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			Editor’s Note
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			I have possessed a photocopy of Herman Wilk’s typewritten memoir for many years, passed on to me by my father. It is the only written document of which I am aware, that recounts the story of this part of the Wilk family. It was apparently transcribed at some point in time from an oral history taken by the American Jewish Committee in 1938.

			This memoir will be useful and interesting for any member of the Wilk family who wants to learn about our history in the period 1860–1930. It may also be interesting to scholars studying Jewish Litvak immigration and their lives in “the old country” and their early years in America, struggling to become acculturated and successful in their new home, the promised land of democracy and opportunity.

			Herman and his younger brother, Morris, my great-grandfather, were from a small town in Lithuania called Jurbarkas.* In the 1870s and 1880s, Lithuania was ruled by Russia, and Jews were frequently persecuted.

			After their mother died, Herman and Morris’s father remarried and moved to Tilsit, Germany. Having left Lithuania to escape being drafted into the Russian army, Herman and Morris went to Tilsit, but were not welcomed there by their new stepmother and father. They then decided to emigrate to America, and thus began their journey to the fabled New World, where Morris’s twin brother Isadore and several cousins had already relocated. This memoir tells that story.

			In order to share this document with family members, I scanned the photocopy and ran it through an OCR program to produce an editable document. I then went through the manuscript to make the many corrections that resulted from the scan of a poor original, and while doing so, I took the liberty to correct spelling and some of the most painful grammatical errors. 

			I tried to keep the manuscript in the original words of Uncle Herman as much as possible. He grew up speaking Yiddish and Russian and of course, Hebrew. His English was not his first language and the original document is much more difficult to read through than the version presented here. I was lucky to have some assistance with Yiddish and Hebrew terms and spellings from members of the Solomon family. 

			Because of their idiosyncratic spellings, proper names and place names found in the original are difficult to be sure of. I left many of them as they are in the original. There are doubtless some errors remaining here, and possibly some new ones introduced by my efforts, for which I apologize to the reader. I do hope that Herman’s memoir will help Wilk family members understand where we came from and how we got to where we are today. This memoir tells us much about the beginnings of our modern stories.

			David Wilk

			December 2020

			

			
				
					* Alternate names: Jurbarkas [Lith], Yurburg [Yid, Rus], Georgenburg [Ger], Jurbarka [Latv], Jurbork [Pol], Jurgenburg, Jurborg, Jurburg, Yorburg, Yorvorig, Yurbarkas

					Region: Kovno (source: jewishgen.org)
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Herman Wilk


			Born: December 25, 1860

			Died: February 7, 1947
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			Henrietta Alban Wilk

			Born: July 25, 1871

			Died: October 1, 1961
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December 7, 1938

			Tucson, Arizona 

			Our Genealogy
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			Our paternal grandfather, Elchonon Wilk, and our paternal grandmother Chaya, resided in Jurburkas, now Lithuania, formerly Russia. Their sons and daughters: the sons included the eldest, Eliezer Berzig and Aaron Joseph, the daughters were Etta and Dina.

			The sons of Eliezer, Hyman and Moritz emigrated to the United States in or about 1870.

			Hyman begot one son Louis residing now in New York and a daughter Lena of Cleveland, Ohio. 

			Hyman died in 1884. Moritz begot two sons and two daughters. Both sons died in their early youth, the older one died of weak lungs and the younger one was shell-shocked during the World War and on his arrival home, sick and despondent, took his own life. The two daughters, Mrs. Lowenstein, who resides with her mother in Memphis, her husband died from the war effects. The second daughter, Madeline Fist is married and also lives in Memphis. She had no natural children, so they adopted two.

			Berzig lived in Jurburkas and died in the same place of a ripe old age; they raised one son Jonah who lived in Sodargen, Poland across the River Nieman about five miles from Jurburkas. He was considered a well-to-do man, but very egotistic — he had three daughters, Genashe, Matle, and Chaya. Of the first two I have no record. Chaya is still living and resides in Jurburkas. She must now be a woman about 85-years-old. She is a widow and lives with her daughter Ida Friedland, to whom I am sending twice a year some money to relieve their destitution; and I wish that my heirs will continue to help her occasionally.
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			Now our own family
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			My parents raised four sons and one daughter — Elchomore, Chaim Yitzchak, Moshe Leib, and Eliezer and our sister, Tanke. Father’s marriage to his second wife produced three sons — Max, Wolf and Frank. I married a beautiful girl from a good family — Henriette Alban. To this union was born two children, a son Mortimer, whose real name is Moses, and a daughter Angeline Josephine, whose Jewish name is Ashne Yocheved after our father Aaron Joseph. Mortimer married out of his fold, but she is a God-fearing woman and closely devoted to us; they have one beautiful daughter, Karen. I know she will be a good Jewess. Our daughter is married to a devoted Jew, Felix Moses, and they are blessed with two sons — Leonard and Charles — their training is thoroughly Jewish.

