A Letter written by Alfred Gustafson to his son Edgar in 1930

Cover Letter and Introduction:

Alfred Gustafson was born in Bön, Ärtemark, Dalsland, Sweden in 1868. He emigrated to the small Scandinavian Lutheran community of Hannaford, ND in 1887. He married Maria Johnson (born to Johannes Erickson on Jan. 18, 1865) in 1891 and had one child, Edgar Gustafson, in 1892. Alfred was a homesteader and the owner of a shoemaker shop in Hannaford.  In 1930, when Alfred was 62, he wrote this letter to his then 38-year-old son Edgar. 

My name is Paul Benedict.  Alfred was my great grandfather.  In 2008, my mother Mary Catherine (Gustafson) Benedict gave me Alfred’s 50 page hand written letter which was written in Swedish.  I sent the letter to our Norwegian cousins, who translated the letter to English.  Here is the note and translation they returned:

____________________________________________________________________

Dear Paul and family 

Amazing! What a story! 

It has been a puzzle sometimes, as the original is written in a James-Joyce-stream-of-consciousness-style, without commas, full stops, capital letters or paragraphs. Some of the words are also American-Swedish, or Swedish-American if you like, and the spelling and/or readability has sometimes forced us to more or less qualified guessing. We have tried to keep the text as close to the original as possible, and this has given some dubious English grammar here and there. 

We have added the English or the new names of the cities Gothenburg, Halden and Oslo.

The texts we have framed, are the upside-down pieces on some of the pages. It was not always easy to see where they would fit into the text.

We also made paragraphs where we thought they might fit, and thus make the reading easier.

Where he mentions “mile” or “miles”, we guess he means English miles, 1,6 kilometers. A Swedish (or Norwegian) “mil” is 10 kilometers.

We also put in framed, colored numbers to mark the original pages so that you yourself can find the names of things, people and places mentioned in the original text. 

On the whole, I think the story is understandable, and will give you much joy. 

Thank you for letting us have this private insight in your family and American settlement-history. It has been a wonderful and educational experience for all of us.

Regards 

Grethe, Carsten and daughters (Andersen) 

(Grethe is the great granddaughter of Sophie – Sister to Alfred’s wife Maria)

______________________________________________________________
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Photo of Alfred and Maria Gustafson with their son Edgar - 1897

Beginning of Alfred’s letter as translated:

1










Hannaford N. Dak










Jan.  1930

  




Edgar













When you were at home this summer, I spoke about writing down some memories from our early days in USA, but to make a beginning, I have to write a little about my childhood in Sweden.

 I, Alfred Gustavson, was born in Bön, Ärtemark, Dalsland, Sweden the 15th of February 1868.

First I will say that I had a good home. We always had enough food and clothes.

My mother always made sure that we had what we needed. My father was a shoemaker and he earned well at his work.

We were 7 siblings. I was the oldest. 4 died at a young age, so there is me and Alex and Anna (Mrs. Antonson) who are alive.

At the age of 9, I started helping my father with his work. That is to say the time I was not at school. From 7 to 15 years of age we had to go to school. We had good schools. We didn’t have any high-school, so those who wanted that, had to go to a town and pay for it.

At school we had religious education half the day, and maths, writing and geography the other half. I enjoyed school.

After school we had about one hour of 2 arts and crafts, when we learned to repair things. We made chairs and tables and other small things. 

When school was over, we went to the priest to prepare for confirmation. We met once a week for 6 months.

When I was older, I helped my father fulltime after I had finished school. We made new shoes, about 2 pairs every day. We had a machine a little bigger than the one I’ve got. We were 2 to 3 weeks at every place. Sometimes, when there were big families, we had to bring all our tools with us and stay till all of them had got new shoes, some of them 2 or 3 pairs each. But we had good days, good food of every kind. Sundays we stayed at home. We worked from 6 in the morning till 10 or 11 at night. We had long days, and I was often tired. The last years I lived at home, we were not so often away, but stayed at home working, and people brought what they wanted done, home to us.

The community where we lived was quite prosperous, and there were many fine houses and many rich people, but also many poor people. But if you wanted to work, you didn’t have to suffer. 

3 As I now have written about the old country, I would also like to mention that Sweden exists of 24 landscapes, or states. Amongst these, Dalsland is one of the smallest. But it is quite peculiar in many ways. There are quite a lot of lakes and rivers, large forests, high mountains and valleys. But there are also big areas with even, flat country.

I know a place, about 200 English miles from where we lived, which looked like the Dakota prairie. There was no forest, but even, flat country. There they farmed in the same way as here in Dakota, with machinery. There they had good crops. They had apple- and fruit-trees at almost every house, so one did not have to buy. In the forests there were berries of all kinds.

Dalsland borders on Värmland in the North. In the east on a big lake called Vänern, about the same size as Lake Erie. In the west it borders on Norway. Where I lived, it was about 75 English miles to the Norwegian border.

When I grew up, the farmers used to travel to a town in Norway called Fredrikshald (now: Halden) each fall, to sell meat and pork. Fredrikshald was quite a large town. I travelled through it by train once. 

We had many small-towns at home. About 3 English miles away, 4  was Bengtsfors. 

There was a canal there, built between two lakes. All goods were transported on small steamboats. There was no railroad going there at the time, but now they have two railroads, and the town has expanded.

We did not need to go to that town to buy what we needed. There was a store a quarter of an English mile from where we lived. There you could buy what you wanted. 

