





























































































































The Washtub

In spite of many differences, ma liked Almond almost as much as | did.
Now the start of this part of the story is, Ma got a new washtub. An expen-
sive investment in those days. Nobody had that much extra money unless
it was for something very necessary.

When ma finished washing, she usually tipped the tub upside down on
the grass beside the house.

When Almond came, he drove up pretty close to the house. The yard here
sloped down a little to the driveway. This night he wasn’t going to make a
lot of noise with his car when he went home which was kind of late. He
figured he would just sneak out quietly, so he let the car coast a bit down
this little incline where Ma’s new tub was.

Sure enough he ran over it. | heard it as | went upstairs, and ma heard
it in her bed, and we both knew what it meant.

Pa usually got up first but this morning ma got up first so she could remove
the evidence, because | am sure that pa would fail to see the humor in it.

A few days later ma and Almond were looking at something in the trunk
of his Ford and laughing, and you guessed it, there was a new washtub for
ma, and no one had even mentioned it previously.

It was things like that that made life more interesting and livable on that
farm in the woods.
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NINE

Bird and | got along famously at home, exchanging clothes, going all over
together and even sharing the money we earned by doing housework, etc.
for the neighbors and other people. While one worked out, the other had to
stay home and work so we divided the money we earned half and half. We
even picked up potatoes all fall together for the big potato raisers. Hard work
for 2 cents a bushel.

So a few weeks before my wedding she said she would not stay home
even two weeks after | left. She had found a job working for some rich people
in Antigo but the job would not be available until after school started in
September, but Bird kept her word and almost the whole world seemed to
fall apart for a time.

She and Howdy Buboltz had a date this night and they got home early. She
must have told Howdy about her plan to leave that night, but it seems he wanted
no part of it. So she waited until Pa and Ma went to do chores early in the
morning after calling her once. When she didn’t show up, Ma went to investigate
and found her bed empty. She must have gone out the second floor door then
through the woods then ran down the road. When Pa found that someone had
out-foxed him, he hopped in his car and went looking for her. She heard the
car, jumped into the woods and hid until his car passed, now she really hurried.

Pa stopped first at Howdy’s house and accused him, mad enough to kill
him | guess, but Howdy knew nothing of this. In fact, he thought he had talked
her out of it.

| was frying pancakes for breakfast when | saw pa come, cheerful | sup-
posed as he usually was, so | offered him breakfast. Bad mistake! | was ac-
cused of knowing where she was, even of hiding her. Oh, he was mad when
he started back home.

About that time Bird was coming out of the woods and on these flat lands
she could see Pa coming in the distance from the west. She must have run
like a deer and just made it in time running into the boys’ toilet at school.
Pa never saw her and when he disappeared into the woods again, she went
across the road to some very good friends who took her to Antigo where
she found work. | really never knew anything about this before, but Pa never
believed me, and | worried.

From now on we concentrated on making improvements around our farm.
We shingled the house, the granary and one side of the big hay barn. To
enter the driveway, we had to get out of the car, open a large gate, drive
in then get out of the car and close the gate to keep the cattle in the barn-
yard. The driveway went through the barnyard past the muddy hole by the
watering tank into the garage at the end. Also across this barnyard, near
the cow barn was the outdoor toilet, a distance from the house and very in-
convenient at any time but especially at night, when you never knew what
you might step into. This was a sore spot for me. So as soon as we could
we made a new driveway on the other side of the house and here we built
a garage and also an outdoor toilet near the garage. We cleared a large tract
of wood land for cultivated crops. No big machinery to help either.

That second year we had several acres of potatoes and the crop was pretty
good. We had a potato digger but in wet ground it was almost impossible
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for one team of horses to pull the machine with the wide plow in front to
lift the rows of potatoes, then have the power to operate the elevators that
took the potatoes, the vines and dirt up onto the two sets of aprons that
constantly shook the dirt and vines out before the potatoes rolled out the
back. In wet heavy ground this was very slow and inefficient. So since we
now had a new car, Almond took the engine from our old Model-T truck and
with the help of Otto Buboltz they put it on the potato digger to operate the
elevators and thus all the horses had to do was pull the digger and the car
motor did the rest. It worked like magic.

It was a very dry year with grasshoppers eating gardens and field crops.
No green pasture for cows and some of our neighbors drove their cattle up
into the deep woods far from the farm and left them there until fall. But we
were luckier, we had our own woods and when it really got bad, Aimond would
cut down smaller maple trees and chop off the branches. When the cows
heard the first stroke of the axe, they would all come running and eat all
the branches and leaves and even some trunks up clean. It didn’t produce
much milk but it sure helped and we kept our cows home until relief came.

Because of the dry conditions, forest fires developed all over. Many roads
were closed because of fire and smoke. Mornings we could hardly see our
buildings through the smoke. This was in 1933 when Roosevelt was in-
augurated. Now our C.C.C. boys were kept very busy protecting property and
people. My brother Johnnie was one of them.

