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NOTES
Concerning the Kelloggs

Healdsburg, Calif.
Nov. 17, 1913.
Mrs. E. E. Kellogg,

Battle Creek, Michigan.
Dear Sister:

Your letter of Nov. 8 asking me to tell you some-
thing of the childhood life of your husband and of the
home in which he was born, and its surroundings,
came to hand in due time.

I regret being unable to tell you much concerning
the childhood of my brother John as I married when
he was only two years old and I saw but little of him
thereafter.

John was born February 26, 1852, in Tyrone,
Livingston Co., Michigan.

Tyrone was a township six miles square. Every
resident of the township was engaged in farming,
although a few of them had trades at which they
worked at odd times. There was not a village, nor
even a small hamlet in the township. Neither was
there a church building, a meeting house, nor even a
public hall within the limits of Tyrone. There were
less than sixty families living in the township at the
time of the birth of John. There were at that time
only two school houses in the township, both of which
were frame buildings, although nearly every family
lived in a small log house.

Father was more fortunate, because more thrifty
and industrious than most of the residents. He was
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then out of debt and owned 160 acres of land of which
102 acres were cleared off and well under cultivation.
He had horse teams sufficient to work the place
and haul the crops to market. He also had 120 fine
wool sheep, cows enough to provide the family with
milk, cream and butter, chickens enough for table use
and for eggs. There was a fine apple orchard, yield-
ing yearly one or two hundred bushels of apples of
many varieties. Also a peach orchard which in a good
year yielded from twenty-five to forty bushels of fine
peaches of several varieties. There were also plenty
of red currants and also some gooseberries.

The vegetable garden supplied all needed in that
line.

The farm supplied us with wheat, corn, buck-
wheat and rye, mutton, fowls, eggs, milk, cream and
butter and as mother was a good cook, we fared well.

Our winter clothes were all made from our home
grown wool which mother, with a little help, spun into
yarn, wove into cloth and made up for us.

There were two very small hamlets in an adjoin-
ing township in each of which there was a store of
general merchandise, a flouring mill, ete. One of these
was two miles distant, the other three and one-half
miles distant. Fentonville, a thriving village, was
seven miles distant. Milford, another small village,
was twelve miles distant. Howell, the county seat,
was twelve miles distant. Flint, the next nearest,
twenty-two miles away and Pontiac, the next, twenty-
five miles.

You can see by the foregoing, that John was born
in a really rural district. Father had owned and lived
on the above described farm for eight years prior to
the birth of John.

[4]
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There was an unfinished frame house on the farm.
It was about 20x28 feet on the ground, was 1154 stories,
had a large living room, parlor, two bedrooms and
pantry on first floor, two large chambers upstairs and
a cellar six feet deep under the whole house. Father
had the house finished, plastered and painted, and a
large kitchen and woodhouse built on as an extension.
A well 77 feet deep gave us an abundance of good cold
water for drinking and cooking, while a cistern caught
the water from the roof for washing purposes. This
home was comfortable and pleasant.

I can remember but two incidents in John's child-
hood life that made any lasting impression on my
mind. These both occurred early in his fourth year. +«

I called at father’s one day, and while there John,»
did something which his mother had forbidden. She
called him to her, explained to him the wrongfulness
of his act, then asked him if he did not know that it
wds wrong to do such things.

Looking up to her very demurely he replied, “Yes,
Mother, I know that it is wrong.”

“Then what makes you do it?”

He did not reply readily, so she {epent.ed the ques-
tion. By this time he had his answer thought out, and
speaking, as well as looking very grave, he said,
Hsﬂm'ﬂ

She then talked to him of the importance of
watching against Satan’s temptations, told him he
must resist his temptations. John went and sat down
alone and philosophized on the matter. Aftér studying
a while, he came back to his mother and said, “Mother,
I wish God would kill Satan.” He seemed to reason
that with Satan out of the way he would never be
tempted to do wrong.

[5]
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A few days later I called at father’s and we had
to go downtown to finish our business. John asked
permission to go along. His father said he might if
he could keep up. “I will keep up,” he said, and in-
stead of following behind he ran on ahead. He had to
run to keep ahead for we walked rapidly. Presently
he fell flat on his stomach. He fell hard and I was
sure he was hurt, but before I could get to him to
help him up, he was up and faced about; brushing the

dust from his clothes, he said, “I did that on purpose.”

I was impressed by the first incident that he would
become a leader and something of a philosopher in
time, and by the second incident that he would turn
apparent defeats into victories.

When John was two years old father quit farm-
ing and moved into Jackson City and engaged in
broom making and two years later he moved to Battle
Creek.

I do not know if John ever attended public school.
I think that his early education was obtained in a pri-
vate school taught by Professor Bell. Fletcher Bying-
ton taught a private school in the winter of 1858-9,
and it is possible that John attended it. I came to
California in 1859 and so lost all run of the family
until my return in 1867.

I wish I could tell you more of John. I will send
you in a few days a brief sketch of his father’s and his
mother’s life, which will enable you to understand the
source from which his love for the unfortunate, the
needy, his perseverance, his love for hard work, his
energy and push came from.