As I have written about Dalsland, and that it borders on Norway on one side, I have to write some history as well. Maybe you have read about Karl XII, who was the King of Sweden in the beginning of the 18th century. He was Europes biggest warrior at that time. It was he who took Finland from Russia, and he was in Germany and conquered land. All were afraid of him, as he was always victorious. But it was hard on the Swedish people who had to do all the fighting. In the end, he decided to invade Norway. He raised quite a large army and travelled through Dalsland into Norway at Fredrikshald. There, Norway had quite a good fortress. The Swedish army started 5 digging trenches. The King was there and worked like the other soldiers. When they had finished, the King checked that everything was in order. As he stood there watching, a cannonball came flying from the fortress, and hit him so he fell dead to the ground. The Norwegians are still proud of having killed Karl XII, he who had been to so many wars without being hit by any bullet. This happened in 1718. History claims there was a traitor in the Swedish army who was in contact with the highest ranking officer at the Norwegian fortress. He had given a description of what the king looked like. It didn’t come to war that time. There is a big statue where the king was shot, with the date and year inscripted. 

I will not write more about this, but will elaborate on how I came to travel to America. 

Many people from back home had left, and they wrote that they liked it there. Someone had promised to send me a ticket. The majority went to Michigan and worked in mines, or to Wisconsin, and worked in 6 the forests. There was a neighboring boy who had left 2 years earlier. I went to his home and got his address to write to him and ask if he could send me a ticket. I was then more than 19 years old. 

But then something happened that we had not expected. One day, we got a letter from America. From John Brakke. He was my mother’s brother. It was 15 years since he went there, and we had not gotten more than one letter from him, so we thought he was dead. He wrote to my father, asking if we did not have a son who wanted to travel to America. In that case, he would send a ticket. I immediately wrote to Brakke, and asked him to send me a ticket as fast as he could because I wanted so much to go. My father and mother wrote as well, and asked him to take good care of me when I arrived. Father and mother probably wanted me to stay at home, but when I had made the decision to go, no one could stop me. This was in April, and six weeks later, the ticket arrived. Then I had to get ready. Mother and father made 7 different kinds of clothes ready for me. Mother made food for me to have on the way. She baked bread and dried bread and cured meat and several other things. The food you got on the steamboats at that time, no man could eat. It was not as it is now. Now they have food like at the finest hotels. And only 2, or at the most 4 people in each room in 3rd class. When I travelled, there were about 150 in each room in 3rd class, top and bottom bunks. Bedlinnen you had to bring yourself. 

In the beginning of June, I was ready to go. This was the year 1887. I had no one I knew to join me on my journey. Many had travelled early in the spring, but now there were none. There was a boy who brought me to the train station. It was about 35 English miles to get there. That boy had been to America and had returned. He spoke of many things useful to me on my journey. We drove away in the evening, father and mother followed a short distance. Alex and Anna as well. Alex was 9 and Anna was between 3 and 4. I remember it well. Mother and father cried when we separated, and that was not strange. It felt heavy.

We drove all night. It was a good 8 state-road, so we drove fast every now and then. It was dark only 3 hours in the middle of the night, and afterwards it became light as day. We arrived at the station early in the morning, got the horse into a stable and gave him food. The man who brought me took me to a restaurant and bought us coffee and food. Then we went to the depot and I got a ticket to Götteborg (Gothenburg). The train arrived shortly thereafter, and I had to say goodbye to the man who had driven me there. Then I was alone amongst strangers.

At every station, new people boarded the train. Many of them were going to America. When we arrived in Götteborg, agents from all lines met us at the station. The agent for the line we were travelling with took us to a hotel for emigrants. There we would stay for two days, until the boat departed. Götteborg was an old, big city at the time. Now it is twice as big. There was a lot for me to see, who had not been to a big city before. People who were going to America arrived continuously, most of them young. The agent took us to the courthouse, where we had to show our papers that we had brought from home. These papers were given to us from the priest at home, and said where we were born, if we had got the education we should have, and many other things that were necessary. 9 Many of the young boys at the immigrant hotel drank, and were drunk the whole time we were there. They tried to include me, but I said no. I did not want this, and they thought I was stupid.

When the time came to board the boat, the agents gathered us and got us packed on to the boat. Small steamboats brought us from Götteborg to Hull in England. You did not get on the line-boat until you were in England. It took about 36 hours over the North Sea, and we were all sea-sick. I thought the guys who were such ‘big-shots’ at the hotel deserved it. I recovered from the sea-sickness when I went up on deck.

When we arrived in Hull, Scandinavian agents took care of us. They got us onto a train that went across England to a town called Liverpool. 

It took 6 hours to cross England by train. 

We had to stay in Liverpool for 2 days, before we got on the line-boat. The immigration hotel in England was a bad place to stop. The line I had a ticket to, was called American Line. When the time finally arrived, we were escorted to the boat.

10 There were immigrants of many nations and languages. We were taken to the rooms, or wards, we were to stay in during the trip. About 150 people in each room. People from the Scandinavian countries, Finland and Germany were sort of the same kind. Degos, Polacks and Jews had another room. It was not comfortable to travel 3rd class at that time, but when you are young, it is possible. It was best to be up on deck almost the whole day, then you did not get sick. I slept well at night, and ate of the food I had brought from home. Everyone had helped themselves to different kinds of food from home. Food was handed out to us 3 times a day. Sometimes we took some, but we could not eat much of it. We had a coffeepot and coffee with us, and we cooked it ourselves. One could go in where the food was prepared, to cook it.

When we had been on the ocean about 3 or 4 days, I thought it went quite well. You got to know the others, and that was fun. When you travel by sea, you do not have to use pills. You get them for free, but it’s another thing whether you can find a free spot on the toilet or not. There was room 11 for 50 people, and you were happy if you found a free seat. You could not turn back when you reached the door and it was full of people, you had to find a seat before it was too late (Edgar, you do not have to write this if you do not want to).

