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These and many more were the tasks which I performed for
grandfather and often my mind reaches back to those days and

I am glad that I tried to be considerate to him. BEven in his
advanced years, he continued to take interest in those about
him, On August 2, 1921 I was married and a year later, he saw
my first born son, Norman, his great grandson of which he had
many .

After our marriage, we moved into the E. Brans house
across the road from the Lincoln Graded School where I was
teaching. One winter day an incident occurred which I shall
relate. @randfather decided to visit at my uncle Matt's
house} He took a short cut across ‘the field, slipped on the

“1ceﬁénd fell down.i_bue to an injuryrhé'was-unabla-to staﬁd |
_;upign§ dragged himself to. a fenéepﬁstgwhereyhe finally was.
;f ab1e:to‘get himself on his feét..vnuring~thé-fecess period,

T happened to look ocut of the sbhool window and’ saw him waving. '
I quickly ran to his aid ahd he told me what had happened. He
thought.hisfhip was broken. Being unable to be of immediate
help, I ran to the Peter Andre farm where a horse and cutter
" was obtained and Wallace Andre brought him to uncle Matt's
house. That evening father and I went to see grandfather.

What he thought was a broken hip was merely an injury and

after several days, father was able to take him hom.e.E Grahd-
father was now 93 years old and although in good health ”
considering his age, he confined himself to his room and
ventured out only in favorable weather, His eyesight, although
quite good, failed him to the extent that he could not read the
fine print in his newspaper and perhaps because of his age,

he lost interest in reading, However, his mind was good and

——
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during the next two years I visited him whenever 1 came
home, He often caressed and played with my little son,
Norman, now ﬁwo years old. He was no trouble to anyone,
Being now just in his 95th year of life, it was my

hope that grandfather would become a centenarian and it
looked like he would but, &las, my hopes were illusionary.
One day when coming home from Algoma where I went for school
supplies, I stopped to see my father who was a semi-invalid
from illness., My mother informed me that grandfather was
sick and had lost hie appetite. We.called‘Dr. Kersacher,
who diagnosed his illiness due to old age. We were informed
that he could get well but that he might pass away anytime,
On August 19, 192&, I ‘was busy preparing for the opening |
.of the Roosevelt School in Misiere.- The telephone rang.‘iItc
wae'my mother calllng to inform me that grandfather had )
passed away in his sleep at ten o clock that forenoon.' It
was a piece of news that I could hardly believe. I had known
grandfather so well and had been-att&ched_so c¢losely to him,
it seemed as if he would live forever. |

| I hurried homeward and as I walked into his room I saw
the form of the lifeless o0ld pioneer on his couch, My father
took his passing teerfully and it was the first time in my
life that I saw him shed tears. I could easily understand
the thoughts that were in his mind., Afflicted with an
incurasble anemia, he perhaps envisioned himself in a similar
circumstance and if such were his thoughts, he was correct,
Nine months later, he followed his father to the grave.

I had much admiration for the old pionser, To me he

was the symbol of the rank and file of those early settlers

—
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who made our country, I was thankful that the Creatgr gave

him the courage and fortitude to break away from peasantry
and immigrate to a land of opportunity. Without that
indomitable spirit with which he was endowed, I, too, might
have béen a peasant's son in Bohemia. It was'he, who made
it possible for me to enjoy the bleasings of liberty, freedom
and all of the other good things which are synonymous with
that word, "America." Then and there I considered them gifts
for which I was ﬁhankfula

My father was not able to be of help, therefore it fell
" upon me to make funeral arrangemenfs.. My first act that
afterncon was to call for uncle Matbt. I brought him home
where he ‘stood beside his father for several minutes, saying
' ﬂéthing. :Saying nothing, did*I*éayﬁﬂ'His féce-3poke.what
was in hié mind. Here was a-sonawhoxlab&réd with his father :
- when‘thej‘grubﬁed the s@il among -the stumps on the pioneer . .
~ farm, Héfe was a son who was ever.deVbtéd to his father
throughout his 1life and his passing was a3 distinct loss to
him. But he knew it could not be . otherwise.

