
- ------ - -~ 

-----







- ~~ . ~.Lab ~- ~ 
~~ ~-L~ 





---- ---·-- -- ·-

- - .. _ ----

- - - --

--- ---- -- - --~ 

--- ---

-- ----

---- --- ---

- --- - --- -----



~AU - y 
~~~cu:;;:~~~';;~~~ ~ 

~- - ~~~ 'l'- ,AL.r~/L-,'~~ 

~~~ef~~~~47a/l&~O?V _ 

--- ._,,...,.lL/"C/V• ~ ~go/·~~~ 
t>-/~-~~~~-~~~-?~
~ ~ evrzd ~~ ~ ~ ~-~~ 

i.£--r/..-,,/1,~ ~£ ~ ~~~~ ~ --
IJ/.LLC/L-~·(..£-<C..Ja,n£~~i)- . ~&A/?Xv ~~..-:-. - -

t- // [_l'JVj-,P~lj ~ - . - - -~ 

qi ~~~~ ~ r~/a-~ 
r~~~~~c-cd&d'a-~. ~~~ -

~~a-nL~~ ~ u ~ ~ ~ 
~~~~?~~~ ~ -LJ;rCU~/a/~ 

------ /~-/'~,~~~~~~ 
------ -~a/~~~~~~~~ 

--duv~~~~~~ --
a~~~~~~~ 

~~~~~~~~~ 
cud~cu~~~-fk~~~ __ 

IL/ F A A /Yl / 1'.(.,L'VYJ.•~ ~~~/d~~Jh~ ef ~ -
-~~ .... ~c; W~~~~o-rkv~~~~ 
~w~~~~~~/~~ 

U--Z:Vtrr..&CLffl~.r· k_/?ZU,lr~J ~~d-~~ Aa£~ 
- • • -cktd,~~~-a / ~y7.~~ -

~tn'IL-~~~~~F~ -

JJ,,-£LAn'7~. ·vv fo fk o4f ~ I ~ ~ ~ ~~ -

---- cvnd~~Aa/r~~o-f~~~~ 
a,,4~~_£M:zL~~~~_/4_,~~ 

~ - - aa~ftd-.fl-/ ~ ~,~ ""~-'~T~~ -
---='• - -- - - - -- -

- ~ 4~$.,;,~~ZTv;fV.i~. ~ ~ ~ 

~ - • ~ .&&~ ~ --z:; ~ ~ -

- -l,1--;re=~T~~~-u,at,) 7i{ t"~ ~ ~~~ ~ 

w~~~~~ 

J~,e/~~~~~-~ 
- j.j<llV.k'Z~ • Adj~~~~~ 







- -- --

___ ~~/~(j)~~~~ --
- - - ~::;::::?' ~I a,,u(_ ile. au,µ mt~ _/4,, - - -

J~~-
0 

t,a,, ~~-~ ~I ~ - ---

---- - -- ~~~~lfk~anuL --

__ · -- ~- ./4Jfk~~~~~.7<k~~ _ 
~ ~ , ffeJ?U, ~ ~~ ~ ~ deA.,~. --~ -

--- -- ---- --~ 

--- ---

---H-- ---· -- -

-- ------- --

-- -- ---- ---



Written by: 
John Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

NICHOLAS RETURNS NORTH 

by 
Robert Traver 

My father was a tall Dutchman with a bad temper and hands 

like Thomas Wolfe's old man•s. He was born on the shores of Lake 

copper d ir.on mines,. and h 

learned to swear in Chippewa Indian before he could curse in 

English. Not that a late start in the latter ever really cramped 

his style. 

His big hands were like his own father's, too, but there 

the resemblance stopped. My grandfather was a short, broad 

German, with close cropped hair, lots of whiskers, and the dis

position of a bewildered angel. My father got his temper straight 

from Grandma, whom Grandpa encountered as he was coming over on 

the ship from Germany, patriotically seeking to escape military 

service. But poor old Grandpa didn't escape 

cause Grandma was very tall and military-looking herself, and 

deeply religious, and old residents avow that she possessed the 

temper of seventeen she wildcats in heat. Fighting, nay, dying, 

in the Franoo-Prussion war, they said, would have been like play

ing at children's mudpies compared with living with Grandma. Sev

enteen is a lot of wildcats. 