We spent 12 days from England to Philadelphia. When we were close enough to see land, everyone went up on deck, and all got well at the same time. On our last day on the boat, we had land on both sides. You could see nice houses and forest on both sides. It was at the end of June, so all was green, and I thought; this will be a wonderful country to come to. We came to the pier, and were escorted off the boat. There agents from all nations met us. The Scandinavians took care of the Swedes and Norwegians, and the others took care of their people. We were taken to Castle Garden where we got a railroad ticket to where we were going. There we could buy food and other things if we wanted. It was not so strict to travel at that time. You were not asked if you had more money than to cover the ticket or not. There were a few questions you signed for, and that was it. 

12 The train we travelled on was only for immigrants. When we arrived in Buffalo, New York, we changed cars. Then we went straight to Chicago, and we were taken to an immigrant hotel. We stayed there for half a day and later boarded the train to St. Paul where we were treated in the same manner. As long as we travelled between these big cities, we were met at the depot by agents who dealt with us so we came to the right place. It is not so easy when you do not understand one word of English, you need help. From St. Paul there was a car with immigrants. It was attached to another train, and we travelled through many nice places, but as we neared Dakota and saw the naked prairie, I thought it looked ugly.

When we arrived in Sanborn, I had to get off the train. There I stood on the platform at the depot, and knew I was going on another train. My ticket was for Dazey. I had written to Brakke so he would meet me there.

I went back and forth and did not know what to do. It was early morning, and I was hungry and tired. I wondered if there 13 was a place I could get coffee and food. People went back and forth continuously, and I listened carefully if anyone spoke Scandinavian, but no one did. But suddenly a big guy came towards the depot. When he saw me, he approached me and asked if I was Swedish or Norwegian. Then it was my turn to be happy. I told him the name of the city I was going to, and asked him to help me find the right train. He said he would. Then he said he was a Swedish missionary priest, and that he travelled around seeking out Swedes to gather them, preach for them, and form a congregation. If you want, he said, you can follow me in to the city. There he had an acquaintance he stopped by, so I could get coffee and food. The train did not leave for a good while, so we had plenty of time. We went to where this man lived, in a shanty. He was not married. The priest was also alone. I got coffee and lunch. Later the priest brought me back to the depot and got me on the train which left for Cooperstown. He told me there was only one depot 14 between Sanborn and Daizy. I thanked the priest for the help he had given me. I can never forget I got help in such a peculiar way.

When I arrived in Daizy, Brekke met me. He approached me and asked if I was Alfred he had sent a ticket to. I had not seen him before, and he had not seen me. He had a buggy and two indie-ponies for transportation. On the way he told me he had been to Michigan and Wisconsin before he came to Dakota in 1882. He said he was a stonemason, and when he was out of work, he would travel around selling merchandize to people.  He did not have a home, but he stopped a while in each place. I thought this sounded sufferable. I had thought I could stay in his home when I arrived. Now, he said, he stopped at a Norwegian farmer’s, and I could stay there a while if I wanted. We arrived at the farmer’s, his name was Per Molstad, and his wife and a boy and a girl, of about 6 and 7 years old. They were quite pleasant people. Their farm was a bit more than a mile south of Hannaford. Hannaford was not a town at the time, it was merely a 15 platform the train stopped by. Then there was a small store with a post office inside.

This farmer, Molstad, had a quite good house, and a large barn. There were not many farmers as well-off as him at the time. He had taken the land as a homestead. He had several thousand dollars when he arrived. He had built a house, bought horses and machinery. He had cleared the land, and had had several crops from it. The money he had when he came to Dakota, he had earned in the forests of Wisconsin. His wife supposedly had had money as well. By the look of it, this family could do good, but then Brakke informed me that Molstad was a man who partied and drank a lot, so he had to hire people to work on his farm. He travelled to Dazey and stayed there several days at the time. There were saloons in Dakota at that time. In 1889, the saloons were voted out, Dakota was dried, and has been since. I will in short explain what happened to Molstad. 2 years after I arrived, he was totally broke. The farm was taken from him,16 with horses and machinery. He had a team and an old buggy on which he left with his family. They went back to Wisconsin, where he worked in the forest as before.

I will now go back a bit, and tell about how I enjoyed myself my first days in America. First thing, I wrote home, telling them I had arrived happily. I had sent letters from Götteborg and England as well, so they had had news from me. It was a good place to stop, with the Molstad family. Mrs. Molstad was a good housekeeper, and they did everything to cheer me up. When you come to another country, all is new, and all seems so strange. Molstad went around, showed me all the things on the farm, and told me how he had made it all. He wanted me to work for him on his farm. I told Brakke about this, but he told me I should not take the job. Not because the man was hard to work for, but because it was difficult to get paid.17 Brakke had worked for him quite a bit himself. He had lent him money and sold him merchandize, so he had quite a lot of outstanding claims on him. But it looked like there was no money to get, and now Brakke had decided to stop and board there and order so that he would get something out of what was coming to him. 

That spring Brekke had travelled wide and broad amongst the farms, and received creatures and horses to shepherd for 5 months. He should have 1.25 for each cow, and 2.50 per horse. For the whole season he had an old guy that watched them. But he did not want to do this work anymore. Brakke asked me if I wanted to take that job. For that I would be rewarded 25 dollar per month, and board. That was good payment at that time. At a farmer, you did not get more than $ 16, or $ 18 per month. I said I would try it, and see if it was possible. There were more than 400 cows to watch. He had a pony I should ride. There was a yard by the creek at Hannaford that he kept them in at night. I took the job and Brakke made it so that I should live on Molstad’s farm and then I started my work. You could go with the cows 18 around 6 miles south by the creek and 3miles on each side, east and west, from the creek. I had to start quite early in the morning and then there were more than 1 mile to walk in the morning and at night. I had breakfast and supper on the farm and brought lunch with me for dinner. I suppose I found out that it was hard and difficult work to make sure that everything went as it should. Sometimes it was so hot that you could nearly die and when it rained it got really cold, I think that was most difficult and boring on Sundays. We didn’t have any days off, every day was the same. I started on the 4th of July and worked till the 15th of October in autumn.

