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I Am Tor 
Of The Breed 

Of The Vikings. 

My first awareness of life and of family and home, of 
the land, the sea and the sky, and of things Impressed through 
feeling began with a blistering spanking, administered by a big, 
strong brute, that later materializes as my Big Brother, who 
had been delegated by Mom to do so. 

Big Brother's real name was Brede Parell (Norse for broad 
Parallel, the Equator) because when Big Brother was born Dad 
got a letter from his big brother, on his way by ship to New 
Zealand, stating that his wife had given him a son while crossing 
the Equator, and the entire ship, crew and passengers had 
celebrated the event, with King Neptune of the seven seas. And 
Davey Jones, his locker keeper, joined the festivities on board. So 
Dad insisted that his first son should bear the same name as his 
cousin, altho to me he was always Big Brother. 

----o---- 

THE MENTAL AWAKENING 
(Through feelings Impressed) 

Big Brother had been delegated by Mom to see that I got 
my afternoon nap. Believing that example Induces Imitation, he 
pretended to sleep. I Imitated him literally - I also pretended to 
sleep. But Big Brother's pretense became an actuality. He slept, 
but not I. Watching and listening, I quietly got up, but in taking my 
first step, lost my balance. My foot sank into his tummy and my 
body plumped down In the same place. An agonized screech froze 
my blood. In terror I felt a hand close about my leg. It drew me 
back face down till my stomach rested on his knees. Imagine the 
rage of a twelve year old boy who had been momentarily outwitted 
by a two year old. A hand came down on my bare behind with 
terrific impact - now it was my turn to screech. The hand rose and 
fell; my screech rose and rose, reaching into High C, the highest 
aspiration of Prlma Donna. But I failed to appreciate my own 
accomplishments. I was emotionally spent. Weary and worn I 
curled up like a puppy and slept. I felt a blanket tucked about me, 
opened one eye a slit and saw it was Big Brother smiling, with a 
tear in his eye. 

A few days later my two brothers and two sisters asked 
Mom permission to go fishing on the rocky reef near our beach. It 
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was granted, and I also asked permission to go with them. But no, 
my nap time was due. Remembering my recent experience with 
Big Brother, I decided to be dutiful this time, and I promptly went 
to sleep and was rewarded by awakening early. Hearing no sound 
of folks in the house I bolted out to freedom, stopped to listen and 
heard them laughing. Running toward the sound, I came to a 
depression and started across. Half way over the middle of a low 
draw, I heard a roaring sound. A two foot wall of water swept in, 
covering me to the shoulders. I had forgotten the high tide, which 
would come in around the end of the reef and fill the depression. I 
could go neither forward or back, and it was difficult to stand up-
right. I yelled for help. They heard my call and knew it spelled 
trouble. Big Brother popped hiB head above the rocks and spied 
me. In bounding leaps, he came splashing into the tidal 
depression, hoisted me to his shoulders and we came to dry land. 
Somehow instead of weeping or scolding, we were both laughing. 

THE LAND OF THE MIDNIGHT SUN 

In my memories of Norway, there Is a clear picture of a 
mountain peak in the far north coast of my native land. This peak 
had a strange fascination for me in my childhood. Legend tells 
that when the earth was still young, warm, and not fully hardened, 
the Impish god, Locki, saw the beautiful Fria, the lady Goddess, 
who presides over the fruits, flowers, foods, and fragrant fields 
over the earth. Locki desired her, and when he went to woo her, 
she spurned him. But Locki swore an oath that he would win her 
and was so persistent that she fled from him whenever he came a-
courting. The chase carried them all over Norway and still he 
followed, even when she fled to the icy North, and there she saw a 
craggy mountain with many clefts, where she thought she could 
hide. 

Now, Thor, the war god, whose chief concern was for the 
peace and welfare of Norway, became aware of Locki*s pursuit of 
Fria. He also truly loved Fria and was angry at Locki1s behavior 
and decided to punish Locki for his persecution of Fria. With his 
great thundering chariot and his lightning sword, he gave chase 
and soon Locki saw him and tried to hide. He flashed back of a 
small peak to hide, but Thor was going so fast his Chariot tumbled 
the peak into the sea. Locki*s leg caught in the chariot wheel and 
pulled off at the knee. And Thor with his fiery steeds, chariot and 
lightning sword crashed through the tall peak of the mountain 
making a tunnel through it that is called Thor's window. Fria, who 
had circled the mountain, held out her arms to Thor who took her 
in his chariot to his castle In the skies. 

I heard the tales told of this adventure and often looked at 
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the mountain, but never could see Thor’s window. Finally an old 
minstrel told me It could be seen only on mid-summer night, Just 
as the sun was low enough to pass back of the peak and shine 
through. 

Eagerly I awaited the coming of midsummer night when, 
following ancient rites, all the mountain peaks were lit up by 
monstrous bon-fires celebrating St. John's Day. 

When the time of the mid-summer night came, I was all 
excitement, but told no one what I would do. That night I went out 
to watch the mountain fires like others of my family, but instead, 
climbed a hill near our home and sat down to wait for the sun to 
reach the proper place back of the peak. In a few minutes there 
was a shine in the "window" and, while I watched, the sun peaked 
through, then glared angrily at me. My head seemed to float off; 
my legs went limp, and I fell to the ground, insensible. When I 
awoke, the sun was calmly drawing Its robes of clouds about 
itself, unconcerned about me. 

-  ---  ------ © — — — — 

TOR’S HOME 

My home was on Vlkna island, near the mainland, a channel 
about four miles wide separating. The Island was about one 
degree south of the Arctic circle, lying about half way between 
Trondhjem and the Lofoten Islands, the latter being the most 
famous cod and herring fisheries in the world, where the 
continental shelf extends into the Atlantic to support two large 
groups of islands forming the Lofoten and Wesster islands, having 
channels and fjords and small rivers that provide Ideal spawning 
grounds for cod and herring so plentiful that from November to 
April, it is only a matter of equipment and labor to load thousands 
of fishing ships. 

When I was very young we could see split dried cod, snowy 
white, piled like cord wood in front of grocery and fish markets. 
Now they are handled in a more sanitary manner, cleaned and 
prepared and canned or dry boxed for market shelves. 

But, to get back to my Viking home, I do not know the size 
of our island, probably twenty five miles long, north and south, 
and five to ten miles wide. The west side faced the stormy Atlantic 
ocean. I said the "west side1* faced the stormy Atlantic ocean. 
That is a wrong statement as I think it over. The island turns its 
back upon the ocean, and the angry sea dashes waves sixty feet 
high, frothing with foam which it sometimes manages to spit over 
the mountain ridge into the peat bogs inside, and the sea takes its 
toll in the lives of island residents who dare to venture out upon 
the raging sea. 
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On the east side of the mountain ridge are pleasant flowery 
meadows, where in fair weather, the daughters of homes that 
have cattle, goats, or sheep, drive them up to graze and to care 
for. The girls milk cows and goats, and care for the milk and 
cream and churn butter, make cheese and store the produce in 
stone houses built for the purpose, over icy cold flowing springs 
where the dairy stuff keeps perfectly until taken to market. There 
are usually several girls from different homes tending their 
animals and doing their dairy work, so they are not lonesome, but 
sometimes get frightened fearfully by Mountain Trolls - more 
about them later. 

Older girls from a neighborhood went with the animals to 
watch over them, tend them, milk the cows and ewe goats 
(nannies). The girl’s duties included making butter, cheeses of 
various kinds; the milk and milk products were stored in thick 
walled stone huts which kept these products safely cooled. The 
girls lived in small houses built for them by owners of the animals. 

The girls did all the dairy work, except when weather was 
bad; then boys took over the tasks* and sent the girls home for a 
short period of rest. 

NORWAY'S MOUNTAIN TROLLS 

Trolls have been reported from time immemorial in the 
mountains of Norway. They were described as odd creatures, 
clad mostly in gray knee-length baggy pants, as men, or in gray 
trailing dresses, as women, both men and women Trolls wearing 
flapping gray capes and tall peaked black hats; faces usually 
hidden by hats or monk-like hoods, but when seen were sharp 
featured faces, long pointed chins and high sharply curved noses. 
Eyes were reported flashing and fiery. The men carried clubs; the 
women often had skeins of red yarn on their hands, with a thin 
rope of red yarn trailing, and at the end of the yarn rope a 
bouncing large ball of yarn. 

Their walk seemed to be a sort of dance step, as they 
glided lightly over brush and heather. My oldest sister, Lolla, 
insisted she often saw them plainly, but was so frightened she 
would drop to her knees in prayer for protection, closing her eyes 
to shut out the sight of the Trolls, and when she had gained 
courage to look again, they had either vanished, or the last few of 
them were seen entering a narrow cleft in the mountain cliffs. 

Boys tending cattle in bad weather also admit having seen 
them, but seemed to have been threatened by the male Trolls with 
bodily harm if they told what they had seen. 
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OUR PEAT BOGS 

The meadows east of the mountain ridge sloped gently 
down eastward. Here, in the moorlands were great peat bogs. In 
summer when Dad could spare time from his contract work, the 
whole family would go up to the bogs and Dad and Big Brother 
would cut slices of turf. Mother would slice them across into 
pieces that Alfred, my next older brother, and I would carry to a 
spot Dad had laid out as the start of a stack of turf, so that the Job 
of stacking peat turf became the important business of the two 
smallest of the family, and it wasn’t easy as the squares of turf 
were wet and heavy. 

At first it was hot and heavy work; then in the Fall came 
suddenly a cold wind and snow flakes, so we worked to keep 
warm. At last the snow got to be nearly a foot deep and Dad called 
it quits. Each one of us had a sled suited to our strength to pull. 
These sleds were loaded with dry turf from early summer. We 
hauled by hand these loaded sleds a mile or two, luckily down hill 
all the way. 

The snow had filled up all the hollows. In my urgency to 
take the lead, I strayed off the covered trail and suddenly dropped 
to my waist into a narrow snow covered brook, wet and chilled but 
safely pulled out by Dad and spanked to warm me up, reaching 
home In snowing twilight. 

A PICTURESQUE COTTAGE 

My home was built on a grassy "bench" about two hundred 
yards from the sandy beach between two rocky "Holms" 
surrounded by water at high tide,- low, rocky ridges like a 
breakwater extended parallel to the shore each way (North and 
South) to the next inlet or harbor. Dad and his father built our 
home, with smoothed logs dovetailed together, and smeared with 
pitch inwardly and outwardly, as the Bible tells of the building of 
Noah's Ark, which by the way, was practically the same relative 
proportions in length, width and depth as modern ships. In other 
words, old Noah at 150 years of age, when he began building the 
Ark, set the standard and design for all up to date modern ships, 
and he lived to be some 950 years - some Guy, Huh? 

But, I haven't got our house built yet; Dad and Granddad 
made it a waterproof comfortable house with a large living room, 
bedrooms and kitchen downstairs, and two bedrooms in the half 
story upstairs. All interior logs were smoother, polished, and 
painted, with windows and stout doors where needed. The roof 
was tarred, crossed planks with a thick layer of clay and atop of 
which was a layer of sand and clay, with about a foot deep of 
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earth fill. Here in the spring and summer, grass grew matted on 
the roof, with flowers of almost every native variety in blooming 
season, making the cottage a beautifully colored picture. Our pet 
goat would climb to the roof dally and survey his domain. 

Now we must get to work on the kitchen - while Dad painted 
the house and planed the plank floors, Granddad built a great fire-
place of stone and a stone oven, and a chimney Santa Claus could 
slide down safely with his pack. Going up, Santa could grasp 
some three or four hooked iron bars hanging from an iron cross-
bar set in the chimney walls. From these cross-bars Santa could 
reach the top of the chimney and just step out on a snow covered 
roof. 

Now, back to the kitchen - on those hooked iron rods that 
helped Santa were hung kettles of iron, and shiny copper, where 
Mom cooked the most delicious meats, puddings, soups and fish 
that you ever tasted. These pots were always set on a table at 
nights before Christmas, and I noticed that my favorite pudding 
kettle always seemed to have something in it next morning so I 
knew that Santa had been around. At Christmas time Mom and 
sisters were busy as bees at a honey tree, mixing and baking 
cakes, bread, cookies, and other goodies, and always enough 
were baked to last from Big Christmas to Little Christmas. Big 
Christmas was on December 25th, Julian Calendar, while Lille 
Jule (Little Christmas) was Gregorian. Calendar, and came about 
January 13th. Christmas celebrations usually lasted thru those 
dates in Europe. 

SOMETHING FOR THE BIRDS 

A custom at Christmas time among the vikings was to save 
several sheaves of grain when harvesting, and keep them full of 
grain until the Jule holidays when they were fastened on high 
poles where the birds could feast on them In snowy weather and 
animals would be unable to reach the grain. 

----o---- 

AND SOMETHING FOR THE BI-PEDS 

Cooking and baking, old country style was always 
absorbing for I would stare In wide eyed wonder at pans of cakes, 
cookies, pies and candles as they were taken from the ovens to 
the tables to cool and later to be put In large earthen jars, and the 
ladles whose baking had turned out well would feel happy and 
reward my admirations with occasional tld-blts. Mom always set 
aside a copper kettle in which she had cooked some extra fancy 
pudding, first emptying the kettle Into a bowl, and setting it In a 
corner on the floor with a horn spoon In it for me to scrape It clean 
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Inside tho I usually ended up with goo all over my face so that 
Mom had to scrub my face as well as the emptied kettle. 

----o---- 

NORSE FOODS 

An unusual everyday bread that I have never seen 
elsewhere is called in Norse, HFlatbroH. It was made of a mixture 
of oatmeal and wheat flour with some melted butter and milk to 
make the dough and was then rolled flat like a piecrust in the
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shape of a dinner plate, slid on to a flat pan and baked in the oven. 
No soda or baking powder was used. When baked crisp and still 
gray as the dough it was ready for the table. It was then broken up 
into pieces a little larger than a soda cracker and eaten sandwich 
style with baked fish, meats, cheese or other preferred filling 
between slices of this "Brod". 

LEFSE 

Another delicacy was "Lefse", made similar to the Flat 
Brod, but of different Ingredients, the dough sweetened and 
highly flavored. This was also rolled flat about like the pie crust 
but conditioned some way, I know not how, so that it remained 
limp even after baking. It could be rolled up cornucopia style or 
cones, and filled with fruits, jams or any other soft or semiliquid 
filler, or jams and such could be spread on a flat piece of it and 
lifted to be eaten - nothing more delicious. 

