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This 1s My Life

ZELDA GUSTAFSON MOENCK

My mother and father were both born in Cottenberag
Sweden, and got married there. After a few years of
marriage they had a child that died in infancy from a
disease called disentary, a disease that was fatal to
children. This would have been my brother.

Atter a few more years they came in an ocean |liner to
America. There were several boats that came over at the
same time. They were called boat people and immigrants.

First my parents went to Arkansas, but didn’'t find
what tney wers looking for, which was granite rock.

My tather had graduated from a school that would not give
honor to their diploma until they had work that could
support a tamily and have a trade. My father’s trade was
stone cutting 1n granite,

My oldest sister was born in Arkansas. When she was
three years old my family moved from Arkansas to Ft.
Dodge. My tather had been told there was plenty of work
in the Ft. Dodge area for stone cutters. But, there
wasn‘t i1n Ft. Dodaoe because he had to go where there were
hills. So, after some thought my father went to Evanston,
lowa and started to build our home. My father would take

the train to Evanston to work on the house. After my

"
+ather had the house partly finished he moved his family
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to Evanston. During the time he was building the house I
was born in Ft. Dodae on January 21, 1900.

In Evanston my father bought 54 acres of land. We
also had a few cows and chickens. When the weather had
warmed up we planted apples, psaches, plums, raspberries,
grapes, gooseberries, and what not. This is what our
tather told us when we were old enocugh to understand.

One timé when he was working on our house he ran out
of nails, and he took the one way train to Ft. Dodge to
get some nails. When he got the nails he had to carry
them home 1n a pail on his shoulder. He said he had to
stop many times and cut across hnills and country to
stiorten his trip. That was the only house we had as long
as my father lived. While he built the house and planted
things he also had to work at his stone cuttinag.

The house'he buiit was two stories high. The house
also had a cellar under 1t. It had a cistern built
outside so that we had plenty of water for washing. He
also fixed a place on the hillside whers we had cold
spring water the year round. In between this he would have
to work on the inscriptions on the tomb stones. He had to
nand chisel them out by lantern light in his shop. My
sister and I loved to see the sparks fly from the stones
when we were little.

When [ was l1ittle I had several Jobs to do. One Job
was to carry spring water up the hill and put it in the

celiar. I also had to help milk the cows and put the milk



into crocks in the cellar and then skim off the cream and
make butter. In time we had enough cows so that we soid
butter to have extra money to help buy groceries with.

in the spring my father would plant potatoes down by
the river next to the hills. It didn’‘t take long and soon
we were sating potatoes. As the potatoes grew 1t was the
xids Jjob of wesding them and in dry'times we had to carry
spring water to put on them. The potato bugs had to be
picked off twice a week, or they would kill the plants.
This was another job that the children had to do because
they didn‘t have sprayers then. We had to pick them off
by hand. We had a little can of kerosene to put them in
so they would die right away.

One day as I was getting ready to 9o down to the
garden my mother told me to put on a pair of overalls, the
boys overalls, because it had rained the night before and
they would keep my skirt clean and dry. Well, I put them
on and it was a disgrace those days to see a girl or a
lady in mens clothing. When I had finished working in the
garden I started up the hill. I heard men talkina and I
didn’t want them to see me i1n overalls so I hid until 1
didn‘t hear them any more. Then I went home and mother
said my oldest brothner had been home to give me a ride on
the motorcycle thai he had Jjust bought. Maybe you think I
didn‘t cry, but I had been wanting a ride on a motorcyclie
for so long. To tell the truth, I never did get that ride

on a motorcyclie to this day.



My mother was very handy to help when babies
arrived, there wasn‘t any telephones or Irs., so when her
nearest neighbor and friends time came they came after my
mother. They iived across the field from us. Mother
helped deliver a six pound boy and then stayed there for a
tew days to help out. My sister’'s took care of me.

One day they took me over to see the baby and 1 was
scared of him. He was so tiny and was the first baby I
had ever seen and thought he never could be big like the
rest of us, but he did and when he was a young man big
enocugh to work he aot a job that lasted as long as I can
remember. He got a job running a milk truck in Fort
Dodege. His name was Phillip Nugent, son of Andy and Mrs.
Nugent .

My t+ather cut some beautiful stones for tombstones
that are sti1ll standing in old Oakiand Cemetery in Fort
Uodge. One stone in Oakland Cemetery that he made when we
still lived in Fort Dodee is the one on top of the hill.
You can see it as you drive by on the road. It has a
large statue of an American soldier standing on top. It
is the monument for the American soldiers and every year
they have a special service for 1t. At one time they
wanted to move i1t up town when they made a certain street
pbut 1t had been put 16 too far and good so they gave up on
trying to move it.