[6]
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With the exception of a bronchial catarrh, I am
in fairly good health for a person of my age. The
28th of next March, if I live, I shall be 82.

Yours truly,
M. G. KELLOGG.

Healdsburg, Calif.
Sept. 2, 1915.
J. H. Kellogg, M.D,,
Battle Creek, Michigan.

Dear Brother John:

Your very interesting communication, of date
Aug. 23, is at hand. I thank you for the advice you
gave me concerning the use of Paraffin, and shall fol-
low it. It is doing wonders for me, and is helping
Mrs. Nolan, who is also using it.

I thank you for sending me your translation of
the Frenchman’s trip from Pontiac to Flint river in
1831. He only had a foot trail to follow. Father fol-
lowed a wagon road when he passed through the same
wild region in 1834, when he settled on government
land two miles north of Flint river. A few settlers had
preceded him and located from one to three miles
farther north than father did.

I think that the Frenchman drew somewhat on
his imagination in deseribing the few settlers he met,
or perhaps none of that class ever settled north of
Flint river. His description of the wild forest was
quite accurate, however, and correctly portrayed the
trails as they existed back away from the Saginaw
turnpike. In his description of the last six miles before
he reached Flint river, the brook he mentions having
crossed on logs, and which his fellow travelers forded

[7]
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with the horses, was Thread Creek, one mile south
of where the Saginaw turnpike crosses the Flint river.

The thick forest through which he passed that
night, remained almost unbroken southwest of Flint
for years. When father moved to Tyrone in the
winter of 1842-3, a State road had been cleared from
Flint to Fentonville, but had not been turnpiked up. A
few settlers had located along this road, but the houses
were from one to three miles apart and only a few

acres were cultivated at each settlement. All else was
dense forest.

It was along this State road that Smith and I and
a hired man drove the sheep, cows and young cattle,
stopping at Fentonville over night, Smith was so lame
and stiff he could not get out of bed next morning.

He lacked a few weeks of being nine years old.
From the farm to Flint was five miles, from Flint to
Fentonville fifteen to eighteen. The snow in the road
was packed, but outside of the sleigh track it was a

foot deep. It was too long a walk for a boy at his age.

You speak of reading my bit of family history. I
am glad you are able to read it. I feared that neither
you or the girls, Clara and Emma, would be able to
do so.

The Frenchman’s story brought fresh to my mind
the scenes of my childhood days.

Those were happy days. I love to recall them.
In fact I love to recall any part of my life, for as a
general thing it has always been a happy one, although
a strenuous one. My happiness has always been great-
est in striving to better my fellows.

W. K. writes me that Clara is quite ill, at the
Sanitarium Hospital.

[8]
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I regret not having had the pupil of my left eye
enlarged last May.

All are as usual.
Your affectionate brother,
M. G. KELLOGG.

Healdsburg, Calif.
Sept. 5, ’16.
J. H. Kellogg, M.D.,
Battle Creek, Mich.

Dear Brother John:

If you have translated the Frenchman’s descrip-
tion of the country between Flint and Saginaw in
1831, I would be pleased to see any short account you
may have had typewritten, but do not trouble to make
a copy purposely for me.

Whenever you typewrite anything for me, please
print as black, and as clear as possible, for my eyes
have gotten to the point where I cannot make out all
the words in the translation. I am feeling fine now.

Your Brother,
M. G. KELLOGG.

(= [9]



A BIT OF FAMILY HISTORY
By MERRITT G. KELLOGG

CHAPTER 1

Y earliest recollections date from the time when
my father lifted me up to show me my little
brother Smith, who had come onto the stage of action
the previous evening. This was on the sixteenth day
of March, 1834. I was two years old the twenty-
eighth of the same month.

My next remembrance is of a black man calling at
the door. He was the first black man I had ever seen.
His face was so black, his eyes so large and white, and
his mouth so big and red when he opened it to speak,
I was frightened and fled in terror from his presence.

I next remember seeing my father dressed in full
regimentals. He wore a nice suit of deep blue, his coat
sleeves were trimmed with silver braid. 1 learned
years later that he belonged to the State militia and
had been out with his company on drill.

I also remember that my mother sent me to an
infant’s school. This all occurred in Hadley, Mass.,
where I was born, March 28, 1832.

In July, 1834, my father started for Michigan. I
well remember how we traveled,—first, by horses and
wagon to Albany, then by canal boat to Buffalo, and
by steam boat to Detroit. The canal boat was pulled
along by a horse. We had our own beds, and my
mother cooked for us on the boat. When on the
steamer, a little girl and I stood on the bottom step of
the cabin stairs and we tried to out-jump each other.

[10]



NOTES CONCERNING THE KELLOGGS

When we reached Detroit, we stopped for a day or
two at a hotel, while Father purchased a pair of horses,
a wagon, a few tools and farming implements, a few
groceries, and a little furniture.

We then started for the Dickinson Settlement,
sixty miles northwest of Detroit. This Settlement was
named after Mr. Lansing Dickinson, who was the first
settler in those parts.

The Dickinsons were from Hadley, and were old
friends of my parents. They had located on land three
miles north of the, then, little hamlet, but now, city, of
Flint. They had five neighbors, two of whom lived
close by; the other three lived in a cluster, one mile
nearer Flint. There were five or six families living in
Flint, and two or three at Threadville, one mile south
of Flint. These were all the white settlers there were
in all those parts, when my father located there.