FATTIGMAN 

Fattigman was made of cake dough and rolled flat about 
double thickness of pie crust, and stiff enough to be lifted up in 
cut sections, twisted strips two Inches wide, or cut with a 
stamping form in shape of animals, birds, etc. It was dropped in 
melted lard, unsalted, like a doughnut and would stiffen and hold 
its shape as cut. The only reason I can think of for the name 
"Fattigman", meaning "poor man" is its thinness, but it was crisp 
and delectible, far better than any doughnut or fried cake I've 
eaten.
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There are hundreds of different kinds of cakes, cookies 
and sweet baked stuff In the old countries that defy enumeration, 
and recipes. Remember I was Just a little tad and hugely enjoying 
what goodies of life came my way without inquiring as to the how 
and why of them. About the only times I could get a taste of old 
country cooking and baking was when the ladies of the Norwegian 
and or Swedish churches gave suppers and sales of food in the 
basements of their churches. You could smell the delicious foods 
and the aroma of old time coffee for blocks and one felt drawn to 
the suppers as if pulled by a ship's hawser. 

Alas, those days are gone and so are the grand old ladies, 
for no longer are there any Norwegian or Swedish churches. The 
edifices are still there but those attending are second, third or 
fourth generation true Americans, no longer understanding the 
native language of their European forbears. 

THE DROWNED GREEN FACE 

Did you ever stand on the edge of a cliff looking down into 
deep, fairly clear but green-black water of the sea, watching its 
fascinating lights, shadows and movements? And then, startlingly, 
it seems that two specks of light deep down are eyes and 
attached are the wavering shadows of a head and body. As you 
gaze fearfully, it seems to be rising from the depths. Then comes 
the realization that you are standing Just above the spot where on 
a recent stormy night, a Jolly neighbor was thrown overboard 
from his boat and drowned. Shocked and frightened, you screamJ 

I, Tor, nearly four years old, saw, or imagined I saw, the 
body Just below. I turned and scrambled up the steep bluff to 
where my parents, brothers and sisters were making hay, 
Norwegian style on a steep mountainside - my father swinging a 
scythe where room permitted, Big Brother using a sickle in 
patches crowded with stones - Mother and two sisters using 
homemade rakes with wooden tines or teeth. In terror I had 
yelled, "I saw Jacob down there in the water. He is coming up”. 

Mother quieted me, Dad went to the cliff edge and looked 
down. "Must be Tor's imagination, but it does look queer - like 
something down there." 

Next day the hay was carried home to cure. I believe none 
of our family went again to the sea side cliff. 

 -  ------ _ o - - - - 

MORE PRIZED THAN A PRINCE'S CHAMBER 
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In the tale of the green face in the sea, I have told where we 
cut cured and gathered our hay for animals for winter. We also 
made hay on the mountain meadows. This hay was slow cured 
and when dry retained its fragrance and softness. Unlike most hay 
in the West and in Texas. It did not become brittle or dusty, and 
had no burrs or stickers. When the hay loft was filled in 
midsummer nothing could keep the boys and men from sleeping 
there nights. We would not have exchanged the hay loft for the 
finest eiderdown couch in a King's chamber. The loft held odors of 
hay as rich as any rose garden. We sank into it like drifting in a 
delightful cloud. Our sleep was dreamless because of the 
fragrance and comfort it gave. We woke up refreshed to the 
sound of the rooster's crow and bird song, with the sun skirting 
the peaks of the mountains east on the mainland, for the sun did 
not actually set but just ringed the horizon. 

Full of zest, we did chores, milking and feeding the animals, 
with a hearty appetite for our own feeding at breakfast, full of vim, 
vigor and vitality, remembering in our late years this midsummer 
time as a period of paradise, of pleasure deep within, and no pain. 

ANIMALS ON OUR SMALL FARM 

We had two fine milk cows, a big black one named London, 
and a bright tan and white named Midarose. This name was the 
ancient name of Trondhjem. There were a few goats and kids, a 
small flock of sheep, chickens and ducks and geese that found 
their own feed in summertime. 

----o---- 

SUPERSTITIONS 

Norwegians are not unduly superstitious, but like Yankees, 
they have their favorite tricks or rites to avoid unforeseen trouble. 
For instance Yanks knock on wood, cross their fingers, avoid 
walking under ladders, and have creeps seeing a black cat 
crossing their path at night.. Of course they are not superstitious, 
they just do some black magic to make trouble pass them by. Now 
the Norse folks have stories or beliefs based on unexplained 
incidents that happened in their families, or others, repeated for 
centuries. 

ELVES, SPRITES, LITTLE PEOPLE, LEPRICONS 

Among these beliefs are the "Little People" or Elves, who 
have attached themselves to families for ages. Such families, 
when they move to a new home, or a new country, use every 



PAGE 14 OF 64  

ingenuity or scheme they can to trick the Elves so as to lose them, 
or induce them to go elsewhere. Neither the Elf-pestered folks nor 
the Elves themselves would do anything vicious or humiliating to 
each other. The Elves try to be helpful and promote joys, but like 
the human "Do-gooders", their efforts seem to mess things up. So 
folks packing to move or to travel carefully Inspect every 
package, box, chest or traveling case to see that no Little People 
are hidden away with intentions of going along to the new 
location. Away go the folks, happily feeling they are at last free 
from the Elf influences. But, as the folks are unpacking and 
getting settled, someone in the family happens to glance out of the 
corner of his eyes and, as I live, there is a group of Little People 
watching and snickering. Now, you must know that Elves cannot 
be seen except by accidentally glancing from the corner of your 
eyes. They are too smart to be seen otherwise and never by more 
than one person at a time. But you know they are with you by the 
curious and unexplainable mixups in clothing, shoes, dishes, 
cooking ware and whatnot, often more laughable than annoying. 
You’d better look accidentally out of the corner of your eye, and, 
there you may glimpse an elf or two. But be careful how you tell 
about it for you will be listed as one who has "seen 'em"! 

LEMMINGS 

Then there are the Lemmings. You can read studied 
reports on them in reference books written by historians and 
scientists. But nobody knows or can explain the mystery of the 
Lemmings. Like birds and some other beasts, they migrate in 
millions. The mystery is "Why?". Always Westward until they 
reach the ocean, plunge in and keep swimming and disappear. 
Some say the fishes get them. Others believe that, like the 
butterfly and such, they change into another form of life and 
reappear unidentified. Norway has had them and seen them. 

THE REINDEER AND THE LAPP 

I, Tor, will now tell you of another migration that I actually 
witnessed at the age of four. One day a great commotion and 
shouting occurred at our beach. Astonishingly there appeared to 
be a floating island of bramble bushes free of leaf. Beneath the 
bushes there were seen long ears and big bright eyes, then a 
head, neck and a gray back. Later these apparitions moved 
landward propped up on slim graceful legs. Now, these things 
resolved themselves to be individual animals, each on four legs, 
and there before our house were hundreds of deer— Reindeer, 
bearing a forest of horns. They surrounded our house and filled 
acres of open land around us. There were people with them; the 
families of owners - Lapps - they were, not quite as dark of skin as 
American Indians, to whom I think they are related but lost all 
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connections many centuries ago. The Lapps then dressed mostly 
in beautifully dyed and tailored deer skins. When Mom first saw 
them, she urged me and Nolle into the house. She left the door 
open and let us stand there goggle-eyed. Big Brother Brede Parell 
was with Dad. Tom, my next brother, had a pet goat that loved to 
butt him in the rear when he wasn’t looking. The goat never hurt 
Tom. It follows that Tom wasn't afraid of the deer tho he had never 
seen any before. Tom got too free with one large stag with great 
pronged horns. The stag sized up Tom for a few seconds and 
decided to teach him a lesson. He silently came up behind Tom, 
picked him up with his horns. Tom held tight to some prongs. The 
stag then carried him to the door where I stood and set Tom down 
gently, then poked him to the door and seemed to say - "stay there 
till we go*. We shouted with glee and gave Tom the "horse laugh". 

The owners, - Lapps - had secured permission to places 
that had good grazing but not enough animals to keep down the 
"graze". Reindeer have been domesticated for centuries and are 
accustomed to having folks handle them. The deer furnish milk, 
butter, cheese, meat, sinews for sewing, hides for tents, clothing, 
footwear, harness - to pull carts, sleds and when conditions are 
right, carry your baggage from here to there faster than any other 
animal. They are the chief possessions of the Lapps who are 
Nomads and range with the herds from northern Norway, thru 
Sweden, Finland, and northern Russia. 

 ------------ 0 ---------------  

LORD SINCLAIR'S INVASION OF NORWAY 

When my mother was fifteen - sixteen years of age, she 
was engaged as governess, and sort of caretaker and teacher to 
the three small daughters of the High Sheriff of the District;- in the 
city headquarters the Sheriff's office was the highest in public 
rank in the district. 

One day a group of minstrels stopped at the gate and said 
they were weary of travel and desired a place to rest, saying they 
would pay for lodging and food with minstrel songs and ballads, 
with news and stories of ancient times as well as far off countries. 

Permission to occupy one of the guest cottages was 
granted and meals were also provided by the Sheriff. My mother 
listened to the minstrels whenever she could and learned some 
songs and ballads by heart. She was especially fascinated by the 
story of Lord Sinclair, and remembered most of it and often sang it 
while sitting at the spinning wheel, spinning wool, sheared from 
our own sheep. I heard her singing it many times and remember 
the tuneful music and the grim chants of the sea trolls. Lord 
Sinclair was a Scottish Chieftain and a peer of the English realm, 
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as well as chief Admiral of the English Navy. He conceived the 
idea of invading Norway and punishing the Norsemen for raids on 
England in earlier years, and disguised his plan by claiming his 
expedition was to attack the Russians by the ruse of crossing the 
middle of Norway and Sweden, and taking over shipping there 
and sailing across the Baltic sea and attacking St. Petersburg. 
Norway protested to England against the Sinclair plan, pointing to 
the folly of it and named it an Insult to Norway, all to no avail. 
Sinclair was determined to invade Norway. 

Norsemen and vikings were ired, and conspired to defeat 
Sinclair's expedition. However, though nothing seemed to be 
done, a matter of strategy, for tho "trice armed is he who has the 
might, but ten times he who has the right". 

SINCLAIR AND THE SEA TROLLS 

One bright and sunlit day far off in the distance appeared a 
wondrous sight. Hundreds of sailing vessels spread over the sea 
as far as the eye could reach. Coming closer, revealed them as 
battle ships, army transports, landing boats, vessels of all sizes to 
carry, provide for and back up a great army. 

Suddenly as the flotilla drew near land, the sea appeared 
alive with Dolphins, but on a closer look all seemed to have human 
heads and arms; they were mermaids and Sea Trolls assembled 
to warn Sinclair he would meet disaster. The Trolls were so 
numerous that the ships could not proceed. 

Sinclair, in his might, raged in fury and cried "make way, 
make way, or we will kill you all". The answer came with a 
rumbling surge - it echoed and walled like a thousand dirges; - 

“Turn back, turn back, think of the cost, lour life and the 
lives of your men will be lost." 

But Sinclair, arrogant, stubborn and angry, shouted:- "Be 
still, be gone, ye cursed Trolls, for I sail on." 

The chant from the sea Trolls came like a gale:- 

"The curse is reversed and you will fail, your doom is sealed, 
your name defamed, your honor lost; your record expunged, That 
is the hell into which you have plunged." 

The Trolls disappeared, the harbor inviting, all was tranquil, 
no sign of fighting. Sinclair sent scouts to the moorlands and 
mountains, no foes found, only- huts near the fountains. 

"Good8 said Sinclair, "We*11 march up this canyon 
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tomorrow. The Trolls and Vikings will find to their sorrow, they 
can't stop Sinclair, this land will be ours." 

The sun rose bright and the road was Broad; the drums 
beat gaily; the army Marched bravely; But the trumpets 
Sounded a walling note, that echoed From cliffs in mournful 
dirges, and From distant sea, sounds of violent Surges. Day 
suddenly darkened - a Great sword of light split the 
mountain Cliff at the head of the canyon; what Seemed a 
disaster companion, a trembler Brought towering cliffs 
tumbling to Block the army's retreat to the sea. 

Now the high cliffs lined with thousands of Norsemen 
yelling "You're trapped; you cannot get out. Surrender'.'" "No, 
never." 

"You are brave, but arrogant, cunning and ruthless. You 
came without sanction to steal from the helpless; To kill those who 
fought for their homes. Your greed has betrayed you; your mind 
has decayed you. You were warned but you marched to your 
grave." 

A blast from Thor's trumpet, sharp, thunderous crashes, 
Thor riding again with his lightning sword flashes. The cliffs 
seemed alive with thousands of horsemen, until mountain and 
earth are atremble. 

Now Thor flashed his sword and called to the Norsemen - 
"Say, what will ye do to that murderous army; feed them to the 
fishes because they are barmy?" 

"No, they are evil - would poison the sea; they have chosen 
their grave, and there let them be." 

The Norsemen in rythm and unity chanted: "0 mighty cliffs, 
join our fight; bury them, bury them out of our sight". 

Mid grinding of rocks and flashings of fire and roaring of 
earth slides, as furies of earth and air labored till morning, when 
not a trace was found of the army. 

The ships in the harbor burst into flame, as in the dark of 
the night, on silent feet, the Vikings had boarded the ships of the 
fleet. The Vikings had built and started the fires; leaving the ships, 
not venting their ires, but the sailors were glad to be free of the 
ships and leaped into the sea, to join the Trolls and were happy 
forever in ocean halls. 

For the war God Thor still rules over the land; I have heard 
his chariot clanking gainst mountain peaks, while guarding his 
favorite land. He watches and sighs; "Why can't foes understand 
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to beware of the angered Norsemen." 
 ------------ 0----------------  

WESTWARD HO J 

(Invitation to America) 

Time passed and I had reached the age of five years, when 
an event occurred which was to revolutionize the lives of 
members of the Kolberg family. Letters reached us from faraway 
and mysterious America. The letters came from two sisters of 
Mom. These sisters had found and married two young men of their 
own Norway neighborhood. They had asked that all wedding gifts 
be in the form of money for a honeymoon journey to America. The 
families and friends combined to raise the funds for the journey. 
The dream trip to the new world became an actuality. A few years 
passed and then came the letters. The young husbands had found 
lucrative labor and were prospering. The letters told of their 
pleasant life and urged our family to join them. We were to sell our 
possessions, cattle, sheep and other animals, Dad’s big sailing 
boat and get together all cash possible - our American relatives 
would supply the rest. 