			Chaim Yitzchak — his first wife Helene Werbelowsky, a beautiful woman. They have three children, two sons and one daughter: Benjamin, Henry and Harriet. Benjamin is a successful businessman, married and has one daughter and one son, both are beautiful children. Henry died in 1911 at the age of 19. He was a fine young man in the same month she died while still a very young woman. Their daughter Harriet married a Mr. Tarrson but had no children. They adopted a baby girl who was six months old at the time. She is now a young woman and very promising.

			Moses Leib married a cousin, Miss Pearl Bresky, they raised five sons and two daughters:

			Jacob who married Eva Zalk, a gifted young lady. They raised two daughters and one son. Harry married a talented girl, a Miss Jane Brown, no children. Benjamin married Bess Tishman a bright girl. They raised two gifted daughters who are still at school. Ralph married a young lady, and they have a son who at the age of three want to be called Mr. Wilk. Theodore is still single, so are the two girls, Ethel and Josephine, who are not marriage inclined. 

			Brother Louis married a fine girl Etka. They have one son Reno who married a Miss Talow and raised one son and one daughter, and a daughter Lucille who married Mr. Rosenstein a gifted young man and raised two handsome children, a boy and a girl. Our sister was married to a Mr. Louis Silverstone who raised two sons Seymour and Myron and one daughter Juliet, none of them married.
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			Now our maternal family
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			Our maternal grandparents raised four sons and four daughters.

			Joseph married Ethel, they raised four sons and three daughters. Their oldest son Shlomo Aaron resided in Erzwelik and is married to a young lady Slove Gosos. They had both sons and daughters, but I know of only one daughter who resides now in Los Angeles, Mrs. Gidlowitz. Max, who received a high education, married, but died when a young man. Elchomore was deaf and dumb, how long he lived I don’t know; Fitzchak, he emigrated to the U.S. while a young boy; his whereabouts I don’t know. The daughters: Chaya Golde married a Mr. Diamond. They emigrated to the U.S. and live in New York City; they have both sons and daughters. Faige married a Mr. Ries of Gavor, Lithuania, they raised two daughters who married a Mr. Sohrieber in Memphis and the older daughter married a Mr. Shanedling and resided in Virginia, Minnesota. The older daughter died while still in the prime of her life, the number of children they raised I am not familiar with.

			When Mr. Ries died, Faige married her cousin Myer Masinter; they raised one daughter, Dollie who married a Mr. Koff. Aunt Etta married Samuel Shobse Bresky and raised five sons and one daughter — Elchamon, Yitzchok Meir, Moses (called Moritz), Reuben and Chaim. During my stay in Jurburkas, they all resided there. In later years Moritz emigrated to the U.S. and Reuben to South Africa.

			Of Elchamon and his family, I have no record. He lived in Jurburkas and no doubt died there, so did Yitzchak Meir. His wife and daughters I understood emigrated to the U.S. and made their home in Elizabeth, New Jersey. Of Reuben and his family, I lost track, the same with Chaim and his family. Etta and her husband supported themselves by baking and selling bread and by manufacturing tallow candles, which was then the only medium of light. (Remember I am speaking of 70 years ago in a small city, Jurburkas.) Their daughter Geneshe then a young girl, was running a small notion store. She married to a Talmudist whom she had to support. I understood she died while young, of her family I do not know.

			Aunt Dina married a man by the name of Feinberg and died when young. She was left a widow with two sons. Elchamon married and emigrated to the U.S. and made his home in St. Louis. David also emigrated with his wife to the U.S. and made his home in Minneapolis, where they raised several sons and daughters, but their names and whereabouts I do not know. David died while in middle age, but poor, his wife died a few years later. One of their daughters married a Mr. Harris and resides in Minneapolis.

			Aunt Dina’s daughter also emigrated to the U.S. and made her home in St. Louis, her married name I do not know.

			Aunt Dina after many years a widow, married a well-learned man who used to go from town to town lecturing, some kind of a revivalist in order to make a living for his family. How much good he has done the hearers of his sermons, I do not know, but he eked out a poor living. No doubt he will get his reward in the world to come — the number of children that union brought forth I do not know.

			They raised a family of two sons who are medical men and two girls who are at school. After 25 years of wedded life the union was dissolved in a divorce court. The first divorce in the Pashaltuner Mishpacha to my knowledge. I do not approve of divorces especially when there are children. A bargain should remain a bargain, but the contracting parties should know beforehand before they make the contract. The third daughter was Hinda, she died a girl of 18. She was beautiful and smart.

			Raphael married a girl Chasya Klugman of a very fine family. They lived in Pashaltune, a small village near Erzwelik in Lithuania where they raised a family of three sons and two daughters; Zalucan David, Ohr Hirsch and Meir, Dina and Zlota. Zalkin David raised four sons, Juan, Moritz, Raphael, and the fourth, I don’t know his name. All the boys came to the U.S. about 30 years ago; they settled in Virginia and Eveleth, Minnesota. None of them married, they brought over their parents about 12 years ago, provided them with a beautiful home and with all that it requires to make a comfortable home. Zalucan David died at the age of 75 or thereabout living in Minnesota.