The C.C.C. organization sprung up during the height of the depression.
This was Roosevelt’s idea and a good one it was. Young fellows between
the ages of 18 and 25 could volunteer. They were kept in something quite
like army camps in the northern part of the state. Their duties were forest
preservation, planting many small pine trees and fighting forest fires. You
can see these beautiful groves of large pine trees now fifty years later as
you drive north of Shawano. The wages for these boys was $30.00 per month.
The boys were given $5.00 for themselves and $25.00 was sent to their parents
to ease the hard times at home.

We really thought we were very lucky and in spite of drought and poor
crops we were very satisfied and happy with our good neighbors and friends.
We had our baby Almond Jr., who was just 18 months old, and me living
close to home and all the kids there. But the feeling didn’t last long.

It was October, Almond had an early supper and helped me finish the chores
and had gone back to the field to plow by moonlight. Plowing was very slow
making only one furrow at a time so he had to make use of every minute.

It was this evening when the sheriff and a couple of men came to tell us
the bad news — our farm had been repossessed. The bank who held our
mortgage had folded up, the president had committed suicide, and we were
losing our farm. The worst tragedy that could hit us. We couldn’t believe
it. We thought we were secure, although many, many farms were lost and
there was no relief. Pa was heartbroken and said, ‘“‘Almond, don’t go. You
didn’t do anything wrong.” But then Almond’s Dad and brother Ruben came
with plans of their own, even knew of a farm to rent near Sherwood. We
had heard of a new bill in Washington called the Federal Farm Loans, but
we were told by Ruben that would disgrace the family. (Just an added note
here: Three years later, Ruben, who owned a cheese factory went bankrupt.



No disgrace.) Oh, those were terrible days, no eating, no sleeping as we
planned to leave this farm we loved, and tried so hard to hold, and move
back south. The personal property, cattle, animals and machinery were all
paid for and were ours, but we had to get it moved so we bargained with
Otto Buboltz. We gave him our motorized potato digger and in exchange he
would truck all our furniture and personal property to Sherwood. Moving day
was even worse than when we moved north from Valders. But | didn’t cry,
just wanted to die. It rained all the way to Sherwood and cold. It seems the
skies cried for me.

When we got to the Brantmeier farm in Sherwood, there were neighbors
there to help unload and some relatives from the north came along to help.
Another long hard night, getting the animals housed, milking cows and mak-
ing supper for us all. The buildings weren’t too bad but that farm was very
poor, almost a starvation living in the height of depression 1933. | remember
we shipped a cow and a veal calf hoping to use the money for car license,
but both animals did not bring enough money to pay for them.

Another instance. We rented from the Brantmeier estate, three brothers.
They agreed to take four butchered hogs when they were big enough as part
payment for the rent which was $450 a year. When we delivered the fat
dressed hogs after weighing, we only got something like $25.00 for all four.
But at least we were living, and many people were not doing even that well.
Even the administrator of the Brantmeier estate was worse off than we were.
Two of his sons had to join the C.C.C. boys.

The new neighbors were very nice and friendly and we were asked to their
parties right away. The card parties among these people seemed like so much
fun at first.

An older couple next door made most of the moonshine, just as easy as
making jam. They really knew how to do it. Also home-brew. We drank home-
brew out of any kind of container, and moonshine from the jug passed around
the card table. You had to learn how to hold that jug on one arm and tip
it up. It was the source of many parties and fights and jealousness between
husbands and wives, and bad stories and language. To us it was embarrass-
ing and we weren’t used to that kind of stuff and we just didn’t care for it
for long.

But the depression and prohibition were winding down now and we made
many other friends there. Life was more tolerable and in August our second
son Eugene was born. Happy Day.

He was a mischievous, lively little bugger, who could climb up and down,
over and under on the biggest pieces of machinery before he was two years
old. This occupied my mind and | didn’t have much time to be lonesome or
unhappy and life rolled along smoothly. Two years later we got our baby
girl, Marvis. Everything was right after that. She was very tiny, quiet, smil-
ing most of the time. Seems these kids changed our luck to good. When
Marvis was four months old we moved to a much nicer, more profitable farm
near Brillion. We never thought we were poor before, but we never had any
money either. The work was easier here, more pleasant, the kids growing
up. We even bought a new tractor. We got electricity shortly after we moved
there. Great day in the morning, we even had electric lights on our Christmas
tree. This came in 1945.
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When Marvis was almost three years old, Eldore John was born. Just
enough kids to make everything interesting, and Ellie could do it. Fun to be
around with him. As the kids got bigger, they learned something about earn-
ing money. We had contract beans and cucumbers, and they picked most
of them with me, even picked beans for a neighbor. They usually earned
enough money for school supplies and school clothes. They could walk to
a show in Brillion about once a week, and this cost 15¢ for a ticket and pop-
corn or candy bar.