The next day after reaching the Settlement, father
selected a half section (320 acres) of land one mile
south of Dickinson’s location, and two miles north of
Flint.

Three of the settlers were near neighbors, as their
lands lay opposite ours.

There was an empty log cabin within a hundred
yards of one corner of the land my father had selected,
and into this he put us, and our goods. The ¢abin had
only one room, and no fireplace. Mother cooked on a
camp fire outside. The log cabin was not very com-
fortable, but mother managed to live there until winter
set in, by which time father had built a very good log
house. It had one large living room and two bedrooms
on the lower floor, and one large room in the garret.
A large open fireplace was built against the end oppo-
gite the bedrooms. It was built of stone. The chim-

[11]
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ney was built of sticks, and was plastered with mud
inside and outside. Qur cooking all had to be done at
an open fire, as we had no stove.

While there were only six families in our vicinity,
there were several single men who had been grading
the turnpike. By hiring some of these, father was able
to build his house, also a log stable for his horses and
two cows, to clear, plow, and sow to wheat two or three
acres, and dig a well, that first autumn.

In addition to our white neighbors, there were many
Indians living near us. Several families of them were
camped on our land.

Deer were plenty, as also were wolves, foxes, and
other wild animals. We were pioneers, in a wild coun-
try and had very few of the conveniences and comforts
of present day life, and none of its luxuries.

We had to make our own soap and candles. In-
stead of friction matches, we had a flint and steel, and
sulphur dips, with which to start a fire. Everything
was very primitive.

We moved into our log house in the autumn of
1834 and lived in it five years.

In the summer of 18356 one of our horses died.
Father then bought a beautiful pair of mares in Flint.
Two weeks after bringing them home, a man came
with an officer and took them away. They had been
stolen and brought from Ohio. Father then had to
buy another pair, one of which died a year later.

Notwithstanding these losses, father was of good
courage. He worked very hard, early and late, clear-
ing land and raising wheat, corn, buckwheat, oats,
potatoes, turnips, and carrots.

In 1836 he built a brick oven for mother to bake
our bread in. He also built a large frame barn the

[12]
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same year. I remember that a lot of men came and
helped raise the heavy timbers, and that after the
frame was all up, one of the men called for whisky.
Father said, “I have no whisky, but I have something
better.” He then went to the house and he and my
mother came out, each bearing a large panful of hot
doughnuts, of which the men ate with satisfaction.

My brother Albert was born April 7, of this same
year, 1836.

New settlers had been coming in during the eight-
een months we had been on our farm, and we had
more neighbors. Flint had grown to be a flourishing
village. A Baptist minister had come in and he held a
protracted meeting in Flint. Father took us all to the
meetings. At the close of the meetings in the spring,
father made a public profession of religion, by being
baptized, by immersion, in Flint river. Mother stood
on the river bank with baby Albert in her arms: Smith
and I stood beside her.

There was a sawmill in Flint, when we first came
to the State. A gristmill had been built in Threadyville,
in 1835. A blacksmith by the name of Flavius Jo-
sephus Stanley, located near the gristmill in 1836, and
set up his forge there. There was no other gristmill
in that part of the country. Therefore all the farmers
for many miles around, had to go to Threadville to get
their grain ground, and they soon began to patronize
Mr. Stanley’s shop, my father among the rest.

My mother occasionally accompanied father when
he went to the mill or the blacksmith shop and soon
became acquainted with Mrs. Stanley and her eldest
daughter, whose name was Ann Janette.

My father’s youngest sister, Priscilla, came out
from Massachusetts in the fall of 1835, and remained

[13]
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with us a year. Smith and I were always left with her
when mother went to Threadville.

In 1837, father was persuaded, much against his
own better judgment, to take five hundred dollars’
stock in the Bank of Genesee. Mr. Charles Haskell,
the promoter of the bank, had managed to get two of
our neighbors, Addison Stewart, and Warner Lake,
both old acquaintances of my father, interested in his
project, and the three of them came to get father to
join them in the enterprise.

Father had no money to invest. “You need no
money,” said Haskell. “You can have stock for your
note. You give me your note signed by yourself as
principle and by Mr. Stewart and Mr. Lake as sureties,
and I will issue to you bank stock, dollar for dollar.”
Continuing, Mr. Haskell said, “The banking business is
very profitable. You will never have to pay either
principle or interest. We will make the notes to run
six years, and the dividends will more than pay the
note when it becomes due. So, you see, you will get
the stock free in six years.”

Father hesitated, but when Stewart and Lake both
offered to sign his note as sureties, if he would sign
as surety for them, he yielded; gave his note for five
hundred dollars, payable in six years, with interest at
ten per cent, payable semi-annually, interest to be
compounded if not paid when due. He also signed
similar notes for each of the others.

This was a terrible mistake, for the bank failed
in less than a year and the stockholders had to make
the losses good.

In addition to this, the notes had been hypothe-
cated by the bank officers, and they would have to be
met when due.

