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get wet, adding, "I t isn't deep." Matt jumped in, sinking up 
to his neck in water . A disaster was averted even if Matt came 
out soaking wet. 

In 1927 Ted worked at the Express Office for Mr . Hufschmidt, 
continuing with this job until 1948 when he hurt himself by 
walking off backwards from the truck, while carrying a quarter 
of beef. Ted marri ed Harr i et Peterson, a teacher; on Augus t 19, 
1929. They made their first home in the Old Keppler house out­
side the city limits. Harriet loved antiq ues , and much of the 
o ld fur niture was walnut that Ted had refin i she d. Later they 
moved to town to a more modern home. They had two sons , named 
Tom and Jerry (a Norweigan highball!), which they we r e kidded 
about. 

Ted bought the Berry Farm, an acreage near Lansing owned by 
Ed Weber. Members of the family remember walking to this place 
to pick strawberrie s when they were in season. The memories of 
the fun had in doing thiswere so great that the "Berry Farm 
Gang" held picnics to reminisce, and the stories told could be 
a bo ok . 

Jerry was in the Korean War and survived all t he dangers of 
a war that was n ' t considered a war. He was married three years 
when he was killed in a tractor accident while Tom and he wer e 
haying. Ted' s inter ests still are fishing, hunting , and t he 
digg ing of gensing--but on a more limited scale . He is passing 
on to his grandchildren the fun of doing all these things, plus 
walking in the woods l ooking for mushroomsor picking wild flowers. 

DOROTHY KATHERINE, born May 18, 1902, was named after her 
two grandm others, Dorothea Christoph and Katherine Bechte l. 
Doro thy ' s memori es of living in this home calle d the "Beehive " 
are more vivid than that of the tail-enders of the family. The 
following are quotes from a letter written on Christmas at the 
Beehive. As I think back, it wasn't the presents but rather the 
plea sure that I associate with this season. Our gifts were some­
thing to wear. I wonder how many pairs of mittens and stockings 
Mother knitted in her lifetime. There -was always a new pair of 
each f or Christmas , and maybe some one of us would get a new pair 
of shoes. Again I look back and wonder how some thing so limited 
and frugal could have been such a tense, thril ling, happy time. 

Mother began her baking weeks ahead--cookies , kuchen, and 
raisin bread were wrapped and stored in the wash boiler. The 
only homemade candy I remember having was molasses ca ndy and 
that, too, was made a fun time. The mixture was boiled and after 
washing and greasing your hands with butter, you were given a 
hunk to pull. Sometimes we didn 1 t take time for i t to cool as 
we should have, and then how red and hot our palms wou ld get! 
But even then, that was just a laughing matter. You pulled and 
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pulled and pulled and were the envy of others when your t wist 
became almost white. When it reached this stage, one could 
snip it with the scissors into the size wanted. I wonder if 
anyone makes this anymore? The parlor was off-bounds for 
about two weeks before Christmas. Even on an ordinary day you 
never entered the kitchen lightly, but at Christmas it became 
the holy of holies. There was a front door which opened di­
rectly onto the street, and it was through this door that the 
tree and all the secrets were brought. The flo~r was carpeted 
with long strips of rag carpeting sewn together and stretched 
tightly over the clean straw (changed every fall). It rustled 
when you walked over it, To me it was the Christmas tree that 
was so lovely. The boys went out on the hills and got it. 
Popcorn and cranberry strings were the chief ornaments. There 
were a few other bright things; and when we got our Sunday 
School sacks, we took out the ribbon candy and tied it to the 
tree. This never lasted the season. How gorgeous the can dles 
were; and we really enjoyed them, for we had to sit and watch 
them so the tree wouldn't catch on fire. 