After a brief stay, uncle Matt and I drove to Algonma
in my Chevrolet touring car to purchase the caskét. As we
entered the Schubich establishment, uncle Matt turned to me
suddenly and said, "Mattie, you pick out the casket-- you .
understand that better than I do," Assuring him that I
would, he seemed to be relieved from performing this task
for one who was so close to his own flesh and blood.
Examining several, I finally picked out a black one with
satin lining, cost $185, a rather expensive one for grand-
father's means but I thought the o0ld pioneer should have

the best that could be afforded. On our way home.unecle Matt
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told me much of grandfather's early life after I gradually
turned the conversation to that interesting subject.
Relatives and friends gathered at our house for
the wake and at his death, grandfather hardly looked
his nearly 96 years of age. I thought it fitting that
sii grandsons act as his pallbearers; they were Steve,
Joseph and John Tlachae, Anton and John Koss and myself.
My father was too ill to attend the funeral and stayed
home in the company of Mrs. Nowak who cared for his needse.
We carried the casket to the long black motor hearse and
_as the funeral started out for the Rosiere church, it
seemed to me like yesterday since I saw a similar sight
 when grandmother-passed'away, although it was 13 years
béfore; "f“;:.f' _ .Hi T | | |
| Foilowing chﬁrch services by the Rev. C.J. Smits,
- we'c;ffied the pionéer to his final‘reétiﬁg-plaée'besidéz“"
'that of-graﬁdmothef. Andther ﬁiOHeer.Was gone, On a
Véimple'tombstone can beiéééh'the fﬁllowing inécriptioh' _
in Bohemian, "Mathias Tléchac, Narozen 19 Ledna 1829. |
Zemrel 19 Srpna, 1924." "Marie, Zena Mathias Tlachac,
Narozen 2, Ledna 1832, Zemrella l, Srpna, 1911. Nechete
duse jej odpociva v pokoje." This simple epitaph
translated reads: "Mathias Tlachac, born Jan. 19, 1829,
Died August 19, 1924. Mary, wife of Mathias Tlachac,
born January 2h, 1832. Died Aug. L4, 1911, Let her soul

rest in Peace, "
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CHAPTER 15
THE PIONEER'S SON
This book would not be complete without adding a

chapter about the life of my uncle Mathias and his family.
He was my sponsor at baptism and my namesake which made
ﬁim my favorite uncle., I have always admired him for his
kindness, his prudence and generosity of heart., Let anyone
in need ask for a favor and he was never turned away from
his door. He was in every sense, a "Pioneer's Son." Born
of humble parentage in Cep on January 29, 1855, he was a
‘1éd barely five years old when hé.felt the breezes of the
salty Atlantic as he made the journey to America with his

;. mother.

Life for him in Gooperstown wag uneventful as he was

.only a child. Then as a boy nine years old he found. hlmself ;hﬁ”T

.1n Brussels town where at that early age he took a man' 3
place beside his father in helping toicapve ouf a hqme
.andufarm from the.wiiderness. Herefthé-bay wiélded the
aﬁé and grub hoe as théy felled the treés_and dug out

the stumps to make a clearing. It was he who guided the
oxen, helped to cut the grain with a cradle, bind it into
bundles and help to thresh it with a flail., Many a lad
would have flinched from these hard tasks but not my uncle
Matt., His sense of duty to his parents remained with him
throughout his life, When he was sixteen years old he
journeyed to the little shingle mill in Williamsville in
Door County where he spent one winter as a "lumberjack"
returning to the farm in the spring. This was just a few
months prior to the M"Big Fire"™ in 1871. ﬁ

At the age of 28 years he married Catherine Eies, a
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kindly girl, who for some time previous had worked as a
hired girl in Chicago. This event took place on November
20, 1883 at st. Mary's Church in Ahnapee and they were
marriediby Pather Cipin. My father, then a boy twelve
years old, was not in attendance at the wedding, having
stayed home to care for the farm while the other members
- of the family were away. The newly-weds lived with my
grandparents for perhaps a year when my cousin Emily was
born on September 18, 188l4. Then they moved to their firast
home on the Nejedlo farm which grandfather puréhased sﬁortly‘
B before; A second child, Mary, was born tharé.in the log
house whlch sti1l stands and is in a remarkable good state
' of preservation con31dering its hundred. years of ex1stence.

