
<t:fjapter 5h)e 
October 1841 

Dear Anna. 

1 pray this letter finds everyone at home in good health. 

The summer here was very hot and wet. but we managed to 

take in a good crop that brought a fair price. 1 was happy to 

hear in your last letter that your second child arrived 

healthy and without incident. 

I was very ill several weeks ago. which as you know. is 

uncommon for me. Mother always said my stubbornness 

scared away most sicknesses. I am told that I lay in bed out of 

my head for several days before the fever broke. but I have 

recovered rapidly under the care of friends here. 

Many of my neighbors were not so fortunate. however. 

which brings me to the piece of sad news I musts share with 

you ... 

Frederick raised his eyes from the black words scrawled across 

the page in the language of his boyhood. A sigh escaped his lips. He'd 

put off writing this letter for weeks. Somehow writing the words made 
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the terrible twist offate even more real and painful He forced his 

attention back to the task at hand . 

... which brings me to the piece f?fsad news J must share with 

you. Our dearest childhood friend, Henry, also fell ill with the 

sickness and on the 21st of August breathed his last. Although 

J was sick and delirious at the time, close friends assured me 

the eulogy was well spoken and chapter one, verses one 

through nine of Ecclesiastes were read to sing poor Henry to 

our Heavenly Father. He is buried in he little churchyard just 

up the road on a shady hillside. 

His widow is mourning twice over because her father 

also succumbed to this terrible sickness. She and her mother 

and Henry's little son are being helped by all in the 

community-one thing that remains constant no matter which 

side of the ocean you live. They have sold the two farms and 

plan to sail back to Germany in the spring. The mother wishes 

she had never come to America, but Henry's widow is of the 

opposite mind. J believe that if she did not have the added 

responsibility of her mother to care for, she would remain here 

to raise Henry's son an American, something Henry always 

wanted Katarina wishes to return to American someday and 
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given her determination, I think we have not seen the last of 

Henry's lillie family. 

I, too, am considering a move. We have head good 

things about Indiana, a place several days west of here. The 

land is said to be rich and fertile and can be had even more 

cheaply than here! 

Please give my affections to our mother andfather and 

our brothers and sisters. May God keep you, 

Your Brother, Frederick 

Frederick sealed the letter in its envelope and carefully penned 

his sister's name on the outside. He put out the lantern and climbed 

into bed, the dried com husks rasping as he settled. Although bone 

tired and still a bit weak from his illness, sleep would not come. 

In his mind's eye, he could still see Katarina as she had stood 

two months before, all dressed in black, holding the hand of the 

golden-haired child with Henry's eyes. It had been her father's funeral, 

but the little mound covering her husband had not even grown green. 

Frederick had stood beside the grieving woman, still weak from 

sickness and grief himself 

Although he had stood before the grave of Katarina' s father, 

Frederick's thoughts were centered on the mound visible a few feet 
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away. He couldn't help but think that he had failed his friend 

somehow, that he could have done something to prevent the death of 

such a good man. If only he could have spoken to Henry before he'd 

died. If only he'd had a chance to ask forgiveness for all the sullen 

words and scowls that had been flung at Henry over the years. If only 

he hadn't talked Henry into making the voyage to American with him. 

Ifonly ... 

Frederick looked across the open pit to where Albert stood. 

The man looked as if he had aged ten years in he past two. He, too, 

had taken the death of his brother very hard, blaming himselffor not 

looking out for his baby brother. Albert coughed deep in his throat. 

Although no one would dare speak the words, they all knew the 

ominous sound of the cough and noticed how thin Albert had grown. 

They knew that there would be another raw mound bearing the Jager 

name. Frederick wondered why God saw fit to afllict the good with 

such horrible illnesses, and allowed the mean-spirited and lazy to live 

and prosper. It was a cruel fact that no Psalm could explain or soften. 

Frederick looked up at the leaden sky at the fast-moving puffs 

of cloud. The cold wind picked up, stinging the mourners' eyes with 

cold tears from Heaven. The minister's words were tom from his 

mouth and lost as he concluded the service with an "Amen." 

The mourners had rushed to the little church to escape the 
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sudden stonn, but Frederick stood there, dirt turning to mud beneath his 

boots. Seconds ... hours ... days passed in his mind before a tug at his jacket 

brought his glare earthward. "Please, Frederick ... come inside. It's 

raining." It was Katarina. 

He met her eyes. All the emotions drowning his heart were 

mirrored there. She stretched a pale hand and reached for Frederick's 

clenched fist. He looked at her for a moment longer, then allowed her to 

lead him to the refuge of the shelter. 

