
gao. Then Aunt Becea gave him a
lecture, She i1old him if he wanted
to be a white man he would have to
keep his wife as long as she lived
and be good {0 her and let her have
ail  the potatoes she wanted after
working so hard to raise them, and

tear

he

Gock

like

ing suspiciously toward the pateh. In-
vegtigation proved that a good many
potato-vines had been pulled up,
stripped of potatoss and the vines re-
planted. When they accused  the
Indigns of sitealing their half-grown
potaioes they grumbled and accused
each other of doing it, but hroke camp
right away and left.

Aunt Becca and Auni Rachel {(Mrs,
Hyrum Murdock) once called at an

indian sugar-hush to watch the pro-
cegs and learn how they made their

'ma;ﬁe-sugar so fine-grained and white,

The first move, however, was all they
cared to see, for as they brought in
the sap to hoil it looked dirty, and
to insure cleanliness they picked up
an old blanket they had siept in and
strained the sap through it

Cranberries were abundant, and the
natives told them that unless the
herries were picked early—about the

first of September—ihe plaunts would
all go to vines, which, for that reason
or some other, has now happened, as
some marshes are still full of great
fruitless vines,

In August, 1880, Uncle Lyman died
of typhoid pueumonia, but the little
widow was not left uncared for, as
some of their sons and daughters
were now grown up. The gonewing
winter a baby girl, Cora, was born.

OLD CLITHERALL’S STORY BOOK

and was laid to rest beside her father.
Aunt Becea's story would not be
complete  without mentioning her
flowers, which are a source of con-
tinual pleasurs to her, her great bay-
window being bright with blossoms
the year round and any summer morn-
ing she can be found contentedly
working away in her big vard—a veri-
table rainbow of color and fragrance,
the variety of her flowers surpassing
anything in the couniry vound.

ELEANOR GOULD WHITING.

From England, late in the eigh-
teenth or early in the nineteenth cen-
tury, eame the forefathers of Eleanor
Could,

It zeems a pity that family histories
are not more generally written and
preserved from -one generation fo
ancther, for who of us would not be
glad to frace owur linsage back far
beyond the limited knowiledge handed
down Yo us in verbal stories, not much
being known beyond our own parents’
day.

In this family are stray gleanings
concerning the Grandfather John
Gould and wife who came to New York
State from England. In Herkimer
County, New York, one son, George,
wag born to them January 18, 1819,
and one daughter, Jane.

not cheat her out of her summers
work that way., He counsidereq it
awhile, and tlie next time potatoes
were needed the squaw came for them
ad said Ta-todge was going to keep
ey another seven vears,

One time they saw a tall tamarack
pole rafsed in frent of Ta-todge's
camp with his little white dog hang-
ing dead at the top. They called at
the wigwam and inguired what it
meant, Ta-todge  =aid  his  little
daughier was sick and that when ihe
sun was highest in the heavens the
dog’s spirit would go up to the sun
and causa his lttle girt to get well.
sShe did recover.

One evening an lndian rushed into
their house talking execitedly of the
Sioux coming and begged for powder
and lead,  Mr. Murdock gave him some
dnd  he hurried  off. They learned
afterward that he went from house
to house with the same fearful story
and secured a good supply of ammu-
nition, The pext time he called Aunt
Becea asked, “Well, did you get enough
powder and lead to hunt musk-rats
with?' He looked at her guiitily,
grunted and muttered, “Oh, damn, how
you know?’

Some Indians were once camped
near Murdock’s potato-field, and its
owners noticed moecasin trocks pointe

Three or four more years passed.
Their home had been gradually. im-
proved and was conveniently furnished,
a new ecarpet and beds with good
springs bhaving just been bought, when
the mother

-one cold February day,
having asked “Jim” to build up a

good tire, he brought in some spokes
of an old wagon-wheel which he knew
woutd burn readily and put them into
the stove, Before long they heard
the sound of plaster falling up-stairs,
and discovered that the attic was all
on tire. Their flour was siored up-
stairs, and the boys succeeded in
throwing the sacks of fiour out of the
window onto the snowbanks, also some
bedding, but the house and most of
the contents were entirely burned up.

Orris Alberison asked them into hix
farmhouse, which wag then vacant,
and as soon as they counld they fized
their own granary warmer and moved
into that. The crops were very good
that year ang the building was re-
modeled, and in later years still fur-
ther improved, and is the home in
which she stiil lives, so thizs has been
her home-place for ftifty-three years,
with the exception of nearly seven
years spent in Oregon for (Cora's
health, but she did not receive per-
manent belp and at the age of seven-
teen she had to give up the struggle

Upon-receiving notice of the divigion
of an estate in which he was inter-
ested, Mr. Gould started upon a rve-
turn vovage to his homeland to re-
ceive his share, but the ship never
reached port and was reported burned
at sea.

Later nds widow wmarried Jacob
Wendell. Ten children were born to
them, including the Wendells who vis-
ited Clitherall in the 70's.

George Gould did not remain in the
family long, but was appreunticed to a
shoemaker by whom he was so severe-
iy imposed upon that his young friends
-—gther apprentice boyg——encouraged
and helped him to run away. He made
2 journey of fifty miles, alone, bare-
footed and hungry, and reached the
home of his.aunt who befriended him
antil he was able to care for himself,
he continuing at the shoemakers’
trade.

He was married to Amanda Wil
ilams, and two children, George and
Jane, were born to ihem, the mother
dying while the c¢hildren were mere
bables. On December 25, 1844, he was
married to Eleanor Colwell Sherman.