Two- years were spent on this farm but as the land was';
beifgcleared my uncle Matt found.lt;qulte-rgcky(and not
to his 1iking."In the town df.Lincoln lived a family which
if my memory serves me corréctly was named Gillis. Their .
80 acre farm was forrsale, the soil waa deeper although
it was almost all covered with forest and underbrush. My
uncle Matt thought the possibility seemed more assuring
so he persuaded my grandfather to let him purchase the farm
for $1,200. G@Grandfather consented to the purchase and the
deal was consumated. Uncle Matt became the new ownefiof
the land. Then preparations were made to move into their
new home, Household goods were packed into a wagon and
everything was in readiness., Seated on the wagon with their
parents were my cousins, Eﬁily, a child of three, and Mary,
a baby of eight months, I can best describe the moving in

Fmily's own words taken from a letter which she wrote to me
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on February 10, 1956. She said, "When they moved to my

present home I was three years old but how well I remember

that moving day-- a cold, dark December day about a week

and a half before Christmas. There was no snow but flakes

were sailing through the aky and the ground was frozen hard.
And the house we moved into-- disorder all over., The family
that moved out had three boys., It consisted of 80 acres with
very little of that cleared and the buildings were a few

log shacks in poor repair. As they didn't have much money,

for a down payment, they had to give a mortgage on the rest
'and paid ten percent 1nterest on that. But mother used to
say they were contented and happy in splte of hard times

| because they were worklng on a place of thelr very OWN.. .ﬁA;
?hbeautiful descriptlon comlng from the daughter of: the ploneer's
”son. | | . : R T S S . P
o My uncle Mathlas and aunt Patherlne saw hard timea as -
they deweloped their farm throughoux the years but thelr mode
of 11fe may well gserve as a model, with a demonstration of
good will, patience, enduring courage and above 811 h onesty.
There was always something alluring to us children when fathér
said we were going to uncle Matt's, As a lad, I vividly
recall the old log barn where we played while our parents
visited., It was replaced by the present frame strncture in
190, And the old log house, how neat and clean annt
Catherine kept it, When seated in the large living room, my
curiosity was often aroused as I looked up on the ceiling

and saw the large ornamental circle in the plaster. I thought

it was quite artistic. Then aunt would pass around poppy
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seed kolatches and how good they tasted as we sank our

teeth into them, They were saponsors for all of us children;
I was the first to be baptized on February 16, 1898 when I
was six days old and their thirteenth and last trip was made
at the baptism of my sister Rita. All those incidents are
but memories and like countless others before them; they
have bowed out to Father Time.

And what of their children? This chepter would be
incomplete without mentioning them., The first one ia Emlly,
the oldest one. To many, noﬁ in that position it is some-
what difficult to understand what the term, "oldest of the
family" means. I can speak from experience. As such, one
- learns very .early:in l1ife to become useful.. .Usually younger

.children are left to your care so that actually you are. .

., elther father or mother to them while the ‘parents .are about .. = .

- their daily task. You learn. to .share withrthem; help to teach. -
- them right from wrong. You sometimes get.lessthan others .
in the family because at that time the parents are usually
getting a start. You practice thrift with them and contri-
bute in many other ways. In this same manner my cousin,
Emily helped out and attended school whenever the chance
prevailed. She is intelligent, well-read and an interesting
conversationalist., I have known her for fifty years and ﬁgve
yet to hear her speak an unkind word about anyone. Through
the medium of this book, I wish her everything that is good
in life,

The second child is Mary but unfortunately I know less
about her early life than I would desire. I remember her as

a quiet good natured girl and one who inherited mény of the good

o
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qualities of her paternal grandmother. She was born on March
15, 1887, married when twenty years old and is the mother of
two fine children, Libbie and Stephen. |

Anna was born on March 13, 1891 and was the third child
of the family but unfortunately lived a short life and
péssed away at the age of nineteen years, She, too, had a
quiet unassuming character and disposition, quslities admired
by many. Her passing was a distinct loss. I was a pallbsarer
at her funeral.