 When harvesting began, Brakke asked me if I would go out and thresh for some weeks, and he would get another man to be a shepherd in my place. Brakke said that if I worked with the threshing-machine I could learn some English. I got fond of this and kept on threshing for about three weeks around Hannaford. I thought this was quite hard work in the beginning but after a few days it was ok. I learned some new English words as well, but they were probably not 19 the best kind. When a newcomer came along with the threshing-machine, they always tried to teach him bad English words. Most of them were Norwegian. 

The two last weeks I worked with the machine, I thought it went quite well. Payment was $1,50 per day, and long days, but then I went back to shepherding. The man who was in my place did not want to continue, but then it was about a month to go, and I was happy it was getting near the end. I thought many times when I walked on the prairie in the sunny heat, that I was pretty stupid to leave  home to come to this deserted, wild prairie. If I had had money, I would have gone home again. But then I realized that I had travelled to America to try my luck, so I just had to pull myself together and take what came my way. I thought, there will be better times. 

When I was done shepherding, it seemed I had entered a new world. I was more free. Molstad wanted me to stay with him over the winter, but I didn’t want to decide 20 yet until later in the fall, but he got me to plough for him a while. He had four big bulls which I used. They were very well broken in, so it was no trouble to drive them. He himself ploughed with four horses. I could use the horses if I wanted to, but I wanted to learn to use bulls. He told me I should not continue working too late. One night I did an area I wanted to finish, but the bulls did not care about that. They turned around, and ran as fast as they could to the farm. I had to run as fast as I could to follow them. The bulls had run straight into the barn with the plough and everything if Molstad had not met them in the doorway. He just laughed very much and said that when you used the bulls, you had to stop at a certain time. 

One day, Brakke came to the farm. He had been out peddling for some time. He told me I could get a good place with Louis Johnson for the winter if I wanted. He lived 11 miles North-East of Hannaford. Brakke told me the Louis Johnson family was Swedish, 21 and he was sure I would like it there. I was to work for food through the winter. I was to help with the chores, and later, they promised me, I was to attend English school for some time. (You had to work quite hard just for your food those days.) 

I stayed with Molstad until the end of November. I got some payment from him, and was to receive the rest later. But I never got any more from him. He owed everything he owned. Then Brakke drove me to L. Johnson (Johnson was the father of Mrs. Olav Johnson here in Hannaford). They had 6 children, one boy of 15 and 5 girls. They lived in a log-house. It was well furnished and warm. Johnson had many cows and horses, and there was a lot of work to do. Me and his son was at it almost all the time. We drove straw and hay every day before Christmas. Had 5-6 miles to walk for hay. Drove all of it home in the fall, so we didn’t have to drive after more when it was stormy weather. Even though I and the boy worked quite hard, I liked it 22 very much there. They were good people, and they did all they could for me. Mrs. Johnson was a good cook, and we got food of all kinds. In the evening when we were done working, we read Swedish and Norwegian magazines and books. The children tried to teach me English, and I learned a lot. Johnson told me that that Christmas, a Swedish priest was coming to visit. Then they would have a Christmas tree, and meetings throughout Christmas. I thought this would be very nice, and we worked, I and the boy, with greater lust, so Christmas time would be easier. On Christmas Eve, Johnson travelled to Cooperstown to meet the priest. When we came in from the stables that evening, the priest had arrived. He greeted us, but then he looked at me for a while, and said “you are the same young man I met in Sanborn this summer”. Then I recognized him immediately. I though all of this was a strange coincidence, and so did he. He thought it was nice I got a place with the Johnsons’ who were good people. 

23 This, my first Christmas in America, I thought was quite enjoyable anyway. Time went fast, and it was a big change to what I had had in the summer. Some time after Christmas, Johnson and his boy took me down to the Sheyenne River. We were going to cut down trees, chop wood, and drive it home. He had bought forest to use as fire-wood. They were quite big trees, some of them, and we worked a long time before we had cut, chopped and driven home enough to last a whole year. It was only half days we could work there. While we were doing this, we had a day with very good weather. We went to the forest after dinner, with 2 teams, and loaded 2 big loads. Johnson and the boy was to drive it home, and come back for more. I was to stay behind to chop branches in fitting sizes, so they could be loaded onto the sleigh. Johnson told me before they went home that if it started to snow during the evening, I was to walk home immediately, because they would not come back if it looked like a storm was coming. 24 It was only a two mile walk. I worked quite long. I expected them to return soon. Then I looked up in the sky and saw it was quite cloudy, and a few snowflakes started to fall, but I thought it was not that bad. I did not understand it was worse up on the prairie than it was down by the river. I had never seen a blizzard before. I continued to work for a while, until it was nearly evening. Then I started walking homewards. When I came up to the prairie, there was a storm. I could only see a few feet in front of me. The wind came from North-west, so it came in from the side. If it had come from the front, I could not have taken another step. I had not walked far until I understood that it was dangerous. It snowed into my face and eyes, so I could hardly see. Luckily, I had an old skincoat on me, that Brakke had given me. If not, I would have frozen to death. I tried to keep to the road all I could, many roads crossed the one we used, and I was afraid  25  I would end up on one of those. I couldn’t see the road, but I felt with my feet when I was on the road. After a while I got so tired, and wanted badly to sit and rest a bit. But I had read about people that had been out in blizzards, that you should not sit down to rest, because then it was the danger that you would remain lying there. Did my very best to continue forwards. Was outside the road several times, but got back on it again. It was as dark as it could be. My fingers were getting stiff, my wollen gloves were wet. In the evening, I saw a light glowing now and then, and it gave me life! I prayed to God to help me happily to my destination. Then the light became clearer, and I kept to it, until I came right up to it. Johnson had hung out a light, on the north-facing side of the house. Had he not done that, it is doubtful if I would have reached the house. They were happy when I came. They had been very worried when I did not return during the day. They helped me out of my clothes, and rubbed my hands so they recovered again. The second day, I was stiff in my entire body. I did not 26 get sick, but I did not work for a few days, since my hands were sore and tender.