Frederick turned in his bed, the ropes beneath groaning their 

protest. Henry had been a lucky man to have such a wife, he thought, his 

eyelids finally growing heavy. I'll miss her. I'll miss them both. 
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<t:ijapter §ix 
January 1842 

"You're going to do what?" Frederick's crunching footsteps 

halted, ankle-deep in thick white snow. 

"I'm going to ask for her hand" John replied, setting his bucket 

at his feet. 

"Marry her?" 

"Well ... yes." 

"I thought you hated Sarah Weaver?" 

John brushed stray flakes from the arm of his thick wool coat. 

"Well, I.. . .I thought she was one thing, but it turns out she's 

not ... she's ... well, she's not what I thought." 

"What happened to change your mind?" 

"Do you remember that dance a while back ... when you were 

wearing all that cider?" 

"Yes." The reply was short. 

"We" that's when I first really knew her. She was sitting there 

all alone when her friend was off dancing with someone ... and well .. 

she's really very friendly ... I think she'sjust...shy." 

"Shy?" 
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"Yes ... anyway, we talked and danced and I ended up seeing 

her home ... it was really nothing, since I live there on her Pa's farm 

anyway, you know, but since that night, I haven't been able to think 

about any other woman." 

Frederick gazed at his mend, noting the flush in his cheek that 

had nothing to do with the cold January wind blowing across that 

barnyard. He wondered why he hadn't noticed John's interest in the 

woman before now, why he hadn't noticed the obvious change in his 

mend. Ever since Henry died it had seemed like he'd just been floating 

through the days, through the weeks, burying himself in the work 

about the farm, trying to fill the emptiness. He spent each day working 

dark to dark to collapse into the small rope bed too exhausted to 

think ... to feeL Always a quiet man, Frederick had felt himself 

withdraw even further into himself Although he'd enjoyed John's 

companionship, he was wary about becoming too close ... too attached. 

He mentally shook himself and forced his attention to the man before 

him. 

"When are you going to ask her?" 

"Sunday ... when I see her home after church. I'll speak to her 

Pa first, of course, but I think he'll be for the match." 

Frederick forced a grin. "Looks like there'll be one less good 

bachelor left around here," he said thumping his mend on the back. 
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John grinned as he bent to retrieve his bucket. "Yep" 

Frederick noticed that he didn't seem a bit sony about the fact. 

A pounding on the door broke the silence of the winter evening, 

startling Frederick from his thoughts and the passage in Job he had been 

studying. 

"Fred!" John's excited voice sounded through the thick wooden 

door. 

Frederick's chair scraped along the floor of the little cabin as he 

thumped to the door. 

"Fred! She said 'yes'!" 

John blew in with a f1uny of snowflakes. His face was flushed and 

his eyes dancing. Snowflakes floated from his thick blond hair as he 

talked excitedly. Frederick couldn't help but grin. 

"When?" 

"About a quarter hour ago ... 1 just left her." 

Frederick wondered if the man had sprinted from Weaver's place. 

"I meant, when's the wedding?" 

"Oh .. .in the spring. Sarah and her mother are going to begin on 

her wedding frock right away" The smile faded a bit from John's face as 

his eyes rested on Frederick. 

"What? Having second thoughts?" Frederick prodded. 
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"No ... there's something else I have to tell you" 

Frederick's brows knit together in concern. "What?" 

''Well ... ''John's eyes slid to the writing desk and the open Bible. 

"It seems that it's to be a double wedding." 

Frederick's confused look prodded John to explain further. 

"Caradena is to marry Gregor Haag." John met Frederick's eye 

again, almost apologetically. "I just learned of it myself" 

"} see." Frederick turned away, the little stove seeming to 

suddenly consume his interest. He fiddled with the latch and threw 

another small log in. the silence that had descended on the little cabin was 

disturbed only by the popping of the young log as the sap was burned 

away by the fire. 

Determinedly, Frederick stood to face his friend. "I'm happy for 

you, John," he forced out. ''For you both." 

"Yes," John said quietly. "Thanks ... I'd better be getting back to 

the farm ... see you later." 

John turned towards the door, and, opening it, threw a last glance 

over his shoulder. He turned as if to speak, but changing his mind, left the 

little cabin, shutting the door behind him. 

Frederick stood staring at the door a moment before turning back 

to his table and sinking into the hard wooden chair. Elbows rested on the 

table, fingers buried in hair. 

He was stunned ... no betrayed. He knew that he'd never said 
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anything explicit to the woman to make his feelings and intentions known, 

but he was sure she'd understood. They'd had an unspoken agreement. It 

was she whom he had pictured in the front of the stout cabin he would 

build on his land, and she with whom he would share his thoughts of the 

future ... his dreams ... maybe even his fears. 