I have a picture of Grandma and Grandpa in the old leather 

bound album. She is standing, very tall, dressed in yards of 

black, with a white lace cap, and there are strange lights in her 

eyes and a broad vein writhing along her forehead, and her closed 

fist is resting surely there on Grandpa's square shoulder. Grand

pa sits transfixed, listing a little towards Grandma, his big 

hands over his knees, his face pretty well obscured by his whis

kers and by Grandma• s fist. 



The sh,ip landed and Grandma and Grandpa got married by a 

priest called Father Schilling in New York. They rode by train 

and boat to Sault Ste. Karie, which is in Michigan. There they 

stayed but a few months, outfitting for their trek across the 

peninsula, upon discovering that there was already a brewery in 

the Sault. One bright morning they started on their journey 

westward across the long northern 

great wooden cart drawn by oxen. More oxen and more carts fol

lowed behind Grandma and Grandpa, loaded with young Germans 

Grandpa had recruited, and groaning with supplies for the new 

brewery. 

There followed days and weeks of fording streams an_d 

rivers, penetrating mosquito-laden swamps, then good stretches 

over century-old carpets of needles under the great sighing roofs 

of the white pines. That was before the lumber barons, a quaint 

synonym for thieves and pirates especially popular with certain 

.Jiiwa!ly bi-ograph-ers, -came and ok the roof away -and l"eft the 

carpets in great disorder. There were few trails, and they were 

poor, and this didn't help Grandma's temper, and sometimes Grandpa 

must have wondered whether the life of a soldier was so bad, after 

all. 

After more than two hundred miles of jolting, the jolting 

got worse, and Grandma, very white, suddenly stood up in her cart 

and called a halt. The oxen rolled their eyes and blew and 

dropped to their knees. Before they started again there was the 

crying of a baby, a new baby, llf/ father, called Nicholas after 

Grandma's father. So Grandpa and all the young Germans got down 

on their knees and prayed with the oxen. 

A day after the birth of my father Nicholas, just before 

sundown, the oxen wallowed out of a swamp and unto the old mili

tary road running North from Green Bay, one branch of which ran 

off northwesterly up to Fort Snelling, and the other straight up 

to Fort Wilkins. The way was much better, and Grandma, holding 
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her new baby, was elated that they had almost finished their 

journey with only the loss of two oxen and one German. The young 

German had got very homesick for the old country, military service 

and all, and then he had got a touch of sunstroke, and run off 

into a deep swamp, and when they found him he was dead, mosquito

swollen as big as a field marshal!. 

Grandpa camped that evenin near the 

road. Grandpa wanted to take the Fort Snelling route. He took 

this up with Grandma. Grandpa took the Fort Wilkins route. His

tory does not record this surrender of Fort Snelling. 

That night the young Germans were glad and sang half the 

night, accompanied by their zithers and accordions -- and the angr 

tears of little Nicholas, in his first temper. 

In two days the tired oxen sank on their knees on a high 

hill near the end of the Keweenaw Peninsula, and Lake Superior was 

on both sides, and colored by the sunset. Things were soon brew-

ing .a For, Wilkins, f or- Gr-and.ma -- I mean, andpa -- started u 

the new brewery Within a mile of the Fort. The government had 

ordained that a -soldier must walk a mile for his beer. This made 

them thirsty. Evidently the soldiers or the Indians or the French 

Canadian trappers, or perhaps all of these, were always inordinate 

ly thirsty, because Grandpa began to make lots of money. As time 

went on he finally put up a big brownstone building in which he 

housed the brewery and a new saloon as well, while he and Grand.ma 

and Nicholas and now also little Jacob and Joseph, named for Grand 

ma• s brothers, lived upstairs. A lot of people began coming to 

Copper Harbor, and soon some of the young Germans got married. And 

mostly all of them drank Grandpa's beer. 

The more money Grandpa made the more religious Grandma 

became. And the more religious she became the worse her temper 

grew. As he had once escaped miliary service in Germany, so, one 

day, he finally escaped God and Grandma in America -- he died. 
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Grandma piled on more black silk and ordered a tremendous 

monument shipped over from Germany. Thirteen oxen wore out their 

feet and died, dragging 1 t up from Green Bay. It still stands on 

the bleak, windswept shores of Lake Superior, the angels pretty 

storm worn but still flying a proud monument to the power of 

thirteen deceased oxen, and the potency of Grandpa's beer. 