Later in the winter, when we were done with the fire-wood, I got to go to school. I went there for 2 months. The schoolhouse was down by the river, so we had to walk 2 miles every morning and evening. When it was cold, and a lot of snow, Johnson drove us. It was the boy and 2 of the other children, who attended school. I and the boy became good friends, and had a good time together. Nickolas was his name.

L. Johnson’s son died three years ago in Austin. He had some business there. He was up on a cart, which had an oiltank. Someone was going to move it. He was to tend the brake. Then he slipped and fell down. He died after a few hours. I though it was sad to hear this.

Brakke came to visit several times during the winter. He knew the Johnson family very well, he had worked there a few times. I stayed there until the beginning of May, then Brakke came to pick me up. The Johnsons’ told me to come visit them during the summer, and that I should stop by next winter also if I wanted to. Then I would get paid as well. I thought this was nice, and we would talk about it again later. Brakke drove me to a farmer called Charly Nelson. His farm was 3.5 miles north of Dazey. Right by the line between Barnes and Griggs. 

His farm was by Griggs bar, or 2.5 miles south of Walum. But Walum did not exist at that time. There, I and Brakke were to stay for a while. There was plenty of space there. Brakke was going to start rounding up the cows again, to herd them throughout the summer. He asked me if I wanted to herd again, and I would get more pay than the previous summer, but I told him I did not want that. Then he asked me if I wanted to help him round up the cows, and watch them until he could find a man. I promised him I would, and then we worked late and early until we had rounded up 400 cows. We had a yard for them by a small creek, a way away from C. Nelson, and we could walk them down to Ballhill creek, and south 6-7 miles. I boarded with Nelson, and worked 6 weeks before Brakke found a man to take my place. Then I was happy, and decided I would not herd any more. 

Then I took a job with a man called Knut Stee. He lived one mile south-east of the Nelsons. He was the brother of Mrs. C. Nelson, and brother of Tom Stee, which is the father of the Stee boys and Mrs. Sad. 28 He was a young man, had been married 4-5 years, had 3 children (This Knut Stee died 30 years ago). The first thing I did there was to dig out a basement under the house. It was to be 16x24 and 10 feet deep. It was hard work to dig it when the house was built on top of it. Had to take it out with a wheelbarrow. My payment was 75 cent per day, 10 hour workdays. I finished it after a while, and the farmer was pleased with my work. Later Brakke came to do the masonry work. 

Then Knut Stee wanted me in the haying. Then he would pay me 1 dollar per day. I stayed and we piled a lot of hay. It was not long until harvest, and it looked like it would be a good crop. Stee had nearly 200 acres of wheat, and also oats and rye in addition. I decided to stay during the harvest as well. The Harvest looked like it would come late that year, but then there was one night between 3 and 4 august, that brought strong frost. The wheat froze over almost all of North-Dakota except in the high country. When we got up that morning, the wheat field was white. When the sun came up, it fell down. Oats and rye did not have much damage. 

29 The farmers did not get much out of their good crops that year. The man I worked for, could not cut much of his wheat, and he told me he could not hire anyone for the harvest. What he was going to cut, he had to do himself. He did not know if he could pay me for the work I had already done. This was not encouraging for me. He gave me a note on what he owed me. I can say right away; I lost almost everything. $12 was all I got from him. The year after, his farm was taken from him, with horses and machinery. Brakke lost what he had coming to him as well, but what was I to do now? Then I got a horse and buggy and travelled to L. Johnson. I was well received, and stayed there overnight. Johnsons wheat had also frozen, but he had some in high land, that was not so bad. I asked if he was going to hire someone for the harvest, but he said he and the boy had to try and do the work themselves, as he did not know if it would pay off to have much expenses. Had the frost not come, he would have hired someone, but now he did not dare 30 do it. But then he told me to come next winter again, and I promised I would. 

Then I travelled back to Stee again. I could stop there as long as I wanted, and that was good. Then I got paid some of what he owed me. Then I found there was a farmer that lived 4 miles west of Walum who needed a man for the harvest. His name was P. Nelson. I went there, and got a job. He was a bachelor. I helped him with the food, and it went quite well. He cut all his wheat, even though it had frozen. I stayed until the threshing started, then I went with Charly and Andrew Nelson. They had a threshing-machine, and they threshed frozen wheat the whole fall. The farmers got 35 cents per bushel for it, but many used it for feed. The ones who had wheat in high land that had not frozen, got $1 per bushel, but not many had that. P. Nelson, who I stayed with during the harvest, could also not pay me that fall. He gave me a note, but he paid me the year after, with interest. So I did not lose money on him. He was an extraordinarily good man, who wanted everyone to get their dues. I worked quite hard for him, but that was ok. 31 I participated in the harvest during the fall, as long as it lasted. The payment was $1.50 per day, and they used long days in that time, they did not have per hour like now, but I made quite a bit anyway. When I rested for a few days after the harvest, I travelled to L. Johnson again, and it felt like home. We had the same work in the winter as the year before, but now I was more used to the work and thought everything went easier. Went to school some time during that winter as well. 