He stood, a sudden wave of anger washing over him. The chair 

crashed backwards to the floor. He thumped around the small room like a 

caged animal, silently cursing Gregor Haag. Just thinking about his hands 

at her waist as they had danced that time made him angry. And he was to 

be her husband! Father her children! It was too much. He kicked the 

neatly stacked wood that stood next to the stove, sending it flying across 

the floor with a satisfYing crash. 

He took a deep breath, willing himself to regain the restraint he 

had always practiced. He righted the chair and once again took his seat at 

the table. He silently cursed her then himself for not making his intentions 

clear. The worm of self-doubt burrowed into his heart. 

Maybe she didn't even like him. Maybe the connection that night 

under the stars had been one-sided. Yes, that had to be it. He had 

imagined the whole thing. And John ... John knew how he'd felt. A new 

wave of anger assaulted him, this time driven by humiliation instead of 

jealousy. 

A timid knock at the door roused him from his black thoughts. 

''What?'' he growled as he wrenched the door open. 
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The boy at the door took a step backwards. "Uh .. Father would 

like a word with you if you've the time," he said weakly. 

Frederick's grimace softened a bit It wasn't the boy's fault, after 

all. ''I'll be there in a moment" 

The boy turned tail and scurried through the still falling snow. 

Frederick plucked his coat from the peg beside the door and 

headed towards the farmhouse on the hilL 

Another round of deep coughing wracked Albert's thin frame as 

Frederick sat helplessly by. He was embarrassed at witnessing another 

man's weakness. Alice helped support him, her face screwed into a 

distasteful scowl at being forced to nurse her ailing husband. Frederick 

couldn't help but notice the traces of crimson in the handkerchief as Alice 

swabbed Albert's mouth. She silently finished the task and left the room, 

closing the door softly behind her. 

"Fred," Albert began after a sip of water and a moment to catch 

what was left of his breath. "1 have a favor to ask of you" 

Frederick gazed a his long time friend and benefactor, gratitude 

and affection filling his deep eyes. "Name it" 

Albert struggled to sit up in his bed. "It's Mathew .. .I've failed in 

my attempts to teach him to run the farm ... now 1 fear it's too late ... " 

Frederick squirmed in his chair, wishing he were mucking out 
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stalls or in the fields with the horses. . he wished he were anywhere but 

here. 

"When 1 came here all those years ago with naught in my pocket 

but a ball of lint and a grain of determination, it was my dream to spend 

my life building a farm that 1 could be proud to pass to my descendants. 

I've accomplished the first, but as for the descendents .. well, you know 

how Mathew is." 

"Yes." Frederick thought of the thin, pale boy who had never 

taken to farm life as his father had hoped. Often Frederick had done the 

tasks assigned to Mathew that were left unfinished, not out of 

compassion, but because he knew Mathew would bungle the task and 

Frederick would have to spend precious time repairing the damage. It 

was just easier to do it himself Mathew had always preferred to sit in the 

shade of the sprawling oak, helping his mother hang laundry or shuck 

corn, rather than joining the men and other boys his age in the fields. It 

just wasn't natural, to Frederick's way of thinking, and Alice had only 

encouraged the behavior. 

Frederick's thoughts returned to the pale, gray-headed man lying 

before him. 

"I want you to teach him, Fred. Teach him to manage the farm, at 

least. I can't bear the thought of all I've worked for being sold off to 

some stranger not of my blood, like a hog at market. 

Frederick watched in silence as another coughing fit tormented his 
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friend. 

Albert sunk back into the pillows, exhausted by the disease that 

had the once strong man tight in its clutches. 

''Will you do it?" 

Frederick's sense of duty responded before his will could protest. 

"Of course I will, Albert." 

The anxious look Albert had worn faded into a small smile as he 

grasped Frederick's hand in a weak handshake. 

"Thank you, Fred. Thank you. I knew you could be counted on 

to humor an old man's request." 

Frederick forced himself to return the weak grin, even though the 

weight of his new responsibility threatened to pull the corners of his 

mouth downward. "Not that old." 
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<tfjapter §~en 
April 1846 

The blackening sky overhead matched Frederick's dark mood 

as he watched Mathew's attempts at cradling wheat. The boy should 

be able to perform this simple task in his sleep by now. In the four 

years since Frederick made a reluctant promise to a dying friend, 

Mathew had made some small, reluctant progress, but would surely 

starve if he were left to his own devices about the farm. 

"Like this," Frederick snapped, taking the handle of the long, 

four-pronged implement, showing the young man for the dozenth time 

how to perform the task correctly. "One smooth motion," Frederick 

said over his shoulder. 

But Mathew had forgotten the wheat all together. His mouth 

hung open in astonished fear, his gaze fixed heavenward. 