			Aaron Hirsh died after the world war and from his family I have no record.

			Meir after marrying his cousin Faige came to the U.S. and settled in Virginia. He was never a good provider and his wife had to support him by keeping roomers and boarders.

			Dina died at the age of 12.

			Zlota, who was left a baby of a year old when her mother died, married a cousin, the son of Abe Alexandrowitz, and raised a family of three sons and three daughters. They live in Jurburkas Lithuania, one of the daughters married and lives in Memmel, Lithuania. One daughter, Rachel is not married and lives in St. Louis, Missouri.

			Abe Alexandrowitz and his wife Fruma Yechiela lived in Sakaline on the road from Jurburkas to Tawrig, Lithuania. They raised four daughters. Minna was married to a widower a Mr. Weinberg in Kalu, Lithuania. They raised two daughters, both married; they live in that vicinity, and one son who lives in Los Angeles and is struggling to make a living. Sarah lives in New York City, married, their name I do not know but understood that they have a very bright son. Rachel married to a Mr. Kalpen who lives in St. Louis and gave a home to her sister Tilly, who remained unmarried. Yosel married a cousin, the daughter of Raphael.

			Aaron Jacob Alexandrowitz married a step-sister, a Miss Pearl, they raised two daughters, Esther, who was married to a Mr. Rudin, the other daughter died when a young child. Their son Morris married, his wife died. They raised two daughters, they are still unmarried and live in Los Angeles.

			Hannah Hinde married Aaron Joseph Wilk. Their family is already described under the paternal genealogy.

			Taube married Shaya Bresky, they raised two daughters. Chana married a Mr. Dobrin, they raised two sons and two daughters, their names are unknown to me.

			Pearl married her cousin M.L. Wilk. Their family is already listed. Pearl died in 1937. Pearl married Shaya, the husband of Taube, after Taube died. [ed note: this sentence does not make sense and requires some research. Pearl Bresky did not marry Shaya]

			Hinde married a Mr. Abrahams; they made their home in Virginia. They raised three daughters.

			Grune married a Mr. Kenner; they also raised sons and daughters. Their names and whereabouts are unknown to me, they made their home in Virginia, Minnesota.

			Tillie married a Mr. Tandel Naftalin. They raised two sons Arthur and Mortimer, both are promising young men and two daughters. One daughter died at the age of 14 or 15. The other Jeanette married to a physician and lives in River Falls, Minnesota. These are the names of our family as far as I know.

			Be it to the eternal disgrace and condemnation to the Czarist regime, for restricting education and higher commerce to Jews and compelling them to segregate in small hamlets or wage workers on land estates.

			To my knowledge there was not one literary, scientific, or professional man in our family. With the exception what they learned from the ignorant melamed, namely to read the prayer book, read and write Yiddish “jargon.”

			Still, they were considered the elites in the community as there was no shoe makers, tailors, blacksmiths nor carpenters. It was a disgrace for a Yehudi then to be an artisan, he had to live off his wits — I am not a traitor to the family, I merely tell the truth.

			Our ancestors had the brains, they had the energy. They had the integrity. The fourth generation will substantiate my claim.

			In the fourth generation, we have literary men, we have medical men, we have engineers, we have lawyers, we have gifted merchants, what our ancestors were lacking Is opportunity.

			Blessed be the United States for our opportunities and equal rights.

			Amen. 
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			My Beginning
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			I was born on the 3rd candle of Chanukah in 1858. Whether it took place in Jurburkas or Erzwilkes I do not know. Nor do I know whether I arrived in the normal time after my parents’ marriage or later, as I was not to their wedding.

			From my birth to the age of five or six, I will write from hearsay. I know that my father spent his boyhood and until matrimonial age in Prussia in the city of Tilsit, where he was employed by his distant relatives, Lazer Wilk and Lowensohr who were in the lumber business together with his brother Leiser, who later went to Wilko; he was the father of Hyman and Moritz Wilk of Minneapolis and the mother of my father, who was then a widow lived in Jurburkas, and was very pious, insisted that her son marry an orthodox Jewish girl that he found in our mother.

			After their marriage they lived in Erzwelik and became engaged in buying timber and logging. The logs were hauled to the river border, there to be made in rafts and hauled by water to the East Prussian Market. An early and rainy spring caused the river to leave its border and every log before it was made into rafts was washed from shore. They banked on private shores which remained the property of the shore owner, for such was the law of the country, and father lost all his capital and also money he had borrowed. That misfortune broke his initiative and courage for all the years of his life, and mother contracted enmity towards her brother Josef, for keeping her silver that they pawned with them to start anew and lost it — in fact, whatever father undertook to do turned out a failure.

			I was also told that he had constructed a sailboat to haul freight from Kovno to Tilsit and the same struck a cliff near Wilko close to Kovno as its second voyage and grounded. You may imagine what this means to a beginner with no money or backing.

			The following are the memories from the age of five to the time my mother died which is a period of eight years and six months.

