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A German Country Boy 
 

I, Nick Schall, born October 13, 1924, am a twin. Pete is my twin brother, and then there is my 
brother Mike who was born March 12, 1927. 
 
We all went to German School District #6 School #3 in Jefferson Township in Pierce County 
through the eighth grade. 
 
My mother died November 2, 1942 at 37 years of age (Leukemia).  My dad died December 1, 
1972 at 73 years of age. There were 12 children on dad’s side.  Dad and Ma are both buried at 
Fulda Cemetery.  Ann and I have a plat here in Rugby Little Flower Cemetery.  There were 10 
children on Ma’s side—the Kuntz’s.  We have no more aunts or uncles living on both sides, as 
of this writing, 1-15-05. 
I will list all of the Schall’s and Kuntz’s: 
 

Schall’s (aunts and uncles) Birth Death 

Barbara Schall 12-20-1894 8-31-1983 

Mary Ann Schall 4-16-1896 4-27-1899 

Nicholas Schall (not Dad) 6-21-1897 1-17-1899 

Elizabeth Schall 6-22-1898 4-18-1899 

Nicholas Schall (dad) 11-19-1899 12-1-1972 

Remigius Schall 2-10-1901 3-12-1956 

August Schall 12-9-1902 2-25-1983 

Margart Schall (my dad’s 
mother) 

10-9-1904 5-13-1926 

Wendelin Schall 10-25-1906 10-1-1985 

Mike Schall 11-17-1908 5-31-1985 

Simon Schall 10-26-1910 11-11-1999 

Ignatz Schall 6-1-1916 6-14-2003 

Grandpa Wendilin Schall 10-20-1862 5-1-1950 

Grandma Phillippina Schall 
Tuchscherer 

1-30-1877 9-28-1966 
 

 
 

Kuntz’s (aunts and uncles) Birth Death 

Joseph Kuntz 12-12-1900 1909 

Louis Kuntz 3-30-1901 11-10-1974 

Lawrence Kuntz 3-23-1902 1907 

Elizabeth Kuntz (ma) 4-20-1905 11-2-1942 

Peter Kuntz 1-25-1907 12-2-1997 

Kathryn Kuntz 3-18-1910 1924 

Michael Kuntz 7-22-1911 2-5-2004 

Mary Megdalin Marie Kuntz 11-1-1913 1-4-1995 
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Paul Kuntz 7-25-1917 2-21-1973 

Antonia Kuntz 3-2-1920 7-1-1982 

Grandpa Michael Kuntz 3-19-1872 12-10-1940 

Grandma Gertrude Kuntz 
Steffen 

7-26-1875 3-13-1959 

 
My mother always said: “Living poor is not a shame; living dirty is.  You can be clean.” 
 
After ma died, I was the cook.  She was real sick for about two years and I always helped her.  I 
baked bread, cookies, cake, pies...you name it.  In 1941 we canned over 300 jars of fruit and 
vegetables.  We still had some left over when I got married in 1947 and it was still good. 
 
We didn’t get to go to high school being ma was sick.  So Pete worked and I had to stay home.  
Pete would come home most weekends.  He would work for the neighbors: George Buckmier, 
Nick Axtman, and John Mack. 
 
In the winter time us boys would hunt skunks and badgers.  We would skin the dead animals and 
shoot rabbits. One year the Miller boys, Joe and Pete, and us shot a whole 55 bushel wagon box 
full of rabbits.  Then we took them to Berwick, ND with the team of horses and a sleigh.  We 
sold them and got 11 cents to 12 cents for the white ones and 7 cents for the gray backs.  I can’t 
remember the count. 
 
We’d have 3 day storms and no roads.  There was 3-4 ft of snow.  We had a school bus, we 
called it, with a stove in it.  Then dad, Joe Jundt, Frank Haman, or Nick Schmaltz — 2 or 3 of 
them would bring their cream and eggs over and ride along.  Sometimes they had 40-50 gallon 
of cream and 36-48 dozen eggs and with 2 or 3 people there wasn’t much sitting room left.  
Then they would buy groceries for two weeks.  It took all day to go the 11 miles to Berwick 
with the team of horses.  We helped haul bundles for George Buckmier and Nick Schmaltz until 
we bought our own threshing machine.  That machine is still out on the farm — David wants to 
take it, I am told. 
 