 ------------ 0 ---------------  

We prepare for leaving. 

Our home became a beehive of industry. Our Guernsey 
cow was sold, but not to be taken until we left. Dear old London, 
our black Holstein had to be slaughtered, the meat cured and 
preserved. The hide was tanned into leather, a shoemaker was 
engaged to make shoes for all the family. We had all used wooden 
shoes, like Hollanders, for home use. Dad had boots, Mom had 
shoes. All the children got new leather shoes, the first in our lives. 
The shoemaker was skilled, the shoes shaped beautifully and 
fitted comfortably - we were all proud of our footwear. Much of our 
stuff, not suitable to take with us, was given away to those who 
seemed to need it most. 

When preparations were completed, we began our farewell 
trip to relatives on the mainland. The last trip I remember. When 
we reached the landing docks at the last port of call, the tide was 
so high Dad’s sailboat was even with the docks decks. When we 
left this port for home, we had to climb down a steep ladder 
fastened to the dock side. It seemed like going down into a well. 
Stormy on the return trip, the waves rolled even with the top sides 
of the sail boat. Mom hated the sea and was sick. She had lost so 
many relatives and friends in sea storms. On the other hand, I was 
exhilarated and stood up in the boat and called to the sea, "Gome 
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on”. Big Brother Jerked me down and told sisters to sit on me if I 
tried to stand up. He was busy helping Dad trim the sails and 
steer, and bail out water the waves splashed in. 

 ------------ 0 ---------------  

CAME THE TIME TO LEAVE OUR LOVELY ISLAND. 

Dad and Big Brother had overhauled Dad's sailing boat. It 
was water tight as to hull and glistening with new paint, rigging 
and sails. I don't know how large a boat it was and never thought 
to ask, but it was at least thirty feet long, as it had to carry the 
eight people of the family, besides all the trunks, boxes of packed 
belongings, baggage and prepared food supplies for the Journey 
to Tronhjem, a distance of more than 200 miles - part of the time in 
the open Atlantic ocean and about half of trip between island and 
mainland. Dad was a skillful sailor and Big Brother, now fifteen 
years old, also "knew the ropes". 

Loading and fastening down our movable possessions took 
all of one day. We had visited friends and relatives for farewells. 
Early one morning in Mid-March of 1881, we set sail. The weather 
was cold and bright at the start. Mom and sisters wept as the boat 
left our lovely cove, which we were never to see again. I probably 
wept in sympathy for Mom, but the excitement of leaving and the 
prospect of adventure kept me wide-eyed and tingling. But it 
became boring not to be able to run around on foot. Toward 
evening 
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the clouds were dark and great flakes of snow began falling and I 
fell asleep. When morning came, the sun re-appeared. Our noses 
were counted and found present and hungry. Mom and sisters 
dug out bread and cooked meat with a jug of milk and breakfast 
was served. The rest of the day I don't recall. I think Dad landed at 
a town he had known so we all could get some exercise. The boat 
was a fast sailor and the wind and weather favorable ao we 
reached Trondhjem the next day. 

 ------------ 0 ---------------  

THE FIRST STAGE OF OUR JOURNEY 

We were met at the landing dock by the husband of 
Mother's sister, Rebecca. Mr. Borg was a banker, and his son, 
Conrad was a clerk in the bank. He helped Dad sell the boat at a 
good price, as we needed all the money for food and hotel rooms, 
where delays kept us. At Trondhjem, however, we lived at Uncle 
Berg's home two weeks before a ship was available for passage to 
England. The ship named "Tasso" proved to be a slow and miser-
able sailer. We ran into a nasty storm on the North Sea, and most 
everybody but Big Brother Dad, and I were seasick. But, we got 
safely to Hull on the east coast of England. 

When we sighted the England shore, it looked like Heaven 
with a sparkling emerald green. We lined the rail, viewing the 
beautiful green and basking in the warm sunshine of the morning. 
Landing and baggage accounted for, we stayed at an inn, until 
near nightfall, when we were herded to a rail road station, there 
boarded the train for the journey to Liverpool. This seemed to take 
most of the night. 

FROM HULL TO LIVERPOOL 

The train was slow and made many stops. We were in a 
two-compartment passenger car. The seats were of slotted wood 
running along the side of the car, European fashion, not crosswise 
as in America. An English woman smiled and tried to talk with us, 
but neither side could understand the other. So we, both sides, 
confined ourselves to looking pleasant and smiling - especially the 
youngsters. 

 ------------ 0 ---------------  

ADVENTURES AT LIVERPOOL 

At Liverpool next morning, we stopped at an inn on a 
narrow street, with an open store on the first floor. I soon found 
myself on the store walkway alongside the inn. The traffic was 
heavy with great wagons pulled by Immense Clydsedale horses, 
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with hair-fringed legs, all making an awful racket. That is, it 
seemed awful to us Island folks, I looked around and found my 
youngest brother, three years of age, just at my heels. His name 
was Arnold, called "NollyI took him in to Mom and went out again 
on the walkway. 

 ------------ 0- --------------  

ENGLISH FOLKS ARE KIND. 

A little old woman came briskly along, calling to sell some 
fruit she had in a basket on her arm. I looked up at her wide- eyed, 
and she smiled at me, and gave me a yellowish fruit. It proved to 
be a small sweet orange from Spain. She even showed me how to 
peel it and eat the slices. It had a heavenly taste. She did not ask 
for money, but I said to her, “Munge Tak" (many thanks) and she 
understood as I looked thankful. 

That was the first orange I had ever seen or eaten. We called 
oranges at that time 11 apple seen". 

After that I watched the traffic again, wondering at the 
great beautiful horses. Not seeing my little brother, I decided to 
cross the street during a lull in the parade. I got across safely, but 
suddenly, there were shouts. Looking back on the street, I saw a 
team of Clydesdales stopped in the street. The driver Jumped 
down and ran to the head of the horses, and then I saw a small 
form under their bellies. It was Arnold, my brother. I tried to get to 
him, but a man with a funny hat had held me to the walk. I learned 
he was a policeman. The team had not stirred or lifted a foot. The 
driver picked up my little brother and carried him to the inn, 
where Mother met them. The "cop" took me over also - and then 
came raining down on me accusations and threats of punishment. 
However, it turned out that the kid had got his head banged 
against the knee of one of the horses and had suffered only a 
robin-egg-sized bump. At last they learned little brother had 
hidden behind some other people when I looked around before 
crossing, and he jumped out to follow me and smacked against 
the horse. 

In all our stay in England and on shipboard and travel in 
America, I seemed to find everyone friendly. Perhaps it was a re-
flection of the wide grin I gave everyone I met. 

We stayed in Liverpool some days awaiting the ship that 
was to take us across the Atlantic. It seemed that all ships’ 
passenger capacities were spoken for far in advance, for our 
passage money had long been paid. We finally got steerage 
reservation on a fairly good ship, though not the one we had 
engaged. 
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 ------------ 0 ---------------  

CROSSING THE “BIG DRINK" 

At last we were headed for the "New World". A nice fair 
weather run was made until mid-ocean. Then, wham! The winds 
blew, the rain squalls came. All passengers were locked to their 
decks. No one was permitted on open deck. I had previously 
found a seaman friend. Both he and I favored being at the prow of 
the ship. There we felt as if we were really striding forward with 
full power toward our destination, New York. He was a Yankee 
sailor; I, a tiny bit of Norway, heading for a new home. We couldn’t 
talk together. He greeted me each time with "Hi - Kid". So I 
borrowed the expression and gave him "Hi, Mister"! The latter 
word was a new addition to the Norse language, and was first 
used in greeting persons of likeable and pleasant manners, but 
who had no offlcal rank. Those two were the first Yankee words I 
learned. I was then half past five years old. 

Being shut up in the steerage was no fun, so I watched ship 
attendants who came in from outer space (open deck). One on 
going out, failed to snap the door lock. I slipped through them, up 
the companion ways by the same method and at long last, came 
out on open deck. I scurried to the prow, but my friend was not 
there. Yet it was exhilarating when the ship balanced on a 40 foot 
wave and then plunged down the steep incline of water to bury its 
nose in the next wave. Although the rain squalls were past and the 
skies clear, except for racing streamers of clouds, the wind was 
strong enough to stop one's breath if facing it. So presently, one 
of those giant seventh waves, waving its white mane high in the 
air, came to meet us. I crouched below the bulwarks and hung on. 
Luckily the wave had been so high, the water flew over the head 
and I got only a reasonable dousing. But I decided that was plenty 
and made my way past the forecastle. I stopped under the inship 
side of the overhang (eaves) of the forecastle roof. 

— — — — o — — — — 

DOUSED BY SEA WAVE 

Coming towards me with colls of life line he fastened 
across and along the length of the deck was my Yankee friend. He 
saw me and yelled: - "My golly, Kid, watch out". Just then another 
of those fancy seventh waves, with its white mane standing 
straight up, came over the fore-castle roof, curled under the 
eaves, picked me up and sent me skidding with my feet in the air. 
But Yank was right there - with one hand on a fastened life line, 
the other hand grabbed a leg and dragged me to the forecastle 
house. "Kid", he yelled, "Look", and pointed to a side of the 
bulwarks where the waters of the waves were gushing out off the 
deck. "You might have gone out there. All gone!" I understood 
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what he meant, when I saw what he pointed at. "You must have 
the lives of a cat. I guess he had quoted a similar expression we 
have in Norse. He shook his head and said, "Go to Big Brother." 
Just then Big Brother came with one of the ship's door guards, 
looking for me. Brother was so glad to see me safe, he completely 
forgot some extra-strong Norse expressions he had intended to 
use. Thereafter the Yank and Big Brother agreed I should not be 
let on deck without one or both being with me. 

In the early eighties, steerage deck conditions were not 
plushy. Those, for economic reasons, who were obliged to travel 
as steerage passengers tried to be clean 
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and neat. My folks found many such and made friends and going 
together to keep neat. So practically all of the less decent and 
indecent were lousy. When we disembarked at New York, all were 
taken to a delousing station and inspected. Our family and some 
other were not subjected to the severe delousing, but were taken 
to Ellis Island and there, we were assigned to rooms where we 
could bathe in fresh warm water, plenty of soap, with a film of 
kerosene in the tubs. Then, being re-clothed in clean wear. Our 
discarded clothes were washed in strong suds with kerosene 
added and returned to us when clean and dry. A day later, we 
were taken by ferry to a port on the Jersey shore where we 
boarded a train bound for the dim and distant west, where I 
expected to be met by warrior Indians, who might or might not lift 
our scalps. This was in May of 1881. We heard that acalp lifting 
was still considered the key to honor and prestige among Indians 
in Texas and nearby states and territories, but no longer a custom 
by Indians in Minnesota. 

The journey west was tedious but by day, we could view 
the country and found it desirable. Our train passed through a 
section of Chicago. There we saw traces of ruins left by the great 
Chicago fire a year or two earlier. In some sections not yet 
cleaned up, we smelled the acrid smoke of long smoldering fires 
— there was no blaze nor black smoke, only thin wisps drifting 
from the “Windy City", carried an acrid odor, - as did also the 
Stockyards. Our train crossed southern Wisconsin and reached 
the mighty Mississippi at La Crosse where it crossed the river on a 
new bridge. 

THE BEAUTIFUL SCENIC RIVER ROUTE. 

The scenes along rail line with clear view of the great 
Mississippi were beautiful, one of the loveliest and longest scenic 
routes from a railway car I have ever seen — up a widening of the 
river called Lake Pepin with tall bluffs on both sides. Here the 
river - or the channel between Winona and Lake City is three miles 
wide all clearly visible from the Milwaukee passenger train. 

We reached our destination - Red Wing - (named for an 
Indian Chief) at mid-morning. The air was pleasantly warm, the 
sunshine glistening on the placid river flowing by. The hum of saw 
mills, furniture factories, two flour mills, filled the air. Uncle 
Lauritz was there to meet us with a wide grinning welcome to the 
new country, which was to be our home. He took us to his home 
where we met Mom's two sisters who had married and with their 
husbands, had settled here some years earlier. We lived in the 
homes of the two sisters two or three weeks until Dad could find a 
house to rent in the neighborhood. Dad got employment from a 
painting contractor, who was the City Mayor, and was with him 
several years and then went into business for himself. 
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FIR3T WINTER HERE HORRIBLE 

Our first rented house was nice looking and roomy enough 
for our family, later to have two additional daughters, American 
born. But when winter came the house proved much colder than 
our Norway home. Part was due to the house having no insulation 
between the inside and outside walls. That winter, the whole 
family was ill with colds, dlptherla, scarlet fever, and. In the 
spring, we had mumps and toothache, and probably other 
ailments we did not recognize. However, that winter made us 
proof against most of these diseases. 

Not wishing to spend another winter In that cold frame 
house, we moved to another warmer house located on a high 
stone-walled terrace. Here our neighbors were mostly Swedes 
and some Germans and Irish and three Yankee families. We got 
along splendidly with these folks, who, instead of laughing at 
our newcomer ways, did all they could to help and encourage us 
in American ways. The Swedes were especially helpful and 
friendly as we could understand their language and they ours. 
As a result, we learned to speak English understandably much 
quicker than other emigrants who had moved Into communities 
or groups who still spoke their native European language. I later 
knew of folks in such groups who could scarcely make them-
selves understood in English after living in America twenty or 
thirty years. Germans and Italians were the slowest of all to 
become Americanized In speech. 

A CLOSE CALL 

Our French neighbor named M. Lauver lived at the end of 
our block and at the end of that street also. He had a wood shed 
at the end of the street walk. One evening the boys were playing 
a game called "Run Sheep Run", that Is played by calls from one 
part of the gang to another. The calls are made by the leader, 
who calls directions while holding his mouth close to a wall or 
tree. The sound thus diffused, so it is Impossible to tell the 
direction it comes from, but the words and instructions are 
plainly heard at a two block distance, so that it can be played at 
night. In responding to a call, I rushed along an elevated 
wooden walk at the street end. Being dark, I could not see 
objects clearly, but was familiar with the conditions there. At the 
end of the walk, it was four feet above ground level. I Jumped 
and struck something that cut through my pants and flesh of my 
left thigh to the bone. The Frenchman living just above had been 
chopping fire wood with a double bitted axe on a chopping 
block, which he had forgotten to put in his woodshed. I had lit on 
the axe blade sticking up from the block. Yells of agony brought 
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playmates and parents out. I was carried home and a doctor 
summoned. By the time he came I had nearly bled to death 
though some neighbor had managed to partly stop the flow of 
blood. The scar remains after Seventy-odd years. 