These were the parents of Eleanor
Gould Whiting, and we nole that Elea-
nor Sherman was also of English
paventage. Her grandfather, Hdward
Sherman, came to America from Ldiver-
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pool, England, and settled first in
Newport, Herkimer County, New York.
He had bheen engaged in mercantile
affairs in England and invested in a
store in Newport, but not receiving a
clear title lost his property. He after-
ward lived in Evans Mills, Jefferson
County, New York, and worked as a
hatter, He was twice married and
brought liis second wife to America
with him. Their children were Eleanor
Sherman’s father, Jacob. his brother
Job. and sisters Mary, Eliza, Martha,
Jane, Sarah and Lucy. Job was born
on shipboard, enroute to America, but
it is not kmown whether Jacob Sher-
man was bhorp in New York or in
England, although in 1812 he was in
this “country fighting for the United
States inn her second war for indepen-
dence, He was mentioned in an
sarlier chapter as the one who read
the Declaration of Independence at the
first Fourth of July celebration in
Otter Tail County.

George and Eleanor Sherman Gould
with their first child, Roseltha, moved
from Herkimer County, New York, to
Washington County, Wisconsin, and
took 3 homestead. Here three of their
children were born, Clayton, Winfield
and Eleanor.

About 1857 the homestead was sold,

I was always a great lover of music
and was hurrving along ito get ihere
when Mother called us to go with her
out into the shade of the trees by the
road where she knelt for her morning
prayer, it doubtless having been neg-
lected earlier on aceount of the exira
hurry and work that wmorning. 1

would much rather have gone gn, but

as 1 listened I heard her praying for
her children, and though now I have
forgotten all about the music of the
fife and dram I never forgot that
mother's prayer.

In the spring of 1887 Father and
some of my uncles, the Shermans,
went up north into Otfer Tail County
and took homesteads, Father’s being
on the north shore of Silver Lake. In
the fall after his return we moved by
team as far as Holmes City, Douglus
County, this “city” being only a fron-
tier village.

Father, Clayton and Winiield built
us a iog cabin there in which we re-
mained that winter, Through the
building poplar poles were sei up for
heavy Bbeams to rest upon and fhe
roof was covered with sod and hay.
“here were no partitions in the house
for there were no hoards to be had.
One side was used for our kitchen and
on the ether side were our beds with
B kg %Y

Ao thaem
CUreaIns DB

37

field went to Silver Lake dnd built a
house and a little later came bhack
and moved the family there. Cur
tiouse there was of logs with long
shakes for a roof and had no floor at
first, My brothers would mow the
green grass which was spread down
for a floor, and each morning we would
carry it out and put in a fresh supply.
Time could not he spared to finish
the house until later in the summer,
a5 the main thing was to get some land
broken up and creps planted. I re-
member that Mother planted potato
rinde as late as July and we raised
good potatoes from them.

We children never thought of being
lonesome in our Silver Lake home.
The lakes, woods and prairies fur-
nished us plenty of oppertunity for
sport. We had no boat at first but
Father made a raft and we would get
onto this and float on the lake, push-
ing it along the shore with long poles.
Sometimes we drove to Lost Lake or
Otter Tail Lake where Father would
hack the wagon out into the water and
let gws children sit in it and fish.

Every spring we made maple sugar
from the maples around Turtle Lake,

In the fall my parents hired the
Indians and sguaws to help us pull
the turnips and hagas, which they
wers glad to do, faking their pay in

the-price-all-being-paid-in gold-ening
which the older children remember of
seeing in a shining heap upon the
table. They moved to Fillmore Coun-
ty, Minnesota, and invested in a shoe
shop, the father still working at his
trade. Here the yvoungest child, Emma,
was born, and all of the children at-
tended school, this being their home
for ten years. And here the two old-
est daughters were married—Jane to
‘homas Crane and Roseltha to Wil-
tiam Corliss,

The following
third daughter:

THE HOMES OF MY CHILDHOOD.

My parcents were devoted Christians
—members of the Baptist church—and
from our early childhood they taught
ys to have faith in CGod—-that if we
could have faith as Christ and his
aposties had we could receive the same
blessings. While living in Fillmore
County we attended Sunday school,
sznd a Baptist minister often stopped
at our house who, I remembher, gave
me g litile Testament with an Ameri-
can flag on the front page which was
one of my choicest treasures.

One of my earliest recollections is
af a Fourth of July celebration during
the Civil War, when Father went into
sown early to piay his fife in the band.
Emma apd I went later with Mother.

is written by the

That winter my father and hrothers
busied themselves making shingles
with 2 frow and shaving-knife and
sold them to a local merchant, B G

Holmes., In ihis - way we obiained
provisions,
1 remember one Sunday morning

when the mail was brought in just
after breakfast. Mother was reading
a letter aloud when suddenly, with a
crash, the center of the roof gave way
and we were burisd with sod and hav.
When I got my head out all 1 could
see of the family was one of Mother's
arms clinging to one of the posts.
The large beam that fell barely missed
striking her on the head. [ could see
the swmoke coming ounl from where the
cook stove stood, and Father, after
seeing we were all alive, told me to
run as fast as I could to Uncle Fred~
erick Sherman's, our nearest neighbor,
half a mile away, and tell him the
honse was on fre. 1 did so, the fire
was soon extinguished and befors
night the house was in repairs so we
could live in it again. We were thank-
fu! our lives had besn spared, though
some things were destroved by five
including my own ireasure box which
contained my litile Testament and
other things.

The next spring Father and Win-

vegetables. Mother would make large
Lettles of vegetable soup for their
dinners of which they were very fond.
{ used to enjoy seeing the squaws put
their large packs on their backs with
a papoose strapped on top of the pack.
We always found the Indians friendly
and peaceable but heard various
stories about them which made me
fear them.

1 had the privilege of hearing Rev-
erend John Johnson, a chief of the
Chippewa Nalion of White Harth Res-
ervation, then living at Crow Wing,
make 2 speech at the home of
Chauncey Whiting, Sr. He was a well-
oducated Indian, and so strongly did
he remonsirate against the proceed-
ings of a portion of the Chippewa
Nation that they became offended, ac-

“ensed him of being a cowardly friend

of the pale faces and burned his house.