Then us boys worked for dad after mother died in 1942.  I did all the cooking, milking, washing 
clothes and bread baking all by hand.  I even sold a few loaves of bread to some Rugby ladies 
that worked at the courthouse.  Later we got a milking machine with a gas motor on it (March 
1945). 
 
I had my physical for the military service — Pete and I were both found to be physically fit for 
service.  Then dad said I should stay home because I cook, do the housework and help farm.  
Pete didn’t mind.  I was classified 2C Farm Deferment and Pete left for the army. 
 
In 1946 the Fulda Church burned down.  I helped to build the new church whenever I could get 
a day off from helping dad; they always needed help. 
 
One evening in September 1946 there was Mike Haman’s wedding dance; it was cold and very 
windy in Orrin.  Most of the crew that worked at the church that day went to the dance.  That 
evening when they were playing the supper dance, they always called it that, the last dance 
before midnight; I was dancing with a girl: Ann Marie Axtman.  I asked her if she wanted some 
lunch and she said okay. Goulash was 35 cents, a hamburger was 45 cents, pop and coffee was 
10 cents each—it cost me $1.00 that evening.  When we danced the last dance I asked her if she 
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would like to go to the show at Rugby Sunday evening and she again said okay.  Shows were 75 
cents to $1.00—we went and it cost me $1.50. 
 
After that I kept on seeing her for 58 years as of this writing.  For Christmas that year I gave her 
a wrist watch which still runs.  On Valentine’s Day I gave her a heart locket with my picture in 
it and she still wears it at times. 
 
Then one evening in May 1947 I gave her a ring.  We got married October 27, 1947 at Mount 
Caramel Catholic Church at Balta at 10 o’clock in the morning by Fr. Boniface Stuetz.  It was 
an all day affair with mass, followed by a big meal—even soup and pie, then to the Balta hall to 
dance.  The custom was anyone who wanted to dance with the bride or groom had to pay the 
musician a dollar for the dance. 
 
At 2 o’clock the couple and the attendants went to Rugby to have pictures taken at the studio.  
At that time it was a picture of the bride alone, then the bride and groom together, and then all 
the attendants with the bride and groom.  Then back to Balta for more dancing. 
 
The selling of the wedding cake, like an auction, was next.  My friend, Pete Jaeger got the cake 
for $74.00 and gave it back to us.  After that we ate supper and cake.  The night ended with 
dancing until 2 o’clock. 
 
The next day was clean up and the day after that we left for our honeymoon.  We took dad’s 
new 1947 Ford.  We took Grandma Schall home to Bismarck and visited Uncle Jack.  He 
couldn’t come to the wedding because he was sick in the hospital. 
 
Uncle Simon took us to the show, The Egg & I.  I fell asleep a number of times.  After the show 
we got a room at the Patterson Hotel.  Eat where you sleep; sleep in safety at the only fireproof 
hotel in Bismarck.  It cost us $3.25, yes $3.25 a night—I still have that ticket...and a 1947 penny 
and a 1947 nickel.  I was never broke. 
 
We stayed and helped Dad farm for 25 years until he sold us the rest of the farm.  On our 3rd 
wedding anniversary October 27, 1950, Diane was born.  She attended the same country school 
that I did for 4 years.  She could speak better German than English because she was Grandpa’s 
girl. 
 
I clerked for 10 years at German School District #6 Schools 1-2-3-4 then in 1959 we 
reorganized.  I was on the planning committee for reorganization and the stirring committee.  
Neighbors got mad at each other, some wanted Rugby and some wanted Balta.  We reorganized 
to Rugby School District #5.  I was a charted school bus driver.  I bought the first new school 
bus in 1959, 48 passenger Ford Superior; I paid $6,783.00 for it.  I drove the bus for 15 years: 
1959-1974 then for 2 years a station wagon for Hartly. 
 
In 1951 we got electricity.  We had to pay $5.50 a month whether we used the kilowatts or not.  
When we got the electric stove, refrigerator, and freezers, the price went up. 
 