I was not a reckless kid, merely exuberant and not fearful. 
Tor had to live up to his namesake’s - the Viking God Thor - 
reputation and not be a coward, even tho later a cow-herd. But it 
sure appeared that accidents and mishaps dogged me. Tho I 
survived all, I regret that in relating events I may be tiring my 
readers by repetition of their variety and frequency. Please 
forgive, but I am pledged to tell the truth as I know it. 

THE IRISH CURMUDGEON 

Near this same place, lived an Irishman named MacSorley, 
a little gnome-like man with bushy red hair - and whiskers, 
sticking out like quills, all over his head. He was a grouch and 
seemed to hate kids. He lived with his wife and daughter in a large 
square red brick house in the middle of a lot as big 

as a city block. When I went to see my cousins - three blocks away 
by short cut and six or seven by streets, I would go on a path on 
the hilly side of his fence near the steep cleft of a bluff, the path 
crowded with trees and bushes. Reckon he lay in watch for us, for 
startlingly he would come roaring, brandishing a club (probably 
an Irish Shillelagh), chattering Irish brogue like a talking monkey. 
We wouldn't wait for him, but would leg it past his domain to an 
open street. Perhaps it was his idea of fun to try to scare the liver 
out of us kids, but he didn't stop me as long as we lived near there. 

DAD BUYS A HOME 

When I was eight years old, Dad bought a run down house 
with double lot. The rear of the lot ran up the flank of a bluff so the 
back fence was higher up a hill than the chimney of the house. The 
previous occupants must have been old people. We found the 
walls crawling with bed-bugs. It needed dally scrubbings of 
ceilings and walls and floors with hot water, rich with lye soap and 
kerosene. And Dad put new paper on the walls. Nearly a month's 
time lapeed before we felt it safe to move in. Two rooms and a 
kitchen leanto were added to the house. Walls and attic were 
Insulated by sawdust being packed between wall boards; sawdust 
at that time was considered almost worthless. The sawdust from 
sawmills and furniture factories was being dumped along the river 
bank for fill. The owner had planted soft maple trees so thick 
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around the house that it shut out sunlight and air. These trees we 
cut down except for a few left for shade, properly spaced. 

The river bank of the Mississippi was later recognized, by 
the merchants of the city aided, by the Milwaukee Railroad 
Company as an asset and both groups combined to make a 
beautiful park about a mile long and one hundred yards wide 
between the river and the railroad tracks. The Railroad Company 
also built one of the most attractive depots along its line and 
helped provide trees and shrubbery. The City provided gravel 
walks and flowers throughout the park. Also a concrete "sea-wall" 
was built on the river bank to protect the park during high water 
and especially from the large masses of floating ice during the 
spring break-up, usually in March. The river ice there became 
more than two feet thick during the winter, so that the grinding 
floes of ice sometimes piled up many feet high on the banks of the 
river there. The park was in a crescent circle of the river on the 
city side, extending from a high bluff to a bay shore that curved 
northerly. 

----o---- 

ON THE FENCE 
WITH A YAWNING HIPPO 
NEARLY UNDER MY FEET 

One or two years later after we had moved to the place Dad 
had bought, the great Sells Brother’s Circus was billed to put up 
Big Tops and Side Shows - tents on the McSorley pasture. 

On the morning the circus was due, I was perched on a 
gate post under a great cottonwood tree, not missing a thing 
going on in the moving and preparation of the circus. After the 
tents were up and things made ready for the afternoon show, the 
animal handlers decided to give the elephants and hippos a treat 
by taking them for a swim in the Mississippi. I followed the 
elephants down the streets, there were five big ones. At the river, 
they trumpeted with elephantine glee. The men in charge made 
them lie down on a sand bar in four feet of water, half covering 
them. The keepers climbed on their charges and scrubbed them 
with large fiber brushes. It tickled the animals so they seemed to 
laugh, - trumpeting. After a time they got up and were permitted to 
suck up river water in their trunks and to spray each other like 
using a fire hose. They got so happy they gave their keepers the 
same treatment. After enjoying a half hour frolic in the water, they 
were marched back to their tents and fed. 

I again perched on the gate post, watching some fine 
circus horses being groomed. I gradually became conscious of 
something stirring around my feet. I looked down smack into the 
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great open mouths of two Hippopotamus. I almost lost my hold on 
the post. If I had fallen, I'm certain there would have been Just one 
gulp and like Jonah, I would have been in the belly of a Hippo. But, 
they weren't hungry for boys, Just for some long grass that grew 
there. The keepers must have made them understand they were 
going to get a swim in the great river, so the two Hippos waddled 
away on their short stubby feet. They were faster than I figured so 
I had to walk at a sort of dog trot to keep up. It was seven blocks 
to the river. The day was a sunny Sunday morning, nice and warm. 
When they got to the river, they plunged right in like a boy with his 
clothes shucked off at a swimming hole. The Hippos didn't strut 
around like the elephants, but lay contentedly, rolling in the water, 
with only nostrils sticking out. I did notice that the water turned 
pinkish, and I remember the huge posters on the billboards, 
proclaiming the blood-sweating Behemoths. They were an odd 
kind of "Moth" but they were blood-sweating all right, as I noticed 
when a tent man I had helped let me in. Sells Brothers had more 
large animals, I believe, than any other circus I ever saw. (Lions, 
tigers, zebras, etc.) 

WE BURY A BOA 

A year or two later, Adam Forepaugh's Circus put up tents 
on the old fair grounds in west end of town, several miles from 
home. I was right there, right after breakfast. The ground boss put 
me to work pumping water for the elephants. This circus, though 
big, was slovenly and badly managed. Forepaugh was getting too 
old to boss It. A number of boys like myself were directed to help 
at various Jobs and were promised seats when the show opened. 
We were driven like slaves, the promise now being for the night 
show. The one incident at Forepaughs was the death of a thirty-
foot boa-constrictor (Brownish patches on greenish skin). At dark, 
some roust-abouts were taken to an outlying section of the old 
park and dug a long grave two feet deep. Then some eight or ten 
kids, including myself, were sworn to secrecy by an oath naming 
Jove, Jupiter and some female- ized god whose name sounded 
something like Serpentine. The snake was rolled onto a canvas 
and us kids, four or five on a side were pall bearers. We stumbled 
along in the dark for secrecy's sake and deposited the boa in the 
grave ready for it. We were asked to repeat the oath of secrecy. It 
was secret all right. I don't believe I could have found the grave 
site next day it was so well camouflaged. We got back to the 
circus Just as the top of the big tent was let down and taken into 
the tent, where we were 

"entertained" by the last half of the so- called concert vaudeville 
program. All of us were too tired and sleepy to watch or listen. I 
believe the snake had starved itself to death rather than stay 
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with that circus. So wearily, after the longest day's work I had 
ever done, I stumbled my way home— all of three miles - over hill 
and dale. What a memory! 

A boy, like I was willingly takes on hardships, if he thinks 
the rewards are worth it, but usually is disillusioned. A year later, 
I engaged in berry picking - strawberries, raspberries, 
blackberries, all cultivated for the market. I had to get up at five 
o'clock, walk five miles over hills to the berry grounds. We were 
told we could eat all we wished, and we did! And then we wished 
we hadn't. Our taste for berries was changed to distaste in ten 
minutes. We were paid or supposed to be paid two cents a pint 
box. The grower still owes me for the last day's picking. Wish I 
could collect Interest for 70 years. 

The farm next to the berry farm was owned by a man 
named Anderson, a professor, who had been a leading intellect 
at the University of Minnesota at Minneapolis. In his research 
work at the University, Dr. Anderson discovered the process of 
making puffed grains, breakfast food- all kinds. He patented the 
Invention and reaped a fortune. He gave his farm to the Swedish-
Lutheran Synod for an orphan's home. They had an orphan's 
home on the high prairies of Vasa Township, but it was run down 
somewhat then, and soon moved to the farm home given for the 
orphans by Dr. Anderson. 

----O---- 

THE KIDNAPED KID 

Then there was the closely guarded boy, who had been 
kidnapped from Philadelphia by his Grandmother and brought to 
Red Wing where she built a home near the gnome-like Irishman. 
The Grandma did not approve of the boy’s father. When the boy 
was in his upper teens, his parents died and he inherited 
considerable wealth. As the law required, he came to claim and 
care for his inherited property, both boy and Grandma went back. 
He had been living under the surname of his Grandmother, but 
before getting the inheritance, he was required to assume his 
father’s name. In the east, it was said he acquired more wealth, 
but less pleasure than when he lived in beautiful Red Wing. 

RED WING NAMED FOR AN INDIAN CHIEF highly 
respected by the Missionaries and first steelers. Red Wing, the 
Chief, was originally called Scarlet Feather, but that didn't fit the 
name of a city, so he was renamed Red Wing. From 1881 to the 
nineties, there were many Indians living on islands in wigwams in 
the Mississippi river. They often came to town. One called Indian 
John Smith would come and greet you anytime in the year with the 
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words, "Merry Christmas, ten cents"J He usually got the dime for 
hiB greeting and grin. Another Indian chief, Wacouta, would call 
at our kitchen door on zero-minus mornings and "Ugh, cold, 
cuppa coffe?". At first, we gave him plain black coffee. Somehow, 
he learned that cream and sugar improved it, so when he 
mentioned coffee, he would wheeze "Plenty sugar". Indians drank 
coffee scalding hot and seemed to like it that way, though such 
hot coffee would ruin most white men’s throats. We treated Chief 
Waoouta so often to coffee, bread and molasses, one winter that 
when May and mild weather was on hand, Wacouta one day 
appeared with a new made hickory bow, strung with sinews and 
two arrows. He presented them to me as a gift, but Mom gave him 
a quarter. And, was I proud of my bow and arrows made by a 
genuine, honest-to-goodness Indian, living in a teepee on the 
banks of the Mississippi. Some ten or fifteen years later, Indian 
boys from six to eighteen years old turned up as good baseball 
players. Now a lot of ’em are college educated. 

----o---- 

UNCEREMONIOUS UNWELCOME AT INDIAN VILLAGE 

One bright winter’s day while skating on the Mississippi 
river, where the ice was smooth, quite clear and two feet thick. I 
spied an Indian village on a wooded Island that came to a point 
where the bend in the river was almost at right angles. I decided 
to pay a call on an Indian friend. At the point of the island on one 
side was the main channel of the river. There the stream was so 
swift that it rarely froze over, and the Indians could dip fresh 
water there and even have set lines to catch fish. Twenty feet 
beyond and on the other side of the point there was a shallow bay 
where we skated. On the bay side I walked up the island bank on 
my skates and not far away I saw my "Injun'1 friend sitting before 
his wigwam cleaning fish before a small fire. He didn't see me but 
the dozen or more Indian mutts did, and came rushing at me, 
growling and barking furiously and baring their teeth. When dogs 
come at me like that, I stand stock still, and they were surprised, 
expecting me to turn tail and run., so they stopped too, to size me 
up, I reckon. My friend, the Indian looked up and saw me and 
grinned and said in his gutteral soft lang— uage that can be heard 
only a few feet from the speaker what sounded like - "koshpoppee 
woneachee; keek poppy’s tail." "Well", I said "you can’t blame me 
for thinking they expected to feed on a Tenderfoot." He growled at 
the dog pack and they slunk away. 

After going back to skating I puzzled over what the Indian 
had said to me, and when I caught on it nearly cut an awful figure 
on the ice: - "gosh, puppy won't eat you, kick puppy's tall". 

----o---- 
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Now I shall begin a series of tales (all true) and all 
spattered with I, me and mine, which I hope my reader will forgive, 
because if I don't use those three pronouns, there can be no 
story:- 

----o---- 

A COWBOY AT TEN 

When I was ten and idling one pleasant spring day, a large 
wheeled, green-painted wagon with red decorations, a beautiful 
team of bay horses drawing it, and a nice looking old farmer with 
gray goatee whiskers, stopped across the street. Four of my boy 
friends lived there. Only one boy was home at the time. It turned 
out that the farmer was a cousin of the mother of the boys. He 
wanted a boy to help with chores and each day take his cattle to 
open meadows for grazing. All the boy had to do was to keep them 
away from crops in unfenced fields. John - the boy across the 
way, didn't like the idea of spending three months in the country, 
so he refused. The farmer and the lady pleaded with him to go. 
John, walking out to the street, spied me admiring the team and 
wagon. He called to the farmer, "Hey! Here's a boy you can get. 
He knows cows". Old Martin, the farmer, came to where I stood. "I 
need a boy like you to do light chores on my farm and to tend my 
cattle in open fields. Want to come with me?" I asked him how far 
out it was and he said "twelve or fifteen miles from here!!. I said, 
"Got to see Mom first". We told her about the job and place where 
it was. I said I'd like to take it. I always loved the farm lands and 
meadows as well as cattle. So ma said "You may go, but I'll have 
to pack a bag of clothes for you and it may take half an hour". The 
farmer said that was Okay. Just like that my life changed from city 
to rural life. In three quarters of an hour I was on my way with my 
bundle of clothes, riding with Farmer Martin (A Norwegian from 
Toten) We sat on one of those high seats that were fastened on 
the front end of two springy hickory poles in iron slots on each 
side of the wagon bed. We were free from the jolt-stones, runs and 
rough roads, getting only a gentle up and down sway as the 
wagon came along. I loved it, and still more, the farther we 
travelled, sometimes over rough rocky hillocks, sometimes 
alongside of rushing water in creeks. When the sun was down and 
near setting, we came to a large red barn on one side of the road. 
On the other side behind a white picket fence was a lovely and 
quite large fresh-painted-white New England style house. I spied 
an apple orchard beyond the house and was sure of some apples 
for fall eating. I saw no Eve in the apple orchard and no serpent in 
the trees so was content. The farmer told me to go to the house 
where his wife and daughter would look after me. Taking my 
bundle, I crossed the road and went through the gate. 

----o---- 
CHALLENGED BY PEACOCK, GANDERS, AND GOBBLERS 
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Suddenly there came a horrible rasping scream, so loud 
and terrible I froze still, with my eyes popping, my jaws hanging, 
mouth open ready to yell in terror. The farmer came running and 
said "Don't be scared, it's only the peacock trumpeting. He likes 
to scare strangers." 