Mrs. Alonzo Whiting and I once
dressed up & young squaw like a white
woman. We pinned up her hair in a
roil and put on a dress with a large
hoop skirt such as were worn in those
davs and sent her back to her wigwam
to our amusement as well as her own,

When the farm work permitted,
Father and my brothers h_unted and
trapped. I once shot a muskrat from
the top of one of the ral houses and
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waded out in the slough near the harn day getting threugh mountaing
waist deep to get him. and were gwl when night overtoosk us

This stough dried up later We made our heds
Father raise shios ihere which > and retived,

the
hi

puls]

we could rest
5 posaili

he zold in Battle Lake after the vills ‘oke next morning we

was huijt, melons e%ps‘w-iulh' W almost eniirely /m)\u

enjoved every year for miles o We were in the grip
are fig

Suear heing o ce. when I y Wi

Sugar heing e, when the regular Mlinnsesota blizzard, It

Wera . Mothe R

?\me r Mother would press imipossible to E_«,Y(;.ﬂe(\(} on our

ivice ouf ay oil % int i il

i1 1d boil i down into journey with any king of & ioad, and,

syrup, chan up beels, and with a liftle

sinrm would

not knowing how long th

venison or rabbit meat 6ix up 8 good last or how bad it got, we de-
mince pie. ) ) ided 1o lenve the rest of our goods
p‘:”{l‘zjiﬂni 1;m{)’;:;inzx:*nizxgg:eﬂ: ‘r';el.%'zém} and try o reach our destination
® FibEs i suny @it BELY garelv, taking only ern with us,
auinn when we buili smudges in the The was 5o deep that we conld

yard ¢ 1d the door {0 keep out the ;
vard around the door fo koep out the ., yoke the oxen up, but had to lead

IMOSQUIt0es, as screens Were WnKNOWN, yhom ang travel single file. We each

then went to the big garden where g0y g4y turn, going ahead with one

Vintic Clavio ked i - A

Wintield and Clayvion  picked ripe 6x to break a pa We wonld never

water welons and mnask melons ¢ heen able to find our way, but
» bhecn able ingd WAY,

Emma and helped carry them t . R
1‘ ““ S _E Rely arry tiem '? some of those who had geone over the
1] o p sd e $Tedliny « 1 )
the house an h‘f” ;t"‘ MOLBET SHEER poaq hefore had set bushes along clear
reut paniuls o . o o . : !
groat panfils of them and we ate 10,00 the praivie and we followed
sal silent

our hesris® content, then
and listened to Father plaving
old flute ff hymn tunes
way the musie he loved best.
Eleanor Gould Whiting
In her carly teens the above writf‘z‘
cast her ol wi the people of (lith-
erall which hag since been her },mno
the later part of her story having heen

these,

on his

s After a good many bhardships we
which

reached Clitherall in safety and found
a welcome at the heme of Henry Way.
After the weather became more settled
we owent back after the goods we had
Cleft by the way, Found everyibing in
good shape, just as we had Ieft it

the s

after this Pather and Uncle

B ¥y

“Hig father was a wheel-wright and
chair-maker, as well as farmer, and
taught his sons his trades, sending
them to school when he could, whers
they mastered the ‘Three R's, readin,’
‘ritin’ and ‘rithmetio,

“Following as they did the fortunes
of the Latter Day Saints, they partook
of the persecutions heaped
them, and while living in Far
Migsouri, their house and shop
burned by an angry mob, and fnev
wore obliged o flee with their horses
and wagons to Nauvoo, ilinois, leav-
ing their sheep and other stock and
corn to be divided among their epe-

miss. What else could have been ex-
sected? These Latter Day  Sainis
were from the eastern states; they

did not helleve in slavery, and they
did believe that God had not gone out
of business and that if he really
wished to he could reveal something
to human beings in that day as well
a8 in Bible times. All this was so
foreign to the ideas held by the masses
in Missouri that it could not be toler-
ated, so the Latter Day Saints were
driven out and endured much suffer-
ing rather than deny their faith.

“The next winter Unecle Almon's
brothers and probably he himself
went back to Far West to get some of

5 s b ommt

1
irreiuded 934 ERe

slroady
chapter,

iwh went back to Holmes Clty after
rest of the family, Eeavingr me to

the
work for Henvy W ugar hush.
run out of

The following is from another mem-
time to go over to Almon

her of the family, beginning while they
ived at Holmes Uiy, j

Sherman’s camp and they would bake
me some. In g little while the bread

THE SPRING OF "84
the day when, much to gave out and T went to the Sherman

Henry told me i I

hread at an

I remember

our surpri about half the sod veof camp for more. The hiscauits I got
”fr our house felt erashing to the there werve surely fine, as wag the
sround. Father was sitting so that black-eved girl who baked them.

t y ey f £l Jeaetl P i ¥ v <1 ¥ .
the roof feil directly omto him. He  prow 1 gid » she could bake

managed o crawl ouf from under it,
fid so his chair was crushed

But I was
and did not know just

bizenite for

and as ho

to the ground. Little George, as he hm\, to w&‘mgu it. But finally, st the
was ealled,  sat with his feet under ol swing one dav. whete 86 many
the old shang-hi stove, but he didn't .. mu:'w‘;‘ziys; zot up p;
lose any time getting ouiside. It was courage and started io make love io
always his job to go after water so Ber. That was almost Gfty vears ago,

e went to the ereek, for by this time
the heouse was on fire. When Georgn
reached the creek he found that he
had no buckel with him, but we fin-

but ghe ig 1 making biscuits for m{,
and 1

did back in fhe old

ey taste jusd

';Lzm

[ Vicﬂ &, Gould,
ally got the fire cut and saved the
hounse. ALMON WHITING.