Christmas must have impressed Dorothy in her youth, as to 
us younger ones, Dorothy was Christmas. The tree was kept 
for her to trim when she came home for Christmas vacation, as 
she taught in the Minneapolis schools. Our Christmas was held 
in the new home. It was such a great joy for her to put each 
ornament on the right tranch and each icicle in its certain 
place--they were never thrown on. Each year she'd add a new 
ornament, so over the years there were some pretty ones. 
Standing back and admiring her work, she'd remark, "This is 
the prettiest tree we've ever had;" and we agreed. Each 
package, big or small, was wrapped so beautifully to be put 
under the tree in advance of Christmas Eve. You knew by 
shaking it that it was something you had always wanted 
but liked it even if it turned out to be practical. In the 
depression years gifts weren't too plentiful, so to make it 
a happy time someone got the idea to give the furniture away. 
This was done while we attended the Christmas program. Notes 
were put on someone's favorite chair, rocker, a picture- ­
and, as I remember, Mother got the davenport. If the present 
seemed a little too small, to add to the fun, a note was 
attached to the tree with a long string leading from it . 
Wayne (Marie ' s husband), being such a good sport, was usua l ly 
the one picked out for this. The string lead to an upstairs 
bedroom under the bed; but the funny part was to see Wayne 
trying to get under the bed as he had a little too much avoir­
dupois making it impossible. With a little help from one of 
the children, he found his gift was a handkerchief. 

Often a program was presented by the grandchildren re­
peating their Christmas pieces or singing songs they had 
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learned i n school, maybe more app.Kpria te for spring or Ea ste r 
but, rega rdless, the smallest child, coming out and maki ng a 
bow woul d bring much applause. The dining room and l iv ing r oo m 
were divi de d by using the portieres to close off on e r oo m f rom 
the othe r . This made ideal curtains for the stage. An arg ument 
on who was to pull the curtains had to be settled by th e e ld e r s . 

Anot h e r "Beeh i ve " story that I feel . . can ' t be · passed by i s 
this. Th e n eighborhood children, the Wagners and Krieg e r s ,w e r e 
families t hat usually came to play with the Bechtel s . Th ese a re 
Dor ot hy's writings: There had been a circus in t own . Th ou gh 
we didn ' t go , we had seen the parade and .that was enough t o mak e 
us want to put on our own show. Mother had changed the b e d s an d 
fi l led the wash baskets with sheets, which we decided woul d make 
a good tent . We carted them down to Albert's pasture, whic h was 
across the road and down a hill. We had just made a go od s tart 
in putting up the tent when who should show up on t he top of t he 
hill but Mot her! She had a stick in her hand, but she did n 't 
use it . The tent came down and following her orders to li ne up, 
she took u s t o the washing machine. This was the ki nd that y ou 
pulled a ha n dle to make it agitate (an advancement o ver rub b i ng 
the clothes by hand on a washboard). There we each took ou r 
turn an d s t a yed at it until all the machines full o f clothi ng 
were washe d. Years later when Herbie Krieger, who became a 
priest, s t opped by to see Mother, he said it was the mo st di s­
agreeab l e bu t effective bit of discipline he had e v er h a d. 

After graduating from high school, Dorothy went t o s ummer 
school at Cedar Falls. Paying for her education by teachi ng 
country s ch ool for a few years, she went to college with what 
she earne d. After completing two years of college, she ta ugh t 
at Council Bluffs. It was just before school started when s h e 
had an opera tion for appendicitis. It had ruptured, and t here 
was a t i me the doctor thought she wouldn ' t make it. It wa s 
only a sho rt time after this operation that she left for Counc il 
Bluffs, h ardly strong enough to teach in a city school, bu t 
she was d e t e rmined to do her best. She taught in this sch ool 
system fo r s everal years. Leaving Council Bluffs, she went to 
Minneapo l is where she taught until her marriage. It was whil e 
she was te aching in Minneapolis she determined to get her degr e e 
by going t o night school and attending summer school. With all 
this dete rmi n ation, she finally accomplished her goal. Sh e 
graduate d Cum Laude. 

Dorot hy was a dedicated and duty-bound daughter. She t r u ly 
honored he r Father and Mother and tried so hard to make life a 
little eas ier financially and physically for all the hard shi p s 
our Mothe r had borne. Summer vacations were spent a t home , 
mowing, weeding the flower garden, trimming the .. law n , h os in g t h e 
side of t h e house to keep it white, always washi n g a nd sc rubb ing . 
Finally, I nicknamed her "the lady on the box of Dutch Cl e a n s e r." 
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Thi s was disgusting to me because work was OK, but a ll the 
ti me?! I loved to read; and if the book were interesting, 
I figur e d the work would keep. Dorothy read to the folks 
in t he evening while they were sitting on the front porc h . 
Our Father wouldn ' t admit he enjoyed listening; but he seemed 
t o know when reading time came, and down he would come from h is 
room and sit in his favorite rocker. The minute Doroth y sto pp e d, 
he'd l eave. Dorothy read all of Bess Streeter A~lrich's books 
to them but the one, "A Lantern In Her Hand," impresse d Mothe r 
who said, "That could have been the story of my life. " 