			My parents moved from Erzwelken to a place called Premedzewa, owned by a Lady Kaserowa. Our grand­father, Shemaryahu, occupied a place of trust in her domain and no doubt through his influence, father was enabled to rent her dairy cows, whether he bought the milk by the gallon, or paid rent at certain amount per cow yearly. How they disposed of the milk I cannot say — whether it was sold sweet at retail in the city of Rosein or they churned and sold butter and cottage cheese. At any rate they managed to support themselves and their three boys.

			During the winter when I got to be five years old, a relative of ours a nephew of father, came to visit us, his name was Elchomon, called Hyman when he came to America, a son of our Uncle Leiser from Wilko; he must have been of military age, and no doubt came to the Premedzewa to conceal himself so as not to be enrolled in military service, which the Jews so despised, and rightly so. Why should they serve and shed their blood in war time when any and all civil rights was denied to them? During his spare time mostly evenings, he taught me the Alef Beis, the ABC in Hebrew and also to write Jewish, and I enjoyed it and was anxious to learn. He left for America the same year. The next winter a relative of mother came to visit us and that must have been for the same reason, to conceal his whereabouts from the military authorities. He was a cousin of mother for his name was Joseph Romansky. He lives now in St. Louis and reached the age of about 90 and from all appearance he is good for another 20 years. I have visited him in 1935. He walks without a cane, reads without spectacles, and chews with his own teeth. He is very pious. If I live, I will visit him next spring on our way home from Tucson.

			While he was visiting us, he taught me Chumash, the five books of Moses. That was during my sixth year of age. At the age of seven, I was in the neighboring town Girtegole, there I went to Cheder, and had board and room with a private family. I must have known enough Hebrew since the teacher began to teach me Lekach Tov, the short sentence of the Mishna, and German.

			In that summer brother Louis was born, I was brought home from Cheder, to help celebrate the Brit Milah, his birth was on Sabbath. When I came home Friday in the afternoon, and while playing in the nearby field, I noticed that one of our horses was feeding in the adjoining clover field that belonged to the owner of the estate, and I knew that father would have to pay a fine if the horse was caught. I went home for a whip, I used it on the horse to drive him off the field which he objected and instead of going ahead, he made a step backward and hit me with his shod foot on my forehead and inflicted a serious wound on my left eye. I was taken to Rossein immediately and the doctor sewed up the eye, and it soon healed up. The places of the stitches are still to be seen. You can imagine how mother felt while still in kimpet bed (labor).

			In all probability, the milk business was not profitable enough to continue. So, father having had a team of horses decided to engage in hauling freight from Rossein to Jurburkas and from Jurburkas to Kovno. How long he kept on in that business I do not know. I only know that he took a load of flour to Jurburkas, and was unable to dispose of it, unless suffering a loss, he warehoused it, with his sister Dina, who was very poor and with a large family. At the end the flour was used up and he never got the flour nor the money. I know father was not very friendly to that transaction. Shortly after my parents moved to Jurburkas, they had there a house, I presume the leavings of his logging operations. It was built for two families. The part which had a floor and the walls plastered, was rented out to a German family by the name Kallweit. They were coopers. The part that had earthen floor and the walls merely calsonized but not plastered, was where we lived. It consisted of a living room, where a large bed, and a brick oven stood. The second room had several beds and a schlaf bank. The third room had a long table and chairs. Their lighting system consisted of dry “balones,” strips of pine wood, 1/6 of an inch thick and three feet long. Tallow candles were to expansion and kerosene was unknown. 

			To support the family, which consisted of men, wife and four boys, father used to walk to Smalninkea, the first hamlet in Germany, buy there a dozen or two one-pound packages of chicory, a substitute of coffee, and smuggle it in to Jurburkas, on which he received two or three kopers profit per package. He used to leave home before sunrise while it was still dawn and came back when dark after sunset in order to avoid the eye of the “obyesakes” the border guard. The penalty if caught smuggling was six months jail, a one hundred rubles fine, or both.

			Do you wonder, dear reader, that the Yehudi was tricky that the Yehudi was cunning, the Torah made us what we have been.

			Father struggled for a few years as above stated, then he went back to the milk business in Milus on an estate owned and operated by a daughter of Kaperova, I can’t remember her name.

			During these years, they kept me in cheder, that is they paid a teacher from 3 to 15 Rubles a semester in order that I receive a Hebrew education. Notwithstanding the fact that Mochir lived and fed her four little boys on small potatoes dipped in herring brine and that was their diet for weeks and months. The other children were kept home on account of poverty, although they were of school age. My parents moved to Milus with the children, but they left me in Jurburkas in order that I should not miss cheder. When the boys, Chaim, Yitzchack, and Moshe Leib got older and had to get some Hebrew education,,the family moved to Jurburkas. 

			The milk was brought to Jurburkas from Milus, and sold sweet to consumers and the milk unsold, mother made it into cheese and when dry, the boys sold it at retail. Isadore was the best salesman.

			For two years my teacher was Rav Ben Zion, a very fine man, but very near sighted. His writing was like print. In that cheder I learned to write Yiddish Hebrew, German and Russian.