Another Job that my father worked on along with other

men was the laving of the first street, Broadway, in Fort
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bDodge. They used pieces of wood that looked 1ike brick
but they were a big flop because the first time 1t rained
they all floated up. This just about broke my father’s
heart.

When | was young we had so many snakes that we had to
watch where we went in the woods. One day my dad told my
sister, brother, and me that i1f we would kill the snakes
in the orchard he would pay us one cent per snake. Well,
we toid him that we would and my sister and I carried a .
long stick between us. When my brother would kill a snake
he would hang 1t over the stick and then we would carry
them up to dad for the pay off. We thouaght it was fun and
we had pennies for candy. Dad would put the snakes on the
brush pile to burn up.

I Toved to fish. I would spend many days down by the
river hank'fisﬁing. When I would catch a fish I would
break a branch that was shaped like a Y and stick it in
the water. I would put the fish on the stick through the
gi1lls to keep them cold until I went home. My parents
never had to worty about us getting kidnapped as we never
heard of bad people those days. Some days I would catch
trogs and put them in a sack and keep them under cold
water until the men would put them on throw lines. Then
they would row the boat across the river with the string
of frogs and leave them over night. They sure would catch

some big ones.
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One day when my brother was working the bottom land I
had to take his dinner to him at noon, this part still
scares me today. It was terrible hot day and after my
brother ate his dinner he layed down on the green grass to
take a nap. I was sitting on the grass when I looked up
and there was a big black water moccasin snake coming
through the grass. [t was heading right for my brother’s
neck. 1 screEamed and my brother Jumped up Just in the
nick of time and grabbed a stick. The snake was alli
curled up ready to Jump when my brother hit him Jgust in
time and killed him. We heard later that it was one of
the most poisonous snakes around. They were usually found
in the water. That was the Jjast of me wanting to go
fishing down by the river. I was so afraid of snakes.

Boys were boys along time ago also. When it was
Ha| | oween time-my oldest brother took a wheel barrel from
the grocery store and climbed up a telephone pole and
fastened 1t up there. My brother also had the p)éasure of
getting the wheel barrel down. The man that ran the store
knew it was my brother because he was as strong as an ox
and the only one who could have done it. He never tried
that again.

Mr. Daniels, the grocery man, used the wheel barrel
to get his groceries from the depot. The train would
brina the supplies from Fort Dodge.

My mother never had a washing machine and everything

had to be rubbed on a washboard and hung outside to dry.
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When the cloths were brought inside they were ironed with
hot irons that had been kept on the cook stove., My family
never had a telephone either.

Fretty soon my fun days were over and school days
started, with things to worry a poor kid like me! One day
I was going to school and we had had a big rain that froze
during the night and all the tall weeds were covered with
beautiful +rozen stems that sparklied in the sun. 1 loved
my teacher and 1 was determined to have a bouguet for my
teacher. The tall weeds were so pretty when I got to
school , but I don‘t rememser if the ice had melted off, or
some was left on. My teacher told me how lovely they were
and thanked me and kissed me. That made my day. (Oh, to
be young again.)

Wwhen I was in the eighth agrade I had to take a test.
I had to take éhe train to Fort Dodge and take the tests
in a room at the court house. My teacher told me I could
stay with her over night which I did so I could get there
gasy. When I woke up she was already gone to catch the
one way train to Evanston and | couldn’t find anything in
the house to eat. 1 only had snough money to get me back
home on the train and my dinner at noon. I was sure that
it [ was hungry I would never pass the test. But I did,
aven if I was scared to death. I got my dipioma for the
2ighth grade. .I also aot a 1004 for making a perfect

drawing of the blood veins going through the body. I






ke Locd iz my Skepkerd: 3. shall
_ not want. Fe maketh me to. lie
“down in green paitures; Fe leadeth

me heside the itill water:. Fe
cestoreth my soul; Fe leadeth me
in the paths of vghtesusness for
i name's wake.

UYea., though 3 walk through the
valley of the thadew of death, J will
fear no endd; for Thou art with me;
Shy wd and Thy wall they esomdort

me; “Thow prepareit a table hefoze
me in the presence of mine enemiel;

“Thouw ansintest my head with odl,

my eup wnneth cver.

Surely goodneis and merey thall
follow. me all the days of my lile;
and A will dwell in the howse of the

Lovd forever.
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