About the lJast of March Father, Almon Whiting was bhorn December
Uncle Cash Sherman and 1 continued 27, 1821, at (arrets Chio, ihe
our journey te our new home. The eighth cbild o isha and Sally Hew-
first night we camped on the edge of litt W‘Emmg. His brothers and sisters
Leaf Mountains. We had found that were William, Idwin. Charles, Loulss,
our loady were too heavy, so the next Harriet, Emeline, Chaaneey, Jane,
morning we dec to leave one sleigh Sylvester and Lewis.
behind and hiteh both voke of oxen Emma L. Anderson writes of him as
ontc the other load. We were all that follows:

thelr own corn for stock-feed and for
their own bread. As they neared Far
West and were passing the home of &
man who owed thelr father for furni-
ture he had bought on time they saw
a flock of sheep in the yard that looked
strangely familiar, and they began
saving to each other, ‘I believe those
are our sheep,” Finally one of them
called out the name of a pet sheep
they had raised by hand and which
always - came  when called. Sure
enm&gh one of the sheep left the flock
and came bounding over the fences
right up to them, so they kuew the
sheep were theirs, but being in the
enemies’ country they did not iry lo
take any of their property except the
corn, and probably had to gel that at
night.

Truring the war with Mexice Uncle
Almon was a soldler, and though he
was in no battles he was often on
duty as night sgentinsl and suffered
much from insufficient clothing and

food, The swinging-cofs, hot lunches
of coffeec and apple-ple, comfort-kits,

picture-shows and reading-rooms of
nodern warfare were never dreamed
of——one blanket over ths hard earth,
fazgk of water and a chunk of naréﬁ«
tack being Uncle AVs portion. When
the war was over the soldiers were
sent home by train in special
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coaches, but made their way buack as
best they could.

His daughter Bessie Richards told
us that Uncle Almon and six comrades
started home from Santa Fe on ponies,
and on the way fell among hostile
Indians. They found they were being
pursued and tried to escape bul were
overtaken and swrrounded, nol hy a
few but by scores of angry Red Men,
probably enraged by some ill-treat-
ment received during the war. The
soldiers having lttle hope of being
spared begged an interview with the
chief, told who they were and where
they were going, and thai they had
never harmed the Indians .and never
meant to. Having nothing elss with
which to bribe him, they offered him
& bundle of new shirts they had with
them if he would try to save them.
The old chief belleved their story, ac-
cepted their clothes, and promised to
do what he could to help them escape.
He told them when they gol away to
run their ponies as hard as they could
for fifty miles and he would try to
keep his warriors from overiaking
them. The white men set off as fast
as they could go and the Indiang with
a war-whoop were after them. The
last Uncle Almon saw of them as he
looked back over his shoulder they

were racing-madly-toward. them, the.

old chief keeping ahead and with
arm upraised motioning them back or
trying to control them.

While in New Mexico he was one of
the soldiers appointed to secure wild
meat for food for the soldiers, and he
could entertain his friends for hours
with hunting stories.

During the time his parents lived
in IHlinois he' went back to Ohio at
different times and worked in a chair-
shop with his brother-in-law, Nelson
Talcott, Mrs. Isaac Whiting's father.

Quoting again from Emma L. Ander-
son’s story:

“While living in lowa Un-le Almon
married Lucia Leavitt, and I con-
sidered it a great treat to go and visit
them, for their home was a nice little
frame house with sitting-room, bed-
room, kitchen and store-room, while
my father's house was only one large
lng room with a low chamber and 2
lean-to for a kitchen. Alse Aunt
Lucia had a melodeon and could play
tunes on it and she could make tissue
paper flowers, two wonderful ac-
complishments in my eves. But only
a few short, happy years were al-
lowed them together, for her health was
poor and I remember the sad day we
went to her funeral. I felt so sorry

for Uncle Almon, whose grief showed

in hiz face and eyes bui not in loud
lamentations,

“Sometime after this he brought
Aunt Luela’s iittle while, curly dog,
which she had named Leon, up o our
house, and asked sister Lucia and me
to take good care of it while he went
off to Ohio, as he was too lonely there
in his little home alope. He promised
us each g new dress to pay for caring
for Leon, Well, he wag gone # long
time and when he came back and the
days weni by and he never mentioned
the dresszes, Lu and I were afraid he
had forgotien all abont them. Mother
said, ‘Now, girls, don’t you say any-
thing to him about the dresses. 1
guess he’ll tind use for all his money
without that”  This put a damper on
gur plans, but mipndful of mother’s
ecaution we told him the next time he
came that he needn’t bother about
getting us those new dresses he prom-
ised us, for he needed all hiz money
himself. He smiled and sald we would
see about ihat, and we did, for as
soon as he got the lot of chairs fin-
ished up he was working on he loaded
them onto his wagon and iook them
to Frankfort, and when he came back
e brought us the prettiest pink calico
dress-goods I have ever seen,

“After thig, I don’t recall how long,

39
which he supposed had bitten us, but
when the cause was explained he said,
‘Gh, is that all? Wall, now, Neti, you
Jugt bring tho children and go with
ug to that show, I'll buy the tickets
for all banda' I tell vou, we hknew
that was proof positive that he was a
friend to children and we loved him
harder than ever after that happy
evening at the show,

“One more proof that he wasn't
stingy: VYears after this we went to
borrow flour of him. He brought out
part of a sack and my husband said,
‘You want to weigh this, don't you?
‘Oh, no,” he said, ‘just put your finger
on the sack and remember where you
put your finger. ™

Uncle Almon and family came to
Clitherall in 1867, two years after
three of his brothers had made homes
here, He lived for over ten vears in Old
Clitherall, where he had a chalr-
shop, and then took a homestead
in Girard Township, He continued
making chairs throughout the last
vears of his life, searching the woods
for the very best material he counld
find. His chairs were never care-
lessly made just to gell, but were made
for years and years of honest servics, -
as a half century’s use of some of ths
wood-bottomed chairs has proved,
while they still seem fit for another

he invited us) ¢hildres and gil, o his
wedding. My! but I was happy, a8
I sat there crowded into as little
space 88 possible on the end of a box,
and witnessed the ceremony of 2 real
wedding when Aunt Lydia Furbush
married into our family—the Whiting
family. Dear old Aunt Lydia, what 2
wealth of mirth and good cheer she
has brought into the lives of those
around her.