In 1954 I got my son.  Duane was born February 26, 1954, a happy day.  In 1958 I got tired of 
tri-weekly mail route; sometimes we only got mail 2 times a week.  So I went and got signers 
for a daily route; I got everyone on the route.  Nick Haman, Peter Schell, John Kuntz, Joseph 
Axtman, Fr. M. L. Jaeger, Jack Jaeger Sr., Frank Vaeller, Joe Jager, John Jundt, Peter Hoffart, 
Nick Schmaltz, Nick W. Schall, Nick Schall Jr., Jack Bohl, Anton Jundt, Joe Miller, Frank 
Haman, Mike Jundt, Kasmer Jundt.  That was 18 mail boxes in 9 miles, but it didn’t work. 
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I worked with Senator Bill Langer and we tried again; I have 6 letters on file from him.  There 
was not enough mail count, the post office department said.  So one day Bill Langer told me to 
get as many signers as you can to subscribe to the Minot Daily News for 1 to 3 months.  Most of 
them did and the mail count went up.  On June 13, 1959 we got our daily mail route.  Ann and I 
still subscribe to the Minot Daily to this day. 
 
In the fall of 1960, Rugby, Balta, and Orrin all had telephone, but we didn’t.  I went to work and 
started trying to get telephone through Northwestern Bell but no action was taken; they didn’t 
care or do a thing about it. 
 
Then in the fall of 1962, we again signed a letter granting easement for poles and wire but again 
nothing happened. 
 
In February 1964 I contacted the Public Service Commissioner, Bruce Hagen.  There are 6 
letters on file and then in a letter they agreed to give us under ground telephone service.  There 
would be 4 people to one line at $7.96 a month.  Rugby exchange for 8 party service was $4.95 
and for 4 party rural service it was $6.85, a difference of 2.40 on a maximum 4 party.  But the 
company said it was reasonable.  I agreed on November 24, 1964 on $6.85 plus a 69 cent tax 
and a 15 cent tax, totaling $7.69 a month for 4 to a line underground service.  We got a 
telephone in 1965 and we were all happy. 
 
In 1957, Simon Vaeller made and put up the Birch cupboards.  On October 2, 1962, dad had an 
auction sale and I bought most of the stuff. 
 
In 1962, we added the two back bedrooms and a garage to the house. 
 
In 1963, we put in water, sewer and a shower. 
 
In June of 1964, we put up the quonset.  And that same month I bought the new 1963 Massey 
Ferguson 82 combine.  On June 24, 2004, we donated the combine to the Hawk Museum at 
Walford, ND. 
 
In January 1965, David was born; another happy day. 
 
In 1972, we put up the 42x100 pole barn and milk house. 
 
December 1, 1972, dad passed away. 
 
I fenced Smokey Lake in 1973. 
 
In April of 1975 I bought the 1975 Ford 750 2½ ton gravel truck.  I hauled gravel for 12 years, 
from 1975 to 1987, and farmed.  I sold the truck to Martin Tuchscherer and he sold it to the City 
of Rugby (as of this writing, January 18, 2005, they are still using it). 
 
On January 20, 1978 Duane and Carlatta got married and we built a new house in Rugby: 308 
5th Ave. SE. 
 
In the winter of 1979 I worked for Rugby Hydraulic testing cylinders.  It was a greasy and dirty 
job.  They wanted me to sell the gravel truck and work for them, but I said no. 
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On December 3, 1986 we got our first social security checks; we started at age 62. 
 
I still help Duane every spring in field work with seeding the barley and wheat, I enjoy it.  All I 
do is drive; I don’t fill drills or fix anything.  When we worked with horses it was work getting 
them ready: 
2 horses on a wagon or sleigh 
2 horses on a 10-12 foot rake 
2 horses on a Bull rake 
2 horses on a 5 foot cut mower 
4 horses on a 2 bottom plow 
5 or 6 horses on a 3 bottom plow 
4 horses on a 10 foot press drill 
4 horses on an 8 foot disk 
2 horses on a bundle team 
2 horses to pull the cook-car 
4 horse on the binder 
 
When we got the first tractor we had a shaft with a universal joint going back from the tractor to 
the binder with a steering wheel.  Then dad or I would run both the tractor and the binder.  The 
John Deere tractor worked better with the hand clutch and 2 ropes, one for the clutch in and the 
other rope for the clutch out.  The horse-drawn binder was ground driven so it kept you busy. 
 