To avoid the peacock, I turned off the path and went 
around the other side of the house. When I got half way toward the 
door on that side, a dozen white long-necked birds came hissing 
and waddling toward me. In the lead was a great gander with a 
neck that reached from here to there. He eyed me, red- eyed-then 
with flapping wings, he grabbled with his long bill the seat of my 
pants. To add to the commotion, three turkey gobblers back of the 
geese, seemingly urging them to get me, were half dancing 
around with wings spread and dragging on the ground and tails 
spread like great great feather fans, their necks bloody-red and 
bare of feathers, and their heads a horrible whitish blue - they 
were gobbling enough to wake the dead. I started to get red in the 
neck myself with anger at such an impolite welcome. I took my 
cap off, swung around and slapped the gander giddy. The fowls 
seemed to realize the fun. was over and the sudden quiet startled 
me still more, and I looked to see if another enemy was coming. 
But the geese and turkeys were just wandering away, murmuring 
among themselves, perhaps voicing fowl dlng-dangs as an after-
thought. Later the birds and boy became friends, especially when 
he had something to feed them. 

One day the farmer went with me driving the cows to the 
farthest meadow. He pointed out a solitary stony knoll right in the 
middie of a three way intersection of little vales. He told me never 
to let the cattle get to that knoll or the far side of it. He didn't 
explain why, and I wish he had. For one warm day, I had the cattle 
near there. I sat down in the red clover to rest after placing the 
cattle where I could easily watch and head them off - But, alas, I 
dozed! 

RESTLESS RATTLERS 

I awoke hearing a clatter of hoofs on stones. The cattle 
were kicking up their heels crossing that forbidden knoll. I rushed 
after them to head them back and the shortest way was over that 
stony little hill. Calling "Co Boss", I ran up the hill, I was barefoot, 
pants leg rolled up. The stones hurt my feet, but I must get the 
cows back. I reached the top. Something seemed to be moving on 
the right and left, and straight ahead. The hill was alive with 
snakes, aroused by the passage of the cattle. There were rattlings 
and hissings and slithering things everywhere around me. I had 
been brought up in the Lutheran Christian faith and attended 
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parochial school the previous summer. Faith prevailed and I 
breathed in terror and desperation, "Save me, Jesus." Then my 
eyes opened and I saw a path of white flat stones; my strength 
returned. I leaped from stone to stone and reached the bottom of 
the hill and the forbidden little valley, not daring to think or stop till 
I got the cattle back to the pleasant meadows they had left while I 
dozed. I examined my feet and legs, and I found I had neither 
stone bruise nor snake bite. I walked among the cattle - no sign of 
injury there; I said "Thank you, God". 

I have never forgotten the experience - the activity of 
hundreds of snakes, and now, when in a bad situation and danger 
threatens comes the memory of my prayer and. deliverance. It 
works! I didn’t tell my boss farmer about it. It would only worry 
him. Later towards fall, I was taking the cattle home to the 
barnyard where the big fat adopted son would milk them. 

THE CROWS’ CAUCUS 

I passed a rise of ground on one side of the pasture and 
saw what seemed to be a "crow convention" - thousands of birds, 
carpeting acres in black, some here and there, flapping wings to 
call attention and then Issuing crowsounds but not the regular 
caw. On a tall stump nearer, was a large and glistening purple 
black crow. I started to walk toward it for a nearer look. 
Immediately, the big crow on the stump gave an especially loud 
call or caw, and then I saw a strange and to me, a frightening 
sight. All the crows turned towards me and seemed to come 
marching. The ground was black with them, covering acres. The 
crows made no vocal sounds that I could hear but seemed to have 
direction and instruction. Their attentions were focused on me. I 
really was scared. If I run away I thought, they would start flying 
and could bury me under their attack. So it seemed a voice within 
me told me to turn slowly and walk slowly away. As the crows 
were still marching on foot, my feet didn't hurry but I lengthened 
my strides and soon reached some woods nearer the barn lot. 
Then, out of sight of the crows, I ran. I don't know what became of 
the crows - never saw any again on that farm. I left it a day or two 
later for my own home and to school. 

...... o---- 

A PROUD PIG 

Toward school time, Farmer Martin took me home to town. 
His wife made me a woolen shirt. One day, when the weather had 
turned quite cold, Martin and his team stopped at our house. He 
lifted some weighty thing from his wagon (not enough snow yet for 
sleighs) and carried it up to our porch where he placed it facing 
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the street. It was a beautiful pig of good size. It stood on stiff legs 
with an ear of corn in its mouth looking proud and Important. It 
was clean inside and out - no sign of hair or bristles. Its tail was 
curled as in its summer life. Dad and Mom were proud that the 
farmer had prepared that lovely pig for us for the work I had done 
for him in summer. That pig lasted nearly all winter, warming our 
insides. 

----o---- 

I ENROLL IN PUBLIC SCHOOL 

Feeling important over furnishing meat for our family for 
most of the winter, I asked Dad to let me go to the public school 
only two blocks away. Dad had read and heard so many tales of 
Yankee boys being tough, unruly and wicked, that he had up to 
now refused to let me attend or start schooling, Already ten years 
old, I had not been inside an English public school. I had attended 
summer sessions of the Norwegian Lutheran Parochial school. 
Dad finally consented to let me go. Not yet understanding 
American school rules, I made poor progress the first day. 
Teacher told me to stay in after school was dismissed. I 
considered that she had no authority after school hours, so I just 
walked out and was half way home when one of the bigger boys in 
the same room came running and calling for me. I stopped to find 
out what he wanted. 

I DISOBEY AND AM PUNISHED 

He told me I had defied my teacher and broken rules and he 
earnestly asked me to go back. He was so serious about it, I 
decided to go back with him. Teacher was a plump New England 
lady, a widow with gray hair - her name Mrs. Hobbs. I was 
somewhat defiant, and she grew angrier. As she was many times 
bigger and heavier than I, she clutched my hand, spread it out flat, 
picked up a wooden slat half an inch thick, two inches wide and a 
yard long, brought it down with an explosive slap on my upturned 
hand. It hurt like - well - you know how it hurt. I didn’t yelp or cry, 
just looked at her calmly as a Viking should. She repeated the 
blows twice, then flung the slat down and went to her desk crying. 
I was told to go home. I went] I looked at my blistered swelling 
palm and tears came down my cheeks, not from pain but from 
shame for acting like a bad Yankee boy. That was an elementary 
school with two rooms at the edge of what we called the back 
woods. The building was nearly new, white painted and in winter it 
reminded me of Whittier's poem, "Still sits the school house by the 
road, not a ragged beggar sunning. Behind it still the sumac 
grows and blackberry vineB are running", I grew to love that 
building and to respect the teacher when I realized what a job she 
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had. ____o---- 

TOUGH GUYS. 

Some of the boys were full grown, sixteen to nineteen 
years old. They were toughies of the sort Dad had feared all 
Yankee boys were. Three of them later went to a different 
"School" within thick gray stone walls, iron gates, their rooms 
open front with iron bars, locked doors and armed guards as 
teachers of discipline. As boys in our elementary school, they 
were pleasant fellows at times, I even liked, two of them and felt 
sorry for them when they "graduated." to the great gray stone 
institution a few years later. But they were unpredictable, refused 
orders and instructions, shot spit balls, stamped their feet and 
defied the teacher. One tall blond six- footer defying the teacher, 
picked up the wooden slat and threatened to beat her. Another 
boy, a small kid sitting in the back seat dodged out the back way - 
ran around to the other room where the teacher was a tall strong 
red-head. He told her of the trouble in the other room. 

THE RED-HEAD FURY 

The red-head came quietly through a wood shed 
connecting the rear of the two rooms. In the shed she picked up a 
baseball bat, came quietly in, her red hair blazing out from the top 
and sides of her head. "Redhead" came up behind the toughy, she 
screeched like a banshee, the baseball bat rose and smashed 
down on his shoulder. A yell of pain and a groaning howl of 
"owoooohoo" from the big boy. He dropped his stick, smashed 
through the front door of the school room, and clutching his arm 
went pounding toward his home. Next day, sheepish looking he 
came quietly, took his seat and said to the teacher, "Pop said he 
would beat me to a jelly if I didn’t go back to school. I just had to!"
 _-__o---- 

GRIZZLY BEAR 

Then, shortly after the afternoon session began, a six and a 
half foot, broad- shouldered, raw-boned man in a wide brimmed 
black hat, came in and stood in the doorway looking at the 
teacher and children. I think we all shivered. Teacher got deathly 
pale and a stillness as still as a grave came over the school. It 
seemed as if we dared not even breathe. 

The apparition was "Grizzly Bear", black hair, black 
blazing eyes, a long pointed beard, black bristly hair from chin to 
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ears, red mouth, red tongue wagging from side to side as if licking 
his chops. He gave us all shivers with prickling scalp and hair 
rising. It was the Superintendent of the city schools, feared by all 
pupils and teachers. 

He casually walked over to the blond six foot boy, held up 
his right hand, - a dreadful sight, the middle finger just an inch 
long stump. He blew on the middle finger, the hand swooped 
down and came up with yesterday’s bad boy dangling from his 
coat collar. The boy nearly died with fright. A growl sounded from 
the human bear. He held the bad boy higher with his one hand and 
barked, “Go home, tell your father and older brothers if they send 
you here again, or if they want to come here and get the same 
treatment, they are welcome. But the treatment will be more 
severe. I’ll shake them till their backbone parts. Scat!" 

Then he turned to Jack and Frank and Piggy - "If you wish 
to remain pupils here, act as meek as spanked two year olds. If 
you don't study and obey all rules, look at this hand and magic 
finger and guess what will happen to you". He walked out, taking 
giant strides toward his office. A great sighing breath went 
through the room, - I think we all just held our breath and dared 
not move while "Grizzly Bear" was with us. 

DAD AND BOSSY-MOO WALK FIFTEEN MILES 
FROM DAWN TO DUSK 

In summer a neighboring farm boy did the chores for 
Farmer Martin as I had done. I was needed at home. We had a 
beautiful new cow that summer. In the spring Dad did some 
painting jobs for a farmer near where I had chored for Mr. Martin. 
When we expected Dad home on a Saturday, he didn’t come. But 
next day (Sunday) at hot mid-afternoon, weary and sweating and 
leading a fine Guernsey-looking cow, Dad showed up. He had 
started early in the morning and walked all of fifteen miles, leading 
that cow. While Dad rested, I took over, fussed about the cow, 
watered and lead her to a stall in the barn, bedded her down in 
straw, fed her and brushed up her golden hide. Mom’s cow feed 
formula was usually of boiled potato peel and other spare home 
grown vegetables, mixed with wheat bran and shorts from local 
mills - (Bran was not used those days for breakfast food, but often 
like sawdust, thrown away?. The mixture Mother made warm for 
the cow was semi-liquid and lightly seasoned with salt. The cows 
would lick their chops whenever I brought it in and lick for the last 
faint taste still in the bucket or on their lips, and they rewarded us 
with brimming buckets of foamy milk. We kids had all the milk we 
wanted to drink, cream for delicacies, and for butter and 
sometimes cheese. No kid in our family ever had a broken leg or 
arm - the lime in the milk supplied strength and resiliancy to our 
bones.  -----------------  --------- o  ----  ------  ---  
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DRIVING COWS PAST GHOSTS THRU GRAVEYARD DUSK 

That spring and summer, we had neighbors who had cows, 
and we clubbed together and rented a pasture on a farm on a hill 
beyond the large public cemetery covering 

two other hilltops. A valley with steep elopes runs through the 
cemetery between the two hills. On one side of the valley, the 
main road to the cemetery lead from a city street up a somewhat 
steep hill or grade to the gate of the pasture and to both halves of 
the cemetery. Boys of families owning cows would take turns 
gathering and driving the assembled cows up to the pasture in the 
morning and down from the pasture in the evening. The morning 
trek was usually pleasant, but the evening trek home sometimes 
made the hairs on ones neck bristle and prickle while going down 
that cemetery road on darkening evenings. We got stiff necks 
from twisting heads to watch the north and south cemeteries to 
see if any of the folks sleeping up there were up and around. We 
all admitted we thought we saw movements up there among 
tombstones - we could feel the goose-pimples breaking out - 
shivering. --  --------------------  o - - - - 

MI FIRST PHONE CALL - 
MR. BELL BARELY BEAT US TO IT. 

At the foot of the cemetery road just mentioned lived a fine 
old soldier named Humphrey, a recent widower. His son, Ben, was 
about my age then. Both father and son were fine folks, Ben, 
being admired greatly by me. One day while starting for home 
after a morning cow trek, Ben called me into the lot and took me 
into his father's work shop. There he picked up a baking powder 
can. It had no tin bottom but a sort of a thin vibrating diaphragm. A 
string was attached to the diaphragm. Ben told me to hold the 
open end to my ear, I did, and a voice sounded in my ear, saying, 
"Hello, can you hear me?". I was flabbergasted. Ben whispered to 
me, "Answer him". My hand shaking, I spoke into the open end, 
saying, "Yes, who are you"? "Ben's Dad", came the reply and from 
both Ben and the telephone can came laughter. Ben 

explained that his Dad was in the house with a can like the one I 
had spoken into. His Dad’s speaking diaphragm, the can, was 
attached to the same string on the can I spoke into. The string 
carried the words across between cans, but the speaking range 
was, under those simple phones limited to probably fifteen feet. 
That was my first phone call. This was about 1885, before regular 
phones had come into use, except for special use. The 
Humphreys left our town and I learned later in life that Ben had 
been living in Minneapolis. I often wondered what had become of 
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him. 
----o---- 

A DANGEROUS JOB 

When I was twelve years old a farmer stopped one day at 
my home in a city of a few thousand population in Minnesota. 
School vacation for the summer had Just begun and I was 
lonesome, for most of my friends had Jobs or attended summer 
school classes or had gone to the country to spend vacation with 
grandparents on farms. The farmer asked me to come and work 
for him as chore boy. I had worked in that capacity on another 
farm, loved the work and treatment given me there, so was eager 
to go again, I told him I would take the Job if he could get the 
consent of my parents. Mother questioned him about the work and 
treatment I would get, and reluctantly consented, packed a big 
bag of clothes, and off we started on the long sixteen mile drive by 
team and farm wagon, partly loaded with store purchases. Roads 
those days were mere wagon tracks, winding over hill and dale, 
deep with dust in dry weather, sometimes hub deep in mud in wet 
weather, seldom graded except close to towns. 

The team sensing they were headed home, traveled quite 
fast. We reached the farm at dusk, covered yellow with dust on 
clothes, brows and eyelashes. Hired hands came up and took 
charge of the team and wagon, and boss and I went to the house 
where we found the table ready and supper waiting for us to wash 
up and dust off which we did outside the kitchen. 