			While at cheder in the month of May 1871, a messenger came and told me that a sister was born. I was delighted, she is the only girl in the family.

			The following fall, I changed cheders as my parents were advised that my knowledge in Hebrew has outgrown Reb Ben Zion’s cheder and were advised to have Rabbi Isaac, my teacher. Rabbi Isaac taught Talmud only. Rabbi Isaac resided in Yatke Gasse, the Butchers’ Alley, not a far distance from the public bathhouse. The Rabbi’s residence consisted of one large room, where the Rabbi and the Rebbetzin, his wife, and two sons from her former husband and one son of the Rabbi’s former wife, in other words a family of five adults. The living room, which was also the cheder from 9 a.m. to 9 p.m., for eight to ten talmidim and their own family, was not larger than 12 X 18. It was also used for a kitchen, a dining room, bedroom and the day room. Such was the lucrative life of our predecessors. I remained with Rabbi Isaac three semesters during the third semester my Bar Mitzvah took place which was on Chanukah. I was to deliver a “Drasha,” an essay, on Shabbat Chanukah for the entire congregation, from the beginning of the month of Cheshvan to the 25th day of Kislev. I have not made one outside lesson but was drilled in learning the Drasha by heart. It consisted of a Talmudic discussion, fit for ripe aged scholars and not for a boy of 13. It shows that our Lithuanian Melamdim, not alone that did not know how to teach, they also did not know what to teach. To tell the truth, I knew the drasha by heart, but I simply imitated a parrot.

			The Bar Mitzvah festival should have taken place in the Beth Hamedrosh Saturday after the service, in the presence of the entire congregation, and after the drasha, it is customary to serve refreshments to the entire congregation with whiskey, wine cake and gefilte fish, but my parents were too poor to prepare the refreshment and the entire affair was called off; believe me, that I was not at all sorry. It is not an easy matter to deliver an oration before an audience of one hundred people or more when you know that you act like a parrot, that you don’t know what you are talking about.

			This has been changed entirely in this present age. The Bar Mitzvah is thought to say a few words for his parents and teacher. On arrival from Beth Hamedrosh our immediate family including Uncle Berzig came to congratulate us and in the presence of our family I delivered the oration and was complimented by Uncle Berzig, who was the only one that understood it.

			Mother and the boys lived in Jurburkas, we boys went to cheder except brother Louis who was too young. In the early spring Mother and the boys went to Milus to assist in dairy work and returned home about two weeks before Pesach.

			While driving home poorly nourished and poorly clad, she contracted a cold, a doctor was called in a day or two later, he diagnosed the case as typhus and the day after Pesach, her pain ended, and we lost our most valuable asset. The day before we knew of the seriousness of her condition, we children went to synagogue to say the Tehillim but the Lord closed his ears to our prayer. God acted contrary to his bidding. In the Holy Scriptures (Deuteronomy 22:6), if you find a bird nest, the mother selling on the little one, you can take the little ones, but you must send away the mother. He did just the opposite. No doubt he knew what he was doing.

			Mother left four sons and one daughter to mourn her demise, myself being the oldest, thirteen and a half years old. Chaim Yitzchak and Moshe Leib twins, nearly 12 years old, Louis six years and Tanke at 11 months.

			This ends my childhood years.

			In the following pages I will describe my journey from the time mother died — until I began to be self-supporting. Mother died on the 22nd of Nissan (April) 1872, and I left for America the 8th of February 1882.

			Thirty days after mother’s death, I left home, and went to Erzwelik. Have I been sent or was I called to Erzwelik, I do not know.

			On my arrival, I was greeted by my maternal grandfather who was already in ripe age and was living in retirement, he lived in his own house, a part of the house was occupied by him and his second wife, the other part by his son Aaron Jacob and wife Pearl who was his stepsister. In a day or two after my arrival they, I don’t know who, engaged a teacher a Reb Bunim, who was a very old man and a great Talmudist, and I was the only pupil.

			Two hours a day I took of his time and had to recite the pages of the Gemara that I studied by myself the day before. He was alert and thorough, he however did not use capital punishment where other Talmud teachers did. Shortly after my arrival I was assigned to seven homes, a home for each day that was for my board, but lodging I had in one place and that was at my Uncle Jose where I slept in a flat bunk with one of their sons, my namesake who unfortunately was deaf and dumb, he was good natured when I made him understand that I was motherless.

			These are my benevolent relatives who supported me the Tay, namely the daily board. From Friday evening or the day of Sabbath at my grandfather’s, Sundays at Uncle Josef’s, Mondays at Uncle Leibzig Klugman, his wife Goldie was my aunt. Uncle Leibzig was a learned man but unlucky, he barely made a living for his wife, who was a beautiful woman, and who was used to better days. They had two beautiful girls, a twin Zlate and Minna. Tuesdays at Mr. Diamonds, a son-in-law of Josef, his wife Chaya Golde kept an inn and sold liquor. Wednesdays at a Mr. Heise, his wife a cousin of mother’s, they also were innkeepers. Thursday at Uncle Aaron Jacob his wife Pearl, Friday at Uncle Shaya Bresky, his wife, mother’s sister Pearl. Uncle Shaya was a pious man, he used to attend service three times daily, I presume that praying is inexpensive, would he had to pay for praying, I am sure he would not have prayed. Aunt Pearl was the most generous, the most humane woman, but was checked by her selfish husband.