Dorothy was married February, 1945, to Frank Harve y, mak ing 
her home at Portland, Oregon. When she left she said she was 
through t eaching. Being a born teacher, she went back to her 
pr ofe ssion and became one of Portland's outstanding teachers . 
She r e tir ed in 1968; and since then they have built a new home 
along th e Oregon coast at Yachats. They are enjoying the oce an 
view from the bi g window, or beach combing for agate, or rock 
hunting, or sim ply watching "Jonathan Livingston Seagull. " 

MARIE KLARA was born August 5, 1904. Mother mu st have liked 
th e na me Marie b ecause the baptism certificate shows that bo th 
Lydia and Marie were given the first name of Marie. Mother ' s 
nam e , which we thought was Mary, is mentioned as Ehefrau Marie 
C. Bechtel 9 surmising Marie was the German for Mary . One doesn ' t 
questi on why Mother was so persistent in trying to name a child 
aft er her. 

Marie was a frail baby and so was favored more than mos t o f 
th e other children. I believe the word puny was used in descri b­
ing her p hysical condition . The older sisters told that Mother 
had no problem to get them to feed Marie. Because of her frail­
ne ss , she was given more nourishing food like bananas , oranges , 
and grape-nuts cerea l. These foods were something not ordinarily 
eaten by the rest of the family . When Marie had the measles an d 
was ke p t in a darkened bedroom and away from the other ch ildren, 
th ey lin ed up outside her window and she fed them her oranges . 

Even with al l the special favors granted, Marie didn 't be ­
co me too spoiled. She was quick in her actions . If an er rand 
was to b e done in a hurry, Marie was sent. She was a fast walker. 
I s yet! How Dorothy ever put up with two giggly girls , I'll 
never know. At night when going to bed (there were two beds in 
th e one room) Dorothy tried to read and Marie and I had othe r 
crazy id e a s lik e repeating the alphabet and books of t he Bible , 
f orward and back war d. I never could come up to any of her 
perf or mances. We ' d guess riddles and somethimes might have an 
argument . If in trying to win a point someone got a little ang ry, 
our idea of getting the better end of the situation was to ca ll 
out name s of persons we thought most awful. Old lady Dawson 
rated th e worst (she collected garbage in a wheelbarrow and 
look ed like a witch). Then there was a man who made moonshine 
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in Wagner 's chicken house by t he name of Mewdeca (I don't 
believe that 's the correct spelling but that's the way we pro­
nounce d it) . 

Dorothy writes of getting gifts from brother Jack and how 
good he was to his little sisters ,_Marie and Dor othy, in sending 
things fo r Chris tmas and Easter. There were beau _tiful, big chi na 
Easter eggs, which were painted with pink ~pple bl ossoms , and 
anothe r was painted with blue violets and then put · on the what-
not to look at. One day the brothers suggested an Easter egg fight 
assur ing goo d trusting Marie that they were too sol id to break, 
but they did! 