Frederick followed his line of vision to the black clouds that 

had clumped together at the horizon. Lightening flashed between the 

massive bodies suspended in the thick air, and Frederick noted the sick 

greenish tint the sky had taken on. 

"Good God," Mathew managed to get out, his face paling 

further. 
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Frederick handed the cradle to Mathew as a stronger 

invocation sprang to mind. The two men strode through the field 

towards the shelter of the sturdy house. The wind picked up, sending 

the men into a jog. By the time the rain began to fall, the men were 

sprinting, hats in hand. Small pellets of hail pelted Frederick and 

Mathew just as they reached the relative safety of the Jager's front 

porch. 

Alice was standing at the railing, as pale as her son, her hand at 

her throat. 

"Inside. Now," Frederick ordered the frightened woman. She 

obeyed. 

It was then that Frederick noticed that Mathew no longer 

carried the cradle. Damn. He must've dropped it back in the field. 

Frederick considered going back for the precious tool, but a look at the 

horizon changed his mind. 

Frederick watched, alone on the porch as the graceful black 

column moved across the countryside, as slow as if in a dream. The 

wind was howling now, the hail bouncing onto the porch. The 

shattering of glass and Alice's scream barely registered as Frederick 

watched the towering mass of swirling cloud and dust grow even 

larger. It was as if God had himself dipped a long thin finger from the 

heavens to stir the earth, trees, and houses in a slow cauldron of 
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destruction. 

A cold snake off ear slithered up Frederick's spine, bringing the 

hair on the back of his neck to attention. He felt as though his heart in its 

desperate pounding would surely break through the wall of his chest. 

A never before felt fear released Frederick from the twister's 

mesmerizing destructiveness and he hurried inside, closing and latching 

the door behind him. He quickly drew the curtains over the glass 

windows and rushed to where Alice huddled, sobbing in her son's arms. 

Frederick cursed Albert for not taking the time to dig a larger 

cellar--it was too small to hold three adults with all the preserves and such 

Alice had put up, and anyway, they'd surely be sucked away if they made 

a dash for it now. 

The three huddled together in a comer of the front room, 

Frederick silently begging God for reprieve. He hoped the other men 

working on the farm that morning had found shelter in time. As he 

listened, the wind grew to a deafening roar, the house groaning its 

protest. Frederick swore he could hear the shingles that had taken so 

many hours to shape, coming loose from the roofto be sucked into the 

black cloud. The pounding in his head grew stronger and faster as his 

ears began to ring. He squeezed his eyes closed, swearing to spend the 

next week digging a larger cellar if only he made it through the next few 

minutes. 

Breaking glass and snapping fabric added to the din as Frederick 
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feIt the wall at his back groan and creak and give a little bit. He clenched 

his teeth, preparing to be sucked into nothingness. Our Father ... who ... art 

in ... Heaven ... 

Just as Frederick was preparing to meet his maker, the noise faded 

away. The curtains fell silent and Frederick strained to hear what was 

happening outside. He opened his eyes. Rain. He could hear it falling on 

the roof and dripping through the broken window panes. 

Frederick disentangled himself from Alice and Mathew and went 

to the window. The sky was returning to its normal hue and the menacing 

wall of clouds was gone. A rush of relief washed over him as he ran a 

hand through his damp hair and allowed himself a small smile. He 

unlatched the door and ventured outside, glass crunching beneath his 

boots. 

Frederick looked to the sky. The clouds were clumped in the 

Heavens, again, far from the earth and swiftly rumbling away , though a 

strange charge lingered in the air. The sound of horses' whinneying 

demanded Frederick's attention and he dashed through the barnyard, 

hurdling branches and scraps of wood. He threw open the barn doors, 

anxious to see to the safety of the animals within. 

Each animal seemed unharmed, Frederick decided after a quick 

inspection, just very spooked, much like himself He patted the plow 

horse's nose and silently thanked God for their safety. He leaned his head 

forward on the wall holding the tack and inhaled the scent ofleather and 
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dirt. His eyes closed, he willed his heartbeat to return to its normal 

rhythm. After a final calming breath, Frederick went to in the door way 

and surveyed the damage to the farm. 

The barnyard was strewn with branches and shingles One ofthe 

tall trees that had towered over the house only minutes before now lay on 

its side across the yard, roots exposed. Rain still dripped from its green 

leaves. Frederick noticed that the house had thankfully suffered little real 

damage other than the broken windows and a few missing shingles. He 

quickly scanned the rest of the buildings looking for any that needed 

immediate attention. 