We had very good neighbors. One instance of good neighbors. All the
neighbors helped each other at threshing time, as the machine went from
farm to farm. About 10 men would come for breakfast at about six o’clock.
By this time we must have our chores done, kids under control, and a hefty
breakfast of meat and potatoes and lots of it on the table. | had some things
organized in the kitchen when | went to the barn that morning but | worried
how | would get it all done on time. No need to worry. Some time before
| left the barn, Mr. Jandrey came to the barn to help Almond, and when |
got in the house his daughter Elvira had things progressing nicely in time
for breakfast, and the kids dressed. | needed this help so bad, and we hard-

ly knew these people then.

- The kids also caught frogs for a restaurant in Neenah. They would follow
behind a hay mower or find them under the shocks of hay or grain when
the men removed the shocks. Also after a rain they were easy to catch in
the ditches. They kept them in a tank elevated on one end with some big
stones in it and about five inches of water in the low end. They delivered
them once or twice a week to Otto Rusch Jr., who paid them 30¢ a pound
and he sold them to a man in Neenah. When they caught them they put them
in cloth bags | had made for them and looped onto their pants belts, but
Marvis said she nearly always was caught holding the bag. This was fun
for them and quite profitable. They did this for a couple years.
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TEN

It was more interesting now with the kids all growing up and in school.
It was just busy, busy, with entries for county fairs, school parties, confirma-
tions, homecomings, proms and graduations. But it just could not last forever
and we were hearing rumors of war, and a terrible war in Europe. We knew
of a leader there called Adolf Hitler. He was a ruthless, inhuman beast and
a gangster who was leading the Germans in war and very successfully tak-
ing one European country after the other, and fearful people felt they had
to follow him. Now it was Great Britain’s turn and on Sept. 3, 1940, Britain
declared war, although they were totally unprepared and America knew if
Great Britain went down we would be next. We were not at war, but in these
trying fearful times Great Britain and the United States found a great war
leader, Franklin D. Roosevelt. So, in January 1940, we sent ships, planes,
tanks and guns to help Britain and preserve our peace, but it was not to be.
Even before this, there was something in Washington called Conscription
and our young men had to register for the draft and war training and Vernon
was one of these. In late 1941 he was called in. He came to our house that
weekend in early December to say good-bye before he left. As we ate dinner
we discuyssed the war and | remember distinctly Vernon saying, “It’s not the
Germans I’'m afraid of, it’'s those damed Yellow Bastards.” Up until now |
didn’t even know about Japan, much less that they were at war. Shortly after
dinner he left to go and see Uncle Joe Gintner and Aunt Carrie in Oshkosh.
But before he got there the terrible news came over the radio, Pearl Harbor
was being bombed, and in less than one hour more than 1,000 of our men
had lost their lives.

It took Congress only thirty-three minutes to make up its mind and the
American people turned from peace to war on Dec. 8, 1941.

We were planning for another baby and in March, Joanne Bernadine was
born, to cheer everybody up. She was happy, cheerful, full of pep and
sassiness. Her coming helped us all.

Everyone was planning for Christmas and New Year’s, and now we knew
our lives would all be changed. Now all we could see was partings, sorrow
and anxiety. It was so close to our shores, we felt we would surely be next.

We went about doing our chores not even knowing what we were doing.
It seemed so hopeless and frightening. Vernon left for training and soon
Harvey and Bud left, so hard for Ma and Pa, but we didn’t see Ma cry much.
Later Bob went also.

They would come home on weekends and we would all get together. Laugh
and have fun but we all knew what it was about and we felt that undercurrent
of fear and sadness.

Now we were fighting in two separate wars and unprepared. We were so
short of the materials for war machinery.

Plants stopped making sewing machines, refrigerators and all other house-
hold things made of steel, aluminum or rubber, and changed over to aircraft,
tanks, bornbs and shells, guns and jeeps.

In Detroit they produced only 600 cars that year. It took about three years
before we could buy any household appliance, or machinery made of metal
or rubber. Women did men’s heavy jobs in industrial plants. Jobs they
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would have thought was impossible before the war. Many women now worked
at Brillion Iron Works.

We were selling all scrap and unused articles of steel, aluminum and iron,
and even some still useful, items all to be melted down and made into in-
struments of war.

The war changed life for many of us. Many sacrifices were made, doing
without many necessities.

We were allotted tokens for food according to the size of your family. These
were tokens about the size of a dime, red ones for meats and fats, blue for
canned goods and other groceries and white for dairy products, etc.

When you paid for your groceries, you had to reach into your other pocket
and pay with your tokens, and when your tokens were used up, you just quit
buying. We also got shoe stamps to use when you bought a pair of shoes.
It seemed our kids wore out their shoes faster then we could get stamps.
These stamps and tokens were given to you according to the size of your
family. All this was done at the high school where you registered for them
each month. Coffee was a luxury and impossible to obtain.

Our older boys would always get mixed up between the names to call their
two Grandpas, so pa told our kids just to call him Pappy. So they did and
all the other grandchildren and all of us called him that until he died. Our
kids thought he was the greatest grandpa ever.

By now the size of the family had dwindled. No longer were there 15 around
the table at home in the woods. Five older girls were married, the four boys
were in the army and Johnnie was living in Park Falls.