Marie was a good student and graduated from high school in 
1922 , when she was sixteen. She went to summer school at Cedar 
Falls tha t summer; and by fall she was old enough to teach country 
school at Dalby, Swede Bottom, and Mays Prairie. (Ted was the good 
brothe r that saw that his sisters were taken out to the place s 
where we boa rded when teaching on Sunday nights and getting us on 
Friday . I 'm speaking for myself too, as he did the same for me 
when I taught .) It was while she was teaching at Dalby, that she 
met an d became engaged to Wayne Bieber, who lived on a far m not 
too far from this scho61. Marie wanted a big wedding; and _since 
she too k care of her own expenses •, Mother consented. I thou 'ght 
her dres s, which she had made by a dressmaker, was the most beauti­
ful dress I had ever seen. It was street length of pale orchid 
with an ove rdress of white organdy. She made .a beautiful brid e 
and st ill could be considered delicate as sSe weigh ed only 105 lbs. 
Elsie Reich , a girlfriend, was bridesmaid, and Ted was best man. 
They were married June 16, 1926 , at the German . Pre sbyterian Church 
by Reve ren d Hoffman. The church was fil .led with friend s and members 
as it wasn 't often that the church had this big a weddi ng. The 
wedding dinner was held at home for the immediate family. Wedding 
prepa ratio ns took weeks in the planning, and I remember Elsie com­
ing home for the wedding. She stayed up until the wee hours plan­
ning t ricks to play on the bride and groom, such as putting bricks 
in Marie 's suitcases and sewing everything shut that she cotild · 
get a hol d of . The Model T Wayne was driv{ng was decor ated to the 
utmost. A big stick was tied to the radiator with a bunch of hay 
tied to the end to encourage it to go faster. Tin cans were to 
be tie d un der the car by some of the boys, but Wayne dro ve away 
before it was completed. It was rather a surprised group when the 
car left an d they were trying to tie cans to the air. I guess t he 
cans , horns honking, and decorating of car and throwing of ri ce 
haven ' t change d from the 20 's, but then it wasn't as common. 

ttchiv aree ;' held after the couple returned from the honeymoon, 
was far diffe rent from those held now (outside of beer drinking). 
When yo u wen t to this affair, you tried to bring al ong pots and 
pans, bel ls, horns, or anything that made lots of noise. The 
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couple expected lots of clanging and ba ng i ng b ef ore they 
gang $5 or $10, going from there to spend it on drinks. 
another way, everybody coming--women, childre n, and men, . 
for the children, keg of beer for t hose who pre f e rred to 
and cigars for the men. 

54 

gave the 
Or, 
pop 
drink, 

They lived at Lansing where Wayne drove a ga s truck working 
for Mid-Continent Oil Company. Mary Jane an d J im were born in 
Lansing. When the children were six and tw o, Wayne was offer ed 
t he job of Sales Territory Manager a t Web ste r City. Their 
vacations were spent in Northern Minnesot a f i shing, u sually the 
first part of June, as that was the bes t t ime to get your limit 
of Walleyes and Northerns . If that didn ' t al way s pr ove tru e , 
it was P.xcellent fishing for sunf i sh or bull he ads by the dock. 
We spent a few trips with them and had the time of our life; but 
in later years it was harder for us to go b ec au se of farm work. 
Wayne took David and Bobby Tully along with Geonge, the s on, a 
few times- - something Dave will always remember for the good times 
they had. There were many funny stories and i ncidents that 
ha ppened, but t his, I think, is one of t he choice st: When 
Wayne went fishing, he fished like he worke d--hard. Thi s 
particular day he and Marie lef t early in t he day, leaving Dave , 
Bobby, and George fishing off shore, but nea r the resort. Wayne 
and Marie, going farther out on t he l ake, f i shed hard, using 
every kind of bait and suggestions he knew, but nar.y a fish. 
They decided to go back to the ca b in and t ry t he ir luck later 
in the day" Coming back to the dock, Wayne saw the boy s sitting 
in the boat, not a pole out, everyb od?i readi ng a comic book. 
When Wayne tells this story, he said, 'The c l ose r I came , the 
madder I got --t{linking of all the time I sp end getting pole s 
ready, buying bait, renting a boat, only to see the boy s 
reading comic books •11 He was all set to give th em a s c ol ding 
and asked them why they were reading inste ad of fi shing. (With 
George's sunny disposition and 11Hi Dad, 11 Wayne had l os t before 
he ' d begun) . Worse was George 1 s re pl y , 11We got -our limit a l -ong 
time ago, so this is all we had to do . 11 The irony of it all-­
t hey got some of the bigges t fish caugh t wh ile there. 