Now comes Steve, the baby of the family, date of birth
April 5, 189k, I could write a chapter about him; he is -
four years my senior but throughout our lives it seems we
had mach in common. A deep thinker with convictions of his
“own, a great reader, & good conversationalist,:'a. lover of - - “u.. :
‘Sports and misic and a great hunter, these qualities made .
" him en outstanding -figure in the. community. I‘;ent'to.schoolr--.*
with ‘Steve ' and how well I can recall those days,  He was
- what we ccommonly call, "good in school." Arithmetic and
history were mere playthings for him; in these he stood
at the head of his class. Indians and Indian tales were a
favorite of his and might the assighnment be on "Chief Rain-in-
the-Face,” or "Chief Blackfeet," Steve was sure to come out
with something or other no classmate knew or thought of. ;

Then there were our hunting days --- and how we loved those.
As a2 boy he started out with an air rifle, and when he
graduated into the shot gun class, the air rifle passed along
to me. He had an exceedingly keen hunter's eye and when the
fall season came he knew where the rabbit population was

the thickest. Then on Sunday morning our hunting expeditions

—
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started, There were Joseph and William Tlachae, Walter,
Frank Holub, myself and sometimes others. Guns were oiléd,
shells readied, some sandwiches packed and carried in a
jacket pocket as we started out for the woods behind his
hunting dog, Fannie. Sometimes soon after we reached the
edge of the woods, PFannie gave a squeak, then a long howl
and the hunt was on! The hunters scattered like dry leaves
in the wind, each to some advantageous place, some on a
knoll, some perhaps on a stump while others squatted down
to obtain a better view through the thick underbrush. As
the dog's bark became fainter and fainter we knew that this
time it was a jack rabbit for it is characteristic of them
éorbe far.ahead of the dog and travel din-a large circle..

‘Thén the -dog's bark faded away entirely but we were not -

v disappointed for we were well -aware: of-Mr. Jack- Rabbit's

tricks. Silently every hunger waited,fthenfromifar off came -
a faint bark. ‘Mr. Rabbit was on his way back to the place
of beginning. Louder and louder the bark became and this
was the most tense moment of all for the hunters., Everyone
stood very quietly scanning every opening in the brush,

then suddenly a "bang" resounded in the woods. "Did you
get him, Steve?" someone shouted. "Wait," said Steve,

then seconds later, another "bang." "I got himl" shouted
Steve. Another rabbit flipped his tail and kicked up his
heels for the last time. Then followed the usual conference
when hunters gathered together to learn the final details.,
Came Fannie, panting for breath; the rabbit was picked up
and she was allowed a sniff, then perhaps a pét on her

head and a few strokes on her back as her reward for a

——

chaze well done.
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Again the party broke up and perhaps a few minutes
later another rabbit was running for his life. By this
time noon was at hand and the pangs of hunger manifested
themselves., Sandwiches were drawn out of the pocket, two
or three bites and they disappeared like magiec. Thirst
was quenched by a brook, a few minutes rest and the hunters
were ready for more fun. E#ening came before anyone realized
its approach. Thentegan the homeward journey, gun on
shoulder, game tied to a string which was slung over the
shoulder and the tired but happy hunters bid each other .
"goodnight" and departed for home. - Happy memories, these

areg.

A keen ear for music soon made Steve in demand through- = = .

“out thé'doﬁﬁunity as a fiddler. He atarteé~his;fiddlingff-_
" when about"tﬁélveﬁyears 0ld and kept it up most of his -
“1ife. He loved music. His first violin was a hand-me-down -
from my father and as he progressed and showed aptitude
"for fiddling, his parents purchased him a good violin.
Constant practice made him a proficient fiddler and such
difficult pieces as Devils Dream were played like a
professionalist with Emily chording on the piano, I can
stiil hear them.

Amusements, in those days did not extend much beyond ;
the boundaries of the community. Chiefly, among these
Wwere the house parties and they were much fun. We had many
of them at our house during my boyhood days and many times
they came as a complete surprise and were called "surprise
parties" to celebrate a birthday or wedding anniversary.

Priends and relatives came from afar to these houée parties.