As he looked about the yard, he was struck with the sensation that 

something was missing. He looked about him again. His brow furrowed 

in thOUght. The chicken house. Frederick squinted his eyes. Where the 

heck is the chicken house? All that was left of the chickens was a 

rectangular patch ofland where the little house had once stood. No 

chickens, no feathers, no sign that there were ever any chickens on the 

farm. Frederick scratched his head and looked around the yard. Alice 

won't be happy about this. 

A sigh escaped Frederick's lips as he headed back to the house. 

Alice and Mathew were cleaning up broken glass and water. Thankfully, 

the rain had subsided. 

"Mathew, go fetch the cradle while I get the horses," he told the 

younger man. "We'll see if any of our neighbors are needing anything." 
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Frederick knew that they would meet other men on the path on 

the same errand. All the men in the area would check to be sure their 

own farms were standing and their families safe and then immediately take 

to their horses to check on their neighbors. It was an unspoken law that 

ensured no one would be left without help for long. 

Frederick and Mathew headed to the nearest farm-Weavers. 

They arrived just in time to see two men carrying John into the house. 

Frederick's heart gave a start as he quickly dismounted and hurried after 

the men. 

"Ahh! Watch the door!" Frederick heard John bellow. Frederick 

smiled, relieved to hear his friend's grumble, knowing he must be all right. 

John's wife, Sarah, shoed the men out of the way after they placed him in 

a chair. She tugged at John's boot and felt the length of his right leg. A 

quick examination yielded another howl of pain from John. Frederick 

noticed the leg was bent at an unnatural angle. 

"Fred ... " John gasped. "Glad you're here ... hand me that bortle of 

whiskey, will you?" 

"It's on the shelf, there," Sarah motioned over her shoulder with a 

worried look on her face. 

Frederick retrieved the precious bortle and after handing in to his 

grateful friend, turned to leave the room. He didn't want to see what he 

knew had to be done to straighten the leg. 

As he stepped off the porch, two more men rode up quickly. 
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"Quick, men l" one of them shouted. "Haag's has been hit hardl" 

Caradena' 

Frederick dashed to his waiting mount all the time praying for her 

safety. His heart drummed in his ears as he urged the dark horse up the 

small trail, dodging downed branches and debris. Although he hadn't 

seen her for many months, he was amazed by the fear that gripped him 

thinking of her being in danger. 

As Frederick reined to a halt and leaped from the winded horse a 

short time later, the men were just rolling an enormous fallen tree off of 

Gregor's inert form. Frederick lent his back to the effort. 

"Probably killed him the instant it fell on him," one of the men said 

taking his hat off 

Frederick looked down at the dead man, his crushed chest clearly 

visible even under his clothing and all the dirt. "Mrs. Haag?" he asked 

anxiously, now fearing the worst. 

"Over there," a man answering gesturing to another fallen log. 

Frederick's breath caught in his throat as he turned around, afraid of what 

he would see. 

Caradena sat alone on the fallen tree, head buried in her hands. 

Sobs wracked her small frame. A wave of relief and swept over him 

followed by unbelievable pain at her sorrow. Frederick walked towards 

her, dodging the shingles and debris from the house that had once stood a 

few feet away. 
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Frederick sat down next to her, draping his coat about her 

shoulders to ward off the cool air. He thought his heart would break in 

two. 

She looked up at him, tears staining her face and swelling her eyes. 

Scratches marred her face and hands and he could see the beginning of a 

new bruise on her cheek. Her thick blond hair lay wet and tangled about 

her face and down her back. 

"Oh, Frederick," she sobbed. "It's gone ... its all gone ... " She 

leaned into him and he held her close, a protective feeling overtaking him. 

Resting his chin on the top of her head, he looked about him. 

She was right. All of the buildings were destroyed. The carcass 

of a dead milk cow lay on its side where the barn used to be, but the 

horses were nowhere to be seen. The chicken house lay smashed on its 

side a good distance from where it once stood. Dead chickens and their 

feathers were scattered all about the yard, mixed with broken glass and 

china, pots from the kitchen and splinters of smashed furniture. Frederick 

squeezed Caradena tighter, thanking God once again that he had found 

her sitting on top of the tree instead of crushed beneath it. 

"Come on," he said softly in her ear. He led her to his waiting 

horse, careful to bypass her husbands disfigured corpse. He caught 

Mathew as he helped her mount. 

"See if there's anything left in the house. Clothes, blankets, 

papers, anything. Bring it to John's." 
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Frederick led the horse away from the wrecked home as twilight 

began to descend on the ravaged countryside. He felt a soft 

pressure on his shoulder and turned to meet Caradena's red-rimed eyes. 

"It will be all right," he said attempting a reassuring smile. He didn't 

know what else to say. 