			The majority of our untutored Jews think that when they attend prayers, or they recite the Psalms daily, they serve God to the utmost. They err when they think that way. Let them read the book of Isaiah chapter 58.

			Is it not this fast that I have chosen? Is it not to deal thy bread to the hungry, and that thou bring the poor to thy house. When you see the naked, that thou cover him, and that you hide not thyself from thine own flesh. Then shall thy light break forth; as the morning, then the glory of the Lord shall be thy reward.

			I still cannot account for why my relatives have placed my board in seven homes. Is it because they desired to divide the mitzvah among the relatives, or were they so poor that any of them was unable to furnish a living for a thirteen year old boy who was no glutton. Thank God I repaid every one of them, if not to them directly, I have repaid to their children or to their children’s children, with the exception to Mr. Heise, I never had the opportunity to reciprocate.

			When the summer semester was over, I was either called or sent home, it was near Rosh Hashanah.

			On my entering the house, I was met by a dark complexioned, dark eyed woman, who introduced herself as my mother, to which I remarked “No madame. My mother had blue eyes and light complexion. No, you are not my mother, my mother is dead.”

			On the day before Rosh Hashanah, Father came home from Milus. He took me aside and explained the reason of his early marriage, the children needed a mother, he was right, he requested that I call his wife mother. Without hesitation I flatly refused. The name mother is too sacred, it stands for love, self-sacrifice and happiness, which we could not expect from that strange woman.

			Father has not had the means to engage a tutor for me, so I remained home that winter, but attended the Beth Hamedrosh daily and studied by myself and when it came to difficult discussions, I consulted talmudic scholars, and they departed their knowledge willingly. I believe I made reasonable progress. On certain subject I took the liberty to ask the Rabbi who was the Rabbi of that city, his name was Rav Moshele Baal Tosfath. After he learned to know me, and my knowledge of the Talmud, he suggested, that I leave Jurburkas and enter a talmudic college at a nearby city called Rossein. He gave me a letter of introduction to the Dean of that Yeshiva.

			With the letter of introduction, I went joyfully home. Having shown it to my stepmother, she looked at it, I read it for her since she did not know to read Hebrew. She did not show any emotion of regret to see me leave, she rather liked it. In fact, we both were glad over me to leave and she to see me leave. Father was absent from home that week he went to Tilsit, Prussia the place of his youth to look for work.

			My stepmother took me to a tailor to have my measurement taken for clothes. There were no readymade clothing then. She bought enough cloth to make a full suit. The cloth was of a very dark gray color, it was called Jean; closely woven and very durable. The coat was a single-breasted Prince Albert like very long almost to the ankles. I presume it was modeled after her father’s coat, he must have been in the 60s and I was a little over 14. I did not like the style and the length of the coat but being a theological student unlike her father who was a Talmudic scholar and esen teg the same as I would have to, I had to be contented. Beside the coat the tailor made also a pair of trousers but no vest, that was not necessary since the coat had to be always buttoned. My stepmother also brought two or three undershirts made of bleached sheeting, two or three cornered alpaca neckpiece, a few pairs of woolen stockings a cap and a tzitzit, a front and back piece with fringes. The Orthodox Jew still wears such piece of apparel made of the same cloth like the Tallit prayer shawl.

			When my wearing apparel was completed it was placed in a small cotton bag, I was ready to depart. My stepmother also furnished me 75 kopers in cash.

			I hired a Baal Hagolah, a teamster who hauls freight from place to place, they usually transport passenger on their loads. There were no other accomodations between Jurburkas and Rossein. 

			The fair was 30 kopers. I paid and bade goodbye to my stepmother and my brothers and sister. I don’t think I kissed my stepmother for to be frank I hated her. The load contained sacks of salt, we were three passengers, and we slept sound laying on the sacks and our bundles for pillows. The thought that I would not face my stepmother any more made me contented. When the city was reached my heart began beating, my eyes filling with tears and chills over my whole body. My thoughts floated, I asked myself where and to whom am I going. I left the covered wagon took my bundle, I inquired of the Chaya Odom Klaus. After walking for about two miles, I reached the place. From the street I recognized the building as it was written at the entrance of the gate….

			‘This is the House of God and the doors of Heaven.’ It was the class hour, the “Talmidim” students sitting on wooden benches in rows at a long table. The dean was on one side of the table in the center. The Dean was a young man of about 35 years of age, tall and thin, blond with the face of a saint. The students, young men from age 16 to 22. One of the boys reciting the recitation halted, and discussion started. Hearing the questions and the answers which to my judgment were scholarly, my heart began to palpitate. I knew that I lacked the knowledge to fit in such a school.