The Biebers lived at Webster Ci t y fo r some years where 
George was born, moved to Charles Ci ty, and later moved to 
New Hampton where Wayne owned an d oper at ed Wholesale-Retail 
Auto-Parts Store for about 12 years . Sell ing the busine s s, they 
decided to go west to Portland , Oregon, i n 195 6 . George, out 
of school, and Jim just getting out of the Navy, went along. 
Mary Jane, who moved out l ater, lives in California. Jim is 
in Seattle and George in Por t land. Wayne is s till working for 
Letts Industries and still trave l ing . Marie has retired from 
Mier and Frank, working as a saleslady and demonstrator. She 
is enjoying working in her flower garden of ros es and da h lia s 
and many other kinds that seem only to b loom s o profu s ely in 
Oregon. She also goes with Wayne on h i s tri p s of s elling 
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heavy machinery equipment parts . in Oregon an d in surrounding 
states o 

MATHEW ARNOLD, born January 2, 1911 , was called "my boy" 
by our fath er whi ch he was, because whenever yo u saw big Matt, 
little Matt was follo wing ,, That was why the name just " Boy" 
was used-- also it was less confusing when a 11Mat t" was called 
to dist inguish who was wanted. 

Matt and I fought, argued, and teased each other very much 
in growi ng up . We a lw ays shared even i f it mean t Matt getting 
the short end . He r e are a few instances: Matt will neve r let 
me forget the time he gave me permission to use his first and 
las t store-b oug h t sled . This had been a Christmas present. 
Every Saturday I went over to Reverend Kegel for catechism at the 
pars onage. Jeannette, a neighbor girl , went along . I asked 
Matt if I could take the sled to slide down the hill n ear the 
Mi n ister 1 s h ouse . This was a place I had nev er gone sliding 
before; bu t in seeing others using it, I tho ught it would be 
great to try o We went dow n 11belly bumps 11 which t he folks didn ' t 
approve of, but I figured I was far enough from home that they 
would n 1 t kn ow the differe nce . At the bottom of the hill was 
a di tch used for dumping cans and junk . To avo id this, one had 
to go off tb ·the side , which I didn't know . We were going 
lickety cut, when we hit the ditch . The sle d, hitting the 
cans, stopped dead throwing Jeannette over my hea d into the 
snow. The wind was k nocked out of me, and I was bleeding from 
a cut in my ne ck v My new first bought coat ha d a rip down the 
front and the sled! Runners were straight out from the side -- in 
other words it wa s flat. All that worried me was 11How can I ever 
go home and explai n this to Matt and the folks . 11 I must have 
looked a mess a s I don't remember being punis hed " Dad or Ted 
said they t hought they could fix the runners , mumbling that 
things sure wer e made p oorly . The coat was mende d and didn 1 t 
show too much, but it was always a good remin der. I ' m sure I 
never asked for the sled again . 

This same sled , call ed "The Flyer," lived up to its name 
because it wasn ' t too long after this that Matt had a mishap 
with it. Our favorite s l iding place was 11Noppers Hill," 
which was on the main highway , No . 9 . Those years we only had 
to wa tch for s l eighs ; and as it was in the evenings , we n e ver 
saw many cars " School n igh ts were out ; but Friday nights we were 
allowed to stay out until the curfew rang a t n ine o'6 l o ck , 
Going down the hill, the one that got down firs t would holler, 
11All clear. 11 Pete Moeller had a team and cutte r, and we did n 't 
reali ze he was coming ~hat fas½ so Matt wasn't warned soon 
enough. Seeing the team, Matt went off at an angle to avoid the 
team, but right through and under the sleigh , kitty corner over 
a bank. Matt wasn ' t hurt but, again, the s led was f l at . It al l 
happen ed so fast, but I still can hear Pete ho llering about the 
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bl ank ety - blank kids but never sto ppin g to see if h e h ad r un 
over anyb odyo We really lived charme d li ves . 

Matt an d I sp ent many ho u rs ice sk ating on th e fr og p ond 
or on Clear Creek. Ice skates were clip p e d on t he shoes . 
Ma tt a nd Marie each had a pair . When Ma rie was ~s ing h e r s , 
th a t l e f t me to fi nd something else . If T e d was u si ng hi s , I 
did n ' t go ice sk at in g; b ut if he wasn 1 t , I h a d come up wi t h th e 
id ea of s tu f f ing . pap er i n his o ld wor k sh oes a nd t hen c lipping 
h i s skat es on t o th em . Maybe they wer e a lit t le heav y, but 
th e big shoes bala n c ed one . If I got up an d was b alance d once, 
t hen with a bi g pu sh from Mat t , away I 'd go un til I hit th e edge 
of the p ond . I mastered the handling of my fee t and, in t ime , 
s t ood up ma yb e onc e ou t of five attempts . Usu a lly I g ot a 
litt le wet . Wit h in structions not t o co me home wi t h wet f ee t, 
we went p re pa re d b y taking a few mat ches along to build a 
bon fire o Ta king of f ou r ska t es , wri n g i ng out the s t ock ing s and 
ha nging t hem on a s t ick , we'd at le a st try to mak e them damp 
dry o You n eve r s a w s uch red feet i n yo ur life 9 but I d on't 
b e l ieve we eve r had many co ld s or pn eumonia ! We kid s b e li eve d 
i n impr ovising or ma king the best of what we ha d; but th e b oy 
th a t cam e ou t to ic e sk a te with his ro ll e r ska t es 9 wa s g oing 
a littl e too f a r , we felt . 