Grandma got a distant relative called Schmidt to come up 

from Milwaukee to run the brewery. She didn1 t trust any of the 

aging young Germans -- they weren1 t from her province. She called 

them all •1azy, stoopit vat headts" - and went off to Mass. She 

now devoted all of her time - and most of Grandpa's money - to 

religion. She said she didn1 t want to let poor Grandpa alone. 

There was no word from Grandpa on the subject. 

My father Nicholas now helped August Schmidt at the brew

ery, loading kegs of beer. He was only sixteen and already as 

strong as a big man or a small pony, or possibly both. He didn1 t 

=~;::::=~;;=;:."".....U4 1ke to go to chur-ch. Wh.en e wasn• t tossin~ beer keg@ 

he wanted to fish and hunt and run off with the young Indian bucks 

He hadn• t started on the squaws yet. Then one day Grandma caught 

him in a mood ot' maternal respect and shipped him off to a school 

in Indiana to learn to be a priest. They used to train priests at 

this school. There was no football there, then. 

An Irishman called Father Dunleavy one night at supper 

undertook to instill God in my father Nicholas with the aid of a 

buggy whip. Ky father, who had a good appetite, was swallowing 

big lumps of bread during the prayer. The wtip caught my father 

over the back. Father Dunleavy didn1 t know my father. And he had 

never seen Grandma. My fat her got up with a funny smile and took 

the buggy whip away from Father Dunleavy. He broke 1 t and threw 

it away. Then he turned to Father Dunleavy and beat him until he 

fell down and lay still. They even gave Father Dunleavy extreme 

unction, it was so bad. A little later three stout priests came 

into the dining hall, where my father had resumed eating bread, 
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and came up and took hold of my father and told him he was an 

unrepentant sinner to beat poor Father Dunleavy. 

My father got dancing lights in his eyes and Grandma's 

vein stood out on his forehead, and he shouted, "I a.rn no sinnert 

I was hungry. By the roarin1 Jesus, I'd do it again! I don't 

give a rattlin1 god damn for the hull bunch of you. Let me got" 

And he swore some more, too, both in Chippewa and in English, 

and he had mastered both. It was like the crack of a buggy whip. 

The priests held their ears and then they held my father 

again, and tried to pull him down, to pray for forgiveness, they 

said. 

l::he 
A 

But he was impiously suspicious of their motives, I guess, 

started to toss and throw them around like beer kegs, un-

til they didn't roll any more. He didn't wait to see if they were 

administered extreme unction, but he grabbed a loaf of bread off 

the long table, before the horrified young novitiates, witnessing 

their first miracle, and ran out into the rainy darkness. 

H walk-ea an-d walked along the muddy road towa-rd O-hicag<:>,-+;= 1 

and finally slept in a log-cribbed roothouse in a watermelon 

patch. The next morning it was sunny and he got a ride to Chicago 

on a brewery wagon, a watermelon under each arm of the muddy black 

gown he was wearing. 

In Chicago that night he walked up North Clark Street with 

only one watermelon. Near where the Red Star Inn now stands he 

came to a German's, called Herman Pomper, who ran a saloon there 

and had sold brewery supplies to my grandfather and knew him in 

the old country. 

From Herman Pomper my father Nicholas borrowed some money, 

and the next night he started for the North - and home. 

Later my father Nicholas started a saloon and had the 

longest bar in the peninsula. He also had six sons, none of whom 

ever went into the clergy. 
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My father was a tall Dutchman with a bad temper ~d hands 

like Thomas olfe1 e old man•s. Be was born on the shores of Lake 
' Superior before they found the c0ppet and iron mines. and he 

learned to swear in Chippewa Indian before he could curse in 

English. Not that a late start in the latter ever really cr~ed 

hie style. 

His big bands were like his own father ' s, too, but there 

the resemblance stopped. )l'y grandf ther was a short, broad 

German, with close cropped hair, lots o! whiskers, and the dis

position of a bewildered angel. My father got his temper straight 

from Grandma, whom Grandpa encountered as be was coming over on 

from Germany, patriotically seeking to escape military 

But poor old Grandpa. d1dn1 t eeoe,pe much, I guess, be

cause Grandma was very tall and m111ta.ry-looking herself, and 

deeply religious. and old residents avow that she possessed the 

temper of seventeen ehe Wildcats in heat. Fighting, nay, dying, 

1n the Fra.nco-Pruss1an war, they said, would have been like play

ing at children' s mudp1es compared with living with Gra..~dma. Sev

enteen is a lot of wildcats. 