			When the class was dismissed, I handed my introduction to the Rosh Hayeshiva, the Dean, before he opened the letter, reached me his hand with the usual Jewish greeting Sholom Aleichem, peace to you, and I gave him the answer, Aleichem Sholom. He answered me that he would see me at 2 p.m. The rest of the boys greeted me with the same greeting as the Dean did and each one took his place in the house of learning. Each student took his Gemara, to work on the next day’s lesson, it was too early for luncheon. I too took a Gemara, so as to pass my time and waited for the Dean.

			When luncheon hour came all the boys left and I was left alone. Finding myself by myself I opened my bundle and took out a slice of bread and a ring of wurst that my stepmother gave me along and began to have my lunch.

			While eating, a young man of about 25 years of age faced me, greeted me, asked my name and the name of my town and when I told him that my home is Jurberik, he said that he was from Erzwelik and gave me also his name, when I told him that I had a grandfather and uncles living in Erzwelik and told him their names, I noticed that tears filled his eyes and so did mine, I said Shmore Pashaltuner, your grandfather and said no more. I told him that the Dean will see me at 2 p.m. He asked me also the names of Gemara I have studied and who my teachers were, he told me bluntly that I was too young and my knowledge in Talmud too meager to be enrolled as a pupil in this yeshiva, but he said let us wait for the Dean, learn when he will examine you and what page he will assign to you, and then I will see you again and left. I presume he went to lunch.

			At 2 o’clock prompt, I found myself at the Dean’s desk. He took out the letter that I handed him before, he read it again and said Rabbi Moshele must think well of you. You must be a good boy. Well, we will try you how much you know. He assigned a certain page of the Gemara, and he will see again after class the following day. About an hour later the Erzwelik young man inquired of the Dean’s conversation with me and the subject that I will have to recite. I told him. He said I will see that you pass the examination and that you will be accepted. He told me to come after evening service in the building and that he will be there and go over with me the lesson. Before we departed, he asked me, if I have places where I will get my necessary board, and lodging. I told him that I had neither, but I had enough bread left that I could supper as to lodging he assured me that I would need to sleep outdoors. 

			After maariv evening service when the congregation and the talmidim student left for home we two remained and he took up the lesson with me. It took to midnight, but I know it almost by heart. When it came to return, he offered to share with me his pillow. He had two straw mattresses he gave me one and for the head pillow he took two boards from the seats and two bricks and the pillow covered the two boards, so our heads met and that sleeping place we kept for nearly a year. After class I was called to the Dean, I told him that the Erzwelik young man helped me to make the lesson and that he would assist me daily in difficult lessons. I passed the examination with the Dean’s remarks “well done” and I was enrolled to attend the classes. 

			The Dean wanted me to have the Sabbath meals with him. The President of the Congregation furnished one day in the week and the Erzweliken friend obtained two more days and a few days later the seven days was provided, and I felt like Gott in Frankreich. I believe I have made more progress in the first semester there than I ever did before since I studied the Talmud. 

			Every young man was a Lamdan scholar and you could learn from any one of them. To tell the reader, how charitable our co-religionist in Lithuania were, and how they loved the Torah and admired the student of the Torah, that at the two homes which my Erzweliker friend secured for me the two days the menu for breakfast was a slice of rye bread with a cup of chicory, a substitute for coffee, without milk nor sugar. For lunch a slice of rye bread with a plate of oatmeal soup cooked without milk, to make it palatable they used plenty of salt, yes I forgot to mention that in the oatmeal soup a quantity of goat hair was always visible, not for the reason that the house wife was neglectful, no, she could not help to leave the hair out, her husband was a tailor who was making goat skin coats for the farmers at their homes, and when the farmer furnished more skins than the garment required the tailor took it and, hid it in his knapsack and when the farmer was short of change to pay for the work, he compensated the tailor with oat or barley meal which he place it in the same knapsack where the skins were hence the oatmeal soup contained goat hair. Imagine such poor people furnishing a living to the student of the Torah. May the receive their merited reward in the Garden of Eden.

			Close to Rosh Hashanah, the semester ended, and the school closed, and did not reopen until about September 15 or October first. The students left for their respective homes to celebrate the Holy days with their parents. I too left for home and what a home — on my arrival home, there was no one to greet me. My brothers were absent from the house. My stepmother was confined in her room and in bed, she lay in kimpet. She gave birth to twins, a boy and a girl. Stepmother’s sister Berle took care of the house and also of her sister.

			Father had employment in Tussch,,but came to me for the Holy days — we went to synagogue together, I got permission of distant relative of father’s to occupy his pew, father was too poor to own one. The name of that relative was Berzig Wilk, whose granddaughter I almost came to have as my wife. On our way to synagogue to esen teg was my destination, and my aim in life, I asked him to which he replied, my parental duty to support you is to age of six. I do not blame, nor do I carry any grudge against my father for that statement, I only convey to you the desperate situation he found himself then, to answer a boy of not quite 15 years old that he was not legally duty bound to support me. Imagine how despondent that poor father must have been.