In 1943, we got a kerosene burning refrigerator that worked good other than the kerosene smell. 
 
At Tony Jaeger Food & Locker at Fairmont Creamery, you could rent 150-200 pound freezer 
boxes.  We would butcher them, bring in the meat, they would cut it up and wrap it with freezer 
paper, and finally put it in the box or boxes if you had 2.  You would pay some much rent a 
month or a year for the use of the boxes.  With the box, you got a key.  We would come to town 
once a week and take 4 or 5 pieces along home and put them in our kerosene refrigerator/freezer 
unit.  With the home cured hams in the smoke house, we got along good. 
 
There was a lot of chicken sausage and meat balls that were canned.  It had to be steamed or 
even baked three hours, but if you had a pressure cooker, it went much faster. 
 
Some people had ice cellars: a hole in the ground about 8x10, 6x8 or whatever. The walls were 
cemented with a pecked roof and a door.  In the winter when it was good and cold you would 
dump 2 or 3 50 gallon barrels of water in it, every other day or so until it was just about full.  It 
was then covered in straw during the summer as the ice melted around the outside.  The ice 
would melt slowly and last all summer.  Ann said they made ice cream on the 4th of July. 
 
We had a washing machine with a gas engine, milking machine pump jacks, feed grinder gas 
iron, gas and kerosene lanterns and the good old Model A Ford with a manifold heater and 
kerosene in the radiator in the winter time. 
 
I have a lot of English to German translation in our family scrapbook #2. 
 
We celebrated our 50th wedding anniversary on Saturday, October 25, 1997 at Balta where we 
got married.  We had dinner and a dance at the Rugby Eagles. 
 
I’ve made 36 scrapbooks so far for all of you to enjoy. 
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Ann and I both celebrated our 80th birthdays.  Ann spent the last 12 days of 2004 in the Rugby 
Hospital with acute cellulitis. She got to come home on New Years Day 2005. 
 
In early 1930, when we were 7-8 years old, I remember coming to Rugby to see grandpa and 
grandma and some of our uncles.  We always brought eggs and cream.  Their house was just 
west of where we now live.  Everything was open to the north.  There was a barn, a well, an out 
house (with Sears Roebuck or Montgomery Ward catalog for toilet paper).  They had three cows 
they milked.  There was no running water. 
 
Later they sold 50 feet east from their house to Frank Jundt Sr. on which they built a small 
house with no garage. 
 
In 1910, grandpa Schall built a new big house in Jefferson Township.  Ignatz Voeller was the 
main carpenter.  He had a big family but they had very poor crops and lost all but 40 acres of 
their farm (which we still farm).  In 1926 they left the farm and moved to Rugby.  In 1944 they 
had their golden wedding anniversary, they called it, not like 50th anniversary like we say now. 
 
In the fall of 1944, Uncle Wendelin and Uncle Rem wanted them to move out to Yakima, 
Washington.  But they never liked it out there.  In 1946, aunt Barbara wanted them to move to 
Bismarck, which they did. 
 
In 1950, grandpa died.  They are both buried in St. Mary’s Cemetery in Bismarck.  Uncle 
August and Uncle Ned are also buried there.  Uncle Simon and Aunt Katherine are buried in the 
other cemetery. 
 
We could buy penny gum: 5 sticks for a penny, or the better gum 5 cents a pack for 5 sticks.  
Pop was 5 cents a bottle, there weren’t any cans at that time.  Candy bars were all 5 cents.  45 
cents for a pint of wine; three guys at a dance would each put in 15 cents, get a pint and drink all 
night.  80 cents for a pint of whiskey, 10 cents a glass of beer, 30 cents for a bottle of beer at the 
bar.  We’d buy a mikey ½ pint 190 alcohol for 85 cents and 2 bottles of 7-up for 10 cents.  For 
only 95 cents we would make a 5th of 190 alcohol with a little pop left over. 
 
If we got to go along to Rugby at noon, sometimes we’d go to Eddy’s Café and order beef or 
pork combination.  It was just like we get today, just as big of a helping, only then it was 35 
cents.  The sad thing was that nobody had any or much money and nobody tipped.  Gas was 5 
gallons for $1.00, sometimes 99 cents. 
 