She gazed at him a moment, wiping a torn sleeve across her 

dirtied face. "I know," she said in a small voice. She cleared her throat 

and took a deep breath. "I know." 
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t6al'ter -€ig6t 
A few weeks later 

Frederick leaned on his ax and removed his hat to swipe an arm 

across his sweaty brow. He looked to the rear of John's house where 

Sarah and Caradena were hanging the wash and chatting like old 

friends. Since Caradena had moved in with the Reefs after that awful 

day a few weeks before, the two women had become very close. 

Frederick slapped his hat on his head and eyed the piles of 

wood before him. The only good thing about the storm, he thought, 

was that there was plenty of firewood. Frederick had insisted on 

helping with some of the chores while John's leg mended. John was to 

stay in bed and off his feet for several more weeks, an order that he 

tested daily. 

Frederick smiled to himself as he lifted the ax again, 

remembering how Sarah had told John in no uncertain terms that bed 

was where he belonged and bed was where he would stay. Both 

Frederick and Caradena were amazed that John had given in with only 

token objections and mumbled curse. It was clear that John had been 

right ahout Sarah. She was a friendly, warm, intelligent woman 

trapped behind a mask of timidity, not conceit. 
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Hearing Caradena' s clear laugh ring through the clearing, 

Frederick thought that although the past weeks had been difficult for 

Caradena, he greatly admired her strength and perseverance. He knew 

that she would survive the tragedy. 

A wave of contentment Frederick hadn't felt in many years 

washed over him even as his fingers began to throb around the ax's 

handle. He wondered at the change, was puzzled by it. Frederick paused 

to stack the newly split wood with the rest and took the opportunity to 

steal another peek at Caradena. A sigh almost escaped his lips before he 

could stop himself I must be moonstruck. He gave himself a mental 

shake. 

''Frederick!'' The voice startled him from his reverie and sent the 

wood crashing to the ground. Frederick spun around to see a red-faced, 

breathless Mathew heaving before him. Immediate anger replaced his 

pleasant thoughts. What now? 

"What is it, Mathew? What's wrong?" 

"It's .. .it's ... the ... milk cow ... she's gone .... and I think she's been 

stolen!" Mathew struggled to catch his breath. 

"Did you milk her?" 

'''Yes ... " 

"Did you close the gate and latch it when you were done?" 

Mathew's face turned an even deeper shade of red as Frederick 

felt his ire rise to a dangerous level. The man is an incompetent loof! 
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The muscle in Frederick's jaw twitched as he struggled to control his 

temper. He glared at the man before him. 

"Come on," he said in a strained voice. "Let's go find her." 

Frederick was silent on the way back to the farm, but he glared the 

sullen, brooding man next to him every few minutes, wondering what he 

was going to do about him. I've tried, Albert. I've really tried. I'm 

afraid the boy is hopeless. 

As if reading Frederick's thoughts, Mathew broke the silence. 

"I'm not a boy anymore, you know," he almost spat "You've no right to 

treat me as such. The farm is mine. Do you hear me? Mine. You're just 

the hired man!" 

The tight leash on Frederick's temper snapped. "Fine!" he 

bellowed. "You find the cow! You do the chores! You do the books! 

You plant the wheat and you bring in the harvest! You'll starve before 

the year is out!" All of the frustration of the past several years exploded 

into the sunny afternoon. 

Mathew gulped but stood his ground. He had known Frederick to 

be a quiet man for the most part, and the sudden burst of violence was 

unexpected. 

"You're probably right," Mathew conceded in a calmer voice. 

"Mother and I would have starved long ago if it weren't for you." 

Frederick locked eyes with the man, his ire still bubbling just 
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below the surface. 

"1 know I was a disappointment to my father and that he made you 

promise to mold me into a farmer .. .I'm just not cut out for it." 

Frederick fixed his gaze on the path before him, trying to force 

himself not to feel for the man who had been an unwanted responsibility 

the past several years. He lost the battle and looked into Mathew's face. 

"1 know, Mathew. I know you've resented every lecture as much 

as 1 resented being forced to give it" 

"The farm was Father's dream, Fred, not mine." 

"I know." 

"1 don't want to regret the choices I make or don't make. 1 have 

to follow my own dream .. and it's just not staying to run my father's 

farm." 

The familiar words echoed inside Frederick's head. Mathew's 

words were very much his own years before, when he announced to his 

family that he would not remain on the farm in Germany as generations of 

Miller men before him, but would journey to America to find his fortune. 

Yes, he understood the young man before him; he had been him. A new 

respect grew where only resentment had been before. 

"Yes. You should do as you say." 

