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1885

NELLIE C. REHFELDT

My mother, Nellie Rehfeldt, daughter of Charles John Rehfeldt and Pauline
Brueckner Rehfeldt, was born on Election Day, November 3, 1885. There was
a lot of excitement and celebration all over the City of Detroit.

Nellie was just a little 11-year-old girl when her Dad had an accident. He was
a conductor of a local band, which played on the weekends on the roof of a
beer garden. On May 13, 1897 during intermission Nell’s Dad was socializing
with the band and accidentally stepped off the roof and very badly injured his
leg. It became infected, which in those days they called tubercular. Pauline
begged her husband to let the doctor amputate his leg to save his life, but
Charles steadfastly refused, and on the 13th of July, 1897 he quietly passed
away in his own home. Charles was an invalid from the 13th of May until the
13th of July, so Grandma Rehfeldt had to go out to work to keep the family from
starving.

Pauline Brueckner Rehfeldt

Eleven-year-old Nellie was taken out of school by her mother the day the
accident occurred and Nellie stayed at home and cared for her dad every day.
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She was with her dad the day he died. When he died, she notified her mother
at work, then returned home to take care of the smaller children.

Grandma Rehfeldt was a good cook and baker. She loved to entertain her lady
friends on her day off with luscious coffeecakes, etc.

Grandma Rehfeldt had a large family to worry over, John, Elizabeth I, Tillie,
Hattie, Nellie, Elizabeth II, Charles and William. There also were 5 children
who died in infancy. Aunt Tillie used to say that Grandma Rehfeldt had had a
bakers dozen.

1886

William Frederick Dahl

My Dad, William Frederick Dahl, son of Frederick (Johann Friederich) Dahl and
Minna (Wilhelmina Henrietta) Kaiser, was born on April 5th, 1886. The day
after he was born there was a terrible snow storm, the biggest of the century.
The snow was over 3 foot high on a level, and over 6-ft high in drifts. All the
streetcars were paralyzed for three days until they could clear the snow away.
People all over the City of Detroit were snowed in, and it was days before they
could shovel out to go to work and shop for food.

Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel & Fred Dahl – 1886
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Minna spoke broken English all of her life in Michigan as she came to America
at age 19. Here is a picture of Grandma Henkel taken in Germany at age 18
just before she came to America from Bischofswerde, East Prussia, Germany.

Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel – 1882

Bill was just 14 years old when his beloved father Fred died of a bowel
obstruction in 1900. He was buried in Mt. Olivet cemetery.

Bill went out to work to keep food on the table for his mom and the younger
siblings. In his teen years he worried about his hair (the cowlicks), so he
plastered it down with sugar water! There is also an interesting story about his
hair told by his family years later. They said that when his dad died his hair
was real blond, and with the shock of losing his father, his hair overnight
started growing in a real dark brown!

Nellie C. Rehfeldt Dahl – 1895

Nellie was a tomboy, whenever the neighborhood boys teased her she went
after them and knocked them down and started to punch them. One day she
had enough of the neighborhood bully, so she grabbed him, knocked him down
in a vacant corner field, and proceeded to beat him over the head with a pump
handle. Her dad happened to be coming home from work and saw her
pummeling the kid. Her dad, very proud of his little Nellie, yelled, “That’s my
Lolly, give it to him!”
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She grew up to be a very beautiful girl. The neighborhood photographer asked
to take her picture. He put it on display in his shop window on the avenue for
over 6 months.

Nellie Rehfeldt Dahl

1900

Nellie was about 15 years old when she took her first job at a bookbindery on
Jefferson Ave in Detroit.

Nellie Rehfeldt Dahl

She loved ice skating and dancing. Every Sunday afternoon she went to the
dance hall, where she met Bill Dahl. She said they danced so many hours (5 to
6) that the next day her legs ached so badly that she swore she was not going
dancing again. But the next Sunday Nellie and Bill were dancing again!

1905

When Bill began to get serious with Nellie he took her home to meet his mom
and brothers and sister.
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Clara Dahl Fredrick, Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel,
Robert Henkel Jr, Robert Henkel Sr., Anna Dahl Galvin

Mom said they were all sitting around a long table, she was shy to see so many,
his mom Minna, brothers George, Frank, Tony, Fritz, and sisters Clara and
Annie. Bill had a sister Bertha who died in 1888. Tony and Fritz were later
killed in the First World War.

Nellie and Bill courted for 6 years and Dad was getting impatient. He wanted
to get married. He said his life was wasting away. Would she marry him or
not? Nellie did not really want to be tied down to homework and children yet,
but still she did not want to give up Bill, so she accepted his proposal. They
set the wedding date for September 6, 1906.

1906
Nell’s sister Tillie loved her younger sister. She offered to make her wedding
dress and have the reception at her home on Baker St. on Detroit’s west side.
Mom was a beautiful bride with her gorgeous white dress, trimmed in lace and
silk, and rosebuds. Tillie arranged her hair with flowers and ribbons and a
wreath. (Both Bill and Nellie had circles under their eyes. They told the family
that they both didn’t sleep a wink, they were so worried about getting married!)
They were married at Sacred Heart Church (Bill’s church as he was Catholic
and Nellie was not), with Tracy Schneider and Otto Kaiser as witnesses.
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Bill & Nellie Dahl

Mama received many beautiful gifts of china and silver besides household
items, as well as gifts of money.

Mom said after a long, happy day was over and they finally retired to the room
Tillie offered them for the night, Nellie took her nightgown from the overnight
bag and Bill got his nightshirt. They were so bashful sitting on the bed to start
undressing when Nellie noticed that the hems were sewn together! Bill soon
discovered the same thing had happened to his nightshirt. Here they were
fumbling with the small stitches and when finally they were finished, Nellie
opened up the bed and here it was all filled with rice! I bet Tillie and her
husband Chuck was laughing at their prank.

Tillie Rehfeldt Doench Meinke Vandervoort

Bill and Nellie left from the main train station in Detroit on the westside the
next day and went to Niagara Falls for their honeymoon.

Mom said their first home was on Commonwealth on the westside of Detroit.
Nellie and Bill were very happy together in those first years.

They used to visit his cousin Bill and wife Jenny in Woodslee, Ontario, on their
Canadian farm. Cousin Bill used to tease Nellie with the naming of his horse
“Nellie”. They always had a good time, dancing and singing along with the
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organ playing and a lot of good food. Jenny always loaded them down with
vegetables to take back to the States, trying to hide it from the border guards.
Once the border guard discovered the rhubarb that Nellie had stashed, and
made her give it up. Nellie was furious! She said she bet the border guard
took it home and ate it himself!

Jenny & Bill Dahl of Canada
Bertha, Isabelle, Walter, Beatrice & Ida

1908
Bill and Nellie were very happy with the birth of their first child, Mildred, born
May 3, 1908. Nellie just loved taking her for buggy rides in the beautiful spring
weather and visiting her mother Pauline and sister Tillie who read stories to
her beloved mother every morning after breakfast for an hour or so before they
started their duties for the day.

Mildred Dahl Stocker
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1909
Bill and Nellie were expecting again. Another girl, Dorothy, was born December
27, 1909, also a pretty little blue eyed blonde.

Mama was pretty busy now, especially spring cleaning time, when she was
doing curtains she had the bath tub full with bluing water to whiten the
curtains. While she was hanging up the wash Dorothy was intrigued by the
color in the tub and mama heard screams, came running, and here was
Dorothy who had fallen into the bath tub of bluing. Mama grabbed her little
girl and saved her from drowning.

1912

Elenore Dahl Mc Kinin

Nellie and Bill’s life went on as usual, working and loving their little daughters,
Mildred and Dorothy, when number three was on the way. Elenore was born
February 12, 1912, a cute little curly brown-haired baby with brown eyes like
Nellie. Elenore was a little spitfire and my, the temper she had, kicking and
yelling until she was blue in the face! Elenore was born on Hastings Street.

Mom was getting bogged down with the children coming one after another on
the average of 1 ½ years apart! And Bill was beginning to get a roving eye
outside the home about the time she was expecting Elenore. So imagine how
they felt when another child was on the way.

Mama wasn’t feeling very well when she was pregnant with me. She had what
she called Catarrh. I, Marie was born November 13, 1913 at 4:30 p.m.
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(Mildred claimed that Pa told her to make supper for the doctor and him on the
day I was born, so she opened two cans and mixed spaghetti and beans
together and warmed them up. Bill hollered, but the doctor said that was just
fine, after all, what did he expect of a 5 ½ year old child.)