A lot of people put a lot of money in the Dakota Brewery at Bismarck.  Dakota beer was very 
good when it started out.  But then they changed the brewmaster (to make more money) and 
then it tasted skunky and later it folded up, too bad. 
 
In the early 1930s, a cold day in late November there was not too much snow but dad and ma 
went to Rugby.  The roads were bad; so dad cut over a corn field about 2 miles from home.  
After we got everything unloaded at home, dad wanted to move the Model A car.  But it 
wouldn’t start, everything was dead.  We checked under the hood and the battery was gone.  
Dad told me to take a horse and go look for it.  I found it in that corn field all busted up.   As 
long as it was running, it ran on the generator.  It started pretty well, if not we used a team of 
horses and pulled it a short ways and it would start.  It was a good car. 
 
The cast iron skillet was a lifetime investment and is still being passed on from generation to 
generation.  It was a time when doctors made house-calls, there were penny postcards and 3 cent 
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postage stamps.  There were potbellied stoves, barrels for pickles, meat, and rain water.  We had 
Saturday night baths in the big round or square tub in the kitchen.  In town the milk was 
delivered right to your door all year round. 
 
All my cars, trucks or pickups were Ford’s or Mercury.  We bought the Buick in 2000 because 
that was what Ann wanted.  All of my tractors were John Deere’s; the D-B-G-4010 4020.  
Duane still has the 4020 and I still have my B.  It will be Duane’s and someday my grandson’s.  
Here it is in writing, take care. 
 
We made homemade soap with home rendered lard and lye, etc. for washing clothes.  Ann and I 
were very conservative, which you can see to this day.  There are patches on my britches, 
patches on my socks, on my shirts, shoes, rubber overshoes, pants, jackets, and etc.  We never 
bought anything unless we had the cash to pay for it.  We never barrowed any money or ever 
paid anyone interest.  If I would have, we would own 2 more quarters of land; I should have. 
 
We never tried to keep up with the Jones’s.  Ann sometimes would take off a patch and put on a 
bigger one; that’s life.   There is only one way in life, what’s right is right; you can’t make right 
out of a wrong.  We should all remember that in order to get our reward in anything it must be 
done the right way. (N.S.Jr.)  That’s the way I see it. 
 
In the 1930’s we would get 3 day snow storms and 3 day dust or sandstorms.  It would get dark 
when going to get the cows and you couldn’t see them until you were almost up to them.  Their 
eyes and nose holes were black from dirt.  In the house you could take a dust pan and a rag to 
dust off the window still and sometimes brush off a ½ cup of dirt.  The houses were so dried out 
because of the lack of rain. 
 
There were also lots of grasshoppers.  We cut thistles for hay, and then we would rake them up 
to start a pile.  Then we would pitch them up to make a stack, and put salt on them so the thistle 
would not get moldy.  At noon we would go home for dinner and just leave our pitchforks there 
in the pile.  When we came back our pitchforks were covered with grasshoppers and had little 
holes chewed in the handles. 
 
We had several everyday chores.  We got up early in the morning to go out to the barn to give 
the cows their feed and milk them. Then we would carry the milk with the cream to the house 
and separate it.  We would eat a late breakfast and then take the milk out to feed the calves and 
the pigs. 
 
Next we had to chop open the frozen water tank and water the cattle and the horses, if there was 
no wind.  We pumped the water by hand until the tank was full, then we let the cows out of the 
barn and let them drink and kept pumping until they were all done drinking.  The barn needed to 
be cleaned every day.  We used a team of horses pulling a stone boat, as we called it, and 
pitched the manure onto it with a pitch fork.  We then hauled it out to the field and pitched it off 
again; there was no tractors or loaders. 
 
In bad weather, all the animals were put in the barn and tied up; all the cows and horses in their 
stalls.  The cows and horses all had names.  The pigs would sleep under the horse manger or in 
the straw pile.  On Saturdays we filled up the hay shed and hay mound.  Monday through Friday 
the kids were in school.  In the winter school started at 9:30, there was a half hour break for 
lunch and then they were let out at 3:30.  It was a 7 month term. 
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If it was 20 below or colder, we had to gather the eggs every 3 or 4 hours or they would freeze 
and crack open and then we couldn’t sell them.  The barns were warm; the frost on the walls 
sealed all the cracks up.  In the evenings we played cards: West, Pinochle and other card games; 
there was no TV. 
 