[14]
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In 1837, my mother began to cough and spit blood.
Doctor Hoyes from Flint came and bled her, taking a
pint of blood. He then directed her to take a fire
shovelful of live coals, sprinkle rosin on the coals,
and inhale the fumes. This she was to do daily as long
as the cough lasted. She followed his directions for a
time, but getting no better, quit.

The doctor came and bled her once, and some-
times, twice, each year thereafter.

My sister Julia was born Feb. 3, 1838. 1 do not
remember who cared for mother at the time of the
birth of Julia, but very shortly thereafter Ann Janette
Stanley, then fourteen, came and helped mother all
through the school vacation. Mother was well pleased
with her.

The bank having failed, and the interest on
father’s note becoming due, and Warner Lake having
put his property out of his hands, made hard times for
father as, in addition to paying his own, he had half the
interest to pay on Lake’s note besides the bank loss.
Mr. Stewart paid his own, and half of Lake’s.

During the five years that we were on the farm,
many settlers came in, so that by the end of 1839, our
neighbors had increased to thirty families, the greater
portion of whom lived between three and six miles
from us, however.

Of these thirty families, twenty-six lived in log
houses, none of which were as large or as comfortable
as ours. Three of the other four families lived in
small frame houses. The other family lived in a house
that was a cross between the two, being in part a
frame, and in part a log house.

This house was built on a farm of 160 acres. The
farm was one-fourth of a mile wide and a mile long.
It fronted west on the turnpike. A crossroad ran
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along the north side of the farm. A small meeting-
house stood on a corner of the farm opposite.

In the fall of 1839 the owner of this farm pro-
posed to trade farms with father, offering to pay quite
a little sum of money in addition to his farm, as father
had much the largest place. Father accepted the offer,
and was able to pay everything he owed, except the
bank note and he paid the interest on that, also his
share of the bank loss.

My parents were both very conscientious Chris-
tians. After father was baptized, he set up the family
altar and we had family worship at least once a day.
Father always tried to live up to his agreements. He
was open-hearted and generous. He would sooner suf-
fer loss than go to law to get what was justly due him.
He once told me that he never sued but one man, and
then paid the cost himself after getting judgment.

Father’s health began to decline in 1838. He had
inflammation of the eyes and was nearly blind for
weeks. The doctor put a fly blister on the back of his
neck, making a fearful looking sore, which was weeks
in healing. Next he gave him calomel, salivating him
so badly, that for several days his tongue was so swol-
len that it protruded from his mouth. Soon after re-
covering from the inflammation of his eyes, and the
effect of the doctor’s treatment, a chronic diarrhea set
in, which lasted him for ten years.

Improper food during those first five years was
the cause of the undoing of his health.

Our morning meal was almost invariably hot pan-
cakes with bacon fat and molasses; our dinner always
was, in part, of pork cooked in some of the various
ways, fried, baked or boiled. We never had fruit, al-
though we had melons, pumpkins and cucumbers in

their season.
[16]



CHAPTER II

ATHER moved us onto the new farm in December,
1839. My sister Martha was born on the eighteenth
of February, following,

Miss Ann Janette Stanley had proven herself such
efficient help when with us two years previously, that
mother had made arrangements for her help again at
this time. She came to us about the first of March and
stayed four months. Mother was very slow in getting
up, and as Miss Stanley seemed to be both able and
willing to look after everything, she left the entire
care of the house and the children to her.

Miss Stanley was then only sixteen, but she was
so careful, so kind to the children, so attentive to
everything, and so respectful, both to herself and to
my father, that mother really fell in love with her as
a friend, and regretted her leaving.

Miss Stanley was desirous of getting as good an
education as the schools within her reach could give.
She therefore felt that she must resume her studies
and returned to her school as soon as the term opened.
They parted as very warm friends, but they never met
again.
Mother was able to be up and do her work with
such help as I could render, but she gradually failed
until September 16, 1841, when she had a fearful hem-
orrhage from her lungs. Father was two miles away
at the time. Smith and Albert were with him and I
was at a neighbor’s house just across the turnpike.
Julia, then three and one-half years, and Martha, the
babe of nineteen months, were alone with mother.
Julia came for me and I hastened home. I found
mother sitting in a chair and a pool of blood was on

[17]
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the floor. I helped her to the bed, then ran a half mile
to where a boy was harrowing in some wheat, and sent
him, with one of the horses, for father.

In about an hour father came in. Mother’s first
words were, “Go for Ann Stanley. I want her and no
one else.” As soon as father could get mother fixed
comfortably in the bed, he went for Miss Stanley, but
he had to return without her, for she was twenty miles
away teaching school and was not expected to be back
before the last of October.

Mother then told father that she was sure she had
but a few days to live, and she charged him to be sure
and get Miss Stanley to come and care for the chil-
dren, and to keep her as long as she would stay.

Hemorrhages occurred every day for eleven days
and then mother passed away, September 27th.

There were then about thirty-six familes living
within a radius of four miles, but in all these there was
not a woman that could come to our help, nor was
there in all these familes more than three girls that
were over ten years of age and not one of these three
could be spared from their homes.