After the tasty and nourshing supper, the men gathered at 
the wagon shed to swap stories, jokes and show skill in tricks and 
exhibitionism. Since the boss had given me no orders I drifted 
thataway too hoping I could be near enough to hear their Jokes. 
They noticed me and invited me to come and "set"', glad to have a 
new listener. It made me feel bigger and more Important than ever 
before. 

Hans, a six footer, with bulging muscles but no excess fat, 
was saying he believed he could lift a half ton weight placed in the 
rear of the wagon box. The others scoffed, and he said he would 
show them. Ten grain sacks were filled with wheat, weighed and 
placed in the wagon box, Hans folded some empty sacks over his 
shoulders, crouched under the wagon box, slowly raised up, and 
up came the wagon box end until Hans was standing nearly 
straight except for a bend forward of neck and shoulders. He had 
made his boast good. 

A second man, whose name I never knew, due to go to 
another farm the next day, called hlm- a red headed roughneck, 
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but whose Irish Eyes Were Smiling, had seen some Dervishes do 
their spin dance, said he would try to show them the gyrations. He 
cleared off a hard spot of ground, stood in the middle balanced 
near tiptoe, extended his arms horizontally, swayed back and 
forth from side to side, then let go in a marvelous spin so fast I 
could not count the turns, ending on a single foot spin. He was 
really good and we applauded. 

The third man was nineteen year old 

Edie, but we called him Eddie. He said, "I have only a little trick 
you can all do if you watch close — and practice.1* He took a 2-
inch pin from the lapel of his coat. Placed the point half an inch 
back of and between the bones connectin with his first and 
second fingers of his left hand, worked it through the skin and into 
the flesh so that it stood upright on the back of his hand. Then with 
his right fist struck the pin and drove its head to the skin of his 
hand. Turning his hand we saw the pin sticking out of his palm 
nearly an inch. After getting a grasp on the head of the pin he 
pulled it out fast. A big red drop of blood hung from the palm 
where the pin had been. Examining his hand afterward we could 
find no indication of skin puncture either in palm or back of hand. 
Hans shook his head: "You can't get me to try that stunt." 

I, being just a newcommer and only a kid. was not expected 
to furnish any entertainment^ but fate or a lautergeist decreed 
otherwise. 

Just then the boss called me. I ran to where he was sitting 
on the door step. He explained that the field hands had been doing 
the chores but had forgotten to feed the hoga "From now on that 
will be a part of your job, and you can start now. The hog feed is in 
that big barrel near the kitchen door. Keep it covered except 
when dipping out buckets of feed. The large buckets standing 
near by are used to carry the feed to the hogs, in the barn yard 
with the high board fence you can see from here, as well as the 
gate with the bar across it. There are troughs in the yard for the 
hogs to feed from." "O.K, here I go to feed the hogs." I took one of 
the large buckets and dipped it in the soupy thick hog liquid, but 
found I could not lift it out. Boss said "Fill buckets only three 
quarters full and you can lift them and carry without spilling." I did 
start but found I had more to learn - how to carry the paila without 
getting my shins skinned. Trying various ways to prevent getting 
my legs flayed I found the burdens too heavy without resting 
occasionally, feeling I would need to increase the muscles of my 
arms (which I did in a few weeks time and practice). Finally got to 
the hog pens, set buckets down to one side, unbarred the gate 
and turned my back to pickup the pails of hog feed. Bending over 
to catch the bales, I found myself lifted off the ground by a 
monstrous Tamworth bacon hog who had become hungry and 
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was waiting for his feed when I opened the gate. He rushed at me 
to get the feed which he knew I was bringing. But he was too tall 
or my legs too short. At any rate he hit me while my legs were 
wide apart, but he was too tall and too fat and my feet lifted off the 
ground and away he ran squealing and frightened and me yelling 
for help, and as scared as the hog was. He carried me half ways to 
the house before he dropped me. And I went sprawling and rolling 
over the ground. I stood up dazed and saw the pig lying there 
gasping for breath. The squealing and yelling had attracted 
everyone on the place. And I looked up expecting to see the boss 
angry. 
But my glimpse of him showed him shaking like a mound of fresh 
jelly, with his hands over his face as if it hurt. Everyone else were 
guffawing and slapping each other like crazy. But it didn't seem 
funny to me. Remembering the open gate and feed standing there 
in buckets, I rushed back to the hog lot, poured out feed in the 
troughs and called the other hogs at the far end of the lot. Looking 
around I saw the old bucking bronco Tamworth coming 
staggering and wabbling like a drunk. I lured him to the lot with an 
empty bucket, and shut the gate, thankful I could breathe freely 
again. 

The next morning, my fingers and hands in painful cramps 
from milking eight or ten cows, never having done any milking 
before, I was helping Eddie hook up the team to a wagon rack, as 
they were to haul shocked corn from the field to the big barn 
where it would be stripped of the ears of corn on inclement days 
when outside work could not be done. Looking at Eddie’s face I 
noticed a great white scar running from mouth to ear on the left 
side of his face, and asked “How come?" He said the boss had 
told him not to talk about it, but if asked he was to say it was the 
result of an accident. But he said: “You ought to be told. There is a 
big red bull in the herd of cattle in the barn lot, and this animal is 
vicious. It is dangerous for anyone to go into the lot where the bull 
is unless they carry a pitchfork. Last spring I had to go through 
the lot but forgot to take a pitchfork. Suddenly the bull jumped at 
me and his horn struck me in the mouth while I was trying to scare 
him away. His horn ripped my cheek as you can see. I was quick 
on my feet and dodged around some cows, climbed the fence and 
dropped over with face dripping blood just as the boss came a- 
long. He was frightened and immediately took me in a surrey to a 
doctor who cleaned and dressed the cheek and sewed it up. It is 
about all right now except I usually take care that the right side of 
my face is turned toward folks who look at me." 

I was alarmed, and felt a mistrust of the boss as he had 
told me nothing at all about the mad bull. But, being forwarned I 
also wanted to be armed and prepared. Knowing the animal's fear 
of the pitchfork, I hunted a- round until I found a discarded fork 
handle, sawed off the short bent end, drove a big galvanized spike 
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into the sawed end of the pole, cut off the head of the spike and 
filed down the end of the two-inch part of spike protruding, to a 
sharp point. To test its worth I carried it into the barn lot where 
the cattle were and walked toward the bull. He began bellowing 
and pawing the ground and started towards me. I held out my 
prod pole and the
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bull switched ends and headed for the far end of the lot. I took the 
cattle out to the grazing fields and all that summer I carried the 
prod pole, and the bull always chose the far side of the herd and 
was apparently as meek as a lamb. 

Fall weather came on but it was pleasant. I should have 
been taken home to town and started at school again, but boss 
begged me to stay while the weather remained nice. Finally came 
a day when a half holiday was declared. A popular young couple 
were to be wed, followed by a community picnic and dance in the 
little brown school house at night. The wedding was set for two 
P.M. and all farmers would work till noon to try and finish up field 
work. Our gang was to haul in the shocked corn to the barn. The 
finishing job was over a rise of ground in the corn field that part 
not being visible from the grazing ground. Towards noon I went 
over the farm dividing strip to talk to a neighbor boy who was 
plowing with a four horse team and a gang plow. After a short time 
the boy looked at his watch and said "Time to go home." He 
unhitched his team and rode off, while I went to get the cattle 
started toward their lot. The cows seemed reluctant to go, and 
acted uneasy. 
Soon I noticed the bull started pawing the ground and bellowing. 
Then like a blow I realized I had forgotten, in the excitement of 
holiday plans, that I had not taken my prod pole along. I looked for 
sticks and stones, tried to break off clods of dried mud as hard as 
rock, but could find no weapons to use for defense. The shepherd 
dog on the place had heretofore remained with me and had 
helped drive the cattle home. This time when I called for him to 
start the herd homeward I saw the dog streaking homeward by 
himself. He did not even look back when I called, I got panicky. 
The men in the field could not see me, or the herd from where they 
were. The women at the house could see the herd but would 
suspect no trouble. My summer long companion in herding the 
cattle had deserted me. I was alone without help. My time had 
come. I looked around for a last look. The sun was bright and high 
in the sky. The air had become mild but with a refreshing breeze. I 
remembered my mother’s prayer, for, no earthly help was near: 
"Lord, I surrender to Thee, Thy will be done." This was a mental 
prayer, not a loud cry. Suddenly I felt no fear. I heard no voice, but 
in my mind words seemed to form: "Do not run. Walk slowly 
backward, facing the animal." I obeyed. The bull was coming 
towards me, gaining slowly. "If he Jumps or rushes at you, stand 
still. Then lie down straight and stiff on the line of his advance." 
The bull didn't rush but came near and I did as bidden, He came 
up to me sniffing as if puzzled, poked around with his horns, from 
then on my actions were automatic. I didn't think or wonder or 
fight: Just took hold of his horns, instead of trying to hold his 
horns off, I Just used them to help me shift my body so that when 
the animal preed down with his head my body was between the 
horns, and the ground was so hard the horns could not penetrate. 
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In leaving he tore off part of my shirt and Jacket. He walked off a 
short distance and stood blowing and looking my way, so I did not 
move. He came up to me several times, poking around with his 
horns tore off some more of my clothing each time. I was bruised 
and bleeding from scratches and abrasions, but felt no pain. The 
morning had been cold and frosty, so I had dressed heavily: two 
pair of Jean pants, heavy shirt, Jacket and overcoat with leather 
boots, these latter disappeared early in the bull wrestling and no 
trace of them was ever found. The bull came at me a few times 
more, sniffing, poking a- round with his horns, even rolling me 
over, but I automatically obeyed "instructions" and assumed rigid 
position. Another odd thing the bull did was to carefully place his 
feet a- longslde, not on, my body. If his sharp hoofs
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had dug into my body it would have finished me« But he did what 
he could with his horns, so that I was stripped of my clothes, 
except for the waist bands of my pants and my leather belt. He 
came at me a last time, got his horns pointed at my body, but he 
was slow so I reached up as the horns came down and moved my 
body, using his horns to help me shift my body. Then he moved his 
head upward over my body, holding his horns one on either side 
and finally reached the pants waist bands and the leather belt. 
This time his horns caught under the belt and bands. He stopped 
momentarllly, moved forward gathering speed and strength, gave 
a terrific snort and tremendous jerk and hoisted me so fast I shot 
up in the air, turned a summersault and came down astride of the 
bulls neck, facing forward with legs on either side his back and 
almost seated on his shoulders. Without a thought I grabbed his 
horns and held on tight. He tried to shake me off, but seemed 
weary and breathing hard, legs somewhat spraddled. 

During all this time, probably half an hour, I had never been 
bumped hard enough to lose consciousness. My own efforts were 
automatic. In the last desperate try by the bull, he had gouged my 
left thigh to the bone, and ripped a four Inch long gash in the 
"valley" between my left thigh and the extreme bottom of my 
abdomen. 

Meanwhile the bull was resting to recover his strength, he 
tried to shake me off, but I held on. While he was comparatively 
quiet I had a chance to look around to see if help by mortal hands 
was in sight. 

I saw the women urging the dog to go for the cows, but he 
Just barked. This seemed to give them an idea, the two older girls 
started running. I watched them pass the barn yard, cross a low 
swale, enter the corn field stubble, fall and rise and repeat and 
run until they disappeared behind the ridge where the 

men were working. The screaming girls pointed in the direction 
of the grazing grounds, and the men quickly understood, Hans the 
strong man stripped the harness from a horse, picked up a 
pitchfork, mounted and jabbed his heels into the flanks of the 
horse and man and horse were skimming over the ridge and stub-
ble, I saw horse saw the rider coming and relaxed so that I nearly 
fell off the bull’s neck. Soon Hans came close, drove fork in the 
rump of the bull who seemed to wake up, made a tremendous leap 
that shot me off his neck and he headed for the far fields, Hans fol-
lowing him. 

That fall nearly Jolted me into unconsciousness, but the 
urge to get away from the cattle gave me strength enough to 
crawl on hands, knees and belly to the pasture fence a hundred 
yards away. There I passed out. 
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Recovering consciousness I found I was being carried on 
an improvised stretcher. At the house the boss picked me up and 
carried me to the bath tub, half filled with warm water and let me 
soak so as to dissolve the dried dirt and blood that covered nearly 
every inch of my body. They told me it took three changes of water 
before they could get me clean enough to rub ointments into the 
cuts and deep scratches and tie on bandages over most of my 
body. I went to sleep from exhaustion before my bathing was 
done. 

Considering the time consumed by the dog running home 
and getting noticed, the time the girls lost in realizing the cause of 
the dog’s presence as out of character, their race across the 
fields to notify the men, and the time it took to take the horse, 
pitchfork and ride to the rescue, fully a half hour was the bull 
working over me, ripping all clothes off my body leaving only a 
thin fringe around the neck, yet examination showed only two 
gashes previously mentioned, but no large muscles torn, no large 
blood vessles ruptured, no bones broken, but entire body covered 
with scratches, skin abrasions, and bruises. I recovered strength 
enough to be up and about within two weeks. Cleaning my hair 
matted with dried blood and dirt took daily washings for many 
days. 

My survival of the mauling I got from the bull, I credit to HIM 
to whom I surrendered completely when I realized my 
helplessness and danger. 

This is a true story in every particular. It is difficult to tell so 
that readers will believe. But it was even more wonderful in the 
action than in telling, for during the whole encounter with the bull I 
felt no pain from being bruised and partially flayed, or gashed. 
The only feeling I remember is that of the icy cold of the horns as 
they glided alongside of my body. 

My boss farmer, though wealthy and owning two farms, 
was a tightwad. My only reward for the summer's work was a 
cheap overcoat he gave my folks for me, and no pay for labor or 
clothes the bull had destroyed. I had overstayed the time at the 
farm on his request, and in addition to weakness following partial 
recovery I lost a whole semester of school. I lost all my old 
classmates. They had attended and gone on to higher grades. I 
thought I could catch up with them but under the conditions I 
found it impossible and it changed my whole life. 