-
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They came by horse and buggy sometimes by bicycle to which
was attached a carblde light, while others came on foot.

In winter they came by sled or.cutters. What a thrill to
be snugly cuddled in the bottom of a sleigh box that was
thickly bedded with fresh straw. The creaking and squeaking
of the sled runners as they slid over the hard crusted

snow told of a cold night. Sleigh bells poured forth their
jingle that could be heard for miles through the still
frosty air that was lighted by a full moon which hung in
the sky like a silver ball. Occasional laughter and shouts
.pierced the stillness of the air as we rode on.

Asisoon as theiguests were assembled, the hat was. -
‘passgq ipto jhich each man dropped a .coin. -Then'soméone-
_wgs_@js?a?chcd to theﬁubqu saloqngﬁor a@”qpub1e header"” -
:qf_bgep:whiqh, in those days, cost $1.§0;_"When'hé_ﬁet@rnsd,_
it was set on a chair in the corner of the roqm}~some one
drove into itza wooden spigqfhor beer pump and the first
glasa.of the fluid was thrown awsy but none after that.
Everything was in readiness; the room was cleared, chairs
set along the wall and the festivities were about to begin.

Then came the musicians, Steve the leader with my
uncle Fred Andre to play second fiddle. They were seated
in a corner of the room. First the violins were carefulli
lifted from their cases, strings hastily pitched with the
thumb. Then the bow as rosined, drawn over the strings to
make sure they were in tune and if not, adjustments were
made, Then they set many feet into motion dancing to such
tunes as "Blue Eyed Waltz," "Clarinet Polka," PRed Wing,"
"Kido," and others., Sometimes my uncle Fred played the

accompaniment on the big bass viol that took up ﬁ;arly a
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whole corner of the room, How its rich, deep and resonant
tones blended with those sweet atrains coming out of Steve'ls
. violin. There were waitzes, two steps and quadrilles with
Désire Erans doing the calling over the shuffle of shoe
leather on the floor. "pAlemande left, alemande right;
Swing your partner with all your might!"™ Between dances,
there was more of this amber fluid to satisfy thirsts created
by this activity and to bring a glasa of foaming beer to the
muscians was looked upon as something of an honor.

Before it was reélized, midnight was at hand. Heaping
platters of kolatches or sandwiches brought by the women
were passed around among'the hungry_gﬁests,‘ More glasses
of the'foaMing:aMber fluid were consumed- and by this time
gome of_tﬁé'méﬁ madé_éltripfbutside to ségﬁiﬂgﬁhe moon -and.
stars Wereﬁshihing;  Whéh they returnedQéhby Sepmeﬂ't§ be .. -
‘relieved_Of'ﬂome discomfort and-wera-ready;for;mbré‘dancing-gy;
There was more fiddling with increased zest and Steve's .
nimble.fingers picked the keyboard like a professionsl .
Some times sleep was just behind their eyeballs but the musiec
went on. About this time some were seeing things where they
were not and therse was merriment everywhere. Then, perhaps,
some old Bohemian would start out with a song and was stuek
before he hardly sang the first line like "Kde Je Muy Domov,"
meaning, "Where Is My Home?"

Strains of "Home Sweet Home" told that the party was
over, horses were hitched and homeward they went sometimes
to the twitter of the morning birds and already the first
rays of the morning were dimly visible in the eastern

horizon., Perhaps many were sleepy-eyed or wore a hang-over
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headache, the next day. But, who cared; these physical
discomforts were far outwelghéd by the merriment that
was enjoyed the night before.

Years have passed by and with them has faded away the
0ld time house parties. They were the medium through which
was provided wholesome amusement and they promoted friendship
and good will in the community. To the younger generation
of this age, they have lndeed missed a grand form of recreation
and théy are fond memories to those of us who attended them.
Many‘éf those who enjoyed themselves at this simple form of
amusement are numbefed among the departed. Perhaps, never
again;‘will Steve play lively music on his violin for an

. "old ‘time house party!"