I was very small, so they put me in a cigar box and stuck me in an oven to keep
me warm! (Cigar boxes were larger in those days than they are now.) I was
born on 1608 Holcomb in Detroit. When Dr. Edward Arens asked Mama what
she was naming the girl, Nellie said, “Another girl, take her away!”

They said I was very delicate and sickly for awhile. I got whooping cough when
I was only 6 weeks old. My dad struggled to get the phlegm out of my throat so
I wouldn’t choke to death. They fed me thin oatmeal gruel.

Papa used to affectionately call me “Wee Wee” because I was always so small.
Mama said I was a “good baby”. I guess I had to be, to compete with the rest of
my siblings.

Tillie Rehfeldt Vandervoort

Aunt Tillie came to take care of the family when Nellie was confined. Poor Aunt
Tillie worked so hard with all of the children, and she sewed pretty dresses for
the girls, but Elenore really got on her nerves with her temper tantrums. She
picked up Elenore and bounced her on the bed next to Mama and said, “Here,
take the little dickens!”

I was baptized soon after I was born, as my father was afraid I might not
survive due to my small birth weight and the whooping cough. Elenore, who
had not yet been baptized, was baptized on the same day as me. She walked
down the aisle to the baptismal font with our sponsors, Aunt Anna and Uncle
Bud Rehfeldt. I thought I was Marie Anna until I was over 40 years old and
that is what I was named by Aunt Anna at my baptism, but when I sent away
for my birth certificate, I learned that my parents had named me Marie
Henrietta. I had to change all of my legal papers. I learned just recently that I
most probably got my name Marie from my dad’s grandmother Anna Marie
Fuerth, who, in turn, had been named after her mother, Anna Marie Busch.
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The Dahl side of my family came from Oberboinghausen, Germany, a very
small village near Gummersbach in Rhein Prussia.

Charles (Bud) & Anna Kraft Rehfeldt

Well, Bill and Nellie were soon expecting again. So much for birth control in
those days! But were they ever happy after all – they finally had their dream
come true – finally a boy!

1915

William F. Dahl, Jr. was born on February 17, 1915. Was he ever spoiled! A
boy after 4 girls! Poor mom, she was so tired, nothing but work and taking
care of children.

Bill and I were very close, always playing together because I was so little and
Bill soon caught up to me in size. Mama said that the lady next door asked her
if we were twins, and which one was LuLu. Mama laughed and said we weren’t

twins and that neither one was named LuLu, that that was
just our pet name for one another!

Bill was always catered to and received the best toys, wagons,
scooter, train, etc., and clothes. I remembered when Mama
was so worried about Bill when he got pneumonia a couple of
times on 1763 Baldwin Ave.

Mom had her hands full playing nurse when we all came
down with measles and chicken pox. Elenore got erysipelas

and Mildred got scarlet fever.
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1917

Bill and Nellie were expecting again in spite of so called birth control. Mama
was about 3 months pregnant when she noticed that her hands and feet
started to cramp up; well into the course of the day it became so horrible that
she had to go to bed. She became paralyzed and didn’t dare move or she would
scream out in agony! Grandma Henkel lived downstairs on Kercheval Ave. She
would come upstairs to help out when she could, but she still had family at
home. Grandma Rehfeldt would come over and help out when she could, too.
Dad helped out when he was home, but dear little Mildred really took over as
much as she was capable of. This went on for about 9 months. In fact, Shorty
was born at home, the same as the rest of us were. Mama had reservations to
go to the hospital for confinement but she hated hospitals, so she didn’t tell
Aunt Tillie that she was in labor until the baby started to come.

Harold Joseph (Shorty) Dahl

Harold was born August 21, 1917.

Dorothy & Mildred Dahl Stocker

When Dorothy was about 8 years old, she was sitting on the front steps on
Kercheval Ave in Detroit. It was a two story flat, with her grandmother Minna
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Dahl living downstairs, and Nellie and Bill and the kids living upstairs. It had
two back porches, one on top of the other. Mildred was on the upstairs porch
with her girlfriend and Mildred was feeling devilish. She leaned over the rail
and spit at Dorothy. Dorothy told her to cut it out, but she just kept spitting at
her. Well Dorothy soon had enough of that treatment, got off the back porch
and went around the front to Kercheval. Just then her girlfriend was across
the street and called to Dorothy. Her girlfriend had just been to the library and
had an armful of books that she wanted to show Dorothy. Dorothy, not looking
either way, ran right into the street, a truck swerved out of her way and just
missed her, and a car driven by Mr. Zanith struck her, throwing her way up
into the air like a little rag doll. She came down, striking the pavement very
hard. The cause of death was listed as a fractured skull and multiple broken
bones and massive hemorrhage. She did not die immediately on that 10th day
of November, 1917, so the bystanders picked her up out of the street and laid
her down in the corner drugstore to make her more comfortable and to prevent
her from being run over again by someone else. She died just as her father Bill
was approaching the drugstore, irritated by the huge traffic backup that forced
him to park his car 1-mile away and walk home. He was stunned as all the
bystanders fixed their eyes on him as he approached the drugstore, all saying
in hushed voices, “Here comes the father now”. He was taken into the
drugstore where he viewed the broken, battered body of his just dead little
angel. Bill walked out of that drugstore, crossed the street, walking home and
sobbing, “My Mildred, my Mildred!” Just then Mildred came up to him and
said, “It weren’t me, Pa, it was Dorothy!” Elenore, just 5 years old, had
witnessed the entire accident, and when she saw Dorothy fly up into the air,
she went running upstairs to her mother Nellie, who was paralyzed in bed,
crying “Dorty hurt! Dorty hurt!” Nellie, who couldn’t move a muscle, became
very fearful, wondering, Lord, what now, never dreaming that her little Dorothy
was exsanguinating on the pavement just below.

Dorothy was laid out in Grandma Dahl’s parlor downstairs. She was buried
from St. Charles Borromeo Church on Baldwin just south of Kercheval. She
was buried in “Baby Heaven” in Mt. Olivet cemetery by the railroad tracks.

Dorothy Dahl
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Dorothy owned a cute Teddy Bear and a little footstool. After she was buried,
Nellie put the cute Teddy Bear on the footstool in the parlor, and there it sat
year after year. No one was allowed to go into the parlor or touch the footstool
or the Teddy Bear. It was a very eerie memory for all of the Dahl children, to
see that footstool and the Teddy Bear and to think of their little sister that was
no longer there.

When Dorothy was a little older she always loved Mama’s wedding ring, and
was promised by Mama that she would give it to her when she was older.
Shortly after Dorothy was killed, that ring just seemed to come apart in
different places! That gave the family the chills! It was as though Dorothy had
claimed the ring.

The man that killed Dorothy felt so terrible, he said he thought he killed his
own girl as he lived in the same block and his daughter was blonde and about
the same age as Dorothy. He did everything he could for our family when he
saw all the trouble dad had with mom so sick and paralyzed. Mr. Zanith
bought Mama a winter coat to attend Dorothy’s funeral and later bought a
vibrator and Dad, Grandma Henkel and Aunt Tillie took turns using it on
Mama’s body and limbs. She finally started getting feeling back in her body.
Mama’s paralysis also came to the attention of Dodge where Dad worked after
Dorothy was killed and Dodge used to send a car to our house and they would
lay Mom in the back seat of the car and drive her to Mount Clemens to the
mineral baths. (In 1987, Sandy asked a famous Neurologist, Dr. Nancy
Furstenburg, what was her best guess as to the reason for Mama’s paralysis.
She answered without hesitation when she heard it occurred in 1917 that there
was little doubt in her mind that it was the flu of 1918 which did the same sort
of thing to many people, except that Grandma was fortunate to have recovered
to some degree.)

Another dramatic story about the flu of 1918: Mom and her next door neighbor
both had babies of the same age. Each thought the other’s baby was adorable
and they used to like to sit at the dining room table and hold each other’s baby.
One day Mama sat holding the neighbor’s baby and the neighbor held Shorty.
The neighbor got up from the table somewhat earlier than usual and told
Mama that she wasn’t feeling too good, but that she had to go home and start
supper. Mama was busy putting the finishing touches on supper when Dad
came home from work and said “Nell, the funeral wagon is next door at the
neighbor’s house. You’d better go over and see what happened.” Mama went
over and came back in shock. The neighbor lady that spent the afternoon with
her just dropped dead of the flu! Nellie came back home after the funeral
wagon left with her friend’s body and continued putting the supper on the
table. A short time later Dad said, “Nell, the funeral wagon’s back at the
neighbor’s house again!” Mama went over there again, and believe it or not,
the baby that Mama held in her arms had just died! (Mama and Shorty never
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got the flu, which strengthens the doctor’s supposition that Mama had already
had the flu when she was carrying Shorty.)