The work wasn’t as hard anymore either. No more logging, or making hay
in the marshes or watering cattle by an ice water hole. No one picked potato
bugs or used the primitive way of spraying them. The herd of milking cows
was much larger and so were the milk checks.

Pappy and Mom had bought a new car. And | think they had enough foods
and other rationed items hoarded to last until the end of the war. Yes, it was
better there now. But more disaster.

Then suddenly one morning Lorraine (the youngest daughter) saw the roof
of the house burning as she worked in the garden. That big house full of
furniture and memories.

A forest ranger stationed on a high lookout tower, not too far away in the
woods near the house, saw the flames, sent for help but it was useless in
such an isolated location. They just watched it burn.

When we got the telephone call telling us about it, | just walked around
like a zombie not knowing what to do.

Then they called again telling us not to come until Saturday when all the
neighbors for miles around had planned a shower for them. Such a shower,
they got everything imaginable from canned foods to glassware and cook-
ing dishes to bedclothes, and stacks of envelopes containing money.

They came from big farms and tar-paper houses in the woods. Pappy said
he hated to take the gifts from some of the poorer people who even now
had less than he did.

| thought | would cry and make a fuss when | saw the blackened empty
spot where the house once stood, but | did not.
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| think | was thinking of a quote from the Bible. | quote, “God works in
his mysterious way, His miracles to perform.”

/  Surely the folks could not continue to live there alone. Pappy already had
“~one bad heart attack and could no longer work hard.

All their children would soon be gone. They had no electricity, no plumbing,
no radio or telephone or TV and impassable roads most of the time in winter.

The neighbors were wonderful. One even gave them the use of a vacant
house close to the farm. When we got there on that Saturday, | thought we
would find tears and confusion. Nothing like that. Curtains hung at all the
windows, throw rugs on the bare floors, and blankets and bedspreads on
the beds. So what if nothing matched.

One family gave them a bed and dresser to match. | remember | smiled,
it was painted light green and trimmed in lilac print. They also got another
bed and dresser from another friend. They lived here a few months, then
rented a complete farm near Bryant. When they moved into this house, they
got a beautiful china closet from Mom’s sisters and brothers. This helped
a whole lot. This farm worked out fine with the cattle in the barn, and the
heifers and young stock pasturing on the farm in the woods. This lasted about
one year, then this barn burned from spontaneous combustion. It seems there
was quite a lot of old dry hay in the barn, very dry, then they hauled new
green hay on top of it.

Now they were looking again and found and purchased a very nice farm
in the town of Polar east of Antigo. It is still in the Emmer family, being
operated by pappy’'s grandson, Vernon Emmer.

We all loved this place. Mom especially liked this house. So nice and big
and shining clean. Very nice rooms arranged in very good taste, and above
all, plumbing with hot and cold water, a bathroom and a Flush Toilet. It must
have seemed very special to them. | think they lived there about fifteen years,
then they bought a nice little house in the city of Antigo.

Many years before this, in the early thirties, when things got a little better
and Pappy and Mom managed to start saving money, they deposited it in
the Neva Farmers Bank. But in 1933 when most banks went bankrupt along
with them went the Neva Bank and Pappy lost his money. This was very sad
and seemed hopeless to them.

So now they decided to do something foolish, they would use their own
method of saving, primitive though it was. They put the money into a smaller
jar, then put this into a bigger earthen jar, covered it with a metal cover. This
they buried in a corner of the potato bin in the cellar, they covered it with
a little ground and some potatoes.

Now at the time of the fire Pappy was very worried, nervously walking back
and forth, but too ashamed to tell anyone. At last he could stand it no longer
and told Bird all about it.

Now at times it seemed like Bird, and me too, had money to burn, but this
was Pappy’s money and a little too much to burn. Bird quickly told some
of the men there. Otto Buboltz and Adolph Rine wanted to save it.

The cellar was at the far end of the house that was built into the hill and
by now that was a pretty hot hole. I'm told they used one of the big sliding
barn doors between the smoke and heat, and where they would dig in the
rubble. They had to come up for air a few times because of the fire.
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Just as they were about to give up, someone struck the metal cover with
his shovel and there it was saved by a neighbor.

But we never mentioned it much, just too embarrassing to talk about it.
After this, need | say, Pappy’s savings went into an accredited bank. | was
not there but this is the way it was told to me. Moral of the story is, never
trust a Neva Farmers Bank, or hoard your money in a cellar.

S

The farmhouse as it was when it burned in 1942.

The year 1945 — a great war ends and a new era begins. After four years
of frustration and fear, sadness and shortages, blackouts and despair, finally
came that great day, but one more tragedy. After working so hard to alleviate
the suffering for so many, and without realizing his great dream and ambi-
tion, our President Franklin D. Roosevelt died of a stroke on April 12, 1945,
Just four weeks before that great day when war with Germany was over.

The Armistice was signed on May 17, 1945. Such rejoicing! Then three
months later, the United States dropped the atom bomb on Hiroshima which
killed one-fourth of their inhabitants. We finally won that war with Japan
on August 15, 1945.

Joy! Joy! Our boys were all coming home and we could relax and live
normally again.