Everyone had outdoor toilets for many years.  Then they came out with a deal that looked like a 
toilet; the seat was a big round pail.  There was a chemical you put in the pail and a 4 inch pipe 
that ran in the chimney to take care of the smell.  You had to empty it out every 3 or 4 days from 
the basement.  It was better than going outside at night when it was 25 below zero and storming. 
 
We had corn husk and feather blankets.  We hand picked the corn off the stock two rows at a 
time and threw it in a wagon box, pulled by a team of horses.  We would then take it home and 
unload it by hand onto a pile inside a building.  On a nice evening in the fall the whole family 
would go out and pull the husks off the corn cobs so it could be shelled.  The outer leaves were 
thrown away, the inner leaves were saved to make blankets.  They would rattle, but they were 
warm. 
 
We raised ducks and geese.  Their breasts were hand picked in the summer.  You could tell it 
was time to pick them when they would start picking at themselves.  The feathers were used to 
make blankets and pillows. 
 
On a nice winter day we would butcher 2 or 3 pigs at a time; it depended on how big or how 
heavy they were.  The sow, or the mother pig, was usually a 350 to 450 pound pig.  She was 
mostly fat and if you fed her corn, you could get 15 to 20 gallons of lard out of her.  When the 
neighbor ladies got together, the conversation was usually about how many gallons of lard you 
got. 
 
We made liver sausage, blood sausage, and head cheese that was put into the pig’s stomach 
when it was cleaned in salt water; 7 times, dad would always say.  The pig brain was fried the 
same day.  Some of the help would make a sandwich and eat it at work.  The pig’s feet were 
cured in the brine with the ham and later we made pig’s feet or Galledetz, usually for Easter.  
We did the pork sausage the next day and was smoked the following day.  Then the brine to cure 
the ham and bacon. 
 
All the meat was put in a 50 gallon wood barrel and covered in brine, and then left to cure.  In 
the spring you took it out of the brine and let it dry a day or so.  It was then smoked in the smoke 
house until it was a nice light brown color.  It would keep all summer in the smoke house.  The 
brine we used was salt in water.  The salt to water ratio was correct when an egg or potato would 
float to the top.  Then we added some pepper, garlic (about a nice head), brown sugar, saltpeter 
later on the tender, quick.  But you can’t get saltpeter any more. 
 
In April 1947, I wasn’t married yet.  During spring work, we had 30-35 mile winds.  There were 
no tractor cabs for shelter; my face got very sore and beet red.  There was a dance that night at 
Balta that Ann and I went to.  I said my face sure hurts and burns like fire.  Ann said the boys, 
Andrew and August used cream on their faces.  About 3 days later and not shaved, I went out to 
the field again when it was real windy.  I opened the fridge and put a heavy cream in my hands 
and then rubbed it on my face.  I got butter brickles all over my face.  I didn’t have a sister and 
my mother had died, so how would I know what kind of cream she meant?  She should have 
said cold or face cream.  This is a true story, you should try it.  That cream was a 39 or 40% 
butter fat test.  Soap and hot water will take care of the butter. 
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The Model T we got in 1930.  I was about 6 years old when on Easter Sunday, we drove to 
church.  At that time there were no good roads like now, hardly any at all.  When we got to the 
Fulda Church hill it was much bigger or higher than it is now because they worked it down 
when they built the road.  The low band on the Model T burned out, so dad turned the car 
around and we backed up the hill and the rest of the way to church.  After church we backed the 
2½ miles home.  It was a real nice day and us 3 boys were happy out in our new white shirts. 
 
When the Model A was new, we all went to Selfrige, ND to Uncle Jack Becker’s.  He was 
married to dad’s sister, aunt Barbara.  Uncle Simon did our chores while we were gone.  Uncle 
Jack had a ranch with sheep and cattle.  The day before we came one of the sheep had triplets. 
Us boys begged him for a little sheep and when we left for home he gave us one of the triplets.  
About half way home it pooped in the car.  I said, “Ma, pa, look olives (little round balls)!” 
 