Ou r h ome did n ' t h a ve indoor plu mbing . Our pri vy, bac k ­
h ou s e , out house , c an, or the II John , 11 wa s n ext t o th e g a ra ge c 

Our s wa s of t he th ree - ho l er var i e ty and well k e pt up . By 
t hi s I mean paint e d and always wel l scr ubbed, a n d f u rni sh e d 
wi th a Sea r s Roe bu ck catalogue. I l ove d to pai nt; and f i g ­
urin g it neede d a f res h l ook , I d ec id e d t o do i t in ton es of 
g r ey! I had t o wait until near the en d of th e da y as f a t he r 
n ever appr eci at e d my art in this building. So aft e r I fin­
i sh e d t he p a int j ob, I mad e a s ign "Wet Pain t'' an d tack e d it 
on t he out s id e -- al s o a no t her si gn a nd a rr ow p o i n ting t oward 
th e barn, lab e li n g it "This awa y in ca se o f an eme rgency. 11 

Matt wa s worki n g at t he DX Oil St a ti on . Not alw ay s c omin g 
h ome for supp e r, h e did n 't kn ow ab out th e p a i n t jo b. He mus t 
ha ve t ak en a " Natu re Remed y;" a nd r u shing in t he dar k , h e 
did n ' t see t he s ign s and walke d i n a nd s at (p ain t s till wet). 
The nex t morning, did I g e t it ! Matt wa s 11fr ame d 11 and wa s 
rat her up se t ove r it! 

Matt, who work e d at the DX Oi l Station a t Lan s ing f or 
some ti me , went wes t and s t ayed a t Be n' s in Por tland d oi n g 
odd job s . He land e d in Ca l iforn i a a n d worke d at fruit pick­
i ng and a s a mil kma n. He decided to come back t o Iow a an d 
wor ked a shor t ti me in an oil station. V i s iting Es th e r, he 
d e c i d ed t o work on a farm near Fer t i l e. It wa s whi l e h e was 
workin g here t ha t he was drafted in t o the Army . Af t e r ge ttin g 
out o f b oo t c a mp , h e was sent to t h e so uth ern s tat es f or fur­
t her tra ining , as he h a d decided to b e c ome a coo k . He was 
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sent to England and, in 1944, landed at Omaha Beach . Bei ng a 
cook, he felt he wouldn't see much action ; but at some of these 
pl aces, fighting became heavier than expecte d so eve r ybo dy was 
called to the front to fight . He saw some action at Metz. It 
was near Borulette, France, while out on patrol with e l even 
soldier s , that he was se verely wounded. He was the on l y one 
to sur vive and laid there for two and one -half hours b ef ore a 
medic and two German soldiers found him . He was sent back to 
England and was n ' t expected to live as the war department no ti-

. fied Marie to this effect . The reason she received t he news 
was that Matt didn't want Mother to get the bad news dir ect 
if anything happ ened to him . When he was well eno u gh to lea ve 
England, he was sent to Denver for further treatment . He 
received an honorable discharge when he fully recovered . He 
received th e Purple Heart, Bronze Cross , and Silver Sta r f or 
his part in World War II; but he was mighty thankful to come 
thro ugh i t alive. 