Almond Jr. was a young man now and preferred not to be called Junior,
so from now on he will be known as Al.

Al raised purebred hogs and also purebred rabbits, and after graduation
he got a job at Pritzl Hardware and purchased a brand new Studebaker.
Eugene was coming up close behind Al, and he had a part-time job at Bob’s
Service Station. Everyone busy and then as an added surprise in October,
we added another daughter to our family, Peggy Sue. A very pretty baby,
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lively rollicking and much loved and very spoiled, so about two years later
we had a son Terrance George (Terry). This evened things up a bit with Peggy
Sue, cause Terry demanded equal rights in such cute subtle ways it made
Peggy sit up and take notice. But together they made such a happy laughing
pair, and we all started to live over again.

We were getting tired of the farm by this time, especially me. | hated the
smell of cows and wanted to live like a lady with only my house and kids and,
of course, my husband to take care of. Lord knows that was a full-time job.

Almond had a job in town so in 1951 we left the farm and moved, not into
the city, there was no place available there. We went west of town into an
old farmhouse. This was just before the building boom here in Brillion. We
stayed one year in the country, then found a nice home in Brillion. Glory Be
— with flush toilets at last! | thought that would never happen.

Now with the war over and after having our name on the list in four stores
for three years, we finally were able to get a refrigerator. Can you imagine
that, after having a dripping icebox made of wood, to get a beautiful white
refrigerator? It was unbelievable.

With an icebox, the iceman came two or three times a week and it was
expensive, too, but we needed it to keep milk, baby formula and other
perishables cold. Otherwise, we had to run halfway around the house, then
use bad steps to carry our foods into the cellar.

Now this iceman was something else. He wore bib overalls with the two side
buttons open and under this he wore ancient drawers pulled up very high and
showing through the side openings where the buttons should have been closed.

Now when Bird’s kids were vacationing with us, and our kids too, they
just laughed and poked fun about this. Then too, he came about four o’clock
on Saturday afternoons, right after | had my kitchen floor scrubbed and
waxed. He would come in with dripping rubbers, then he would push the
scarf off the top of the icebox onto the floor.

The block of ice was usually a bit too big, so he would set it on the floor
and chip off the edges to make it fit, then leave. By this time there was water
all over the floor.

When Bird and George’s first three children were older and we had three
all about the same ages, these kids spent their vacations together. One week
at our house, then one week at their house in the summer.

You had to have a lot of patience, but it was so much fun. They did so
many foolish things, played so hard, aggravated each other, then laughed
and made up. Getting them to bed was something else, took so long for them
to get to sleep, so much to discuss and plan, some good, some bad. They
helped a lot too, gathering and cleaning eggs, getting paid a little for jobs
well done, so they could walk up town to see a show. Shows cost 10¢ then.
We really hated to see them leave for home.

Shortly after the refrigerator, we got our electric stove, a beautiful white
luxury. No more dirty ashes to carry out or carry in wood or an unbearably
hot kitchen. These really changed our way of living more than anything else.

Even long before this we got rid of our coal and wood living room heater,
with which we froze about six hours of the day, and we replaced it with an
automatic oil heater. We had no electricity yet then. This was really
unbelievable comfort and security.
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Long before, about in 1934, after we moved to Sherwood with no electricity
and no radio, we heard of a battery radio. We had a good friend Butch Greve
of Hilbert who sold these things. He sold us a radio with a car battery in
the bottom of the cabinet and hooked up to a sort of windmill on the roof
of the house. We called it a wind charger. It worked great, very modern fifty
years ago, but only when the wind blew. So, we had to save the current for
special news broadcasts, or the W.L.S. barn dance on Saturday nights, but
even that was something wonderful in our small world.

It worked just fine for many years until the war came. Then we wanted
the current news most of the time. Radios along with everything else were
still unavailable at that time, wartime, although now we did have electricity.
We heard of an old radio not being used at the Potter school. Butch Greve
fixed it so it worked fine 24 hours a day. The war was getting very interesting
and frightening sometimes and we didn’t want to miss even a minute of the
news. Then too, there was football to listen to for Al and his father. Yes,
life was much better now, so different from this story’s beginning, until we
again heard the rumblings of war. | was busy and tried to ignore it, just not
listen because it was in some remote country | had never heard of, Korea.
| had to look it up on the map. Some of our boys were still in Germany,
although not fighting, just policing.

All us parents who had sons that age began to worry all over again
especially at high school graduation, it was mentioned in the speeches. Sure
enough war was declared in 1950 with Korea, and again we heard that ter-
rible word “Conscription,” and boys were being drafted. About one year later
Al was called in for his physical, but because of a previous back injury he
did not pass. We all began to breathe easier, but in a few months he was
called again, and again he did not pass.