“One day we came home from school
with the delightful news that there
was to be a magic-lantern show in the
schoolbouse, twenty-five cenis admis-
sion for children and fifty for aduiis.
As we neared Uncle Almor's house
we saw mother anéd her two youngast
children coming down the flower-bor-
dered path and we shouted the wonder-
ful news. ‘Well, she said, ‘we can’t
go. Your father is gone and I have
ne money, 80 you mustn’t say another
word about it Well, we all began
to scream. I am sure Lu and Ella
velled louder than I did, and I know
Art did, though all he undersicod
was that there was some place {o go
and we couldn’t go. The baby was
scared at the noise and joined the
cry. Uncle Almon from his =uop
heard the velling and cama on the
run, all out of breath, with a cludb
in his hand to kil the rattlesnzke

fifty years.

How many, many, homes through-
out the country have been made
more comfortitable, cozy -and
cheerful by those splint-hottomed
chairs of his—dining-room chairs;
greaf, roomy old arm chairs; con-
venient, armless rockers of a smaller
size; delightful little rocking-chairs
for the children he loved, and high-
chairs for all the babies around.

Every one vemembers Uncle Al as
2 man who loved his work and who
refused to lst even severe bhodily pain
keep him from bis self-appointed toil,
but after eighty-six long years of
faithfulness to duty he grew toe sick
and tired at last to go om, and fell
asleep to wake again where “they
shall rest from their labors” and
“where their works do follow thém” to
claim their just reward.
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CHAPTER XXIII-THE CLITHER-
ALL CEMETERY-MOUNT
PLEASANT.

About fifty vears ago ithe first grave

was made on the high hill overlocking

Clitherall Lake and OGld Town from
the porth, Since then, ene by oneg, our

ioved ones have been horne up the
grassy hillside to their last resting-
place, until now one hundred and fAfty
graves have heen made, those at the
north side lving in the cool shade of
he ocaks and at the south side amidst
the thick green grass and wild fowers.

Some lving there had lived past
their three =core years and ten, and
are “they who bore the burden and
heat of the day” in paving the way
for the settlement of the surrocunding

o

country, Seme of them have their
children heside them, some their

grandehildren
grandehildren,

Not all buried here were of the same
religious bhelief nor all of the same
nationatity, but all are of one blood
and, we bpust, are “among the honor-
able ones of the earth,” and all are
“equally deserving of justice, which
will be meted out by the one great
Judge according to their works.—
Revelation 22:12. “There is one glory

and some thelr great-

When we stand beside the river

With its waters sparkling bright,

Where the tree of life is blooming,

And our eves behold that sight,

Then we'll breathe the pleasant frag-
rance

Of itg blossoms rich and rare,

And we'll meet with all our loved ones,

And we'll know each other there,

This hymn was composed by Elder
T. €. Kelley and was sung at Uncle
Lewis Whiting’s funeral, zlse at Uncle

‘Chauncey Whiting's funeral, and pre-

viously at a family reunion at Uncle
Chauncey’s home.
¥leanor Gould Whiting.

The cemetery hill was at one time
part of the farm of Hyrum Murdock,
who offered it as a public burying-
ground. Miss Nettie Tucker some
vears ago solicited funds throughout
the community, and secured enough to
have a neat woven-wire fence bullt
around it. It iz now the property of
the Church of Jesus Christ, having
been deeded to that hody by the heirs
of the former owner. At the time the
deed was recorded a name for the plat
was desired, and Abner Tucker sug-
gesting the name Mount Pleasant it
was thus recorded.

When many of.the ficsl graves were

16.
i1,
12

3.
14,

15.
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Jerutiz Kidder.

Jason Kidder.

Amy Kidder.

Rachel Harriman.

Matthew Harriman.

and 16. Children of Mr. and Mra,
Frank Richards.

of the sun, and another glory of the
moon, and another glory of the stars:
for ope star differeth from another
star in glory. 8o also is the resur-
rection of the dead.”—I Corinthians
15:41, 42,
W SHALL MEET,

When this mortal life is ended,
And its fitful course is run,
‘Wl}en the evening shadows gather,
And our work on earth is done,
Then we'll rest from all our labors,
in & land that's free from care,
And we'll meet with all our loved ones,
And we'll know each other there,

CHORUS:
We shall meet; we shall meet;
We shall meet with our Redeemer
Apd with angels bright and fair,
In the resurrection morning.
Shouts of joy shall ill the alr,
And we'll meet with all our lved ones,
And we'll know each other there,

When we eross death's chilly waters,
When we reach the other side,

We shall find a land of sunshine

f ond the rolling tide.

will then be no more parting,
v fhat bappy land so fair,

Whore we'll meet with ull ocur loved

2’'ll know each other theve,

made care was not taken.ic arrangse
them in perfect rows, the ireeg grow-
ing naturally among the graves often
preventing their bheing placed more
orderly, and many graves have been
ieft without headstones. Only one, or
perhaps two, old residents are able to
fell who are huried in all of the un-
marked graves. ’

In July, 1815, Mrs. Orisen E. Tucker
performed the tedious task of making
an accurate diagram of the cemetery,
recording each name in ifs proper
place on the dingram. Abner Tucker
assisted her by naming the unmarked
mounds. We are inserting a copy of
it here, but have necessarily arranged
the rows for the printer more per-
fectly than they really lie——especiaily
east and west. However, in following

the rows from north to south one can

easily locate any grave by referring
to this chart and index.”

INDEX T0 CEMETERY PLAT.

Child of Mr. and Mrs., Square Kid-
der.

Esther Whiting.

Zeruah Whiting,

Warren Whiting,

Gladys Flelcher.

Inez Fletcher.

Charles Fleicher,

Hulda Fletcher.

Lovell Kidder.

=

W:“ ?0 ok 9‘*} U e G 3D

17. Jobn J. Tucker.

15, Abigail Tucker.

19, Child of Mr. and Mrs, Jason Kid-
ger.

2. Max Whiting.

21, Ethel Fletcher,

22, Bdmund Fletcher.

23, Grandma Quimby.

24, Winfeld M. Gould.