I h :ve a picture of Grandma and Grandpa in the old leather 

bound album. She 1s standing, very tall, dressed in yards of 

black, t1 i th white 1 • e cap, and there a.re strange 11.ghts in her 

eyes and a broad vein writhing a1ong her forehead, and her closed 

fist is resting surely there on Grandpa's square shoulder. Grand

pa sits transfixed, listing a little towards Grandma, hie big 

hands over his knees, hia face pretty well obscured by his whis

kers and by Grandma.• s i'1s t . 



The ship landed and GrandJna and Grandpa. got m&rr1ed by a 

priest called Fath~ Soh1111ng 1n Bew Yort. They rode by train 

and boat to Sault Ste. Mar1e 1 which ie tn M1ch1gan. There they 

stayed but a few months, outfitting for ~heir trek a.cross the 

peninsula, upon discover1n that there was already a brewery in 

the Sault. One bright morning they started on tbetr journey 

eetward aoro~s the long northern peninsula of Michigan, ln a 

great wooden cart drawn by oxen. More oxen and more carts fol• 

lowed behind Grandma and Grandpa., loaded w1 th young Germane 

Grandpa. had recruited, and groaning 1th supplies for the new 

brewery. 

There followed days and weeks of fording streams and 

rivers, penetrating moequito•laden swamps, then good stretches 

over century-old carpets of needles under the great sighing roofs 

of the white pines. That was before the lumber baronar"'"a f(ttsint 

-¥-mftili!ll:llP"~~Fml'fflli'l"'flf'~ came and took the roots a.'ffay -and le t th 

carpets in great disorder. There were few trails, and they were 

poor, and this d1dn1 t help Gra.ndma.1 s temper, and sometimes Grudpa 

must have wondered whether the life of a soldier was so bad, after 

all. 

After more than two hundred miles of jolting, the jolting 

got worse, and Grandma, very white, suddenly stood up 1n her cart 

and called a halt. The oxen rolled their eyes and blew and 

dropped to the1r knees. Before they started a.gain there was the 

cryin of a baby, a new baby, my father, called Nicholas after 

So Grandp and all the young Germans ot down 

on their knees and pr yed with the oxen. 

day after the birth of my father Nicholas, just before 

sundown, the oxen wallowed out ot a. swamp and unto the old mili

tary road running North from Qreen Bay, one branch of which ran 
~ i~w~~ Md,J 

off ftO'l thwresterly 4P t<f'/ort Snelling~ and the other atrai :ht up 

to Fort 1lkins. 1he way wss nM&h ~•tte~ 7 aAd Orandm, holding 



her new baby, was elated that they had. almost fin1 shed their 

Jou~ney with only the loss of two oxen a.nd one German. The young 

German had got vary homesick for the old country, military ervioe 

and all, and then he had got a touch of sunstroke, and run off 

into a deep 8Wa.mp• and when they found bim he was dead, mosquito

swollen as big as a field marshall. 

andl'!!: camped that evening rte.ar the forks of the mili ta.ry 
,.. 'ii.., • ., .. _,.., 9'! ~ 1-.t...l. ~~ 

road# Grandpa wanted to tglnethe Fo~t Snelling route. He took 
" --vw,,,Jt ,,,t... (),w/_ ~,,,,vi, , 

this up w1 th Grandma. Grandpa. took the Fott Wilkins route" His-

tory does not record this surrender ot Fort Snelling. 

That night the young Germans were glad and sang half the 

night, acoompa.n1ed by their zithers and accordions - and the an,n

tears of lt ttle H1chola~1n bis f1 rat temper. 

In two days the tired oxen sank on their knees on a high 

hill near the~~ of the Keweenaw Peninsula, and Lake Superior was 

on both sides , and colored by the_ sunset. Things were soon brew-

ing at Fort-- ilkine, for Grandma - I mean, Grandpa. -- started up 

the new brewery within a mile of the Fort. The government had 

ordained that a soldier must walk a mile for his beer. This made . 
them thirsty. Evidently tbe soldiers or the Indians or the French 

Oanad1a.n trappers, or perhaps all of these. were always inordinate 

ly thirsty, because Grandpa. began to make lots of money. As time 

went on he finally :put up a big brownstone building in •hioh be 

housed the brewery and a new saloon as well, while e and Grandma 

and 11oholas and now also 11 ttle Jacob and Joseph, named for Grand 

11 ved upstairs. A lot of people began coming to 

Oopper Harboi- • and soon some of the young Germane got married. And 

mostly all of them drank Grandpa's beer. 