All this time he had been dating a sweet little girl, Helen Schroeder, from
Chilton but originally from Reedsville. Now they were planning their wed-
ding. Such a lovely wedding it was, and everyone relaxed concerning the
war. But just a few weeks after the honeymoon Al was called for service
again, but this time he passed and had to leave almost immediately. Such
sadness and hopelessness. We took Al and Helen to meet his bus for
Milwaukee with terrible feelings inside. Just after we got back home, the
phone rang. It was Bird telling us that Grandma Emmer had suffered a serious
stroke. Funny we don’t just die from so much heartache.
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ELEVEN

Now Grandma Emmer was ever full of love and dreams. She had disap-
pointments and sorrows, but she overcame them all. She already had four
sons in war, but now it seemed this was more than she could take, and she
suffered her first stroke the day Al left for service. With her four sons and
even more grandsons probably to go, it was just too much. She was un-
conscious for days and the doctor said she might not be the same person
after she came to, if she ever did, as she was before. But she recovered com-
pletely and overcame this grief also. Al wrote to her regularly and this helped.

Al came home for weekends quite often at first, but then came that ter-
rible day. Some of his friends who left home with him went to Germany, but
he was being sent to Korea. Germany wouldn’t have been so bad.

Al and Helen were expecting their baby any day, so he was given a longer
leave of ten days, then he would fly to California to rejoin his troops.

Their little girl Shelley Lynn was born and baptized while he was home,
which eased the pain just a little. Shelley would be sixteen months old before
Al would see her again. But when he did, oh the rejoicing. Everything was
fine now. He got a job, bought a new car and bought a home. They had three
more children, namely, Ricky Lee, Kim Marie and Douglas Allen.

We had bought an older home and remodeled it extensively just the way
| wanted it and we loved it. We lived here for ten years. A new street was
built at the west of the house, a winding creek was on the east and the B.l.W.
offices were across the street on the north, which put us on a sort of an
island on a large lot with beautiful trees.

About six or seven years later, the B.I.W. decided it wanted our lot to be
made into a visitors park for them.

| felt awful and even cried a little, but they gave us little rest. We had decid-
ed no way would we sell at their price. At last after about three years of
bargaining they told us to find a suitable house and then we would bargain
in earnest. We found a very nice almost new house, very modern in a nicer
part of town and that was it. We figure we got a very good deal. Our old house
was moved off the lot, and later purchased by our chief of police.

At this time Eugene was dating a sweet gal Janet Kroening from Reedsville
and they were planning their wedding. We went to Antigo two weeks before the
wedding to discuss various things such as flowers, etc. with pappy and mom.
Pappy was very excited, but before the week was out pappy suffered a massive
heart attack, and died within a few minutes. We buried him on the Monday before
Gene and Janet’s wedding on Saturday. Of course, we were very upset and
grief-stricken about it all, but after much discussion and heavy talk with the
family priest and others, we decided the wedding should go on as planned.

So another big wedding, another great time, when we could forget a lit-
tle. Eugene and Janet have four sons, Scott Eugene, Todd Allen, Daniel John
and Michael James. Eugene also built a new house and got a job as
postmaster in Whitelaw and later in Brillion.

Marvis left home after she got a good job at Aid Association for Lutherans
in Appleton. She is still employed there after about 28 years.

Now with the three older children gone from home, our family seemed so
small. Eldore was graduating from high school. Remembering the grief for
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Helen and Al he said he had learned something, and would not get serious
about a girl or marriage until he had his service with Uncle Sam completed.
So right after graduation, he and some friends enlisted in the Military Guard
Service and left for training. He came home all relaxed about Military Ser-
vice. He started dating a young lady, Audrey Stecker, from Chilton, but origin-
ally from Reedsville, but this was not to be either. We had another lovely, happy
wedding. They left on their honeymoon. But they were home only a few weeks
when another sudden emergency, “The Berlin Crisis,” arose and Ellie was
called. How much more of this could we stand? After some time Audrey went
to join Ellie in camp in Oklahoma. Thank God, the Berlin Crisis was soon over.
But their little girl Denise Kay was born in Oklahoma, a beautiful little blonde,
and we didn’t get to see her until she was several months old. Ellie and Audrey
have two more children, Kurt Norman and Jeffrey John. When the crisis was
over they came home, lived in rent for a while, then bought a small home.
Ellie got a good job and since has built a new home.

My one prayer, “Please God, no more wars.” | couldn’t stand to see any
more of my young men go.

When Peggy and Terry were in school and we could use a little extra cash,
| got a job at Chilton Metal Products, in the factory where | did many jobs
with metal such as soldering, spot welding and assembly and testing various
kinds of gas tanks for small engines. It was 16 miles from home and | did
not like the work there, so | quit after three years, when Ariens Company
in Brillion started hiring women. | had heard of this through the grapevine
so | was the first to register for a job. My job here was spot welding also
and | loved it. It was incentive work and most of the time | could earn 130%
or 140%. | stayed here for 10 years when | retired.

By this time both Joanne and Peggy were thinking of marriage. After play-
ing the field for some time Joanne found her man, a handsome Dutchman,
Ron VandeYacht (doesn’t that name sound Irish?) and they were married April
21, 1968. They have two sons, Vincent Edward and Troy Jonathan. They also
have built themselves a beautiful home in the country in the Greenleaf area.