Mathew looked at Frederick as if wheat had suddenly sprouted from his 

ears. That was the last thing Mathew had expected his father's trusted 

mend to say; he'd expected his declaration to be met with another 
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berating or stony silence, not encouragement. 

The now comfortable silence engulfed the men as they made their 

ways home. One man was lost in the future, the other in the past. 

Frederick's heartbeat quickened. It had finally arrived. He 

clutched the packet tightly in his hands, a wide smile plastered across his 

face. 

The short ride back to the farm seemed to take hours as 

Frederick's thoughts raced. Good God! It's just a scrap of paper. But 

he knew that it was much more. This paper represented freedom; a kind 

of freedom he'd dreamed about for most of his life. 

He reached inside his coat to touch it every few minutes just to 

make sure it was still there--to make sure it was real. He couldn't wait to 

get to John's. John would be just as excited as he was. 

As he reached the farmhouse and dismounted, he saw Caradena 

also moving towards the house, a pail of water in each hand. Frederick 

smiled, hurrying to relieve her of her burden. He was again amazed at 

the protective feeling that overcame him. She probably carried dozens of 

buckets to the house every day without help or complaint, but whenever 

he saw her doing such a task, he felt a powerful need to help, to protect. 

He wanted to do anything he could to make things easier for her, even 

though she was perfectly able to carry her own buckets. 
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When he was alone at night, in his corn-husk bed, the feeling 

seemed crazy to him, totally illogical. But the moment he caught sight of 

her gently swaying skirts or watched the sunlight play in her golden hair, 

the feeling came rushing back, as rapidly and as unstoppable as the 

rushing waters of a flash flood. The most disturbing thing, he thought, 

was that when he was with her he didn't want to stop feeling that way. 

He was pretty sure she returned the feelings. 

Albert's words, spoken to a young man years before suddenly 

emerged from the recesses of his mind. 'Wait '/l you meet woman who 

turns you into a grinning idiot .... 

Frederick's grinned widened. 

"You look like the cat that ate the canary! What's put you in such 

high spirits today?" 

She looked at him. 

Why shouldn't I be cheerful?" 

"Oh, I don't know ... the corn's not in, you spend hours doing 

extra chores for John, Mathew's leaving, the roof needs fixing ... is there 

anything else," she teased, her eyes dancing. 

"Maybe it's the company." Did Ijust say that? He thought he 

detected a hint of color in her cheeks, even as he felt his own redden. She 

looked away. 

"John!" she exclaimed as they approached the porch. "What the 

devil are you doing out here?" 
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He was just settling in to one of the rocking chairs that lounged in 

the shade of the front porch. 

"Good God! Keep your voice down l Sarah will be out here to 

chase me back to that ... that prison if she hears you I A man could go 

crazy being locked up in the house for so long. 

"How did you ever get down all those stairs without Sarah hearing 

you ... or breaking your neck?" 

"Ah," John said with a smile. "That's a secret I'll never share" 

Frederick shook his head in amusement at the siblings and their 

companionable banter. It reminded him of Anna. 

"I'll take those," Caradena said, reaching for the buckets. She and 

her burden disappeared into the house. 

Frederick took a chair next to John, who was carefully stretching 

his leg before him. A grimace revealed that the leg was not as sturdy as 

he would have the women believe. He sat back, finally, with a long sigh. 

"Those women think they know everything." 

"In your case, John, they probably do," Frederick teased his 

friend. He patted his coat under which his treasure lay. "I have 

something for you ... from town." 

John turned to Frederick, brow crinkled in thought. "What is it?" 

Frederick said nothing. He grinned, knowing that John's 

anticipation grew with each second of silence. He couldn't ever 

remember being so excited. Even as a boy, when he and his brothers and 
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sisters would rise early Christmas morning and rush to check their 

carefully laid shoes for candy, couldn't compare with the giddiness he was 

feeling now. 

"Well, what is itry" 

Frederick reached inside his coat to retrieve the packet. John's 

eyes lit up. 

"1t"s not ... " 

Frederick nodded slowly, opening the packet and giving John the 

certificate with his name on it. 

"Yes. 80 acres ... all yours." 

A sound came out oOohn's mouth that Frederick had never 

before heard. It was a cross between a man calling his hogs and the long 

howl of the wolves that bayed at the harvest moon. John jumped to his 

feet in excitement before he remembered his legs wouldn't support his 

weight 

Sarah appeared in the doorway, her face creased with concern just 

as John's howl of joy turned into one of pain. He sat back in his chair 

hard, unable to decide whether to laugh in triumph or grimace in pain. He 

did both. 

"John Reefl" Sarah said in her sternest voice. "What on earth are 

you doing out of bed?" 