The more money Grandpa made the more rel1g1ous Grandma 

became. And the more Nlig1ous ehe became the worse her temper 

grew. As he had once escaped mil1a.ry service in Germany, so, one 

day, he finally escaped God and Grandma 1n er1oa - he died. 



Grandma piled on more black silk and ordered a tremendous 

monument shipped over from Germ&ll1'. Thirteen o~en wo~e out their 

feet a.nd died, dragging 1t up from Green Bay. It still stands on 

the bleak, windswept shores of 1,a.te Superior• the· angels pretty 

storm worn but still flying - a ~oud monument to the power of 

thirteen deceased ox-en, and the potenoy of Grandpa.• s beer. 

Grandma got a distant relat1 ve oa.lled S<>bmidt to com~ up 

from i11waukee to run the brewery. She didn't trust any of the 

aging young Germans - they weren• t from her province. She called 

them all •1azy, etoop1t vat headts• - and went off to Kaas. She 

now devoted all of her time - and most of Grandpa1 s money - to 

religion. She said she didn•t want to let poor Grandpa alone. 

There was no word from Grandpa on the subjeot. 

Ky father Nicholas now helped August Schmidt at the brew

ery, loading kegs of beer. He was only s1xteen and already as 

strong a.a a. big man or a small pov, or possibly both. He didn1 t 

11 e to go to church. When be wa.sn• t to ein bee:r kega around 

he wanted to flsh and hunt and run ott with the young I~d1an bucks 

He hadn't started on the awe yet. Then one day Grandma. caught 

him in a mood af maternal respect and shipped him off to a school 

in Indiana to learn to be a prieet. They used to train priests at . 
this school. There was no football there, then. 

An tr1shman calle-d rather Dunleavy one night at supper 

undertook to instill God in my father N1oholas with the aid of a 

buggy whip. My father, who had a good appetite, was swallowing 

big lumps of bread during the prayer. The whip caught my f ather 

a.eavy did.Ii' t mo m.y r. 

never seen Grandma. My fat her got up with a. funny smile and toot 

the buggy whip away from Father Dunleavy. He broke 1 t and threw 

1 t a.way. Then he turned to rather Dunleavy and beat him until he 

fell down and lay still. They even gave rather Dunleavy extreme 

unot1on, it wa so bad. little later three stout pr1eats came 

into the dining hall, where my father had resumed eating brea.dt 



and oam up and took hold of my father Md told him he was a.n 

'\Jr.repentant sinner to beat poor Fa.tber Dunleavy. 

My father got dancing lights in h1e eyes and Grandma• s 

vein stood out on his forehead, and he shouted, "lam no sinnert 

I was hungry. By the roa.r1n• Jesus, I'd do 1 t again\ I don• t 

give a ratt11n1 gou damn for the hull bunch of you. Let me go!" 
And he ewore aome more, too, both in Chippewa and in En lish, 

a.nd be had maste'l'ed both. It was like the crack of a buggy whip. 

The prteate held their eara • and then they held my father 

again, a.nd tried to pull him dolfn, to pray for forgiveness, they 

said. But be was impiously suspicious of their motives, I RUeee, 

he a.tarted to toss and throw them around like beer kegs, un-

... 

til they d1dn1 t roll any more. Be d1dn' t wait to see if they wer 

administered eztrem unction, but he grabbed a loaf of bread off 

the lon table, before the horr1f1ed young novitiates, witnessing 

ihelr first miracle, and ran out into the ratny darkness . 

Be walked an wa.1 ed a.long the muddy road to•ard Oh1c&go, 

and finally slept 1n a log-cribbed rootbouse 1n a. watermelon 

pa.toh. The next ~orn1ng it s sunny and he got a ride to Ohioag 

on a. brewery wa.gon, a watermelon under each a.rm of the muddy blac 

gown he was wearing. 

In Ob1oago that night be walked up Borth Clark Street w1t 

only one watermelon. lear where the Red Star Inn now stands he 

came to a German• a, called Herman Pomper, who ran a ea.loon there 

and had eold brewery supplies to my grandfather and knew him ln 

the old country. 

father Nicholas borrowed some money 

and the next night he started for the North - and home. 