All this while Peggy had been planning her wedding also to a fine young
man, Gerald Sonnabend, from our city of Brillion and they were married June
1, 1968. Both these were elegant, fun-filled, expensive occasions, and |
wondered would life ever settle down to normal for me again. Peggy and Gerry
have four little girls, Anne Margaret, Karen Sue, Mary Martha and Susan Marie.
They live in an attractive, large remodeled home on Main Street in Brillion.

About in 1973 Marvis purchased a cottage on the Oconto River near the
village of Mountain. The cottage is on a cliff and below it is the river, beautiful
and actively noisy as it flows over the rocks, so soothing to a tired mind.
This proved to be very pleasant for all of us. Especially when we celebrated
Father's birthday all together there. Bonfires and cookouts and sing-a-longs
at night.

There are rafters on the river most of the time and our kids in inner tubes
and air mattresses. At first when bedtime came, some slept in their campers,
but for the rest of us it was wall to wall people.

A few years later she had a well dug, put in plumbing and hot and cold
water. One small bedroom was remodeled into a full bath. Last year she add-
ed a library, two bedrooms and an open loft for a study where she paints
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The family as it was in 1976.



and writes. Pure luxury and we all love and appreciate it, and love Marvis
for our chance for a real vacation.

Just one more big Bohemian wedding in the Buboltz family. After gradua-
tion, Terry worked a while at the B.I.LW., then decided to go to school, at-
tended Fox Valley Technical for two years, going to school by day and work-
ing at Ariens Company on the night shift.

Then another young lady, Marlene Foytik, from the Reedsville area again,
and Terry decided to quit running around and settle down and we had another
very large, beautiful Bohemian wedding on July 21, 1973. They have two lit-
tle boys, Chad Terrance and Bart Terrance, and at this writing, they are ex-
pecting another child as a special gift on their wedding anniversary. Maybe
a beautiful dark-haired girl like her mother this time. But no matter.

After all this time | became afflicted with a terrible sickness so the kids
decided to celebrate our 50th wedding anniversary on the date of our 49th
year. One year early.

It was really something and all a surprise to us. All our brothers and sisters,
all our kids and families, many cousins, | know all our nieces and nephews
were there, and many old and new friends. There was entertainment, games
and food all day long.

This all took place at the new home of Joanne and Ron in the country.
It will never be forgotten. Since then we have celebrated each year, only to
a lesser degree and God willing, | think this year will be no different.

We are a very caring, close-knit family, celebrating birthdays, anniversaries
and especially all holidays all together. Now that the whole family numbers
about 45 members, the job of feeding and entertaining so many people was
a little too large for me, and our home a little too small to accommodate
them all here, so the children usually take turns having the parties at their
homes and great parties they are, only the Buboltzs know how to do this.

This year Christmas of 1983 was really something to remember. The
temperature was 24 degrees below zero on Christmas Eve, and stayed that
cold for several days. This was the coldest Christmas in these parts for many
years, maybe in the history of recordkeeping.

In spite of this we all attended Christmas Eve church services to see and
hear our younger members of the family tell us all about this great miracle.
| myself attended in a wheelchair. After church we all went to Ellie and
Audrey’s house for our annual family Christmas Eve party where we ex-
changed our Christmas gifts and much happiness.

A week later we had our annual Christmas tree-hop. Now instead of a whole
caravan of cars going from home to home, this year they used a school bus
owned and driven by Gerry Sonnabend. It was so much warmer and much
more fun being all together. Although the driver said the young adult males
were almost harder to manage than the school children. Maybe too many
pretty girls and ladies on it. But all in fun.
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Silent Night

Time was when Christmas Eve was such a night

Of bustle, and of secret whisperings;
Of busy doings, and of packages bright

With Christmas ribbons; so many things
To hide from prying eyes, that always kept

Close watch upon us — and the things to do
Were endless. While excited youngsters slept,

We trimmed the tree and filled the stockings, too.
Now, with the children grown, the place is still.

The kitchen clock is heard throughout the house,
And we sit here beside the fire until

The clock strikes nine. Time creeps along. We rouse
For bed. The embers crackle as we leave —

No house should be this still on Christmas Eve.

End of a Dynasty

Two weeks ago on May 20, 1984, we attended the confirmation and gradua-
tion of a grandson, Jeffrey Jon Buboltz, from Trinity Lutheran School. This
marks the end of a dynasty. For 47 consecutive years we have had children
and grandchildren with our name of Buboltz attending and graduating from

this school, never skipping even one year.

In September 1937, Almond Jr. started in first grade at Trinity Lutheran
School, then came Eugene, Marvis, Eldore, Joanne, Peggy Sue, Terry, Shelley,
Rick, Kim, Doug, Scott, Todd, Dan, Mike, Denise, Kurt and now in 1984, 47

years later, Jeff brings it to an end.

There are grandchildren and great-grandchildren still attending that school
and God willing, there will be more for at least ten years, but their last name

is not Buboltz. We are so proud of them all.