The neighboring women were very kind in coming
in and helping care for mother, but the care of the
children fell to me. After the funeral, the neighbors
left us to ourselves. We got along as best we could.
I did the most of the cooking, although Smith helped
all he could.

Toward the end of October, father went to
Threadville to engage Miss Stanley if he could get her.
She had returned from her school, but would not con-
sent to come to our help, and he once more had to re-
turn without her. For a few days father was very
much discouraged. His farm work was far behind and

[18]
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needed every moment of his time. The house also
needed fixing up for winter. The children’s clothes
were not suitable for the coming winter, and no help
could be had.

About five weeks after the funeral, a family by
the name of Trickey moved in and located on land two
miles west of us. Mr. Trickey had a daughter who
was sixteen ; she was very large and strong for her age,
and she wanted work for the winter while her father
was building his house.

Father gladly hired her and placed her in charge
of the house and the children, and then gave his whole
time and attention to his farm work, which was far
behind.

For a while things seemed to be kept in proper
order in the house, but, as the winter advanced, Miss
Trickey became careless and neglected the children,
and the house also. Father took Miss Trickey to task
for her neglect and asked her to clean things up. In-
stead of doing so, she packed her things and went
home, leaving us to ourselves.

Father seemed almost distracted for a day or two,
but in a few days he saddled a horse, and after telling
me to take good care of the baby, and to be careful of
the fire, he rode away and did not return until night
drew on.

A week later, he did the same thing again. When
he came back, he seemed much more cheerful. The
next day or two were spent in cleaning the house and
fixing things in proper shape.

A few days later, March 29, 1842, father hitched
up his team, and drove away, after telling me to keep
the children’s faces and clothes clean, for, said he, “I
expect to bring some one home with me when I return.”

[19]
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It was nearly night when he returned. We were
all in the house engaged in play. Smith was the first
to hear the wagon, as it drove up to the gate. He ran
to the window, and looking out, exclaimed, “Father
has come and he has a woman in the wagon with
him.”

We all ran out to see who had come with him.
“Why, it is Ann Stanley,” said I. I ran to the gate just
as she jumped from the wagon, and said, ‘“Hello, Ann.
I am awful glad to see you.” “So am L,” “So am I,” said
the others; and “I am glad to see you Merritt, and you,
Smith, and you, Albert, and you, Julia,” she said, as
she shook the hand of each of us. Then taking Martha
in her arms, she said, “And is this Martha? How she
has grown!” “Yes,” said father, “she has grown, and
so have all of them.” Then, hearing us call her “Ann,”
he said, “Children, you must not call her ‘Ann.” You
must call her ‘mother’ for she is your mother now.”

We were quite surprised by these words, and, look-
ing at her, I asked, “Is that so, Miss Ann?” “Yes,”
said she. “I have come to be a mother to you all.” *“I
am glad,” said I. “So am I,” each of the others re-
peated. Miss Stanley then sealed the compact by
giving Martha and Julia each a kiss. After taking
some things from the wagon, we went in, and she put
her things away, then, speaking to me, she said, “Mer-
ritt, if you will build a fire, I will get some supper.”

It was quite dark when father came in from the
barn, bringing a bucket of milk with him. Our supper
of cornmeal mush and milk was soon eaten, and then,
after father had read a chapter in the Bible, and had
invoked the blessing of God upon us and our home,
we children retired.

[20]
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. When we were up and dressed the next morning,
we found that our new mother had the breakfast ready
on the table.

Two or three days later, mother, as I now called
her, made an inspection of the entire farm, including
the house and barn and the stock.

In the evening, the following conversation, as
near as I can recall it, between her and father, took
place:

M.—*“I have been on a tour of inspection today.”

F.—“What did you inspect?”

M.—“Everything. The farm—the house, the
barn, the cows and young cattle, the pigs and the
chickens, the tools, the orchard, and the horses.”

F.—“Well, how do you like the looks of things?”

M.—*“The house needs to be finished, but there is
no hurry for that. Everything else appears all right,
only I did not see any sheep, nor any clover hay. Have
you no sheep?”

F.—*“No, I have no sheep.”

M.—“I wish we had some. Stocking yarn is very
dear. If we had a few sheep, and a wheel, I could spin
all the yarn needed for stockings for the family. My
grandmother Simons has a wheel for spinning flax
and all of her sons wear trousers made of flax that she
has spun. Can’t you buy a few sheep in time for
shearing this spring?”’

F.—“I do not know of any sheep that can be
bought. There are only a very few in all the country,
and what few there are are not the kind that would
suit me, for the wool is coarse and the fleece is very
light.”

M.—*“I am sure it would be the best investment
you could make, if you were to get a few sheep. They
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increase so fast, and the wool would help pay off the
interest on that note and pay the note too.”
~—“That is true, but I would have to go, or send,

to York State to get the sheep, and it is too late for
that now.”

M.—“Don’t you think clover is better for cows
than red top or timothy?”

F.—*“Well, yes, but there is no clover raised in
these parts and no seed to be had.”

With this, the conversation ended. This was the
first week in April.

About three weeks later, after the breakfast was
over, father asked mother to go out to the pasture with
him, saying he had something to show her.