Now this reminds me of the Senator of Montana: he went to a sheep ranch and he asked the 
rancher how things were going.  The rancher said that it could be going much better.  So the 
senator said, “Let me see your sheep.”  They went over to the corral, and the senator said, 
“What are those little round balls on the ground?”  The rancher said, “They are smart pills.”  So 
the senator picked some up, looked at them and put one in his mouth.  “Ugh,” he said, “they 
taste like shit!”  And the rancher said, “See, you are getting smart already.” 
 
One day in the 1930s we went to Devils Lake to get us kids’ school clothes.  When we got to 
Pen, we blew out a tire on the Model A Ford.  Dad got a new tire on sale for $21.95; I can’t 
remember if there was any tax.  Dad said we might as well go home now because now there’s 
not enough money to buy clothes.  But ma said we might as well keep going and visit grandpa 
and grandma Kuntz, which we did.  When we got there, they had fish soup made from fish 
heads.  It was good, but I haven’t had any since. 
 
Before we got to Devils Lake, I told dad to look at all that smoke, there must be a big fire. Dad 
said, “That’s no fire, that’s Devils Lake blowing.”  The lake was very dry. 
 
The other day in Harvey, I talked to some people from Devils Lake that had gone ice fishing.  
They said that the lake was 45-55 ft deep in places when it was blowing in the 1930s. It was 
over 55ft deep in 2005. 
 
In 1974, I fenced the south end of the land that runs into Smoky Lake and had a water hole dug 
a good 500 ft from the lake.  Duane showed ma and me that the water hole is now under water.  
In the 1930’s the lake was blowing just like Devils Lake was.  The salt or alkali blew out onto 
the hay land and then the cows wouldn’t eat the hay, unless it was mixed with other hay. 
 
Here’s how Jefferson Township got its name:  Wendelin Schall, my grandpa, said “We have our 
president by the name Jefferson, let’s name it after him.”  They all agreed. 
 
We lost my brother Mike, July 12, 2005.  His final resting place was Eternal Hills Memorial 
Park in Oceanside, California. 
 
In August of 2005, our grandson Dustin told us that they were expecting twins.  They were born 
May 12, 2006.  Braelyn Jo was stillborn, but we still have Jayda Ray.  We had a private family 
graveside service on May 20, 2006 at Rosehill Memorial Park in Minot. 
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As of now we have 6 grandchildren and 3 great-grandchildren.  The great’s are Tyler and 
Sophia Williams and Jayda Ray Schall.  The grandchildren are Becky and Cindy Heilman, 
Dustin, Travis, Mandy and Beth Schall.  We have 3 children: Diane, Duane and David. 
 
My grandparents, Wendilin Schall and Philippina Schall Tuchscherer homesteaded on SE 
section 21, township 155, Range 74, in Jefferson Township.  April 27, 1899, daughter Mary 
Ann died of diphtheria.  The same day she was buried on the claim but later when the Fulda 
Church was built she was moved to the Fulda Church cemetery.  She was the first one buried 
there when the church was built in 1901, and the parish house in 1903.  We cannot find Mary 
Ann’s marker.  There are 45 wood or metal markers or crosses without names anymore.  
Grandma Schall told me when they moved her to Fulda they opened the wooden coffin.  She 
lay there like a doll while they were looking at her, the body fell together, bonnet and all. 
 
Duane still farms some of the land that they homesteaded in 1899: Wendilin then Nick W. then 
Nick Jr. now Duane: 4 generations. 
 
I am a charter member of the Fraternal Order of Eagles aerie 3834 Rugby No. Dak.  Went 
through all the chairs and in 1984-1985 I was the 5th President of the aerie of Club. at the 
Annual Dakota State Aerie Convention in June 2006 at Jamestown the Rugby aerie but my 
name is for nomination into the Dakota State Hall of Fame award.  I am also a 4 Degree Knight.  
In the Knight’s of Columbus since 1980.  A Charter member of the No. Dak. Histoical Society 
of the Germans from Russia Inc. also knowing as the Heart of America Chapter of Germans 
from Russia for 31 years (1971-2002).  It was disbanded in October 2002 and now is Germans 
from Russia Heritage Society Bismarck, No Dak. 
(N.S.Jr.) 