When I was thirteen, looking young and small, I applied for 
a job at the printing office. One strawboss, called Ed, grinned, 
patted my shoulder and said: - "Too small! Walt till you get tall and 
strong, then come back!" I did - waited three years until I shot up 
like a beanpole, looked tough, got the job — the glorious job of 
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"printer's devil" - 

most of the time black as a Texas darkey from printers ink. 
Oddly at this print shop I met a typesetter who claimed descent 
from the great English William Shakespeare. His diversion 
appeared to be the same as the play character "Falstaff" - liquor. 
He had a young teen-aged brother who wore his hair long, 
dressed like a character from a Dickens story, spouted 
Skakesperlan play parts and finally went to Chicago to become an 
actor and I never heard from him again. His name was actually 
William Shakespeare. 

A preacher’s son tried reporting for the Daily Republican - 
my print shop - he quit because he was not permitted to write the 
lurid "yellow-journalism" style then popular in Chicago. He 
became a hot sports writer after an apprenticeship in Chicago 
police courts. 

My first vote was cast for William McKinley. Grover 
Cleveland and Teddy Roosevelt both stopped at Red Wing and 
spoke from our platform. 

While acquiring the book-knowledge of early grades in the 
old South-end two room school, and, much faster learning 
American ways on the playgrounds and play-gangs, I became so 
Americanized as to ask Dad to apply for American Citizenship so 
we could all be listed as legalized Americans and to take part in 
elections. He regarded me with some surprise, discussed the idea 
with Mom and next day signed citizenship application at the Court 
House. Thia was when I was 14 years old. Five years later, we 
passed all tests and became officially Americans. I’m sure I 
strutted some as some native boys there said, "Aw we were born 
Americans". I answered, "Yeah, but our family chose to become 
Americans of our own free willI" 

One thing favored me. I learned to read
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quickly. Newspapers, magazines, books of all kinds, even dime 
novels, all became grist for an insatiable appetite for reading 
matter. Once when quarantined at home with mumps, I found a 
tiny print copy of Shakespeare and devoured it. I had heard he 
was a great author. Some of his plays I liked; others, the women 
characters of King Henry's court used coarse language we were 
forbidden to even think. The mumps cured me of such books. 

I BECOME A PRINTER'S DEVIL 

In 1892 began an era of depression, "hard times". That 
October, America celebrated the four hundredth anniversary of 
Columbus' discovery of America. Business houses closed for the 
local celebration in Red Wing. There was a long parade, and all 
the school children were in the parade. That celebration marked 
the end of my formal schooling. The title of my job was "printer's 
devil", and much of the time I looked like the devil, as I was 
obliged to clean presses, wash the great rollers that carried the 
ink from the fount to the type. In those days, hours were long and 
wages short. The regular printers hours were from seven in the 
morning to six in the evening, but I had to get down to work at six 
in the morning and rarely got home till eight in the evening. 

I had five stoves on three floors to lay with paper, kindling 
and coal to make red hot stoves to warm up the rooms so the 
printers and office force could work without half frozen hands. My 
wages were the princely sum of $3.00 per week and by long hours 
and diligent work, it was increased to $4.00 per week the third 
year. 

I note by recent story our elder statesman and presidential 
adviser, Baruch, that he also started work at $3.00 per week, but 
that is as far as the similarity of our lives went. He got his Job in a 
"Wall Street office" and by using his ears and picking up 
information he heard his bosses discuss in the privacy of their 
office, Baruch used these business deal tips he heard and adding 
two and two, he ran it up to a million bucks before he reached 
voting age. All the tips I got was how to wash type forms with a lye 
solution and myself with kerosene, causing the type to become 
shiny of face and me to become a reasonably white person, tho 
sometimes in spite of trying to be clean, I succeeded better at half 
and half - part white and part still black! I also learned to set type 
and run presses. Dally I pushed some thousand white sheets of 
paper of newspaper size into the teeth of an old Babcock flat bed 
press. The paper was held by the gripping teeth or clamps to the 
cylinder of the press which kept rolling around in one direction to 
meet the flat bed carrying the type. This bed was driven back and 
forth by a universal Joint and both bed and cylinder were so 
syncronlzed that they met together at an exact point in the 
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rotation and so the paper met the type and was filled with printed 
figures and words producing statistics, news and scandals. In the 
winter, the press-room atmosphere ( in spite of a red hot stove - a 
stove that once when I leaned down to Increase the fire draft 
draft, belched out a sheet of fire and burned off my eyebrows and 
all the hair below my hat brim) was so dry and cold that the paper 
going through the press was charged with static electricity and 
when released by the press, instead of settling on the table where 
it should be, it went sailing on some electric impulse across the 
room. Warm steam directed against the paper and press would 
sometimes release the static electricity so the paper would settle 
on the table. 

After years with the printing office, I was asked by the 
boss to become a reporter. I
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tried the job - the writing was easy, but calling on people and 
asking for news and poking into their affairs in order to find 
something printable was exceedingly distasteful to me, so one day 
I met a guy who advised me to go to Texas. I had long wanted to 
see Texas, so I told the Boss I wanted to take a week off. I had 
worked at the newspaper office sixteen years and had had only 
one two-weeks vacation in all that time. He granted my request 
and I went to Texas to look around. I got back to Red Wing just 
before the voting polls closed and voted for William Taft who was 
running for President- I voted for him because Teddy Roosevelt 
had backed him. We both regretted it - instead of showing his 
appreciation of Teddy, he turned on him and became his enemy. 
Taft, it seems, got the swelled head and like others, he dropped 
many of his friends. 

I had an opportunity to get on with a company in Texas, so 
when I saw my newspaper boss again, I gave him two weeks 
notice of leaving. I left Minnesota on a Thanksgiving day, 1909, by 
Santa Fe train. It was snowing in Minneapolis, raining in St. Louis, 
clear and sunny but cool in Texas. I have been there until 1958 
when for family reasons, I came to Michigan. 

I have mentioned elsewhere that I have children and 
grandchildren of whom I am almost overbearingly proud, and 
sometimes it appears they have some regard for me too. But, to 
have children, it is customary or at least good form to have a wife. 
There were plenty of lovely girls in Red Wing, but the magnetic 
attraction was missing. Fate was busy - I sometimes thought too 
busy. One day a young lady appeared in the doorway of a 
neighbor's house. I stopped to welcome her to Texas, and to greet 
her parents. She had been a school teacher at Spokane, Wash-
ington, and came here to help care for her father who was ill. 
Naturally we met often and by Fall, we were engaged. She wished 
to go 

north to visit her sister at Duluth and finally, the wedding day was 
set. I had to go all the way to Duluth from the Gulf of Mexico to 
olaim my bride. The closer to Duluth I got, the more nervous I 
became. I had been a free bachelor so long it seemed my freedom 
was at stake. On the way north, I stopped to see my folks at Red 
Wing precisely the day the King and Queen of Sweden were to 
spend the day there. The local top man was in charge of parades 
and ceremonies. He spied me - practically a stranger there, 
having been away for fourteen years, yet he asked me to act as 
one of the guards for the Kingly couple. During the speech of 
welcome, a short gangster-looking fellow forced his way through 
the guard. I tried to stop him. He acted angry but explained that he 
had been assigned by the Pioneer Press of St. Paul to interview, 
and get pictures of the King and Queen and notables. He carried 
his large news camera and credentials, so I let him through. He 
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was a specimen of the news and camera men of those days - 
roughly dressed, sneering, glaring face, and talked like an 
underworld character. This tough appearance those days helped 
him force his way in - being instructed by his boss to cover his 
assignment satisfactorily or "else!" His kind was one of the 
reasons I quit reporting years before, for the local paper. Thinking 
over the many incidents in my life, it appears as if I were tagged 
"it" regardless of personal feelings. 

Remembering my real reason for being so far from Texas, 
the next day I continued on the way to my wedding, meeting the 
bride's relatives, friends, etc. All arrangements went along 
smoothly. The preacher had been chosen by phone on the 
recommendation of someone. All was ready and I was scared and 
nervous. The bride and her maids were outwardly calm and 
sweet. I must explain that I was getting quite deaf and months 
before had written my fiance about it and asked her to "ditch" me 
as the Doctor had said to me that the hearing loss would become 
total. She refused to do any "ditching". Just before the ceremony, 
it was agreed that the minister, a Episcopalian with a method, was 
to give me the sign when to say "I do". The droning began - I 
thought it was taking too long - caught a glimpse from the 
preacher so I said loudly "I do". Everyone looked astonished and I 
never did find out what the minister had said when I answered. A 
lovely bridesmaid came over and kissed me and said she would 
prompt me at the proper time. Shortly thereafter she whispered in 
my ear, "I do". I looked surprised and a bit schocked and asked-
"XOU do?" It turned out rather shocking to everyone. No one 
explained to me. The preacher, red faced, came to me with 
outstretched hand. I was ready. Our hands clasped and a double 
XX vanished in his palm. He sure was adept at "palming"! He 
hurried out the door - his face still red but he was grinning. The 
guests seemed to think I was safely tied at last in the "holy" bonds 
of matrimony. -___o---- 

HISTORIOAL 

Bible history tells of Noah's three first sons:- Shem, Ham 
and Japheth. After the deluge, they gathered their tribes together. 
Ham, who had incurred Noah's wrath for misconduct, took his 
tribe to Africa. Shem and his followers went East into Asia. 
Japheth and his tribe headed west. A descendant, Nimrod, a 
mighty hunter, founded Babylon - other descendants continued 
into Europe. Noah, who lived to be 950 years old must have had a 
numerous family as did his first sons. Thus members or groups 
could have spread all over the three continents, covering 
thousands of years. During these hundreds of centuries, large 
groups settled and prospered in the western new lands. The 
climate, environment and mode of living altered. As they settled 
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into communities in far scattered places and lost contact with 
other groups, their language changed during centuries and their 
dialects. Some became Slavs, Czecks, Poles, Russians, and some 
mixed with natives of the Mediterranean lands and became Turks, 
Greeks and Latins. The Teutons or Teutonic split up and became 
Austrians, Germans, Scandinavians and Anglicans. 

THE LEGEND OF YNGLING OF 
FIVE THOUSAND YEARS AGO 

A very old legend in Norway is that a leader of the tribes 
descending from Noah's tribes western trek bore the unusual 
name of Yngling and had arrived with hlB followers some five 
thousand years ago. His name sounded oriental. He was not 
Mongolian but probably was of light colored and more advanced 
than other tribes who had made an earlier trek west. He was 
more peaceful than Genghis Kahn and his Mongols. At least the 
name and legend of Yngling remains In some forgotten sagas. 
No trace of Asiatic features can be found on Scandinavian 
people, but they are often seen In the faces of Russians who are 
neighbors of the Scandies across the Baltic Sea. -   - o - - 
- - 

ANCIENT PAGODA-LIKE 
EARLIEST CHURCHES OF NORWAY 

There is, however, another thing that recalls China. This 
is the shape of the earliest churches built in Norway in the 12th 
to the 14th centuries. There are still a few standing intact and 
these are cared for by the government as museums. These 
churches are real church-meeting halls on the ground floor. It is 
the many roofs (three, four, or five, one above the other In 
diminishing size), the design of the roofs and the wide 
overhanging eves that faintly recalls the many roofed pagodas of 
China. 

When the ancestors of the Norsemen reached the Atlantic, 
they were stopped temporarily. Restless and adventurous, they 
made boats to float on the water, to cross fjords and seas, to 
reach islands, to use them to catch fish for additional food and for 
trade. Their horizons widened and to go farther and farther, their 
boats grew larger and grew wings or sails. They found other 
peoples and ports. The serious traded for things they needed - the 
reckless raided for things they wanted. They over-ran England 
and France, saw the culture of Greeks and Egyptians and later of 
Rome, brought home to their land loot of beauty and value and 
stories of learning, of scrolls of writing and of hand printed books. 
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An early small king with far seeing wisdom, drew other chieftains 
to him for power and security. He became the first great king of 
United Thule, most of the north half of Norway. He sent word to all 
Norway for far-roving Vikings to visit him and tell of things, places 
and peoples they had visited. 

This was Olaf Triayvgoason, later to be called Saint Olaf. 
Learning of the spread of a new religion, which seemed to change 
and advance people, he outfitted his son, the Crown Prince 
Valient, with the finest of ships and sent him in search of wisdom 
and knowledge to Rome and to Greece. There, the Prince and 
followers studied under Monks, Priests, and others whom they 
found were trying to help, not enslave, the common people. They 
brought home books, scrolls of writings and leaders of the new 
religion called Christianity. 

All this King Olaf and his wise men studied and proclaimed 
that this Christianity become the religion of Norway. Men of good 
repute, willing to learn and teach and preach and practice were 
sought, instructed and sent out as evangelists and teachers. 
Thus, the king, now called Saint Olaf, introduced Christianity in 
Norway as early as 1100 A.D. 

Some of the first churches built in Norway as early as the 
year 1200 are still standing and are under the protection and care 
of the government. These were built of a lasting quality of timber. 
In their roof structure, they are reminiscent of oriental pagodas. 
The main church room is commodious, seating as many 
worshippers as modern churches. One or two are called 
cathedrals. The roofs curve upwards from wide over-hanging 
eves towards a narrow central point. The curved roofs and 
projecting eves with other roofs above in receding sizes is what 
gives the viewer a sense of similarity of design to pagoda roofs 
but not in any way like the central structure of pagodas. 

Modern Norse churches are much like American churches. 
Lutheran protestantism is the main religion. Another king of 
Norway, called Harold the Fair-haired, completed u- nitlng all the 
earls of Norway into one kingdom « --- - o — — — — 

ANCIENT RELIGIOUS BELIEFS 

The ancient Pagan religion of Norway was the veneration 
of Odin, the father, creator, benevolent, strict and austere. Thor, 
the War-god, was the rollicking, easily angered, powerful being, 
whose furious riding over the mountain peaks produced lightning 
flashes and thunder when the great wheels of his chariot struck 
the peaks. People hid when his chariot seemed too near by. 
Another god, not much admired, was Loki, a trouble maker. And 
there was Fria, a beautiful female goddess, whom Loki tried to 
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catch but never could. Thor, the war god, after whom I was named 
"Tor", was my favorite before I was taught the catechism.
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An ancient pagan custom still survives. It was the mid-
summer night celebration when it was believed that fairies, elves, 
trolls, sprites and all invisible beings gathered on the mountain 
meadows to dance and frolic in the pale glow of the midnight sun. 
In order to appease them, the people prepared special delicacies, 
foods and mild drinks and burned great fires of materials 
collected for weeks near the mountain tops to erase the long dark 
shadows cast by the sun circling low, adding more light and cheer 
to the weird scenes. As all Vikings were seafarers and had boats, 
there was plenty of pitch, tar and whale oils available and these 
added to the fires made tremendous blazes that could be seen at 
long distances. Nearly every mountain peak shone bright and the 
effect was Impressive. We all loved this celebration for its cheer 
and good will to all - the known and the unknown. The idea or 
reason for this celebration was slowly changing; like many other 
of the more attractive pagan rites, it was being transformed into 
Christian rites. Thus, the mid-summer night celebration became 
St. John's day or Sant Hansdag, a sort of thanksgiving feast of 
appreciation of the bounties and blessings of the Christian God. 