1918
About 1918 my parents moved to a rented home on Seyburn. Mama said Dad
used to sit on the back porch every evening in the summer and watered the
grass and flowers, and played with the children.

I guess Mama was very tired after a day with the small children and just
getting back on her feet from being paralyzed, because she put us to bed about
4:30 p.m. Of course we didn’t go to sleep. The boys jumped around on the bed
and tore the curtains off the rod and gave me a hard time. I wonder what time
we woke up the next morning?

Mama and Dad bought a home on 1763 Baldwin Ave between Kercheval and
St. Paul in Detroit.
I remember Mama carrying baby Harold into our new house. Mama had on a
long dress and high button black shoes and Harold had a long white dress and
high black shoes.

The lady next door came over to introduce herself. Mrs. Viola Roehm and I
were happy to hear that she had four children – Marie – Katherine – Buddy –
Jackie. Their Grandma lived with them in a little cottage. In the summertime,
us kids sat out in the Roehm’s backyard playing; Mrs. Roehm cooked up sweet
corn and threw the corn to us kids. It was very casual living in that house, but
a lot of fun.

We would go up in their attic and play and sew for our dolls, and play card
games and outside we plated in the winter with our sleds and snow balling and
played in the leaves. In the spring roller-skating and jump rope. Dad would tie
a sled to the car bumper and go real slow around the block.
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1920

William Frederick Dahl Sr.

Dad got a bad ear infection, which just kept getting worse. Ear infections were
a very serious thing in those days as there were no antibiotics and could lead
to a brain or a systemic infection and could and did cause many a man to lose
his life. Dad was in agony from this infection and went to a doctor for
treatment. The doctor recommended a mastoid operation to drain the
infections. Dad was aghast when he discovered that the doctor had cut the
nerve on one side of his face which resulted in paralysis on that side causing
Dad to have a permanent droop on one side. His brother George tried to talk
Dad into suing the doctor, but Dad never did.

George Dahl Sr.

I remember my big sister Mildred asking me if I wanted to go to school. I said
“Oh yes!” I was seven years old by then. I guess Mama thought I was too little
to start school. Mildred took me to school the first day to St. Charles Borromeo
–Baldwin and St. Paul Ave. in Detroit. The nun was very sweet, to me. Every
day they helped with my coat in the fall. I couldn’t unbutton the coat because
Grandma Henkel make the coat of very stiff material, and my little fingers
weren’t strong enough to cope with those strong tight button holes!



Page 19 of 551

I sure loved school, in the mornings I used to sit on the floor of the upstairs
hallway and use a buttonhook to put the loops over the buttons on my high
black button shoes. We girls used to wear black stain bloomers and black
cotton stockings.

1921
I walked two blocks to school and in the morning at 9:30am I was given milk
and graham crackers for a snack. I sure enjoyed that treat. My Dad paid for it
because they thought I was undernourished.

I enjoyed my school years and my friends next door, Marie and Katherine
Roehm, and also my other neighbor, Ivy Hudson.

A cute Mildred school story: Mildred always wanted to learn to speak German
as my Dad and his mother conversed mostly in fluent German, much to my
mother’s annoyance as she was not fluent in German. Mildred would ask Dad
to teach her the language, which he never did. One day Mildred walked over to
the German Lutheran school, which conducted lessons in German and enrolled
herself. She was there a few weeks before Dad found out. Dad, a staunch
Catholic, did not see the humor in Mildred’s stunt. He spanked her good and
sent her back to the English speaking Catholic school, St. Charles. So much
for Mildred’s German lessons.

I also loved Thanksgiving, and visiting with my Dad’s cousins from Canada.

A Dahl Family Reunion – Canadian & US Dahls

In the dining room Ma had a big honey colored oak round table with a big
pedestal underneath it. One day Ma was dusting underneath that big table
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and when she was coming up from underneath, she banged her head quite
hard and ended up with a big black eye! Everyone teased her that Dad popped
her a good one and that’s how she really got the black eye!

Ma also had a matching buffet of the same honey colored oak and it was in this
buffet that she kept most of the kid’s clothes. She would have our socks lined
up in rows, one row for each kid. There were 4 rows horizontal and one row
vertical. She would take a pair of socks out of each row each day for each of us
kids. In the dining room Ma also had a Victrola for playing records, as well as
a base burner fired by coal. Next to the big cast iron base burner with its eisen
glass in front in the door, was a coal scuttle with a supply of coal in it for
stoking the base burner. Next to the scuttle was a small shovel like a scoop for
removing the coal from the scuttle and putting it into the base burner.

In the kitchen Ma had a huge cast iron stove fired by coal which she bought
was in the house in 1920 when she bought it. Later she bought a modern gas
stove with the inheritance she got from her mother Pauline Brueckner Rehfeldt
when she passed away on November 12, 1926.

Pauline Brueckner Rehfeldt – 1923

Ma was so proud of the new gas stove; it was her pride and joy! We modern
housewives would be horrified by the dirt and inconvenience of the earlier coal
stove, which had to be filled with coal every time you wanted to cook, and then
the ashes removed before you could put in more coal. And all the dirt of the
ashes flying in the air which made a mess out of the kitchen. But to Ma this
was the latest in modern conveniences in 1920. The Michigan Stove Works,
who displayed their model stove at Jefferson by the Belle Isle Bridge for years
and years, made the new stove. It was white cast iron and had a lot of chrome
on it, which Ma loved to polish. It also had a side oven. The old stove had a
plate warmer on the top, about five feet high, which was kept warm by the heat
from the stovepipe which ran up the wall and out the chimney. It was into this
plate warmer that I was placed to keep me warm when I was first born. It was
a wonder that they did not asphyxiate me! When my five-year-old sister
Mildred saw the doctor put me in the plate warmer she asked him with a wide
eyed childlike innocence if he was going to cook her new little baby sister!
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5 yr old Mildred Dahl Stocker

There is another cute story connected with this stove. It was prohibition
times, so Ma made “near beer” for her and Dad’s consumption. You couldn’t
keep the beer in the room where Ma made it because it would freeze. The only
heat in the house was the base burner in the dining room that heated the
dining room and the rooms upstairs through open registers in the ceilings, and
the big stove in the kitchen.

So after Ma made it she moved it into the kitchen and put the bottles of beer
behind the new stove to keep them warm. And there they would stay as Ma and
Dad would gradually consume them. Well, Ma and Dad weren't big drinkers by
any means, so come summer there were still bottles left behind the stove. One
very hot June day, Ma and the boys ' suddenly heard POW! POW! POW! They
ran out into the kitchen to see where this loud noise was coming from. And lo,
and behold! All the beer bottles were exploding from the heat! Dad also made
some bath tub gin once and awhile for himself and his company.

In our living room we had the piano which stood in front of the stairs which
went upstairs from the dining room. We had a
wooden rocker and I think I remember a black
horsehair filled Davenport, but I'm not sure on this.
(Elenore said I was right, that we did have a black
horsehair divan, but that mom and dad got rid of it
before we were teenagers.) There was of course,
Dorothy's stool with her little Teddy Bear on top.

And between the living room and the dining room were glass sliding doors that
slid into the walls. Upstairs we had 2 bedrooms, a bathroom and an attic. Our
bedrooms had painted metal beds in them. While we were little, Mildred and
Elenore slept together and I slept with Bill and Shorty. When I got a little older
and not such a pest, I moved into the girls' room. I don't ever remember any
closets in the upstairs bedrooms. There probably weren't any because many
houses in those days didn't have closets.

Ma and Dad slept downstairs in a bedroom off the dining room. Ma and Dad
had a dark mahogany bedroom set. The dresser had ornate turned spindles
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and a mirror was suspended over the dresser on these spindles. The bed was
also a dark mahogany.

The attic had a normal ceiling so that you could stand up in it. In this attic we
stored all of our out of season stuff as well as various "treasures" accumulated
over the years that we just couldn't bear to part with. When dad left and we
lost our home we pitched all these treasures out of the attic window into the
backyard, as we didn't dare cart all this stuff to Norrie Day's house. What a
pile that made in the back yard!