Later my father Nicholas started a saloon and had the 

longest bar in the peninsula. ae also had six sons, none of whom 

ever went into the clergy. 
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~ 

like 

My father was a tall/\lA.ltesMa!\ with a pad ~emper and hands 
~d"'"'~~ -tri ~~~""~" Thomas Wolfe's ofcfman•s./\ He was born on the sores of Lake 

Superior before they found the copper and iron mines, 

learned to swear in Chippewa Indian before he 

English. Not that a late start in the latter ever really cramped 

his style. 

His big hands were like his own father's, too, but there 

the resemblance stopped. My grandfather was a short, broad 

German, with close cropped hair, lots of whiskers, and the dis

position of a bewildered angel. My father got his temper straight 

from Grandma, whom Grandpa encountered as he was coming over on 

the ship from Germany, patriotically seeking to escape military 

service. But poor old Grandpa didn't escape much, I guess, be-
,..;.,;; _______ ---tt-----------------

cause Grandma was very tall and military-looking herself, and 

deeply religious, and old residents avow that she possessed the 

temper of seventeen she wildcats in heat. Fighting, nay, dying, 

in the Franco-Prussian war, they said, would have been like play

ing at children's mudpies compared with living with Grandma. Sev

enteen is a lot of wildcats. 

I have a picture of Grandma and Grandpa in the old leather 

bound album. She is standing, very tall, dressed in yards of 

black, with a white lace cap, and there are strange lights in her 

eyes and a broad vein writhing along her forehead, and her closed 

fist is resting surely there on Grandpa's square shoulder. Grand

pa sits transfixed, listing a little toward Grandma, his big 

hands over his knees, his face pretty well obscured by his whis

kers and by Grandma's fist. 

The ship landed and Grandma and Grandpa got married by a 

priest called Father Schilling in New York. They rode by train 



and boat to Sault Ste. Marie, which is in Michigan.. There they 

stayed but a few months, outfitting for their trek across the 

peninsula, upon discovering that there was already a brewery in 

the Sault. One bright morning they started on their journey 

westward across the long northern peninsula of Michigan., in a 

great wooden cart drawn by oxen. More oxen and more carts fol

lowed behind Grandma and Grandpa, loaded with youn~German- ----

Grandpa had recruited, and groaning with supplies for the new 

brewery. 

There followed days and weeks of fording streams and 

rivers, penetrating mosquito-laden swamps, then good stretches 

over century-old carpets of needles under the great sighing roofs 

of the white pines. That was before the lumber barons came and 

took the roofs away and left the carpets in great disorder. There 

were few trails, and they were p9or, and this didn't help Grand

ma's temper, and sometimes Grandpa must have wondered whether the 

a o¼dttr 

After more than two hundred miles of jolting, the jolting 

got worse, and Grandma, very white, suddenly stood up in her cart 

and called a halt. The oxen rolled their eyes and blew and 

dropped to their knees. Before they started again there was the 

crying of a baby, a new baby, my. father, called Nicholas after 

Grandma's father. So Grandpa and all the young Germans got down 

on their knees and prayed with the oxen. 

A day after the birth of my father Nicholas, just before 

sundown, the oxen wallowed out of a swamp and unto the old mili

tary road running north from Green Bay, one branch of which ran 

off southwesterly to pick up the Fort Snelling road, and the other 

straight up to Fort Wilkins. Grandma, holding her new baby, was 

elated that they had almost finished their journey with only the 

loss of two oxen and one German. The young German had got very 

homesick for the old country, military service and all, and then 

- 2 -



he had got a touch of sunstroke, and run off into a deep swamp, 

and when they found him he was dead, mosquito-swollen as big as 

a field marshall. 

Grandpa camped that evening near the forks of the military 

road. Grandpa wanted to go south and pick up the Fort Snelling 

route. He took this up with Grandma. Grandpa took the Fort 

Wilkins route and went north. History 

render of Fort Snelling. 

That night the young Germans were glad and sang half the 

night, accompanied by their zithers and accordions 

angry tears of little Nicholas in his first temper. 

and the 

In two days the tired oxen sank on their knees on a high 

hill near the tip of the Keweenaw Peninsula, and Lake Superior was 

on both sides, and colored by the sunset. Things were soon brew

ing at Fort Wilkins, for Grandma -- I mean, Grandpa -- started up 

the new brewery within a mile of the Fort. The government had 

a ~d.Le.r ,......,_~=ui ..... ~~or 

them thirsty. Evidently the soldiers or the Indians or the French 

Canadian trappers, or perhaps all of these, were always inordinate 

ly thirsty, because Grandpa began to make lots of money. As time 

went on he finally put up a big brownstone building in which he 

housed the brewery and a new saloon as well, while he and Grandma 

and Nicholas and now also little Jacob and Joseph, named for Grand 

ma's brothers, lived upstairs. A lot of people began coming to 

Copper Harbor, and soon some of the young Germans got married. And 

mostly all of them drank Grandpa's beer. 