In the 1870's, folks had little time for frivolity. Naturally, 
there were Civil and church holidays, and these were fully 
enjoyed, but they did not need to be bored with nothing to keep 
them busy. For Instance, they had flocks of sheep and from them, 
sheared wool. This was washed and dried, then carded or 
combed between two 6 x 10 inch boards studded with brads. 

A handfull of loose clean wool was placed between these 
combs on the teeth side. The combs were worked back and forth 
shredding the wool apart until loosely and easily separated into 
strands. Next, it went to the spinning wheel and spun into yarn. 
The wheel was operated by a treadle. The wool was then wound 
into balls and from there, knitted into socks or other knitted wear. 
Much of the wool was woven into cloth and the cloth cut and sewn 
into garments. All the work was supervised and contrived by Mom 
and the older girls of the family. Even I, at four years, helped with 
the carding or combing. Mom made a pair of trousers for Dad from 
homespun cloth. When Dad tried them on and walked about, I 
admired them so much that I begged Mom to make me a pair. She 
did, and those were the first pants I ever wore. I can’t remember a 
thing in the way of clothing worn by me before that. No doubt I had 
some form of shirts and panties to cover my nakedness, for it 
wasn’t considered proper for boys to run around in their birthday 
suits, as is done in some countries. Besides the above activities 
and usual housework, women helped the men cut and stack peat 
at the peat bogs. When dry, the peat was hauled home to be chief 
fuel for cooking and heating. 

Curing and seasoning meats such as pork, mutton, beef, 
fish, etc. was usually the task of the women. Coffee berries were 
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bought green, roasted and ground by a coffee grinder. Roasting 
was women’s work; grinding coffee was the boy's work. I never 
tasted better coffee than we had there. We continued buying 
green coffee berries as long as we could get them after coming to 
America. When I consider the work Mom had to do to feed and 
clothe a family of ten (there were two additions after coming to 
America), now comprising of Pop and Mom, four boys and four 
girls; and compared with present housekeeping, it seems a 
miracle Mom could accomplish so much. The modern women rush 
in and enumerate their activities that use up all their time - an 
analysis would show that more of their time is made up of 
appointments, parties, clubs and other self chosen “work", to kill 
time and prevent boredom than for any 
real need 

BLOOD LETTING 

One practice by physicians in the 1870’s horrified me. It 
was cupping or bloodletting to ease pains. This practice dated 
from and before the time when "Knighthood was in flower"! Such 
Knights went about on richly caparisoned horses seeking other 
knights to fight and conquer and increase their fighting prestige. 
Treated with respect, housed and well fed, they became arrogant, 
abusive wastrels with high blood pressure, and so had to fight, get 
wounded, losing blood or having it drained by cupping by the use 
of a small horn that, under manipulation, became a suction cup 
and drew blood when placed on the skin of the face or body 
previously punctured. 

Mom had at one time severe headaches that local doctors 
relieved by cupping. Those cups, on her forehead and temples 
were horrible to see with blood trickling down. A few years later, 
cupping was forbidden except under personal direction of an 
educated physician. Now Yank, don't get uppity! Cupping was 
practiced in America as late as the early eighties. I know because 
I saw an American doctor start cupping Mom when she was ill. 
We, the eight kids, got angry, got the Doc to remove the cups and 
bade him get out. Out he got! And never returned. We Inquired 
around for a reliable doctor and found one who had recently 
arrived from the University of Oslo. He came, gave Mom a 
sedative and ordered her to rest in bed at least three days. That 
cured her. She Just couldn't stay useless in bed more than two 
days, got up and dressed in Sunday dress, hummed happily at her 
household tasks. 

---_o---- 

INDIAN CEREMONIAL ROCK 

On a high hill south east of a city on the Mississippi river is 
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the town's public cemetery. A northerly shoulder of the cemetery 
hill is or was a strange looking reddish scarred, and weathered 
rock jutting out from a gentle slope. This rock was said to have 
been used by Indians before the coming of the white man, as an 
altar or sacrificial rock. Here Indian boys nearing manhood age 
were in- iated under weird ceremonies, often bloody, into Indian 
secret societies. This ceremony, I was told, took place after a long 
fast in a lonely spot far away from the village. During the fast, he 
was expected to have visions and dreams. These would Influence 
his future Ufa 

HUNT THE GRAY 

One moonlight night, two groups of white boys, including 
this ex-viking, were playing a game called "Hunt the Gray". One 
group represented the hunted wolf, the other group • were the 
dogs chasing the wolf. The dog group's leader would call after 
giving the wolves a good start — "Dog's call. Holler! Holler!, or the 
dogs won't foiler!" The wolf group leader would call, "Hunt the 
gray", but in making the call as loud as possible, he was permitted 
to place his voice close to a tree or rock to diffuse the sound so 
the "dogs" had difficulty in hearing where the wolf call came from. 

This night the moon was bright but low, and the shadows 
cast by tombstones seemed to move, for crossing some cemetery 
or spooky place was to prove courage, when shadows looked like 
dancing ghosts. Both groups must come through the grave yard 
separately, still signaling each other. Now the wolves descended 
the hill away from the cemetery and without thought about it, 
waited near the Indian sacrificial stone. Here a strange thing 
happened that frightened the boys more than the dancing 
tombstones. The boys were running, their feet slapping down 
hard on the packed ground. Booming sounds like drums came 
from beneath their feet, as if the ground were hollow. The boys 
stood still to listen, then the leader who had been standing on the 
rock called "I’m tired. I'm going home." He jumped from the rock 
to the ground. The great drum boomed again. There was a sudden 
silence and then both groups now on hand yelled and pelted for 
home. 

The next Saturday, bright and sunny, five of us boys, three 
of the wolf group and two of the dog group, after discussing the 
hollow booming sound, took shovels and pick-axes and went up 
there to see what we could see. We dug down making a pit about 
six feet deep and 4 x 5' wide. When we got down to six feet, we 
found it difficult to scramble out. Three boys got out to rest while I 
and another named George stayed to dig again. Picking up the 
pick-axe, I banged it on the bottom of the pit. The wardrum 
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boomed. I said, jokingly, that it sounded as if it was hollow 
underneath and we might drop through. George shouted, "Hey, 
you guys, help me out quick - no more digging for me, I'm leaving." 
"Say, you gonna leave Tor down there?" This was from Jack 
Malloy (bless the Irish). This time it was no joke, when I realized I 
might have been left down in the pit alone, unable to scramble out, 
for I couldn't reach the top edge. I took up my tools and went 
home too. One night I woke up thinking about the pit and it scared 
me to think some boy might fall in accidentally, so the next day I 
took a shovel and went up to the pit and filled it in. George lived 
across the street, but when asked to go along and help, he 
refused. Years later, when I asked a civil engineer about the 
hollow sounding ground, he said there were some sand, clay 
formations that would produce such sounds. It is odd when one 
thinks of the labor a boy will enjoy when it is play. In the "hare and 
hounds" game we played, we often covered miles over hills and 
dales and woodlands in the moonlight, coming home happy, tho 
heated by the exercise with never a scratch or an accident to mar 
our Joy. 

While recording incidents of my boyhood and youth, 
together with ancient legends, tales, minstrel ballads, beliefs, 
superstitions, and dreams, I have happily re-lived them. All are 
true as to incidents in my Ufa All are clear in my memory as if 
they happened recently. The same is true of tales and legends. I 
still seem to hear my Mother singing the centuries-old ballad of 
Sinclair and his disastrous adventure and invasion of Norway, 
as Mom had heard the troubadors give the story in song. Folks 
will say it is impossible that anyone of the ages of three and five 
can recollect so much and so clearly. But I loved it all and was 
Impressed so deeply that the pictures and tales have always 
been vivid in my memory. Much has been left untold, lest it 
become boring or unbelievable. 

TIME AND FAMILY 

Now at the age of eighty-four, I have become aware that I 
am the last of the Norse- born Kolbergs, although the American 
branches are increasing in mumbers like the tribes of old. Dad, 
being the oldest, 78, of our family, was the first to leave for 
Valhala. Sister Serene departed next at the age of 78. Lolla at 
84 was found one morning in final sleep with a smile on her 
face. Tom, at eighty, passed on in far-away California. "Nolly" 
dropped off at 78. Big Brother felt too lonesome when his 
American born wife passed on and no longer found life 
interesting and peacefully gave up the struggle at the age of
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92. Mom, who raised a lively family of eight, worked hard all her 
life, yet could find time to be happy singing Norse songs, lived to 
be 94. The last two years she was blinded by cataracts. Just 
before passing away, she suddenly smiled, as if with joy, tried to 
stretch out her hands and happily called softly, “Ole, Ole", her 
name for Dad. Did they meet again on a lovelier shore? My two 
America- born sisters are still in good health and happily busy. 
Now all Norseborn, but Alf who rests in California, are resting 
peacefully in that well-tended hilltop cemetery where, in youth I 
braved imagined terrors while driving our cattle at dust down the 
cemetery road. 

Big Brother left three sons and numerous grandchildren 
and great grandchildren, all of whom are purely American in spirit 
and busy in good works. 

The last two years of her life, Mom loved to have the pastor 
of her church call and read to her from the Bible, since she could 
no longer read because of near total blindness. One day she sang 
softly to him an ancient Norse church hymn. The pastor was so 
moved by its message that he asked if she would give him a copy 
of the song. She knew it was printed in a Norse song book and 
called Lolla to find it. The pastor asked to take the book with him 
to his study so he could translate the words into English. He did, 
and at Mom's funeral, he read the translation. The English 
translation of this song follows-
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WHEN WE ARE GONE 
(English translation of an old Norwegian song) just think, when 

once all earthly mists have Vanished 

And Heaven's light hath all things clarified. When that great light 
hath every darkness Banished 
And in it we forever shall abide. 

Just think when once enigmas shall not vex us, When answers to 
our "whys" are right at hand, And nothing shall at any time perplex 
us When then the Lord's way we shall understand. 

Just think when once our longing here is ended, All wounds are 
healed and pain shall be no more When wants and ills that have 
this life attende And sorrows, tears and heartaches, too, are O'er. 

Oh Jesusl Waken Thou this thought whenever Our pathway here 
seems weary, steep and long, Then shall we, till our earth-bound 
ties Dissever 
Repress our tears and praise Thy name in song.
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FAMOUS MEN WHO VISITED 
AND LECTURED IN RED WING 

Among the great and near great who honored Red Wing 
with their presence and speeches and lectures were President 
Grover Cleveland and Teddy Roosevelt, also presidential 
candidate William Jennings Bryan whose political speech "Cross 
of gold and Crown of Thorns" and his great lecture on "The Prince 
of Peace"; and there was our own local hero, Col. Wm. Colville 
who at the head of his second Minnesota regiment at Gettysburg 
was chiefly responsible for turning back Pickett’s desperate 
charge. Col. Colville, a giant six foot six carried off so many rebel 
bullets in his body that I heard it said he still had a pound of rebel 
lead in his body until his death some forty years later. He walked 
with a sidewise swing, leaning on his heavy cane as he dragged 
his limping feet forward. A large city park, recreation ground, 
swimming pool, public river beach and picnic grounds, are named 
for him. 

Grover Cleveland I at first disliked, but I learned to admire 
him above all at his time as President. He was a man of great 
courage. When England, at the height of world power, threatened 
Venezuela with armed punishment, Cleveland Invoked the Monroe 
Doctrine involving a pledge to keep any foreign power from invad-
ing or warring on any countries in the Western hemisphere. 
England backed down and its navy returned home. This was a 
matter of public courage. Later Cleveland showed personal cour-
age. An Infection in the roof of his mouth was pronounced by 
physicians to be cancer. Cleveland forbade any public mention of 
it, consented to an operation which was performed secretly on a 
week end trip on the President's ship. The operation was 
successful, but no word of this ailment and operation leaked out 
to the public until years later. 

During my early days in Red Wing some of the original 
settlers at the then Indian village were still living there; among 
those was the Reverend John Hancock, who first preached and 
ministered to the Indians and later to the white settlers,- Captain 
David Hancock of Civil War fame, Dr. W. W. Sweeny who came in 
1851, and M.B. Lewis, a missionary, whose daughter became 
Instructor in mathematics and astronomy at Carlton College, 
Northfield, and later was called Professor and Instructor in 
mathematics and astronomy at Yale University, New Haven, 
Conn., Gen. S.P, Jennison, B.B. Herbert, founder of the Red Wing 
Republican, and later of the Inland Printer monthly magazine at 
Chicago, and Governor Merriam, who later became head of the 
Census Bureau, Washington, D.C., and was in charge of the 
census taken in the early days of this century. 

One day when turning off Third Street down Broadway, my 
ears were assailed by a strident voice, sounding like a rough file 
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pulled back and forth over the end of a large sheet iron. I stopped 
still, looked down towards the foot of Broadwey , saw a passenger 
train standing there and a figure at the back platform — “Teddy 
Roosevelt", I yelled and started running. I got there Just as he 
shook hands with the massed people who had heard his talk - 
shook hands Chinese fashion, fists clasped over stomach and 
bowing low. Cheers rent the skies and every person there who 
had heard, waving hands madly; all were his friends for life. Years 
later when I read about Teddy and his Rough Riders yelling up 
San Juan hill in Cuba, I didn't doubt it was Teddy's voice that 
frightened the Spaniards into abject surrender.
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THE KOLBERGS 

Vikings of Vikna- 
Trondhjem, Norway 

Father — 0. Andreas Kolberg—
Seafaring Painter Born 
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FAMILY RELATION 
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ENGLISH NORSE 

Father Dad Fader Far 

Mother Mom Moder Mor 

Brother Bud Broder Bror 
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Grandfather Grandad Bestefar Farfar 
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Aunt Auntie Tante 
 

Uncle Unk Farbror 
Morbror 

 

Serianna Rogerson Kolberg-Norse

H 
n 
» 
n 
it 

Mom —•— Serianna Rogerson Kolberg-i 
Oldest Son -Brede Pareli (See Note)- 
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Tor O.G. 
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