I went along. On reaching the pasture we saw a
band of eighteen sheep, all fine wool merinos. Instead
of being bald on their legs, necks and bellies, as the
few sheep in the neighborhood were, they were thickly
covered with fine wool, from the end of the nose to
the hoof.

“Whose sheep are those?” mother exclaimed.

“Ours,” my father replied. “You said we must
have some sheep, in time for shearing this spring, and
here they are.”

“Tell me all about it,” said mother. So he told
her. One of our near neighbors, a Mr. Walkley, had
a relative living near Buffalo in the State of New York
who was intending to come to Michigan and he had
written to Walkley asking if he could sell a few sheep
if he brought some with him. Walkley wrote him to
bring fifty for him. So the relative brought one hun-
dred, thinking he could sell the other fifty after getting
there. Father first learned of this by meeting the man
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between Flint and Walkley’s farm, as he was driving
the sheep.

Seeing what the sheep were, and being told that
fifty of them were for sale, and finding that the price
was reasonable, he engaged right then and there to
take eighteen, of which seventeen were ewes, and one
a ram. He then borrowed the money and the next day
the sheep were divided and he brought his home in the
evening so as to give us all a surprise in the morning.

Mother was very happy, and began to study for
the future.

Mother’s grandmother Simons lived four miles
from us, with her son, Joseph. She had two other
sons, Asher and Willard, and a daughter, Sarah, all of
whom lived with her and Joseph.

As the time for shearing the sheep drew on, father
sent me to ask Asher to come and help wash the sheep.
I was to go afoot and alone, but as the team was not
busy, mother asked father to let me go with the team,
and she would go along and visit her grandmother.
Her principal reason for wishing to go, was that
she might find out something about spinning.

Her grandmother had no wheel for spinning wool,
but she told her that a Mrs. Wolf, who lived two miles
north of our home, had both a wheel for spinning wool
and a loom for weaving cloth. We drove home and a
few days later drove the sheep to the river, where
father and Asher washed the sheep, and Smith and
I washed some of the largest lambs. After the sheep
were sheared, mother had eighty pounds of clean, fine
wool, and in the fall we had a flock of forty sheep and
lambs, several of the ewes having raised twins.

When the neighbors learned of father’s success
as a sheep raiser, they all wanted sheep. He could have
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sold the eighteen old ones for all they cost him, and
still have the 80 pounds of wool, and the twenty-two
lambs left, but he had no sheep to sell.

Father found mother gave such good counsel about
the sheep that he was ready to listen when she asked
him to sow clover, as will be seen in the next chapter.

After the sheep were sheared, mother asked father
to let me take the team and drive her over to see Mrs.
Wolf. She took the children all along.

She then made arrangements with Mrs. Wolf to
spin what stocking yarn she would need, and to spin
and weave a web of cloth for skirts and petticoats for
herself and the two girls and a large shawl five by six
feet for herself, and one three by three feet for each
of the girls. Mrs. Wolf was to take her pay in wool.

Smith, Albert, and myself had never had a regular
sack coat, but our new mother cut and made one for
each of us, and a pair of trousers, also, using blue
jeans, or denim, cloth. These were to be our Sunday
school clothes. We felt very proud, both of our clothes
and our mother, for we were the best dressed of any
of the boys who attended Sunday School, for the others
all wore plain waists.

As harvest time drew near, mother asked me to go
with her to the grain field and she showed me how to
select and cut straws for a hat. She said that she
would teach me how to plait them, and that when I
had them plaited she would sew the braid into a hat.

A few days later, I managed to cut my foot with
an axe, cutting it so badly that my father had to carry
me to the house. I was laid up three weeks with this
cut, during which mother cared for me as kindly and
as carefully as though I had been her own son. 1
learned to plait the straws, and she sewed, shaped, and
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pressed the hat, the first she had ever made or seen
made of straw.

My stepmother was a very observing woman.
Whenever she saw something that was new to her, and
which she thought would be of service, she watched
the making of it, if possible, or if not possible for her
to see it made, she would examine it carefully and learn
how it was made. It was in this way that she learned
how to do many things besides making hats.

After the stocking yarn was sent home, her eve-
nings were spent in knitting.

Her sewing all had to be done with a needle, and
it required better light than that of a tallow dip.

When Mrs. Wolf had the weaving done, mother
made up the skirts and petticoats for herself and the
girls. She then had father get some ‘“hardtimes
cloth,” a substitute for woolen cloth, and made us boys
each a pair of trousers, and a “warmus’” instead of a
coat. The “warmus” was cut much like a shirt, only
it was open all the way down in front and was not slit
at the sides. It was wide and lapped in front, and was
fastened with a belt. It was lined, as also were the
pants, and was very warm. The “hardtimes cloth”
was so-called because the times were so hard that but
few could afford to wear woolen goods, which were
very dear. The filling, or woof, of this cloth, was spun
very coarse and very loose, and was dead black; the
warp was white and was hard spun. Both were cotton.