25. Almon Whiting.

26, Jennie Whiting,

27. Mary Deunna.

28, Lewis Denna.

2%, Janeit Whiting,

36, Lewis Whiting,

31, Ciara Burdick.

33, Eihel Cook.

23. Celia Anderson,

34 Child of Mr. and Mrs. Chas Davis.

325, Timothy Corliss.

26. Emma Corliss.

37. Alfred Whiting.

38. Cutler Alma Sherman.

39, Alfred Hrwin.

40, Bffie Sherman.

41, Editha Whiting,

4%, Chauncey Whiting.

43. Charles Sherman.

44, Gertrude Shives.

45. Alfred Whiting.

46. Lionel Kelting.

47, Ruth Whiting,

4%. Emos Pratt

49, Nelson Wendell,

50. Hieanor Gould.

51. George Gould.

53, George A. Gould.

53. Hhoda Sherman.

54. Jacob Sherman.

55. Willie Alberiason.

58. Mary Burdick,

87. Cassius Sherman.

58. Theodore Sherman.

58. Trederick Sherman.

80, Frederick Brown.

§1. John Corhett.

§2. Jennic dasperson.

63-64-65-66. Children of Mr. and Mrs,
Chester Oakes,

§7. Bell Whiting.

88, Eva Corliss,

6%, Willlam Corliss.

70, Eita Gould.

1. Oriow Gould.

72. Porter Murdock.

3. Burde Murdock.

74. Cors Murdeck.

75. Loyman Murdock.

76, Lillie Campbell

7% Child of Mr. and Mrs. John Bald-

win,
Bliza Camphbell,
bitiza Oakes.
Rosing Whiting,
Ruben Oakes.
Child of Mr. and Mrs. Otis Whiting
Charles Tayvior.
Nicholas {(Nickis} Tayior.
Nicholaz Taylor.
“Olive Tarvlor.
Alma Tayior.
Mary Fieicher.
Jobn Fletcher,
Loretts Pletcher.-
Joseph Fletcher.
Seth Fleicher.
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Clitherall Cemetery.
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94. Josgph Melntyre. 125. Hiram Murdock. . CONCLUSION.
85, ictéild of Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Mc 1:;5:, Rachei’{?ﬁiugdu;k. Old Clitherall is decidedly & differ-
a4, Snyig‘f:s'ter Melntyre, ;f}é éé‘;}f’ia‘ Sé'w?; . i}nt place today from the pictures por-
97. Daisy Whiting. 129, RWilen Murdock. trayed in the preceding pages.
95, Rozelle Whiting. 130, Orison E. Tucker. The crowded rows of log dwellings
M{} Lgandgfélizing. iﬁl %am.esé}akes. down the lillzide and along the lake
4. ura . 33, 3 e L
?ii William §§san {first grave). 135; ﬁi’ziz gﬁ?zxﬁgx‘. shore, t‘he old Smlf s aﬂd, posteﬁi:ca,
162, Bernice Sarver. 134. (Name unknown, trelative of the smithy, the mills, the factories
163, Alice Trowbridge. Hokanson’s}. and workshops—all are gone. The
184 ‘(&:}mn:;a;‘;ﬁ;g;iége. iiz '?)Xﬁil%fgi:gﬂ fallen timbers of the old log church
105, Clark 8 . 36. Pea iting were the last to be borne away, The
6. El . 37. ) :
07, Charles Sperry | 156 Lucius Almon Whiting. loom and spinning-wheel are unknown.
108, Sylvester Whiting. 138,  Diadama Whiting. Never a spring spent in the o§d sugar
193, Rebecca Whiting. 140. Orison Murdock. ) . bush now, never & deer hunt in the
119.  Elizabeth Wallace. 141, Child of Mr. and Mrs. Will Whit- ,opiong round, never a harvest from
113-112-113-114. Children of Mr. a,nd . ing. the wild cranberry mardh, and the
Mrs. Alva Saunders, 142. Thomas Crane. K
17 Owrig A, Albertson. 143. Child of My. .and Mrs. Sc}es copper-faced natives never return io
. - Oscar Hanson. 144, Frank Ferte, their favorite haunts.’
ggggébﬁ‘;ﬁggg;%‘ ‘ iig g‘éﬁi@%ﬁfﬁf Sr, Gf the scores who came in the first
“H. Alva Murdock. : 147, Henry Dahn, Jr, vear of enlonization only pine remain
Anpa Murdock, 148. Charles Saffel. in the vicinity—Alonzo and . Emily
B, T 15 Nl Mtoce Wiing Lurelt Whiin, Rehecc Mor-
Della Whiting. 151, - Benny Sherman. dock, Bila Whiting Gould, Carmelia
Lyman Murdock’ 152. Unknoww, Whiting OQakes, Emily Murdock Tucker
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and Isaac and Jennie Whiting, the iast
three having lived the entire &ifty-four
years within the present houndaries
of District One,

Out from the early homes mentioned
have gone men, women and children
to take up their lifework in various
vocations, and their descendants have
chosen still other lines of work, until
among the posterity of these pioneers
we note ministers, merchants, carpen-
ters, painters, farmers, music-teachers,
school teachers and superintendents,
stenographers, book-keepers, real es-
tate men, telegraph operators, engi-
neers, brakemen, mechanics, masons,
dressmakers, wmilliners, nurses, one
doctor, one editor, one postmistress,
one state superintendent of schools,
mail-earriers, postofiice clerks, livery
men, traveling salesmen, hotel Keepers,
cashiers or assistants in banks, bar-
bers, butchers and bakers and United
States soldiers.

On the- immediate streets of Old
Town today are less than a half dozen
dwellings—all frame buildings now,
and all sheltering pioneers or their
descendants; also the white frame
church where services are held every
Sunday; the new bhrick store, owned
by the local church, securing patron-
age from far and near; and the little

white schoolliouse; i a better §igia of

repair and with better equipment than
formerly.