Scott’s lllness

We have many memories of our grandchildren growing up, some anxious
moments and some moments of laughter and happiness. | will relate only
a few.

Some of us had gone to Marvis’ cottage for the fourth of July. So much
excitement and fun on the river and at night fireworks and singing around
the campfire. At midnight, Eugene announced it was bedtime. The kids pro-
tested a bit but no use, they went to their camper and we went into the cabin.
A few minutes later Gene came in and said Scott was very sick and in great
pain.

We called for help and were told to take him to a hospital in Antigo 35
miles to the west. After an examination there, they told Gene to take him
back to a Green Bay hospital about 80 miles to the southeast. They told him
it must be attended to within four hours. It just seemed to get worse for weeks
and in August he was scheduled for a very serious operation. We all wor-
ried and prayed and so did many good people of Brillion.

We had planned to attend a wedding in Milwaukee on that day, but | was
so undecided and scared, but Scott and his parents told us to go. We went,
but | was troubled and each time | found myself laughing at some joke or
story, the thought of Scott would enter my mind, | would say a silent prayer,
and | worried.

We went with Bird and George and after the wedding they droppd us off
at home and left for their home. | hurried to the bedroom, kneeled down and
said another prayer. Then | called Janet (Scott’s mother) to find out how it
all went. She said after 11 hours in surgery, he was holding his own, but
very, very ill. Now after four years, he has a clean bill of health, all cured
and the picture of health but for more than two years, it was so frightening.
Don’t ever tell me our prayers go unheard.



TWELVE

Though Mother and Father are gone, some of our brothers still own that
land in the woods in Langlade County. They had planted the cleared farmland
with little trees. They leveled off the hill where the house once stood and
landscaped the whole area.

The barn was torn down to provide lumber, etc., to build a big cottage we
like to call “Emmer Chalet,” all beautifully furnished, even a flush toilet. The
place is used by the younger relatives and some older ones for snowmobil-
ing and skiing and hunting and for getting away from it all and really resting.

But each summer we all gather for happy reunions to remember the fun
and good times we all had here. Only us older ones remember the hard times
and we don’t talk about that.

The snow sports are so much different in 1984 than they were in the twen-
ties. We always had plenty of friends and relatives to play the many games
and fun in the summer, but in winter we were pretty much on our own, but
no matter, we enjoyed winter just as much with our homemade paraphernalia.

Many barrels were available then because so many things in the stores
came bulk in barrels, such as crackers, pickles, apples, etc. Pappy would
get these barrels and take them apart and make skiis for us. He would use
the staves, then sand them smooth, then use harness straps for over the
instep and behind the heel, and he would fasten these on with screws. They
worked just fine. The smaller kids used old dishpans for sliding downhill
and sometimes us older kids did too. We never had the better more modern
things, so we enjoyed what we had, we never missed the real things, because
we thought we had the best, and so much fun.

Emmer Chalet in the woods.
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Now my story has come full circle, ending where it started so many years
ago. We have four lovely daughters-in-law, all originally from the Reedsville-
Grimms area where our ancestors started in life. So my story will end only
a few miles from where it all started in Grimms although it traveled over 150
miles through the 75 years to make it interesting.

Aunt Mary Tikalsky, we loved you very much, but you made a bad mistake
with your prediction, mentioned in the story’s beginning. You were wrong.
We have not been punished, but rather richly blessed with seven children,
four daughters-in-law, two sons-in-law, 20 grandchildren and seven
great-grandchildren, all bringing us so much joy.

We thank you Lord!

The Emmer family as of 1982. (Front row, Lauretta, Vernon, Robert;
back row, Harvey, Leona, Bernadine, Lillian, Wilbur, Margaret, Lorraine, Donald.)

You have missed a lot and never really lived unless you have ...

Owned and worked a team of mules and milked your cows by the light
of a kerosene lantern, heard a rooster crow at daylight, gathered eggs, burned
wood in a cook stove, carried out ashes and drunk pure spring water on a
hot summer’s day.

Driven a team of horses down a dusty country lane, with indigo buntings
on the 4th of July flitting across the track before you, and a hawk soaring
high in the wind.

Owned a Model-T Ford, drunk moonshine and beat hell out of a neigh-
borhood bully. :

Skinny dipped, picked wild berries, gone barefoot all summer, stubbed
your big toe, worn black sateen bloomers, long black cotton stockings, spats
or knickers. Been chased by a bull and beat him to the fence just by inches.

| did, | know!
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Our wedding picture — July 8, 1930.
Bird Emmer was our bridesmaid. Art Buboltz was best man.
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Our Golden Wedding Day

Qur fifty-fourth. Love, we made it,
although the going was rough;
Starting in depression years
when the times were really tough.

A stove, a table and two chairs
were nearly all we had;

A pillow, blanket and a bed,
the times were really bad.

But through the sorrows, ills and tears,
which beset us on the way;

Our love endured throughout the years,
grew stronger each and every day.

And now our loving children,
whom we prayed for every day,

Have honored us throughout the years,
and on this, Our Golden Wedding Day.

— July 8, 1980 —
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