In December of this same year, 1842, a man by
the name of John Russell who owned and lived on a
farm thirty-two miles from us, in Tyrone, made a
proposition to trade farms with father, as his father
had traded for the farm next adjoining ours.
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Father went to Tyrone and looked the farm over,
and the surrounding country. He was well pleased
with the outlook and after consultation with mother,
accepted Russell’s proposition, and the exchange was
made.
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CHAPTER III

Our Home and Life in Tyrone

YRONE was a township six miles square. Its in-

habitants were limited to twenty-four families in
1842, all of whom were farmers and were scattered
over the township. There was no church building and
only two school houses in the township when we moved
there in 1842,

Hartland township joined Tyrone on the south.
It contained two little hamlets, in each of which there
was a small gristmill, a store, a blacksmith shop, a
schoolhouse and six or eight families.

One of these hamlets, Hartland Center, was four
miles distant from the farm for which father traded.
The other, Parshallville, was two miles away. There
was a sawmill in Parshallville. A doctor lived in Hart-
land Center.

In addition to the families residing in Parshall-
ville, Hartland Center, and Tyrone, there were only
twenty or twenty-five families residing within a radius
of six miles from our new home, all of whom were
farmers, living in log houses. There was also one
schoolhouse in Hartland township, three miles distant
from our new farm.

The farm for which father traded, contained one
hundred and sixty acres, eighty of which were in
standing timber. Sixty acres were under cultivation.
The remaining twenty acres were uncleared. The
timber had been cut down but it still lay on the ground,
and there was very much of it.

The house was the best house in the entire twelve
miles square (144 square miles) above mentioned. It
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was a frame building about 22 x 32 feet. There were
four rooms, viz.,, a large living room, a parlor, two
bedrooms and a large pantry on the lower floor, all of
which, the living room excepted, were hard finished.
The living room was lathed. There were two large, un-
plastered rooms upstairs. There was a brick fireplace
at each end of the house, i.e., in the living room and in
the parlor.

There was a cellar under the whole of the house,
the stone wall of which served as a foundation for the
building. A well was handy at the back door, but it
was seventy-seven feet deep. There was a frame barn
80 x40 feet and a frame building 20 x 30 feet with
stable for six cows in one end, the remaining portion
being an open shed for young stock. There was a hay
loft over the stable and shed. There was also stable
room for six animals in the barn and a granary 12 x 12
feet, also a threshing floor 12 x 30 feet. There was a
hay loft over all these, and a bay, or mow, as we called
it, 16 x 30 feet for hay or grain.

The eighty acres of cultivated, and chopped over
land was fenced in and cross fenced so as to divide it
into six fields. There was an orchard of twenty bear-
ing peach trees, and a hundred apple trees, nearly of
bearing age. Such was the new home for which father
had traded, and such were its conditions and surround-
ings, at the time he made the exchange.

When the time came to move to Tyrone, father
moved his farming utensils and the major portion of
his household goods first, leaving the stock and the
family for the last.

A heavy snow fell while he was away with the
first load, but the roadway was soon beaten down and
we started with the cattle and sheep. A man engaged
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for the purpose, went ahead with the two cows and a
dozen head of young stock. Smith and I followed,
driving the sheep. Father was to bring the family and
the rest of the goods the next day. We drove the
cattle and sheep twenty-two miles, to Fentonville, the
first day. The next morning Smith was so lame and
stiff that he could not get out of bed, and we had to
leave him for father to bring along when he came.
Smith was not quite nine, nor I quite eleven at the
time. The hired man and I reached the farm by noon,
and father arrived with the family before night.

The evening and the following day were spent in
getting settled, after which mother made a survey of
the entire premises. She was pleased with everything
from the first and still more so, when she learned a
few days later that we were ten miles nearer Detroit
and Pontiac, the former being fifty miles distant and
the latter twenty-five. These places were thirty-five
and sixty miles from the former home.

The snow all melted off in a very few days after

our arrival in Tyrone, and then mother went out again
to see what was planted on the cultivated land. When

she came in she said she had been in hopes of finding
a field of red clover, but she was disappointed, as there
was no clover on the farm, “No,” said father, ‘“there
is no clover, nor is there any red top or timothy, nor is
there any seed to be had short of Pontiac or Detroit.
The country is new and the farmers all depend on
marsh hay and straw to winter their stock on. It is
poor stuff but cattle can live on it although they come
out very thin in the spring, so thin in fact, that it is
quite common in these parts to say of a thin animal
that it is ‘spring poor’.”
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A few days later mother told father that she had
been thinking that if the farmers all depended on
marsh hay now, they would all want clover as soon as
they learned its value as hay and they would all want
seed. “Now,” said she, “if you get started to raising
clover hay and seed you can readily sell all you do not
need. I really feel that you ought to plant some as soon
as the spring opens.”

“Well,” said father, “I will make inquiry about
seed.”

The schoolhouse nearest us was one and one-
eighth miles distant and to this school Smith, Albert
and I were sent. Father was busy chopping the cut-
down timber into lengths for burning—cutting and
splitting into fence rails everything that would split.
There was an immense quantity of logs left, however,
that would not split, which would have to be hauled
together and burned. Father had a good horse team,
one of which, the mare, was in the habit of kicking
fearfully whenever she got her hind legs over the
traces, which she frequently did when hitched to any-
thing that had to be dragged along, like a harrow, or
a log.