But the various schools of forty
hoys and girls who used to throng the
plavground and crowd the little
schonlroom are now replaced by just
an even dozen, among whom are the
old familiar names. Rachel, Paul and
Max Murdock are grandchildren of
Ivman and Rebecca Murdock; and
Vincent, Richard and Julian Whiting
and their cousin Herbert Whiting are
great-grandehnildren of Chauncey and
Kditha Whiting. Then there is Wayne
Gould Tucker, who has a most unique
record in some respects, his father and
mother, two grandmothers and one
grandfather having attended school in
District One where he now attends;
and, furthermore, in the old burying-
ground near his home lie his eight
great-grandparents, Hyrum and Rachel
Murdock, John and Abigail Tucker,
Lewis and Janett Whiting and
George and Eleanor Gould, also
threr great-great-grandparents, Jacob
and Rhoda Sherman and Mary Bur-
dick, while his four grandparents are
still his nearest neighbors. He, there-
fore, may be considered a full-blooded
native of District One,

With this we are closing our little
volume-—not because the story has all

been told, as the work has necessarily
been done too hastily to admit of hear-
ing from all who might have helped;
but out of the collection of stories we
have been able to secure duriug the
vear just past we have chosen those
which seemed to cover the ground
most satisfactorily, and we trust they
will be received in the spirit in which
they are sent out—that of kind remem-
brance and appreciation .of the old
homefolks.
THE END

LATER CONTRIBUTIONS,

When (aesar Taught Qur Scheol

We all went to scheo! to Caesar,

And a mighty good teacher he seemed;

He boarded with War Whiting’s famﬂv

And his school was the theme of his
dreams,

His pupils—we numbered near fifty——
€1t reveled in good times galore.

And seldom a day when there wasn’t
A number who stood on the floor.

He tried to be good to us always,

But we wouldn't allow it, you see:

We just got to acting up “smarty »

And we tried te run things as we
pleased.

‘Frank Forte threw a shoe at Jim Mur-

dock,
"ui then came some butter and bread

Wlntmg,
And took Let right sguare in the head

And soon there came wads of rolled
paper

Thrown straight by Frank Shelafoe’s
hand,

As burly and sturdy a Frenchman

As ever was Known in our land

There were Rosa and Jim in their
courtship,

Ar constant as lovers could be,

Apd Orison and modest Miss Cora

Cast sheep’s eyes when no one could

see.

There were A}ma and Ellen and Hattie,
All three of them sat in one seat,
And studied——oh, my! how they studied
Till no one their conduct could beat.

Ote Forte, the young giant of New
Tawn,

Who was always go full of his pranks,

Played foot-ball with young Linboy's
grub-box,

Causing laughter and fun in our ranks.

Mijss Corda came down-there to visit
Cur school every once in a while;

I recall she was always so jolly

And bartered a broad smile for smile.

From Girard came John, Lizzie and
Albert,

And Daisy so cute and petite;

They frequently visited Old Town,

LKupecially on spelling-schoo! night.

And then Lucy Whiting and Emer—
The jolliest pair in the land--
Came over guite often at evening
To join in our spelling-school band.
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There were Addie.-and Minnie and
Mabel,

Who many good stories did write,

Put never succeeded in getting

Their products put into lead type.-

There were George, Tom, Walter and
Herbert,

The four sons of Uncle Tom Crane;

They moved from the land of the
south

And returned to their sonth home
ngain.

And Elsie, our dear old friend Elsie,

Neighbor, schoolmate and pupil com-
hined;

How glad we would all be to see her;

She lives ’cross the Canada line.

Miss Emily, who always would study,
In hook lore could not be surpassed;
While Grace and Clara and Bertha
For neatness were never outclassed.

There were Johnny and young Frankie

. Murdock,

Who are now but plain John and
Frank;

Each follows the trade of the farmer

And are skillfully trained in its ranks.

There were Aunt Lydia’s Emma and
Jennie;

No happier girls could be found;

Their young lives seemed one round of
pleasure,

While their hearts with kind deeds
did sbound.

There were Charlie and Bub, also Ed-
win,
Who many tme pictures did scrawl,

K-And - Harry=~g perfect cartoonist—

Made laughable hours for us all.

There were Ike’s Charlie, Erle and
Nell Whiting,

And also young Julian and Roy,

Every one of them natural mechanics

Who practiced such work when but
boys.

There was Cara, our good-natured
Cara,

Primful of her innocent giee,

The crowning joy of her mother’s heart

The pride of onr household was she.

And Lucy--my own sister Lucy,
In those days her years pumbered few;
Just a dear little bundle of girlhood

_And wonderful stores in view, -

There were also young Otie Whiting

And Ora and Delbert and Birch;

The first two are farming for money,

While the last two just work for their
church.

There were Bert, Ben, Ordie and Leo,

The tirst-named a stalwart young
swain;

The second belonged fo the league
nine,

And the others are buyers of grain.

A kind-hearted youngster was Lester,

The youngest af Uncle Lute’s hoard,

He now preaches sermons on.Sunday

And trusts in the word of the Lord.

There were Guy, George, Lennard and
Willie,

Who were fine entertainers, they say;

They sang such as: “Hot times in Old
Town,”

And “Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-a.”
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Frank Tucker, the oldest at Abner's,

Was in those davs a very young lad;

He is now depot agent at Deer Creek

And still thinks he knows more than
his dad.

Of all the good-natured laddies

Was Orison, a home-loving boy,

A comforting balm to his parents,

And to later home loved ones a joy.

And Nettie, our dear little Nettie,

A fun-loving child, as a rule,

Has become now a polished voung
lady,

And is husied with teaching of schools.

Master Jamie, the youngest at Oaks’s.

Broad shouldered and stalwart is he,

Now lives in the city of Fargo,

The eastern gateway to N. D.

There also were Ralph and Mae Mur-
dock, ’

The children of Alva and Lu,

Wha Jjogged through their childhood
together,

Sociable, friendly and true.

Then Laura and Daisy and Cora

And Essie and Bonnie and Fan

Were dainty and lovable misses

Who belonged to this juvenile clan.