In spring, when I left the Johnsons, he asked me if I could come back for the harvest, if there was any crop. I promised I would. Then I went to Hannaford and stopped at Brakke’s for a few days. He had build a small shanty that he lived in. I found out they needed people on the railroad. I went to talk to the foreman, and got a job. The payment was $1.25 per day, and in addition you had to pay $18 per month for the boarding in the section-house. That was an unreasonable price at that time. When the board was paid, there was $14.50 left per month. I started working. In the afternoons we loaded a cart with gravel. Only one man 32 for each cart. They were to be finished by dinnertime, because then the train came and took the carts to the place where we unloaded them. There were 10-12 men working there. This was quite hard labor for me, who had not shoveled gravel before. I had gotten used to farming quite well, but this was something different. The guys there were the kind that had worked the (rail) road many years, so they were used to it. They were all Swedes and Norwegians. The first 2 weeks I could not load my own cart before dinnertime without help from them, and they made fun of me and said I was not cut out for that kind of work. I thought this was terrible, because I worked as hard as I could. But I kept at it. When I had worked there for a month, I could load my cart as fast as the others. Then they thought I was good, who could learn so fast, but I think it is the hardest work I have ever done. After 3 months, I quit. The boss wanted me to stay on because he liked me a lot, but it was so little to gain from it when you had to pay so much for boarding. 

33 Then I went to Donal Comble, and worked with the haying. He was a good man to work for. He wanted me during the harvest as well, but I had promised Johnson to come there, and I travelled there when the time was right. I was there during the whole harvest, and then I helped him stack both wheat and oats and all other grain. I worked there about 6 weeks. 

Then I went to Charly and Andrew Nelson again for the threshing. They had told me to be with them. It was a good crop that year, and the threshing lasted until late fall. Then I went around collecting the money I was due for my work. I did not loose money on anyone that summer. 

I had thought about it lately, that I should go back to Sweden this fall. I had $300 that I had saved since I got here. You could buy a ticket straight home for $60. It didn’t cost as much as it does now. I stopped by L. Johnson and got the money I was due from him. Johnson told me I should not go to the old country, but to come to them and be with them that winter as well. I would not have to work so hard, 34 he told me, and I could work with him the greater part of next summer as well if I wanted. 

But I had decided to go home, and one month before Christmas, I went. I had a few acquaintances in Cooperstown who had worked on the railroad at the same time as I. They travelled home to Norway. We travelled together until England. There we split up. They went to Kristiania (now: Oslo), and I went to Götteborg. 

I got home a few days before Christmas. My parents and siblings were happy when I got there. I had not written that I was coming. I thought many things had changed at home during the short time I was away, 2.5 years. Many of my friends had gone to America, but many were still left. It was nice to meet them again. I did not work much that winter. I helped my father some times with the shoe-work. Had thought about going back again in the spring. My parents wanted me to stay a bit longer, and I decided to stay at home that summer. When spring came, I took work with a farmer and stayed there the whole summer. He was a good man to work for, 35 and I liked it there. That fall I went to my home, and stayed there until after Christmas. I went with a farmer to drive timber in the forest until mid-spring. Then I decided to go back to Dakota. I had been home more than a year at that time. 

I had got to know Maria Johnson at home. We agreed to marry, and we prepared to travel as soon as we could (We did not get married until we got to Hannaford. We got married by P. A. Thoreson). Then we said goodbye to the people at home, and went on our journey. That was the year 1891. Maria’s 2 siblings Emma and Carolina came with us. Emma and Carolina were going to Boston, but I and Maria were going to South-Dakota. We travelled from Kristiania, Norway that time. From there to England, and then across the ocean to New York. There we separated from Maria’s siblings. We continued the journey to Hannaford, and reached our destination. Brakke lived in his shanty, and we stayed there. When I and Maria were married, I had to go to work. My wife stayed to work for Brakke. I was in the haying, harvesting and threshing during the fall. 36 When I was done working and got home to Brakke, he wanted me to stay and help him with the cows during the winter. He had a lot of them. He slaughtered, and sold meat. My wife was to cook and make food. Lots of farmers came to buy food. There was no hotel in Hannaford at that time. 

During the winter, Emma and Carolina came to visit us from Boston. Emma stayed and worked for Brakke, it was too much for my wife to do alone. I worked quite hard as well. Drove hay and straw the whole winter for all the cows. Brakke was a good man to work for, but it was boring in a way, because he would drink and carouse some times. He also had many friends, and they could go on for days in the shanty. There were only three small rooms, so it was tiresome for my wife, who had to work with the cooking. Later I got more work with the cows. When I was alone, later in the spring, it got better. Not many people came to visit, and one could do ones work in peace. 

37 Our son Edgar was born in February this year, 1892. I and my wife had talked many times about getting our own home, as this would be more comfortable for us. But we thought we did not have enough money yet, so we decided to work still some time, and I was out working for the farmers that whole summer. 

During the haying and harvest, I was with Gustaf Forsberg (he died 30 years ago). He was the brother of John and Albin Forsberg. He lived 6 miles east of Hannaford. He was a good man to work for. He told me many times not to work so hard, but I worked as hard as I could. I was healthy, therefore I liked working. G. Forsberg had told me he thought I should get myself a homestead. His brother in law, Andrew Johnson, had lived on a homestead a few years, but the he gave it up, as he got some land that was better. 