Matt married Esther Snitker, an R.N., in 1945. Mat t b e ­
came a meat cutter and worked in stores at Cresc o·, Hampton, 
an d Webster City . They had a family of t wo b oys an d t wo 
gir l s and now live in Sheffield, Io wa , where he sti ll is cu t ­
ting meat. He's been very active in the community b e ing 
Pr eside nt of the Lion s 1 Club and a member for 17 years, Com­
mander and Vice Commander of the Third Distr ict in the Legi on 
an d a Legi onnaire for 25 years . He has been very active in 
Scout work for the last six years; President of t he Brot h erho od 
in the Lutheran church, as well as a Sunday School teacher . 

Matt has camped out on his vacations an d could be ca lled 
a vetera n as he ' s been doing it for the past twenty years . 
He started out with pitching a tent and graduated to havin g 
a trail er-c amper . He's traveled east , west, north bu t not 
south, waiting for retirement to do this . He likes to fi s h 
and make campfires. Anyone wanting any advice on campi ng 
correctly, ask the Pro . 

ADELINE WILHELAMINE, born March 23, 1908, was t he t wel fth 
child, but since I'm the author of this book , I put Matt , t he 
thirtee nth, ahead of myself . This child was referre d to as 
having something behind the ears, other than dirt . I feel 
they meant mischief, and I'm sure the fami ly agreed, Matt t he 
l oudest. I was never happy with having Wilhelamine for a 
middle name ; and to be called this almost drew blood . That 
was when I was young; growing older, I acce pted and ackno wl­
edged it a little better by using the initial 11w. 11 

My memories of home are happy ones. I never fe l t poo r 
because my friends and schoolmates had no more than I . Matt 
an d I being the twelfth and thirteenth cou ld have made t he 
difference. As Mother would have put it, "Th e nest wasn ' t as 
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full anymore, 11 since the older members of the family were marrie d 
and the ones left at home worked and helped with the finances. 
The only thing that created a problem was my shoes--they were 
always wearing out. Dad did have a cobb l er head (I ' m sure this 
isn't the correct word, but it was used to repair the soles of 
your shoes by retacking or putting on new soles ) . Over the years 
it was used often. Mine came loose so much, how careful I had 
to walk o r run, to slap it down just right , not t _o curl it under. 
Tying a string around the top of the shoe helped until you got 
up enough nerve to tel l Mother you were having sole trouble. Then 
she ' d scold you for dragging your feet on the sidewalk. As soon 
as it was warm , we went barefoot. How I hated it, but it meant 
saving the shoes. To see boys and girls going barefoot now is so 
hard for me to understand. When I was their age and was sent down­
town barefooted, I felt ashamed because I thought I was too o ld 
for this. 

Going to schoo l in the grades were years I enjoyed. The two 
teachers I adored were Jeannette Schafer, second grade, and Kla r a 
Koehm~ third and fourth grades. Jeannette Schafer 's reading 
"Mother West Wind Stories " and " Birds Christmas Carol " (how I 
cried when she read this) must have impressed me, because later, 
having my own children, those were the books I bought for them 
when they were growing up. I think the enjoyment of reading came 
from these teachers encouraging you to go to the library to get 
books to read. Klara Koehm passed her interest in nature on to 
her pupils by writing your name on the board for bringing the 
fir st wild flower . She, speaking of this in later years, s aid it 
was the Bechtels that brought the first and the most. Not on ly 
did you bring the flower, you were told the names of what you 
had picked. A Spring Beauty and Hepatica were the same but not 
an Anemone; both were in bloom about the same time. There were 
Wood violets and Crowfoot violets. She taught me the joy of look­
ing at and hearing the songs of the diff erent birds. There were 
more birds than a sparrow, robin, or bluebird. We made bird books . 
Color ing them, the best ones were put up for display. How hard 
you worked to have your book there ! She stressed things to prove 
a poi nt. One day when we had a fire drill, she told u s before 
hand that whenever that bell rang, we should drop wha t we were 
doin g and stop for nothing. This particular d ay, we were at the 
board when the bel l rang. I, being near the door, was the first 
one out . Opening the door, there stood the Professor, bo th of us 
surprised at seeing each other. He was tall an d standing with his 
fee t apart. On l y hesitating a little, I ducked under him. With 
i nstructions to stop for nothing, I coul d never understand why 
everybody was laughing. I felt I did what I was told to do ! 