To bring our long tale to a finish,

We bid you a hearty good-night,

And trust in the goodness of Jesus

To guide us in all that is right.

Olive Murdock Eddingtield.

St. Paul Park,Minn.

Misg Hallie M. Gould:—
I just want to express my appreci-
ation of the series of old-time stories

- that-threugh-yeur-efforts.-have.come to..

ug each week during the past months
in the Battle Lake Review. T am sure
that I voice the sentiment of every
old timer when I say that we have en-
joyed beyond measure the stories and
incidents of the past; and our hearts
have thrilled within us as we have so
vividly looked back again into the al-
most forgotten faces of nearly half a
century ago.

Scarcély an incident has been men-
tioned that has not brought others to
out minds-—things that have been dor-
mant in memory's chamber for two
score years.

Eleanor Whiting spoke of the “mud
crossing” west of Battle Lake village,
In the early days your father (Win, as
we called him), his father, Mr. Gould,
Anson Sherman and 1 stood at the
mud crossing talking. 1 had been up
to Silver Lake visiting Win, and Anson
and I were now on our way home,
while Mr. Gould and Win had come
down to the crossing to cut hay. Anson
picked up the scythe to show that he
was an expert mower, and at the very
tirst stroke he broke the scythe square
off close to the snath. I expected to
see Mr. Gould go up in the air, but
the good man simply and very quietly
said, “My! that's too bad.” It meant
a ten-mile walk for repairs to Clith-
erall and back.

The story of the boys’ fishing trip in
the outlet between Lake Clitherall and
Battie Lake opened memory’s door,
and I lived over again one of the fish-
ing events of my life in the same out-
let. Your Grandfather Whiting (Uncle
Lute, as we called him) and Odd Al-
bhertson and I, with boat and spear and
torch, went to the outlet to spear
“some big ones.” We were in the little
outlet a few rods from Battle Lake.
Tncle Lute was watching close to the
boat ‘wiien I called his attention o a
monstrous pickerel about twelve feet
away. He made a good strike at it
and struck the fellow close to its head.
The fish made a rush directly toward
the boat,
ward and in doing so pushed me over
the edge into the water-—my feet still
in the boat but my body all under
water except my head and hands which
aripped the boat, and Uncle Lute was
sitting on my knees, hanging fo the
tish for dear life.

Qdd, at the other side was trying to
keep the boat from overturning, and
seeing my predicament cried out, “Mr,
Whiting, you are drowning Hammer!”

Mr., Whiting replied, “Can’t help it!
This is the biggest fish I ever speared,
and I've got to get it.”
—~3e-got-the-fsh-and then they helped
me into the boat. The pickerel weigh-
ed twenty-seven pounds.

. The adventures on Clitherall Lake,
told by Rhoda Hunter and others, re-
called an experience of mine when I
was-teaching at Clitherall. 'The lake
was frozen over, smooth and safe, but
not a particle of snow on the ice. It
was a very mild November night and
so light that I could see the trees on
the Ellwanger hills six miles to the
southwest., Starting for my home in
St, Olaf, 1 meant to cross on the ice
to the west end of the lake. I trudged
along, looking up occasionally to keep
my course, until I was just south of
the Corliss home, when I looked up
again for my landmark, and to my
surprise there was nothing in sight. I
turned clear around but could see
nething in any direction. A heavy fog
had gathered around me so thick that
I could see only a few rods. T lost
my bearings completely, as it looked
alike in all directions. I walked and
walked and walked, as there was noth-
ing else to do, but could find no trace
of any shore.

1 kept on and on until at last I heard
the tinkle of a cow-bell, faint and
seemingly far away. Some cow had
evidently gotten up for her morning
meal and was eating in the manger. I
ran toward the sound for s few min-

Uncle Lute stepped back-

43

utes, then stopped to lister: The bell
tinkled now away off to my right. I
turned and ran toward it and again
stopped to listen. Again I heard the
bell, but as before, it was away to the
right, and again I {furned and ran to-
ward the sound. This occurred sev-
eral more times, the bell sounding each
time at almost a right angle from the
direction in which I was running. But
at last 1 reached the shore and then
easily followed the sound to the siable.
I knocked at the house door and to my
surprise found I was at the home of
Sarzh Sherman, across the lake from
Clitherall, and the time was three o'-
clock in the morning. I had traveled
in circles on that foggy lake all night.

When 1 was reading “Lu's” story ef
the strawberry picnic on the Batlle
Lake hills, I thought of a laughable
experience that her father, Uncle Lute,
had in the same place. The Whitings
owned g threshing-rig—an old down-
power outfit, but up-to-date in those
early times. The power was staked
to the ground when threshing. Long
sweeps were fastened to it and eight
or ten horses hitched to the sweeps.
The herses were driven in a circle by
a man standing on a platform in *! .
center. When moving, the heavy power
was swung up under long timbers
underneath a wagomn.

The hoys were threshing in the Bat-
tle Lake country. They finished thresh-
ing one evening and started for home a
little after dark. Uncle Lute with his
well-known mules hauled the horse-
power wagon. All the rest, with the
separator and “trap wagon,” had been
gone half an hour before Uncle Lute
got started. Going down the hill near
where Everis’ feed business was lo-
cated one of the breasi-straps broke,
one of the mules fell down, and the
front wheels of the wagom ran over
him. The mule was wedged tightly
between the wheels and the power, and
as the power weighed over a ton, Uncle
Lute was helpless to release the mule.
He unhitched the other mule, tied it
to the wagon to keep the captive com-
vany, and went on foot to Clitherall
for help. He reached home soon after
the others did, secured ample help, and
hurried back to the rescue. When the
imprisoned mule was finally liberated
lie got up and, quite unconcerned, went
to eating grass as though pothins %=~
happened. It was in the early morn~
ing hours when they reached home..

We heartily wish these stories
could continue. Will be sorry when
there are no more to tell, a_nd we wish
the contributors could know how much
we enjoy them. Geo. Hammer.
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