This land was 2 miles south-east of G. Forsberg. It was a small sodhouse there, which could be used when it had been fixed. It had about 60 acres of field. There was a lot of rock there, but it was good land. The fellow Andrew Johnson, 38 who had previously owned it, was the father of Oscar Ousen. His brother, John, lived ¼ mile from there, and his father ½ mile north. But on the south side there were no houses closer than 10-12 miles, so there was a big prairie on that side. On all other sides there were houses, so it was not far from people. When I had finished working that fall, G. Forsberg brought me to see this land, and I took it as my homestead. We did not have to move there in 6 months, so we had the whole winter to prepare for it. Brakke wanted us to stay there during the winter again, but I told him we did not like the drinking and carousing that went on there. It was hard for my wife to work when there was so much drunkenness and misery. He did not like that, but that could not be helped. I had talked to P. Nelson about staying there during the winter. He was still alone, and we moved there during the fall. It was the same Nelson that I had worked for during the harvest the year we had frost, so I knew him. We were happy there. I helped with the chores, and my wife made the food. 39 We did not get paid there, other than the food. But it was easy work, and my wife got to rest. I had bought 3 steers which Nelson and I tried to break in that winter. This was work that tested my patience, but it was fun as well some times, but I will not go further into details about this. During fall G. Forsberg had told me I should get a stable on my land. There had been a large sodstable there. 2 walls had fallen down, but 2 remained. There was plenty of good sod, so I could build me a stable big enough for my use. In February Forsberg wrote me and asked me if I was considering fixing up the stable, in which case I could stay with them during the work. I thought it over, and decided to try it. It was in the middle of winter, and a lot of snow, but if it didn’t blow up, I could work and get it finished. Then I got Nelson to take care of my bulls. Nelson drove me to Hannaford. From there I travelled to Forsberg. I got there in the evening. Next morning 40 I travelled to my land with a shovel and axe. I got the snow away where I would work. Then I started building, and it went quite well. There was no storm during my time there. It was cold every day, but it did not hinder me in my work. I travelled from Forsberg every morning, and back again in the evening. When I got the walls done, and the roof was left, Forsberg drove me down to the river. We cut long rails that I needed for the roof. When we had put them the way they should be, he picked up thread that we put on top. Later I put sod on top of that. Then I made a door and manger, and then the stable was finished. There was room for 6 head. This took me 2 weeks, but had I not had so good help from Forsberg, it would have taken me longer. The sodhouse would have to be fixed up as well, but that could wait till spring, when we moved in, said Forsberg. We could stay with them while I got the house fixed, and I was happy with this. I thought it had gone well with the stable, because it had gone better than I had imagined. I wanted to pay Forsberg for the time I had stayed there, 41 but he told me he did not want payment, and that we could stay there until spring when we moved, and it would not cost us anything. I thanked him and was happy there were people who were that helpful, and I want to say we did not get as much help from anyone as we got from that family. Forsberg drove me to Hannaford. From there I travelled to Nelson. My wife was happy when I returned. There was no telephone and no mail route at that time. There was no use sending a letter if you were only gone a couple of weeks. The farmers went to town maybe once per week, and many did not come in for 2 weeks as well. 

When they had driven out all their wheat in the end of March, we moved away from Nelson. He drove us to Hannaford. We stayed with Brakke over night. The second day he drove us to Forsberg. Then I went to our land and fixed the house up with new floors and new windows and paper on the walls and roof. I had bought an old stove that I fixed. It was good. Got a big box which we used as a table, a couple of chairs and a bed. That was all the furniture we had. 

When the house was finished, 42 we moved in. Bought a few loads of hay from Forsberg, which he drove there. We had the three bulls, had bought 2 good milking-cows, an old wagon and a plough. We had bought enough flour for the whole summer, and some grocery. We sold about 20 pounds of butter every week the whole summer. Did not get more than 10-12 cents per pound, but it was enough to buy what we needed. When we got organized, we thought we had a good life. Now we had our own home, and could do as we pleased. I bought seed, wheat, oats and rye from old Hemmingson, which I was to pay for next fall, because I did not have much money left. Then I put the bulls in front of the plough, and was going to plough, but it turned out to be a difficult job. They wanted to go in separate directions. My wife came to help me. Our little boy Edgar was put in a box at the edge of the field. It went better when we were two, but the work went slow. Then I went to a neighbor called Klubben. He lived 1.5 miles north of our place. He gave me an old ox that I used 2 days. Put him in the middle, and then the young bulls had to move straight forward. After that it went quite well. I sowed 50 acres with wheat, 43 and some with oats and rye. After the seeding, I exchanged the bulls for a horse-team from Brakke. He had bought them from a horse dealer. I got $100 for the bulls, and I gave $200 in exchange. Now I did not need a whole day to walk to Hannaford, as I did with the bulls. They were good horses. I did a lot of work with them. Then I got an old mower, so I put up a lot of hay, so we had enough for our cows. Had bought another cow, so we had 3 now. We did not have a pasture, so we had to peck them out. But there was so much grass and slush on the south side of our land, so they did not suffer, but there was a lot of work with them. 

That summer I build a sodhouse next to the other one, so we got more room. We also had pigs which we fed with milk. We slaughtered them in the fall. We were not in want of food, had enough milk, butter and other things. And cream; all we could eat. We got a fairly good crop that fall. The wheat was good. I remember especially that the oats and rye were exceptionally good. So we had enough feed for horses and cows. I was supposed to pay 44 something for the horses that fall, but I couldn’t. Had to give Brakke note and mortgage, and he would let it slide until next fall. Had to pay the seed I had bought in the spring. The price for the wheat was not more than 60 cents per bushel, so it was not so much. We could live well, but it was not much left to pay debt. 