Grandma Rehfeldt in front of the same kind of 5 ft wooden fence

We had a solid 5-foot wooden fence between our house and the Roehm's. And
coming out of back yard into the side of the house was a 5-foot wooden lattice
gate.

I remember helping mom to iron on ironing days as Ma's wrist was very weak
from the after effects of her paralysis. The irons were very heavy pieces of metal
in those days. You'd put the first on the top of the burner of the coal stove until
it got real hot, then you'd take it off and put a second one on the coal burner.
You'd iron with the first one until you noticed that it wasn't doing a very good
job anymore, then you'd take the second iron off the stove and put the first one
back on again. And so forth until the ironing was finished.

A funny story about dad and the back yard. Somewhere, from someone, dad
got a live pig! He brought the pig home to the back yard and then proceeded to
butcher it and process the meat! What a job! Needless to say, dad did this only
once. When I look back, I can't figure out why dad was ever interested in
butchering a pig as he HATED pork. Dad had a bad stomach, a Dahl
characteristic inherited by my brother Bill and my sister Elenore, and he
couldn't stand pork, as it was too hard on his stomach. Whenever Ma served
him pork he had a fit. He'd throw the plate and get up from the dinner table
and storm off. Therefore Ma seldom served him pork. So why the pig?

When ma used to wash the kitchen floor she used to want to keep the floor
clean for awhile, so when the floor was dry she would put newspapers all over
the floor and leave them there for about a week and we'd walk over the
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newspapers. Seems to me in looking back that the print from the newspapers
would make the floor dirtier than our feet would!

Nellie & Bill Dahl’s home on Baldwin in Detroit

The front entrance to the house on Baldwin was through the dining room. This
entrance was close to the entrance going upstairs to the upper bedrooms. I
don't ever remember Ma going upstairs and I think us kids used to do the
housework in the bedrooms. This was no doubt due to the stiffness and pain
left in Ma's legs from the paralysis. I remember my Monday job was to dust the
stairway going down. Then Ma would check to see that it was done right.

Ma liked to keep the house neat. When she went downtown shopping, she
would lock the house so we couldn't get in until she got home. So we'd sit on
the back porch for what seemed like hours, waiting for mom to come back
home.

1922

Mama and Dad would decide to go to Belle Isle for a picnic supper. Mama sure
was brave, getting the lunch ready, dressing the little ones, and putting Harold
in the buggy and walking all the way to Belle Isle, at least 3 miles! Dad would
meet her after his day's work and drive us home.

Another time they took us to Belle Isle and Mildred came down with the
chicken pox! Mama had her hands full for the next 2 or 3 weeks! And in those
days when you had a serious illness in the house they put a quarantine card
on your door and no one could go in or out until the health department decided
it was safe. When Mildred had scarlet fever Dad had to work so he wasn't
allowed in our house. He had to stay with relatives until our house was "safe".
While you were in quarantine, if your family needed medicine, food, etc.
someone would come and set a basket on your porch, then after they left,
someone would open the front door and bring in the basket.
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Wilhelmina Kaiser Dahl Henkel – 1920

And then the good times at Belle Isle, when Grandma Henkel belonged to the
German Arbeiter Club and her duties were to help feed the picnickers and
serve the ice cream. Of course, she was more than generous with the portions
of ice cream she gave to her own grandchildren, and as often as we came back
for more!

Oh, the fun we had playing on the swings and teeter-totters and playing with
all our cousins. Dad was a fervent Catholic and ma was a lukewarm
Protestant. Her family had read the bible but only went to church on
important occasions. Pa was high up in the Knights of Columbus and was on
very good terms with the parish priests at Sacred Heart Church at 1000 Eliot
in Detroit. He visited them often in the rectory. He went to church every
Sunday and insisted that the children go too. One day Ma decided to turn
Catholic like the rest of her family so Mrs. Stocker arranged that a priest come
over to Ma’s house and gives her instructions. After instruction, Ma was
baptized Catholic, but Ma couldn't get to church often due to her muscle
problem which prevented her from walking very far.

Mildred Dahl Stocker

Poor Mildred became very ill with scarlet fever and had to be taken to the
hospital. When she started to recover, the nurse wanted Mildred to comb her
hair and when she told the nurse she didn't have a comb, she made Mildred
use another patient's comb, which Mildred really didn't want to do. Can you
imagine the uproar when she came home and Mama found out the whole
family had lice! Grandma Henkel said, "Nanu, I'll help you get rid of the bugs!"
Dad took us over to Grandma Henkel's house and down to her basement.
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Grandma stuck my head over the laundry tub and poured kerosene on my
head. Boy, did that ever burn! Mama then had the job of fine combing the nits
out of our heads and watching every night until we were rid of them. In those
days the public health nurse came to the schools and checked the children's
heads with a couple of toothpicks, looking for lice. I was so proud that I was
clear of lice! The girl in front of me had real bright red hair and I was fascinated
watching the lice jump around her thick head of hair. Dumb me, Ha Ha!

Nellie Rehfeldt Dahl & Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel

Another cute Grandma Henkel basement story: Eddie and Mildred used to play
in their basements when Grandma lived downstairs and we lived upstairs on
Kercheval.

Eddie Dahl

Eddie used to open the connecting doors between Grandma's and our
basements and then ask Mildred to snitch a bottle of Pa's beer for him.
Mildred made a pact with Eddie - she'd give him beer if he would let her get
into Grandma Henkel's big crock of fermenting pickles. Grandma used to make
a huge crock of pickles, put gauze over the top of the barrel and let them
ferment for several months before eating them. But Mildred never could wait
that long. So Eddie let her into the pickle crock and Mildred ate herself sick on
homemade pickles, then would go back to her own basement and Eddie would
lock up the connecting door. One day Mildred was playing in Grandma
Henkel's side of the basement when Grandma came down to do the wash, and
on her way back up she stopped first to check on her pickles. She lifted the
gauze, looked at the pickles, and exclaimed, "the pickles, she shrink!" Mildred
both blushed from guilt and then tried hard to suppress a rising giggle.
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1923
Uncle Bill and Aunt Jenny with their children - Isabelle, Bertha - Ida - Beatrice
- Walter would visit us and Dad would drive us to Belle Isle and go through the
greenhouse and then go see the animals in the zoo. When we returned home
Mama would have a lovely Thanksgiving dinner ready to eat. Yum! Yum!

Bill & Jenny Dahl & children

I remember one time that my Canadian Dahl cousins came over to our house
on Good Friday and then went Easter shopping in downtown Detroit. Then they
came back to our house for dinner, then changed clothes, taking off their
oldest raggedy clothes and putting on their new Easter Sunday best. This way
they escaped paying duty on the new clothes. The next time we would go for a
visit to their farm in Woodslee Dad would put their old clothes in the rumble
seat and tell the border guards that these were our cast-offs that we were
giving to some poor relations in Canada.

Another cute story about our Canadian Dahl family: Their model T Ford did not
have enough power to get across the Ambassador bridge in forward gear. They
had to turn their car around and drive up the bridge backwards until they got
to the crest, then could turn their car around again and drive downhill
forwards!

Another cute car story. Dad bought a model A Ford with Grandma Pauline
Rehfeldt's inheritance. Well, after awhile the tires had some wear on them.
During business hours Dad used to drive a brand new company car. And
during one of these drives he got a brilliant idea. He pulled the company car up
in front of our house on Baldwin, pulled off the 4 brand new tires and put the
new tires on his model A, and put his tires on the company car. Shorty laughed
about that years later, but with a sheepish, embarrassed grin on his face.
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Nellie & Bill Dahl – Christmas, 1928

Then a sad car story. Dad drove by Ma's house on Baldwin in the middle of the
day with the company car with Edna sitting next to him. Ma saw him out of the
front room window and couldn't believe her eyes! It seemed like Pa wanted to
get caught. It was right after that that Shorty found the pictures of Edna
hidden in the garage and brought them in to Ma. Pa supposedly met Edna
while she was standing at a bus stop waiting for a bus. Edna was a domestic at
the time.

On the way to the farm, Dad always stopped in a liquor store in Windsor and
bought something good to drink on the farm picnic. Detroit was dry in those
days, but Windsor was still wet. Aunt Jenny did not much appreciate all those
wet goods on the picnic, but she was soundly out voted by all those American
cousins who had been developing a powerful thirst on the dry side of the river.
George and Frank also brought their own wet rations along.