SN
FINIS
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CONCLUSION

This completes the story of the life of my grand-
parents which is interwoven with paternal and community
history, As I reread the story, the lack of culture
necessary for writing a thesis of this kind is clearly
evident to me and it is written in much simplicity as
only an amateur knows. This handlicap has constituted
&n obstacle in my effort to express my thoughts fluently
and in appropriate phraseology, such as a reader might
expect,

When I set upon writing this book, little did I
realize the time and effort it would involve to make ‘it
83 interesating and authentic as possible, The planning,
outlining, organizing, research, correspondsnce, .compiling
data, manuscript work and other associated achs, required
mueh ef my spare time during the past two years. By -
- co-incidance, and ‘to my satisfaction and desire thls

volume hasbeen completed on the one hundredth anniversary-‘ .

of .the arrival of grandfather to. America in 1856

It is my hope.that readers will find this*book.intoré‘
- esting and informative. It will compensate to a large
degree, for the time and effort expended "in writing it.
I found it interesting work as well as educational,

To those of us who are thelr descendants, it is good:
to reeall to our mind the struggle and hardships endured
by our grandparents, the fruits of which we are their
direct beneficlaries in the way of a more abundant life
then they ever knew. Although, like the rank and file of
other early settlers, our grandparents did not have any
formal education, they had other basic qualities which
helped to lay the foundation to make America great. The
early settlers who braved the dangers of frontier life,
felled the trees, broke the land, bullt homes, schools
and churches, played an integral part in the development
of the community and nation, although they did not realize
it. It is for us to preserve for posterity the heritage
which is ours to enjoy.

E e
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son, Joseph b.1819 .

died 1837, drefted
into German army,
killed in battle

NOTE:

Bartholome ] Tlachac {Tlachatsch)
(Bartholomew) b.Ll792,
{alse known as Bartol, or Lopatarz for

his shovel making,

%*

son, Jacob
unmarried
served in army
died in sarly
twenties

A1l dates substantiested

by certificates, census data,
or Chicago directory data.

S.M.Audri

NOTE: A1l of Martin (Jan)ts family

APy At b A g e

Joseph Tlachac » wed 7

3

.
%

d. 1867

wed

Theressa

became blind in 18L7.)

children

aon, Mathias
b.1829 Cep :
(to Chicago,1856,
later Cooperstown,
to Rosiere, 186hL)
d. 1924
wed Maryann Hadac,
Cep. b.1832,d.1911
emipgrated America,
1859.
parents, Jacob Hadac;
Anna Vanecek Hadac;
grandparents,
Jossph Vanecek;
Marianna Ramus
{children)
Mathias,b.1l855%
Cep, Bohemla
Kristina, b.1861
Cooperstown,Wl
Frank, b.lBé}
Cooperstown,WI

son,Martin,
also knownh

as Jan,(John)
b.18L.0
emigrated

to Chicago,
1867, (Lived:
on Mathiaa
Tlachac farm
in Rosiers,
1868-1869)

d. 1892

ved Katherine

"Korbell, b,

18L2, Cep,
d.1917, Chicago

LI

kG

S
Dy

(children)
#Josef,( Joseph)
b. 1868 d.,1889

#John b.1869,d.1922
wed Antonia Vavra,

d,1951
.children:

Cadka,
Procop Cadka,

daughter,

dauvghter of
She died-1837.

i

W

Anna
b.18Ll d.191L
went to Chicago,
1877, married a
widower, Jacob
Bumba, who had
3 sons: Pat,
Mike, Frank and
1 daughter, Mary.
Anna ia buried in
the Konicek lot--

~her daughter's

married name--5St.
Adalbert Cemetery
Niles, Ill.

unmarked grave.

Magdalene,b,1865
Rosisre, WI '
John, b.1868
Rosiere ,WI
Stephan b.1871
Rosiere ,WI

Frankie (wed Mary)

Sylvia{wed Otto

, both deceased)
Lillian (wed Frank

Kovarik)
Rose

{wed Geo. Pinta)

*Marie b,1879 4.1898

HGEH”Frank Vavra

daughter Bozenka (Bessie)

. b.1898 d
deward b.

1%37 d.1951

NOTB Martin's wido widow, Katherine,

married her

deovmhitan Moniate widmtead husbhand, Frank Vavra,