My life's ambition wasn ' t to be a teacher. 
to be a nurse but was destined to be a teacher. 
two-year course of normal training was offered. 
wanting this training in the system, had to have 

I said I wanted 
In high schoo l a 
Lansing Schoo ls, 
fifteen signers . 
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They could find only fourteen. With a little coaxing, I signed 
up but only as a favor. 

Graduating in 1927 , I applied at one school because that was 
expected of me. I was accepted to teach Center #2, the same scho ol 
Grandfather Samuel Bechtel had taught many years ago. My salary 
was $65 a month, which seemed a fortune . That was the same year 
the banks were closed and depression years follow ·ed so this was 
a very good sal ary, The contract stipulated that you had to make 
th e fire, swee p the floor, and supervise the playground. You were 
expected to put on plays and have a box social to raise mone y 
for things not paid by the taxes _, like a new flag, maps, globes, 
and playground e qu i pment. To get your checK each month, you had 
to write a note (or go after) for the child to take home to the 
secretary so he could make out the check to be signed by the Presi ­
dent of the Sc hool Board who maybe lived in another direction, 
or you'd go after it yourselfo If you requested this on a Thursday 
before the month was up, the child bringing it on Friday made a 
remark that the folks wondered what the teacher did with all her 
money. 

It was at Lycurgu s that they ha d two teachers-- one for the 
fir st four grades, and one for t he upper grades. This made teach-
ing much easie r than having 26 children with some in all eight grades. 
I taught nine years; and I must say that the first six were enjoyable, 
and I was glad to be a teacher . But, my decision to teach the Four ­
Mile School was n ' t the best o The scnools before this were Stan d­
arized Schools , which meant tha t t hey had met certain requirements 
in making it a bet t er school an d t he salary was much better . My 
salary went from $65 to $45; but since this school was close to 
Lan sing, I felt my not havj_ng to pay board made the same difference . 
I never realize d that communities could be so different as far as 
schooling was concerned. All that was expected of a child from 
the parents (not all) was to be ab le to read and write and be ab l e 
to pa ss the County exams in the eighi:hgrade. 

Just a brief sample of the "First Daze of Sc h ool : 11 Coming 
into the schoo lroom from recess, a big bull snake was coming down 
the aisle of desks. I was pe t rified (but couldn't show j_t for 
fear of losing prestige as a teachetjo On e of the boys I had been 
having trouble with grabbed j_t by the tail, ran outside, banged 
it against the schoolhouse, and came running in chasing the children 
with it. How do you discipline a si tu ation like that and no t scream 
bloody murder? Af t er ge tt ing myself un der con t ro l and recess ove r, 
I put my hand in a drawer to get some p apers. I found that a mot he r 
mouse had had babies while we were outside. I became numb because 
of the two. Snake or mouse--I don't know which fright ens me more. 
I really don't know h0w I got through the day and continued to 
teach this sch ool for three years. The last year, I knew I was 
going to be married in Ju ne ~ The thougtt of not having to teach 
again was uppermost in my mind, which made teaching easier . 
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Clarence Kern dt and I were married June 16, 1937, at the 
Little Brown Chu rch at Nashua. We lived on the home fa r m with 
th e Kerndts for two years. Mary Kay and David were born while 
we li ve d here . We farmed on the Tom Webster farm for thirteen 
year s. Becky was a baby then. Never living on a farm be f ore 
I marri e d, it was a new experience but a happy one, even 
th ough i t meant man y hours of hard work. Clarenc e was co n­
s id ering retiring or at lea s t taking it a little easier and 
was looking forwa rd to doing a little traveling. He ha d a 
stroke and lived six months but never reco vered his spe ec h. 
His pa ssi ng at the age of 67 made his death much ha rder to 
accept as he was such a kind, loving person; to ad j u s t to a 
li fe without him hasn ' t been the easiest . The writing of 
thi s b ook has eased the aches somewhat in the re-li ving of the 
live s of my brothers, sisters, Mother, and Father. 

In this book on the Bechtels, this thought come s to 
mind : Our Mother, being told of a funny happening to one 
of us wou ld r es pond with: 11Did they laugh? 11 I' m hoping that 
while reading about us all, you do laugh, or at lea s t have 
a little chuck le . 

An en ding thought which I ' m sure the family will agree 
on is this: "B e it ever so humble, there was no pla ce like 
( our ) home O 

11 