Celia Chapp Dahl & Frank Dahl

George Dahl, my dad's brother had a tavern before the prohibition, but during
the prohibition his ad in the Polk City Directory read "soft drinks", but in
reality George's tavern on Chene and Superior was a very popular blind pig.
Those blind pig prohibition years were probably his most profitable. George
served "near beer" and "bath tub" gin.

I remember going to visit George and Amelia and my cousins Harry, George
and Virginia in their home above the tavern. I used to feel so bad when I visited
Virginia after my dad left and I see Uncle George and he'd remind me so much
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of my dad that my heart would ache with longing. To this day I can't see why
Dad did that to us, and how he could bear to never see his kids again.

George Dahl Sr., George Jr.’s wife, George Dahl Jr. & Amelia Dahl

A funny Uncle George story: George would be in his tavern and Aunt Melie and
the kids would be in the parlor upstairs whose window faced onto Chene St.
Two beautiful young girls would be standing outside of the tavern door. One
said to the other, "Ooh! Is he there! He's so cute I could just die!" Melie,
steaming out of both ears, knew darn good and well that those young girls were
talking about her George. And George had a way with the girls that turned
their hearts to mush!

Ma had real dry skin, and like me sometimes she'd break out into eczema on
her hands from hard work and harsh soap. But Ma's never got as bad as mine.
Hers would get better with cocoa butter and was limited to her hands. When
dad left I got a horrible eczema on both my face and my hands and it just
didn't want to go away. I feel it was mostly from nerves as I was so upset when
dad left and my life turned upside down.

Nellie Rehfeldt Dahl – 1928

Snowballs were my worst enemy in winters. How afraid I was of snowballs! I
was just a little weak kid and I couldn't defend myself against them. My best
defense was to run home as fast as I could. I never could throw a good
snowball, and years afterward my Ed and kids used to tease me about my aim.
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They said that as long as I aimed they were safe, as I was always very wide
from the mark. But to watch out if I didn't aim!

On Saturday afternoons Dad took us to the Eastern Market on Gratiot Ave. and
Dad and Mama would do the weekly shopping and buy goodies for us kids.

I used to spend the night at my girlfriend, Ivy Hudson's house on a weekend
night. We would stay up until about 10 p.m. Her mom was real nice and used
to entertain us kids. Ivy slept in what should have been the front parlor, but
what her parents converted into a bedroom for her. It had a curtain over the
archway instead of sliding glass doors like our parlor had. Ivy’s dad wasn’t a
real nice man sometimes. When I would stay over night with Ivy we would
change into our night clothes in the front parlor turned bedroom and
sometimes when I would look at the curtain Ivy’s father would be there peeking
in at us. Ivy’s mother caught him doing that and boy!, did she ever holler at
him to get away from the curtain!

I remember Holy Saturday at Ivy's house. Ivy and I used to pal around her
house until Holy Saturday afternoon, when her mom would make home made
chocolate candy and then after 12 noon when Lent officially ended in those
days, Mrs. Hudson would let Ivy, me and her brother sample the chocolate
candy. Mmm, Mmm, good!

I remember visiting Grandma Henkel for a few days at a time. She used to send
Cousin Eddie to the store for bread and milk, he used to get so disgusted, but
he didn't dare talk back to Grandma! It was a very long walk to Van Dyke in
Centerline, Michigan. It didn't do Eddie any good to grumble. Grandma would
box his ears good and then he'd still have to go to the store.

Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel – 1920

Boy, Did Grandma Henkel ever cook good. Her spice cake I just loved!

Then at night when I went upstairs to bed, what a high comfortable bed with a
feather comforter and listening to the crickets and then in the morning to hear
the roosters crowing!



Page 30 of 551

There's a visiting Grandma Henkel's story I hate to tell: Me, Eddie and Ruthie
and a neighborhood kid, William O'Herron were bumming around the
neighborhood feeling devilish when we came upon this real estate office in the
country. My cousins and I broke into that real estate office and just demolished
it! I dread to think of all the trouble we caused that poor man when he came in
and saw his files scattered all over! William O'Herron's father had just died and
his dad made William promise him on his deathbed that he would become a
priest when he grew up. With behavior like that, I doubt very much if he made
it to the priesthood.

Another time I walked with Eddie, Ruthie and William O'Herron to 11 mile Rd
and Van Dyke (Grandma lived off 10 Mile and Van Dyke) to a farm off 11 mile
Rd. Somehow I let my cousins talk me into getting up on a horse. Dumb! That
horse could have thrown me or took off at a gallop. I knew nothing about
horses and would have been totally at his mercy.

Ruthie Dahl, front, Marie & Bill Dahl Jr., 2nd row,
Elenore Dahl McKinin & Eddie Dahl, 3rd row.

One time Grandma Henkel walked all the way to St, Clement's Church on 10
and Van Dyke in Centerline, about 3/4 mile from her home. Grandma was over
60 by this time and that was a long walk for her. She gets to the church and
as she is entering the church an usher shoves a basket in front of her and
says, "Lady, the seat offering is 10 cents!" Grandma looked at him with disdain,
and replied, "Nanu, this must be a show. I thought it was a church!" She then
turned around and walked out and back home.
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Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel – Christmas, 1928

Another time, Ma, the boys and I went to church on Sunday. Ma's only money
in the whole world was a nickel in her pocket. When they got into church, ma
said to the boys, should I give the nickel or should we buy a loaf of bread with
it? After much deliberation, they decided to put the nickel in the basket. The
usher looked at the nickel, then said with disgust to Ma, Lady the seat offering
is a dime! Ma sincerely wished that she had kept that nickel for a loaf of
bread.

Harold (Shorty), Marie, Nellie & Bill Dahl – 1927

Another funny Grandma Henkel story: My sister Elenore worked with a girl
who had met and fell in love with little, old irascible, gruff Grandma Henkel
and kept bugging Elenore to take her to visit her. One day Elenore agreed, so
Elenore and her friend showed up at Grandma Henkel's house on Friday after
work, without prior notice to Grandma as there were no phones in either house
in those days. A very surprised Grandma led them to her bedroom to let them
drop off their things, and then later they all sat down to dinner. At dinner
Grandma Henkel looked sharply at Elenore, and said very bluntly, "Whose idea
was it to come and visit me? I know it wasn't yours." Elenore was so
embarrassed because Grandma hit the nail on the head.
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Elenore Dahl Mc Kinin – 1929

Then my visits to Canada with Uncle Bill and Aunt Jenny: She had a new baby
Walter. I loved that little guy, especially rocking him while Aunt Jenny did her
chores on the farm. There was only a few drawbacks on that farm for me -- I
was afraid of their big Shepherd dog and I was terrified of the geese, those darn
geese used to honk and chase after me while I was screaming with fright! I
must have been a pain at times to Aunt Jenny and Uncle Bill.

Celia Chapp Dahl, Frank’s wife, with Walter Dahl of Canada

Anna Dahl Galvin, ?, Bill & Nellie Dahl, Celia & Frank Dahl
1927 – this picture taken at the Woodslee, Canada farm

On Saturdays my cousins Ida and Beatrice used to walk down the country road
about 3/4 of a mile to the schoolhouse and we played school, and then go over
to Aunt Susie's and Uncle Fred's to visit and enjoy their hospitality. Aunt Susie
was a large, warm, happy person. The farm help would come in and join the
girls in singing around the organ. We would pick berries and eat watermelon
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and I loved to pump the water from the well. I even let the girls talk me into
getting up on a horse - I felt like I was on top of a building! And boy, was I ever
scared sitting up on top!

When Mom and Dad came to take me home, they always enjoyed themselves,
drinking, dancing and singing

.

Mildred Dahl Stocker with horse “Nellie”
(Our Grandma Nellie was miffed that they named a horse Nellie)

Aunt Jenny gave Mom rhubarb to take home, but at the border the guard took
it away. Mama was so mad she said, "I bet he takes it home to eat!"

One day I was outside playing and Elenore joined me in playing a game of
jacks. As I was about to pick up the jacks I noticed a couple of coins in the
grass and showed it to Elenore. She talked me into giving her the "little one" (a
dime) and keeping the "big one" (a nickel). Sweet of her, I must say. Ha! Ha!