Seeing the mare kicking, with her leg over the
traces as father was hauling some rails, mother said,
“Father, you ought to get some oxen for that work.
Why don’t you trade the horses for oxen. I shall be
in constant fear that you or one of the boys will get
kicked to death by that animal.”

The mare was a splendid animal, nine years old,
and had no other fault, so father did not wish to part
with her. Nevertheless, he listened to mother, and the
following week he hitched up his team and drove over
to a neighbor’s, a Mr. Mapes, six miles away, to look at
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a yoke of oxen he had which he wished to trade for a
horse, having lost a valuable one a few days pre-
viously.

Father took me along. He was well pleased with
the oxen,—they were perfectly broken in to drive by
the word of command; they were very large and
strong and walked as fast as horses.

Mr. Mapes did not want the mare. He preferred
the horse as it matched his perfectly in size, shape, and
color. He hitched our horse beside his own and gave
it a trial on the road and also in dragging a heavy
log on the ground. Being satisfied with the horse, he
made father an offer of the oxen and some money—I
forget how much—for the horse. Father hesitated,
whereupon Mapes offered to throw in a yearling Dur-
ham bull. Father accepted this proposition. He then
hitched the oxen to the wagon, tied the yearling, which
would lead, behind the wagon, and put the saddle,
which he had brought along, on the mare, for me to
ride, and we started for home.

After going about a mile, father stopped the team
and told me to get in the wagon and drive the oxen
and he would ride the mare.

As he handed me the whip, he said, “The oxen are
well broken in. You will not need to touch them with
the whip. When you want them to turn to the right,
say ‘Gee,” to the left, say ‘Haw,’ to stop, say ‘Whoa’.” 1
had never driven oxen before, but these were so well
broken that I had no trouble and drove them all the
way home without getting out of the wagon, although I
had to make two right angle turns, once to the left
and once to the right, at crossroads.
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Mother insisted on having some clover seed
planted, so father sent to Pontiac and procured some
clover seed in the chaff.

There were sixteen acres planted in winter wheat
when we got the farm, and, about the first of March,
father sowed the chaff on this sixteen acres. There
had been a light fall of snow the day before he sowed
it. The ground was just nicely covered with the white
snow, and the clover chaff being nearly black, father
could see just how evenly he was sowing the clover
chaff.

When the wheat was harvested, we found that the
clover had taken root finely, and was very even and
thrifty.

I shall have more to say about that clover later on.

We had been in Tyrone but a few days before
mother began to make inquiry of some of the neighbor
women, to learn if there was any one upon whom she
could depend to assist her in the near future.

A Mrs. Morgan, who lived two miles east and one
mile south from us, was recommended to her.

I do not know how she and Mrs. Morgan met, but
meet they did, and Mrs. Morgan agreed to come at her
call.

About March 16, father came upstairs at mid-
night, and waking me gently, so as not to waken Smith
and Albert, who were in bed with me, he asked me to
dress as quickly as possible, and come down for he
needed me. I did so.

When I got down stairs he took me outside, where
the oxen were hitched to the wagon, and said to me,
“Merritt, do you think you can drive over to Mr. Mor-
gan’s and get Mrs. Morgan? Mother is very sick. Do
you know the way?’ “Yes, father,” I replied. “I
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know just where they live. I have been there once.”
“The night is very dark,—there is no moon just now,”
said father. “I can find the way. I have only three
turns to make,” said 1.

So off I drove, sitting in the wagon all the way,
except that I got out once and held my whip before
the oxen’s faces as we went down a short, but steep,
hill. A half mile east of our house, the road made a
sharp angle to the right; then a half mile south, it
made an angle to the left, then the wagon trail, for it
was no road, twisted around among the trees for one
and three-quarters miles, to the road on which the
Morgans lived, then it angled to the right. There were
but two houses in the whole distance; the night was
dark; I was not eleven years old, yet I made the trip
safely and got back home before daylight, bringing
Mrs. Morgan with me. Mrs. Morgan stayed with
mother a day or two then I took her home.

About two weeks later I was sent to bring her
again, by daylight this time, however. The following
night, March 31st, my sister Mary Annette was born.

After father traded for the oxen, our team work
was all done with them. I was taken out of school and
put to hauling the logs together, while father chopped
them. I will not record all the details of our summer’s
work,—suffice it to say, that we cleared fifteen acres.
We planted five of them in corn and summer fallowed
the rest, and fifteen acres besides; planted the orchard;
one acre in potatoes; put in a few acres of rye, a few
of oats, and pastured the rest. We all worked hard.

When we got our wheat cut and threshed, father
was greatly disappointed for he only had 160 bushels
from the whole sixteen acres. It was nearly half
cheat.
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We raised 400 bushels of potatoes, however, from
the one acre that we planted. I often got a three gal-
lon bucket full from a single hill.

As soon as mother was out of bed, she began to
plan for her summer and fall work. She persuaded
father into getting her a spinning wheel and also a
cheese hoop and press. During the summer, she made
some butter to sell (at 12145 cts. a 1b.), fifteen or
twenty cheeses, spun all the stocking yarn needed for
winter stockings, made a straw hat for each of ua boys
and one for father, and spun yarn enough to make
cloth for a full suit for the four of us, and frocks and
petticoats for herself a