Unmoved by his wife's admonishment, he pulled the woman onto 

his lap. "Just tell me what this says'" 
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She took the paper from his hands and he watched the words 

work magic on her features, the scowl fading into an excited smile. 

"Oh Johnl Can it really be?" She hugged his neck, forgetting 

momentarily that others were present. "Oh John, our own farml" 

Caradena, who had been standing in the doorway watching the 

couple celebrate, also wore a wide grin. 

"Just think," Sarah said. "By next Christmas, we'll be eating 

dinner in our very own homel" 

"Yes," Frederick said, his gazed locked on Caradena's face. "And 

maybe Caradena will treat us with that special pie that only married 

women in her family bake." Frederick's heartbeat quickened, his breath 

coming in shorter bursts. Three pairs of eyes stared at him in 

astonishment. "If that's all right with you," he said nodding to Caradena, 

eyes dancing. 

Three pairs of eyes swung to Caradena. She was silent, her wide 

eyes and flushed cheek giving all the answer Frederick would ever need. 
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~pirogue 

13 January, 1853 

Dear Anna, 

Well, sister, this is the last letter you will receive from me from 

Ohio, In the spring, we will finally depart for our new home in 

Indiana. I've dreamed about the day for so long that I can hardly 

believe it is upon us. 

You'll be glad to know that Mathew Jager is doing quite well 

with his dry goods store. I received a letter from him just last week, in 

which he stated that his shop is bringing him a considerable profit. 

St. Louis suits him, I think. 

As for the Jager farm, things are improving. I was very 

pleased afew years ago when Katarina came back to America to 

raise Henry's son. The drought a couple years back really put a strain 

on things, but if this season is a good one, the Jagers will have 

nothing to worry about. Conrad is looking more and more like his 

father everyday. If I didn't know better, Anna, I would think I was 

looking at Henry! Seeing his son reminds me everyday of our 

childhoodfriend I am confident that when Conrad comes of age in a 

few years, the farm will be in capable hands. Albert would be glad to 
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know that the farm will stay in the family, even if it '.I' not his own son 

who's nllming it. 

I save the best piece of news for last, Alllla. On Christmas 

day, Caradena and I received the best gift we amid askfor-a 

healthy, beautiful baby girl. We call her Mary Jane, after Caradena 's 

mother. She has a full head of dark hair. God has truly blessed us. 

John and Sarah '.I' son is almost a year old now and we are pleased 

that our children will grow up together. 

I will write as soon as we reach our new home and let you 

know where to send your next letters. Please give my affections to our 

brothers and sisters. May God keep you until I hear from you again, 

Your Brother, 

Frederick 
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J\:fterwor5 

John Frederick Miller was born April 15, 1813, possibly near 

Bremen, Germany. Caradena (Catherine) Reef was born December 27, 

1820, near Enschede, Holland. Both Frederick and Caradena 

immigrated to America as young people, Frederick in 1831, Caradena 

in 1837. It is thought that both settled in Butler County, Ohio, where 

Frederick worked for the same farmer for many years. In 1844, 

Frederick bought 80 acres ofland in Clinton County, Indiana. He and 

Caradena married in Hamilton, Ohio, in 1846, but didn't make the 

move to Indiana until 1854. They had seven children, three of whom 

survived: Mary Jane, born December 25, 1853; William Henry, born 

October 2, 1857; and Eliza A. (Lida), born 1861. 

The Millers started out in a log cabin on their uncleared farm 

land with very little money, but by 1912 had turned their 80 acres into 

the 350-acre Sugar Mound Stock Farm, deemed one of the show 

places of Clinton County. Much of the Millers' prosperity was due to 

Frederick's son, William, who was interested in cattle. He built an 

excellent reputation as a cattle-buyer and shipped his prize-winning 

Polled Durharns allover the country and the world. This tradition was 

carried on by William's son Dallas, born July 22, 1885, and Dallas' 

son, Fred, born January 8, 1920. 
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The expanded 
and renovated 

farmhouse 
around the tum 
of the century. 

The original farmhouse, 
Clinton County. Indiana 
sometime in the mid to 
late 1800s. 

Stone property marker located at 
the comer of the lot on which the 
farmhouse stiff sits. 

An early advertisement 

W. H. MILLER, 
AOSSVIt..Le.. IND. 

Shorthorn and Polled Shorthorn Cattle. 

POLAND CHINA HClIS=-. 
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William H. and Alice C. (Crouse) Miller with their children (L -R) Daisy, Dallas, 
Marvin, Lawrence and Fern (in front). 



Aerial view of the 
farmhouse and 

outbuildings during the 
1970s. 

William Miller 
and his sons 
as adults 

Aerial view 
of the 
farmhouse 
and 
outbuildings 
during the 
1950s. 