When Grandma Pauline Rehfeldt's sister Louise died, she left her $33,000.00.
Grandma divided the money among her children while she was still alive. She
wanted them to have it while they were younger and could really use it. She
said that she had often wished that her sister Louise would have shared some
of her wealth with her when she had the children at home and was in dire
straits and a few extra dollars would have meant so much to her. Dad
redecorated the house on Baldwin, built a new garage and bought a new Dodge
car. Too bad Mama didn't save her inheritance, because a very sad period in
Mom's life was about to unfold.

Elenore, Bill, Shorty and I loved to go to the show (De Luxe?) on a Friday night
to see Tom Mix and Hoot Gibson. Cowboy pictures were very popular in those
days. We would go to the movie maybe three times a week. Sometimes, Mama
said she didn't have the money and Bill would start whining till Mama couldn’t
stand it anymore and she would tell us to look for empty milk bottles to cash
in. She wanted a few hours of peace and quiet.
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Shorty was still very young and he would crawl under the seats looking for
candy or money. That was more fun for him than yucky love pictures with
John Gilbert and May Wray!

The movies in those days knew how to get you coming back week after week.
They never played a whole movie in one sitting! They would build the audience
up to a crescendo of anxiety over the fate of the damsel in distress. The movie
would then abruptly end at the most crucial moment and the lights would
come on. The message, come back next week to see how it turns out, would be
flashed to the audience. Of course you had to come back to see how the darn
thing ended! Then they would start another thriller and once again take you to
the edge of the cliff, then turn on the lights, to be continued next week. The
most famous of these and the most popular in my time was called the perils of
Pauline. She was a beautiful, vulnerable young woman who would be sought
out by some obnoxious villain who would try to do her in the most bizarre
manner. My favorite was when the villain kidnapped Pauline took her to the
railroad track and tied her to it. Pauline was tied fast to the track, and Pup,
you guessed it, the train then came right on schedule, barreling down on
Pauline, tooting its horn furiously! And naturally Pauline was watching the
train fast approaching and yelling her delicate little throat out for help! We
always had a piano player there for emotional effect, as these were silent
movies. The words would be captioned on the screen and the piano player
would play to develop your mood. The faster the train came, the more furious
the piano player would pound on the keys of the piano, and the faster the
audience's hearts would beat. And just when you couldn't bear the suspense
any longer, the lights would go on and you'd be told to come back next week.
Next week the hero would come along just in the nick of time, untie the ropes,
as the train would loom 25 feet tall over them, and pull Pauline out of harms
way just as the train went roaring past.

Amelia Posanski Dahl, Clara Dahl Fredrick & Ray Fredrick,
Minna Kaiser Dahl Henkel, Robert Henkel Jr., Celia Chapp Dahl,

George Dahl Sr. & Anna Dahl Galvin – 1942

Dad was gone quite often or had his half-brother Bob Henkel over to play
checkers. Or Aunt Clara, his sister, and her husband Ray Fredricks would
come over to play cards and listen to the phonograph records. Some of our
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unforgettable selections were: "Yes, We Have No Bananas", Eena was the
Queen of Palestina", "Carolina in the Morning", "Over the Waves", “It was
Midnight on the Ocean” and Caruso opera songs, etc.

I remember playing sandlot baseball with the neighborhood kids. They would
throw the bat and placing fingers upward on the bat, determine who got the
bottle cap and would thus choose first. I remember standing on the sidelines
watching all the kids get picked. At the very end of the pick I would invariably
still be standing there as yet unchosen. Then they would proceed to fight over
who got me on their team. They would say; "You take her, no you take her,” the
other would say. And so it would go. You can guess what kind of player I must
have been. (We know, mom, we played ball with you!)

Marie Dahl Bender – 1927

Mrs. Viola Roehm, our neighbor next door, used to come over with her
husband Fred and the grandmother. Mrs. Roehm played the grand piano and
they would sing along. Mama made a nice lunch afterwards. Mrs. Roehm was
a very nice woman, but very easy going with the 4 children and Mama's kids.
In the summer she would cook up corncobs and throw the cobs out the back
door for us kids to catch before they hit the bare ground.

I had good friends Ivy Hudson and Marie Roehm. Ivy lived 3 houses south from
ours. We went to school together and did our homework in the evenings. Ivy
had a brother George that loved to tease us. Ivy's mother was a very good
seamstress. She made Ivy's dresses for the new school year and eventually Ivy's
mother gave them to me because Ivy was getting taller and I was always small
for my age.

1924
I loved school, I used to get up early and dress and sit down in the upper hall
on Baldwin and put on my high top shoes, black stockings and a dress that
Mama took out of the side board buffet. Mama always took care to give each
one of us our clothes from that sideboard (buffet). Mama had our socks rolled
in neat rows in a drawer in the buffet, one row for each kid. 4 rows went one
way; one row went the other (horizontal and vertical).
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I would be in church (St. Charles Borromeo at St. Paul and Townsend) at 7:30
am. I loved being there in the silence of the church every morning and listening
to mass before school.

The nun let certain boys and girls watch the children to see if they acted up or
looked around while the Mass was going on. Well, this girl told the nun I wasn't
paying attention to the Mass. The nun called me up to the front of the class,
glared at me, and told me to open up my hand so she could strike me with her
ruler! I was mortified that she didn't believe me, I was a good kid and never
gave any trouble, especially in Church! I never forgot her.

I made my first Holy Communion in May 1921 at St. Charles Church. I was
dressed so pretty in my white dress, shoes, stockings and white gloves with a
white prayer book and rosary, in those days they had a large communion class
of children and we had our picture taken.

Then my confirmation day, Elenore and I were both confirmed together that
year in November 1924. We were both dressed the same - white dress, shoes,
stockings and a wreath in our hair. The ceremony was in the evening and I was
so excited and worried that the Bishop would call on me to recite prayers, but I
guess he called on the children who raised their hands. I think Mildred was my
sponsor.

Marie Dahl Bender & Elenore Dahl Mc Kinin

Elenore and Mildred started dating and my, oh my, they sure kept Mom and
Dad busy! Mildred would make dates with two boys for the same night and
then tell Mom to answer the door and tell the boy she didn't want to go out
with that she wasn't home!

And Mildred and her girlfriend would agree to go out with different boys, but
they always worried about how presentable the fellow would look when he
showed up for the date. This one fellow, his name was "Muxsie", an Italian
vegetable peddler about 18 years old. He was in love with Mildred and coaxed
her for a date. The night of the date Mildred and her girlfriend Agnes went
down to the corner and stood at the entrance of the alley watching for Muxsie
and his friend to come down the street one block away. When Mildred saw poor
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Muxsie dressed in what he thought was the best of fashions, a Bowler Derby,
white spats and tight pants, she turned to Agnes and said, "Do you want to go
out with Muxsie and his friend?" Agnes said, no, so Mildred and Agnes hid out
in the next block and let Mama do the explaining again at the front door.

Mildred had so many dates that Mom and Dad said she couldn't go out this
one night that she was to stay in and help Mom with the dishes. Mom told her
to take out the garbage, Mildred picked up the plate and spoon with the
garbage on it, went out the back door to the alley, and threw the garbage, plate
and spoon into the trash can, and went merrily along the way for an evening of
fun! She figured the fun was worth the punishment when she came home!

Another time Mom told Mildred to go up to her room, she was not to go out
that evening. After her hassle with Mildred, Mom went into the living room to
relax and be alone for awhile. Something caught Mom's eye and here was a
white sheet descending down the big bay window and a pair of legs and arms
holding onto the sheet and Mildred dangling till she hit the grass and took off
for another fun night.

1925

I always loved the holidays. Mama dressed us so nice for Easter. This
particular Easter Sunday afternoon, a nice warm sunny day, I was sitting on
the porch rail on 1763 Baldwin Ave. I was so pleased with my beautiful yellow
dress trimmed in red plaid braid and my hair was curled and I had new black
patent leather "Mary Jane" slippers and white socks. Boy, did I ever think I was
cute! So cute I didn't even pay attention to Elenore and Bill & Shorty how nice
they also were dressed.

Dad and Mom used to take us for a nice long drive after a good Sunday dinner.

The house on 1763 Baldwin Ave around 1925 was a home of happy memories.
When Mama moved in she put Dorothy's Teddy Bear on a small footstool in the
corner of the living room, and we children were not allowed in the living room
unless we had company, then we knew enough to be on our best behavior!

I remember Mama spending a whole afternoon every other week making "near
beer", root beer and peanut brittle candy for us kids. And Pa was busy upstairs
in the bathroom making bath tub gin. (It was prohibition days!)