The more money Grandpa made the more religious Grandma 

became. And the more religious she became the worse her temper 

grew. As he had once escaped military service in Germany, so, one 

day, he finally escaped God and Grandma in America - he died. 

Grandma piled on more black silk and ordered a tremendous 

monument shipped over from Germany. Thirteen oxen wore out their 
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feet and died, dragging it up from Green Bay. It still stands on 

the bleak,windswept shores of Lake Superior, the angels pretty 

storm worn but still flying -- a proud monument to the power of 

thirteen deceased oxen, and the ·potency of Grandpa's beer. 

Grandma got a distant relative called Schmidt to come up 

from Milwaukee to run the brewery. She didn't trust any of the 

aging young German -- the¥ weren't from her province. She cal 

them all "lazy, stoopit vat headts 11 -- and went off to Mass. She 

now devoted all of her time - and most of Grandpa's money -- to 

religion. She said she didn1 t want to let poor Grandpa alone. 

There was no word from Grandpa on the subject. 

My father Nicholas now helped August Schmidt at the brew

ery, loading kegs of beer. He was only sixteen and already as 

strong as a big man or a small pony, or possibly both. He didn't 

like to go to churc~. When he wasn1 t tossing beer kegs around 

he wanted to fish and hunt and run off with the young Indian bucks 

t&rte-d-- on the- quaws- yet. Th-en one day Gr-andma c-a.u-ght---i.~

him in a mood of maternal respect and shipped him off to a school 

in Indiana to learn to be a priest. They used to train priests at 

this school. There was no football there, then. 

An Irishman called Father Dunleavy one night at supper 

undertook to instill God in my father Nicholas with the aid of a 

buggy whip. My father, who had a good appetite, was swallowing 

big lumps of bread during the prayer. The whip caught my father 

over the back. Father Dunleavy didn't know my father. And he had 

never seen Grandma. My father got up with a funny smile and took 

the buggy whip away from Father Dunleavy. He broke it and threw 

it away. Then he turned to Father Dunleavy and beat him until he 

fell down and lay still. They even gave Father Dunleavy extreme 

unction, it was so bad. A little later three stout priests came 

into the dining hall, where my father had resumed eating bread, -

and came up and took hold of my father and told him he was an 

unrepentant sinner to beat poor Father Dunleavy. 
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My father got dancing lights in his eyes and Grandma's 

vein stood out on his forehead, and he shouted, 11 I am no sinner t 

I was hungry. By the roarin1 Jesus, I'd do it again! I don't 

give a rattlin1 god dann for the hull bunch of you. Let me go!" 

And he swore some more, too, both in Chippewa and in English, and 

he had mastered both. It was like the crack of a buggy whip. 

The priests held their ears and then they ne a 
again, and tried to pull him down, to pray for forgiveness, they 

said. But he was impiously suspicious of their motives, I guess, 

for he started to toss and throw them around like beer kegs, un

til they didn't roll any more. He didn't wait to see if they were 

administered extreme unction, but he grabbed a loaf of bread off 

the long table, before the horrified young novitiates, witnessing 

their first miracle, and ran out into the rainy darkness. 

He walked and walked along the muddy road toward Chicago, 

and finally slept in a log-cribbed roothouse in a watermelon 

e ne-xt -morni it was sunny d he got a 14 o Chicago 

on a brewery wagon, a watermelon under each arm of the muddy black 

gown he was wearing. 

In Chicago that night he walked up North Clark Street with 

only one watermelon. Near where the Red Star Inn now stands he 

came to a German's, called Herman Pomper, who ran a saloon there 

and had sold brewery supplies to my grandfather and knew him in 

the old country. 

From Herman Pamper my father Nicholas borrowed some money, 

and the next night he started for the North -- and home. 

Later my father Nicholas started a saloon and had the 

longest bar in the peninsula. He also had six sons, none of whom 

ever went into the clergy. 
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