In the summer, Sørensen and Emma had gotten married, and later in the fall, they moved out to us on the farm. They had money to live for, but it was nicer for both them and us, to be in one place. They stayed with us that winter and all of next summer. Sørensen was out working for the farmers the whole summer, and Emma stayed with us. When I was done working in the fall, I and Sørensen went to the river and ripped up oak-stumps and drove them home for fire-wood. We drove 15 big loads, and chopped it up to fire-wood. We had enough for the whole winter. We did not buy any coal or fire-wood, and the house was good and warm. Forsbergs and we were together a lot, and it was nice to have someone to go to. In spring, I sowed a bit more than the year before, and work went well the whole summer.

45 I hired a binder during the harvest. Did not buy one. I had to hire a horse as well. I only had 2 horses myself. Me and Andrew Johnsons father - he lived half a mile from us – we were together after the harvest, and stacked all the grain. We worked one day for me, and one day for him, until we were done for both. I had 70 acres, he had more than 80 acres. It took us quite a long time, but it was late fall until we got to the threshing. The stack-threshing should be done first, but you did not need many people for stack-threshing, and you got better grade on the wheat. 

The second spring we were on the farm, a big prairie-fire came in from the south. It was early a Sunday morning, and we had to go out and set up a counter-fire. We had ploughed around the house, the stable and the haystack, but if we had not burned off anything before the fire came, the wind would have thrown it over. It went well. But many places, haystacks burned down
Sørensen and Emma moved to Hannaford during the fall. When we were done with the work for the fall, and all bills were paid, there was not much left. There was nothing to pay the horses with, because one has to have some money through the winter, in case of illnesses and other things that one needed. Then I went to Hannaford and talked to Brakke, if he could wait another year for what I owed him. He said he would like to do so, but now he had bought the hotel in Hannaford for $1000 cash, so he wanted money. But, he said, I will give you a good bargain. It’s better if you left 46 the farm, and you can rent the hotel from me, I am sure, he said, that you can pay the horses later in the winter. I told him I had to talk to my wife about that. When I got home, I talked about what Brakke had said. We did not know what to do. We liked it a lot on the farm, but the problem was that we did not have any extra to pay the debt with. We couldn’t clear any more land, as there were so many rocks. There was nice land a mile west of us, that could be bought on crop-payment, so if we were to stay on the farm, we had to buy that if we were to make any progress later. But then we would have to place ourselves in more debt. We had to buy 2 more horses, and later machinery, and as we had not paid for the horses we had, it looked impossible. So we decided to rent the hotel from Brakke. Then we moved to Hannaford late that fall. Then we started working as hard as we could. There was so much to do. We hired a girl for the help. Then I drove all my hay and feed from the farm. We had all our cows with us to Hannaford, and I built a stable for them. 

The hotel business was quite good, and we made money, 47 but we had to hire much help sometimes. We continued for 2 years, but then we were tired, and quit. Then we had paid our horses, and later we built a house and paid it (that is the house Schmidt, the depot-agent, lives in). 

We lost the land. Someone filed homestead on it, and so it went. I have thought a lot about that, that we were stupid to leave the homestead, but it looked impossible. But, afterwards, I got to think if I had tried, and got a pasture, we could have had more cows, and may have got out of our debt. But to find out afterwards that you have been stupid, does not do any good to think about now. 

When our house was finished, we moved in, and we had our own home again. Then I had our horses and cows to take care of, and we lived well off them. This was the winter of 1896 and 7. It was the worst snow-winter that had ever been in North-Dakota. There was no train in Hannaford for 7 weeks. There came snow ploughs and rotaries, but they got stuck many times. It was hard for many on fire-wood and coal. Many farmers burned straw in heating stoves. 48 I had bought many ties during the summer, and coal early in the fall, so we had everything we needed. During the spring, when the snow melted, the creek got so big that it filled half the ravine. The bridge got lost, and people had to use boats to cross. During the summer I worked at section until the haying. I put up hay for our cows, and during the fall I was in the threshing with my team. So I kept going for several years.

In 1900 I sold the house that we lived in for the reason that I could not get a clear deed on the lots (land). It belonged to an estate and it would take many years before you could get warranty deed. Then I bought lots and built a house where we live now. In 1901, I built a shoe-shop in Hannaford. I had learned this in the old country, and I thought it would be good to have lighter work when I got older. And that is what I do now. I started shoe-repair as soon as I got the shop finished in the fall, and I got work. Some time after Christmas I got sick with gout. Lay in bed for 3 months, and was in much pain. Got my horses sold that winter, but we still had 2 milk cows. My wife had to work hard that winter. And Edgar, our son who was 9 years old, 49 had to stay home from school many days to help her (Edgar, you probably remember this). Later in the spring I had to travel to Fargo to a sanatorium, to take a treatment. Halvor Amundson followed me there. He carried me on his arm to the depot, like you carry a baby. Apparently I did not weigh more than 80 pounds. I had not eaten a lot during the winter, so I was not heavy. Since I got treatment, I got better. When I had been there for a month, I returned home. I was quite weak, and it took me the whole summer before I regained my strength. Started working in the shop the minute I got home. Then it was good to have light work. Have not had any gout since, but have been healthy, and still am, which is a lot to thank God for. But my wife is tormented with this painful disease, but it looks like there is no cure for it when you get old. 

As I have written down these memories, it seems I have lived them over again. It is as if I have spoken with all these people and been to the places I have worked. Many of them are dead, but some are still alive. 

50 When I and my wife came here to America, we were young, and we had plenty of work-spirits, and we did our best, and we can be grateful to God that it has gone so well for us until this day. We have not become rich, but have had our daily bread until this day. Now we are starting to get old, and we should be grateful to God who has given us such a long blessed time and that the salvation in Christ has been revealed to us.  
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