We had the old-fashioned iceboxes that had to be filled just about every other
day and the melted water emptied every day. The iceman carried the big hunk
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of ice on his shoulder griped with long tongs. I wonder if they got arthritis later
on in their older years!

Dad had a friend from the Dodge Plant that needed help with drafting plans.
His name was Mr. Plath and he would bring along his wife to socialize with
Mama. Well, while Dad and Mr. Plath were busy in the kitchen, Mama and
Mrs. Plath stayed in the dining room that had a big base burner for heating the
rooms. Well, it would get so warm and Mrs. Plath would start to fall asleep,
her head would droop down and the hat she kept on her head had a big feather
and it was so funny, the feather kept bobbing up and down as she was nodding
her head!

Brother Bill and I used to pal around; we'd get up early on a Saturday morning
and take a long walk to Mt. Elliott Cemetery, about 3 miles from Baldwin down
Kercheval Avenue and the Grand Blvd. We played we were burying a treasure
and go back a week or so later to see if it was still there.

Then in the summer we would start off for Belle Isle. On the way we would
stop off at Jefferson and East Grand Blvd. There was a large church on the
corner that had vines growing up the side of the building. Us kids would climb
up the side of the building and then continue on our walk to Belle Isle, across
the Bridge and go to the Bathhouse. Of course we didn't have money most of
the time, so we would sneak in at the back of the building and go wading for a
couple of hours. Boy that felt so good after the long walk, but then we would
be so hungry that we wanted to get home quick. Sometimes we would hitch a
ride on a milk truck, one time there was a lumber truck and I grabbed onto a
piece of lumber, but I thought the lumber would come down on my head when
the truck turned to go into the lumber yard!

Dad would give us nice times also, he would take us to the Fisher Theatre on
the Boulevard. It was a gorgeous theatre in those days (1926?). They had
vaudeville and beautiful music, then we would come home and hear it all over
again on radio!

On the 4th of July, Dad bought a large bag of fire works, and after dark he
would sit on the front step and shoot off the fire works and then go for a nice
ride to cool off! To top off the holiday, we would have watermelon and a big
dish of ice cream! Sometimes he would tell us that if we wanted ice cream on a
Sunday evening we would have to take a physic "Sal Hepatica". Ugh, horrible
tasting stuff! (My Dad’s dad Fred Dahl died of an intestinal obstruction when
he was only 49 years old, so my dad, who was only 14 when his dad died, was
very worried about such an obstruction and so he felt that a physic would
prevent that from happening.)
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Also in the fall, Dad would come home in the early afternoon from Dodges (with
the company car) and take Mom for a ride and me too if I happened to be out of
school.

1926
November 12, 1926 Grandma Rehfeldt died of kidney failure (Bright's disease).
She was laid out on my 13th birthday. Mama felt so bad to hear that her
mother died, she was sick for quite awhile, Aunt Tillie would go and help take
care of her. She died of kidney failure – the undertaker said he took 100 lbs of
fluid off her. Grandma Rehfeldt was a good and gentle woman. She worked a
good many years after her husband Charles died, raising her large family of 8
living children, John, Tillie, Hattie, Elizabeth I, Nellie, William, Charles, and
Elizabeth II.

Pauline Brueckner Rehfeldt

I loved Halloween, so exciting, dressing up with anything I could find, most
likely my brother Bill's clothes. We started out about 6 p.m. and walked the
neighborhood with a large bag until about 8 p.m. Boy, was I ever tired and glad
to put the candy away after I had my fill and a tummy ache. We hated getting
apples! The next day, no school as it was a Holy Day in the Catholic School.
We'd go to mass and then back home to our candy and playing in the leaves!

Elenore and I used to go to the neighborhood theatre, they had Vaudeville acts
and I was lucky. I won a prize - a pair of silk stockings that Elenore would coax
me to give to her being that I wasn't yet interested in silk stockings.

Another time her and I went to see a scary movie and when we walked home
from the show we went right upstairs in our home on Baldwin. There was a
large bathroom, sometimes I could see next door; this window looked very dark
and dirty, and when I looked over I would see a very old man with a long,
graybeard, walking back and forth. He was the father of our next door
neighbor, Mr. La Pointe. His new bride wouldn't allow the old man downstairs
in her home. The very old man was senile, but still he appeared to be very
lonely up there all by himself.
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Well, anyway, back to the large bathroom. Elenore and I started to talk about
the scary picture we just saw, laughing and giggling and finally decided we had
better go to bed. Elenore crossed the hall to our front bedroom; leaned down to
take off her bedspread, when suddenly she let out a loud scream! There was a
body in the bed! It started to get up in the dark. Elenore yelled, ran to the
door, me beside her with my heart pounding like a trip hammer, and slammed
it, and held it shut with all her strength! The body pulled it open, and here it
was Dad! "What's all the noise about?", Dad said, "I just went up to take a
rest. So much for kids seeing a scary movie!

As I had mentioned earlier, Mom had always dressed us up so pretty for Easter
Sunday. Dad was an Engineer at Dodge's and made good money. We didn't
want for anything. On Easter Sunday I just loved looking for my Easter basket
and bunny.

Christmas was always delightful too, with the toys and my pretty baby dolls
and Aunt Celia Chapp Dahl, Frank's wife, playing Santa Claus for us kids.

1927

Mae Stocker, mother of George (Sonny) Stocker Jr.

Mrs. Mae Stocker and the doctor owned a cottage at Island Lake out Grand
River past Novi, Michigan. Every weekend in the summer Dad drove us to the
cottage with Mildred and Sonny. We had so much fun, Mildred would meet her
friends and one Saturday night they would go across the lake to a dance hall
and dance the evening away.
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Mildred Dahl Stocker 1927

On Sunday afternoon after I was through having fun in the lake with Elenore,
Bill and Shorty I would go upstairs to my room and listen to the carnival music
and the merry-go-round. It sure was a lot of fun there for us kids.

We went every weekend until the end of the summer, right into November. I
actually went swimming on my birthday, November 13th. I had good
circulation then!

It was a sad day indeed after Mrs. Stocker sold the cottage and Dad was gone.

Grandma Henkel was a dear soul, always wanting to help. She loved to sew for
the children, pants and shirts for the boys and dresses and coats for the girls.
She would suggest that Dad, whom she called "the Villie", bring home some car
material and she would sew me a coat and dress from material she had left.

The dress she made me was so old fashioned that I hated to wear it. One day
she came to visit us and she looked at me and said, "Nanu, Marie, why don't
you wear the dress I made you?" I said to grandma in front of my Dad, (I hated
to fib), "Oh Grandma, I'm saving it for Sundays!" She was satisfied then, and
began to talk to my Dad in German, which my mother really resented, as her
grasp of the German language was not so good. Dad spoke and understood
fluent German, as that was the language spoken in his home by his parents
when he was a child, and was also the language spoken in his Church, Sacred
Heart Church at 1000 Eliot St. in Detroit. My mom on the other hand, spoke
English in her home, her mom having come over from Germany when she was
3 years old and thus learning to speak English as a small child. Grandma
Henkel, however, came over to America when she was 19 and her husband
Fred was 35, and thus they never really got a good handle on the English
language. Grandma Henkel always spoke with a thick German accent, used
German phrases and prepositions, and gave our nouns a gender, such as "the
pickles, she shrink!"

Grandma Henkel, on her way into our house would walk between the houses to
enter by way of the back door. The neighbor kids would be playing between the
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houses. Grandma would approach the neighbor kid, grab his shirt, shake it up
and down, bringing attention to the missing button, saying, "The Clobber pins
(her word for safety pins), the Ma too lazy to sew the button on?" Ma would
just cringe with embarrassment for Mrs. Roehm, the neighbor whose kids it
was. Fortunately for mom, Mrs. Roehm just laughed it off!

Ma used to buy most of her groceries from the corner store at Baldwin and St.
Paul. Mr. ReBone owned the store. I used to play with his daughter, Louise.
Ma used to run up a tab there and then dad would pay up on payday. After
Dad left, Ma continued to run up a tab and when we moved out of Baldwin Ma
owed that man $100. I always felt so bad about this bill, and I always said I
wish I knew where Mr. Re Bone went to, as I would have loved to repay him the
$100 Ma owed him. He didn't make that much money and he had a family to
support. But Ma had no money to pay anyone in those days.

Ma always said as we were moving out of Baldwin that it was such a shame to
lose a house after making 9 years worth of payments on it. Ma only owed
another $1500 and the house would have been paid up. Pa stopped making the
payments in 1928.

Nellie & William Dahl in front of William’s car

Our doctor in those days was the doctor on the corner of Kercheval and
Baldwin, Dr. Lesperance. One day I was riding Bill's tricycle (Bill was the one
who had all the neat toys in our family) when suddenly the bike flipped
backwards, up into the air and landed on me. The bike cut my chin quite
badly. I went running home to my parents who took me to Dr Lesperance. He
decided that my chin needed a stitch in it. When he started to stitch my chin I
screamed bloody murder out of sheer fright. He got mad at all the yelling and
slapped me one.

When I think it over, he had his nerve to slap me, when I think of his kid, who
was in my class at school. His kid used to have the most God awful temper
tantrums, where he would stiffen up like a board and fall on the floor. I
remember the nun trying to pick him up off the floor and him so stiff.
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I can't remember my teachers in the first 5 grades in St. Charles Borromeo
anymore, but I do remember the others. My 6th grade teacher was Miss
O'Connor, the only lay teacher I had, but my favorite. She was such a nice
person!

In the 7th grade I had Sister Mary Angela. She wasn't wound too tight, and
ended up having a nervous breakdown over the boys in my class being out of
control. The more hysterical she got, the more unruly the boys got. She finally
had a nervous breakdown and they carted her away.

Our class got a reputation after that so in the 8th grade we got a real tough
cookie, Sister Mary Florence. She sure got those boys in control fast!

Ma used to do most of her clothes shopping at Crowley’s downtown. Her
furniture shopping she did mostly at Gardner-White.

One day my girlfriend, Marie Rupert and I stood around watching the boys on
our block box. Finally the boys turned to us and egged Marie and I on to have a
boxing match between us. We agreed to in fun. We lightheartedly jabbed a
little here and a little there. Next thing you know the jabbing got a little more
serious, then both of us got mad and lost our tempers and soon we were
slugging at each other in earnest! The boys stopped the fight at that point
before someone got hurt! Thus began and ended my short boxing career.

Mildred Dahl Stocker & George (Sonny) Stocker

Mildred fell in love with George "Sonny" Stocker at the age of 17 as she worked
at his mom's house and after a couple of years they married, on the 5th of
June 1929.

The reception was held at Grandma Henkel's house on Harding in Centerline,
Michigan. Dad was still at home on Baldwin for this ceremony. At the reception
Edna, a girl he had been dating, showed up. She learned from relatives that
Bill was Mildred's father. Edna was put out. She said, "Bill told me his niece
was getting married".
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1929

After Dad left Dodge Brothers Plant he moved to Syracuse, New York, and
rented a room in a boarding house on 633 Onondaga St. Dad took a new job at
Graham Paige in Syracuse, New York, because the Dodge plant in Detroit
closed up because of the depression.

Fred Meinke, Tillie Rehfeldt Nellie Rehfeldt Dahl, Tillie Rehfeldt
Meinke, Guy Fontaine, grandson Doench Meinke Vandervoort, Fred

Dad left Mama to cope with the financial problems and 4 children to support
and raise. Believe me, she was very frightened with no money coming in and
knowing that she couldn't even pay the mortgage balance of $900! Mama and
the children remained behind on 1763 Baldwin because Dad did not know
whether that job would last or not. Mama depended once again on her good
sister Tillie to help out. He took temporary housing in a boarding house until
he got on his feet. He wrote a letter to Elenore in July 1929, telling her how
lonely he was without Nellie and the kids.
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Mama went with Mildred, Sonny and us children to New York to visit Dad over
the weekend. When Mildred and Sonny were married a few months, Dad was in
Syracuse, New York, living in a boarding house on Barrett Street and they
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decided to take Mama and the kids to visit Dad. Mrs. Stocker and Sonny's
brother Kenneth came along too as did Mildred, Sonny, Ma, Elenore, Bill,
Shorty and me. Sonny's brother Bobby drove. We arrived at Dad's boarding
house and had a nice visit with dad. Elenore, when she thinks back on that
visit wonders if we really visited dad in his boarding house as the U.S. Census
shows many people living in that boarding house, but when we were there,
there simply wasn't that many people living there. We bade dad a fond farewell
at the end of the visit; never dreaming that this would be the last time any of
us would ever see him again! It was very sad for all of us, but not nearly as sad
as it would have been had we realized that this farewell was a final as death.
Little did we realize how soon all of our lives would be turned upside down.

Kenny & Robert Stocker, Sonny Stocker, William Frederick Dahl Sr.

Marie Dahl Bender in front of St. Charles Borromeo School
This is the door she entered to go to school.

I sure didn't know yet that I wouldn't be able to go back to school in the ninth
grade at St. Charles Borromeo, and would have to go to work as a nursemaid
for children instead. Dad asked Mildred and Sonny to move to New York and
live close by to him. But Sonny wasn't working in those days and he was living
with his parents, Dr. George and Mae Stocker, so he didn't dare to venture out
on his own yet. On our way back from our visit with Dad we stopped and had
a picnic in the Adirondack Mountains and then we stopped in Niagara Falls.
I'm sure Ma thought back to her last visit to Niagara Falls as a young bride
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with much less cares on her shoulders than she had now. This is precisely the
reason Ma did not want to marry so early – she didn't want so many kids and
so much responsibility. Ma realized that a later marriage would mean fewer
kids and a better financial and emotional start in life.

Pa did not see it that way. After Dad left, Mildred and Sonny made some
inquiries in Syracuse. They found out that Dad had left his job for Hudson
Motor Car Company and had briefly worked for another car company in the
area. No one had a forwarding address for Bill.

Virginia & John Dale, in background,
Marianne Mc Kinin De Maria & Elenore Dahl Mc Kinin

Years later one of the grandchildren, John Dale inquired about Dad to the
Social Security Administration. They learned that no Bill Dahl with Dad's birth
date ever collected Social Security. John then made inquiry to the FBI. They
said he was checking passport files just in the nick of time, as they were about
to destroy these records. After a thorough check they told him that no William
Frederick Dahl born April 6, 1886 had ever applied for a passport. In all
probability he never went to Russia as he would have had to apply for that job
in his own name and he probably needed references from Dodge. John is
presently checking in the Syracuse, New York area and he has found a Willie
Dahl who bought a gas station in 1928, the year my dad started being missing
from home a lot. This Willie had a son William who died in the 1980's when he
was 53, and there is now a grandson William living nearby. John thinks this
may well be the right William Dahl family. We will be checking into this further
in the near future. We will also be checking his Knights of Columbus records
with Sacred Heart Church in Detroit. We never saw Dad again after that visit.
He simply disappeared. He left Graham Paige and the boarding house and was
never heard or seen from again.

We heard from Aunt Anna Dahl Galvin, his sister, that Grandma Henkel, his
mother, had hired a private detective to try and find him, with no luck. Aunt
Anna also said that when the Second World War broke out that Grandma
Henkel wrote to the Armed Forces and asked if they had a soldier by the name
of William Frederick Dahl, born 5th of April 1886. They did not. She later
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checked with the Social Security Administration, also with no results. Bill had
apparently vanished without a trace. Uncle George's daughter, Virginia, stated
that she had overheard her Dad tell someone in his saloon that his brother was
going to Gorky, Russia with a contingent of Ford Motor Company engineers to
open a plant there. Amelia, George's wife, swore that George was in contact
with his brother after his disappearance and she tried everywhere possible to
find him out. She accused him of getting letters that she never saw, and talking
on the phone in secret and hanging up when the family got too nosy. George
told them they were imagining things.

Amelia Dahl, Clara Dahl Fredrick, Ray Fredrick,
Minna Henkel, Bob Henkel, Celia Dahl, George Dahl,

Aunt Anna Dahl Galvin

Clara Dahl Fredrick, Bill's other sister, died in 1968 and her husband Ray
remarried an old girlfriend of Clara's from way back. Clara's girlfriend told my
daughter Sandy that she had met only one of Clara's brothers, a man with a
mouth deformity from a botched mastoid operation. She said that he was at
Clara's house on Savannah in Highland Park with a pretty woman a little
younger than he was from Florida. Whether this was my dad or not is not
possible to prove anymore as she saw him in 1930 and would certainly not
remember him.

Dad's car sat in front of the house on Baldwin while Dad was in New York. One
day in the middle of the night after Dad had disappeared, his car disappeared
too. We often wondered if the car was stolen, repossessed, or if Dad came and
took it.