			When the holidays were over, I went back to Rossein. I was again enrolled for the winter semester. I secured my support from the same benefactors, but I took a pillow along. I knew that my Erzwilken friend would not come back. I was told later in the winter that he got married to a very wealthy girl in Tawrig from the best families, a Mr. Meisel who was in the expedition and banking business, the girl however had a blemish though not a visible one. She could not hear what you said, nor tell you what she would like to tell you. How they fared I am unable to say. At any rate he had better board and room than what he had in Rossein.

			I went along nicely in my studies. I did not need any one to help me any longer. I studied long hours and was considered a masmid (assiduous).

			One day in December during my study hours at the Klaus (house of study) a young man entered the room and asked to see a boy by the name of Wilk. I was shown to him. He told me that guest of theirs in the Hotel Wilna wishes to see me. I hurried and in short time as the hotel was not far from Klaus, I stood facing that man. He reached me his hand and said your name is Chanke, I said that is my name. I am your Uncle Abe he said, and his eyes were filled with tears. I am your mother’s brother he said. I hardly believed him, I never believed that an uncle of mine should wear such fine clothes and look so dignified. I know my uncle in Jurberik was also a good man, but his cloth was entirely cut different, it was much longer than my Uncle Abe’s. Uncle Abe’s beard was much shorter, hardly any payos (earlocks). He inquired about my brothers and sister and how I was getting along, to which I answered intelligently, he kissed me, and assured to see me shortly again. He handed me three rubles. With heavy hearts and eyes filled with tears I bade him adieu and departed.

			I went back to the Klaus and studied as usual. I began to buy once in a while a kuchen and a glass of milk costing three kopers and that was on the days where the hairy soup was served.

			After having tasted several tasty meals, my heart was craving for something else. I did not know what. I ceased to be the Masmid. I had the Gemara on the book stand (shtender) in front of me; my eyes on the book, but my thoughts were elsewhere, but where I did not know. I was longing for my Uncle I presume.

			I was tired sleeping on the wooden benches, I was tired, to have seven different homes in one week. I was tired to see grudging woman faces, when they placed the plate of soup before me knowing that they could not afford to support others, when they have not had enough for themselves. My heart went out to see my Uncle, his face made such an impression on me that I thought I saw my mother.

			In the middle of February 1875, Uncle came to Rossein, he called for me, and told me that he intends to look after my needs and my future, and that I should give up my studies in Rossein and go with him to his home.

			I bade goodbye to my teacher, colleagues and my benefactors and in a highly polished Cutler drawn by two spirited horses about three in the afternoon and reached home during the night. Everyone was asleep. Uncle showed me to a room, where a bed with clean featherbeds and linens, a porcelain bowl and pitcher filled with water was prepared. I believe that Joseph when he was released from the Egyptian dungeon to appear before Pharoah was not happier than I was that night.

			In the morning I was greeted by my aunt, a charming lady by their daughter Minna a girl of 18 or 19, Sarah a girl about my age, Taube a girl of nine or ten, Josel about seven and Rachel about three. All of them looked to me beautiful, healthy with rosy cheeks and well behaved.

			The place was called Tanaline, situated on the main highway from Jurburkas to Tawrig. It was closer to Tawrig, it was not over two Russian miles from the German border, which was guarded against smugglers of contraband by Russian soldiers called Objesciki. The first line soldiers are on foot, close to each other. The second line a mile inland guarded by Objesciki on horseback. Uncle’s home was about two blocks from the main highway. The house stood near an inland brook and was dammed to furnish waterpower for Uncle’s gristmill, which was managed by his wife and a hired miller. Besides the mill they farmed several dessiatine (acres) of land. They raised enough grain to feed their cattle and themselves, they had four cows and four horses. You would think that an intelligent man like Uncle would live in a city where he could give his children an education and the social environments they so badly needed. The cause of his staying on the farm and keeping his children ignorant and by themselves is more than I can explain. He maybe could not afford, or there were no opportunities in the surrounding towns. 

			At any rate Uncle acted against his own and against his family’s interest. Time has convinced him of his error.

			Uncle himself was in the employ of the liquor monopoly at a good salary. He intended to send me to Kovno to Rabbinic School, a government seminary for state Rabbis. I had a sufficient Hebrew education, what I needed was a couple of years of Russian. To our mutual regret, Uncle lost his job in the meantime, and was not in a position to supply for me the necessary expense, so I remained at Uncle’s home until after Passover.

			From the time I came to Tanaline and went to Tawrig to study Talmud, I taught Uncles’ children to read and write Hebrew and Russian. Before I came to Tawrig, Uncle provided me the teg among his acquaintances, all in well to do homes and a cousin of mine Slome Ore Masintir a newly married man who lived in Tawrig provided my lodging. I was better situated in Tawrig than I was in Rossein. My first semester I studied under the supervision of Rabbi Josshe a great Talmudist, the second semester I was transferred to a higher Yeshiva, supervised by Rabbi Meier. During my second semester, Uncle provided me with a German and Russian teacher. 

			Two hours a day and four days in the week that was all the time I could spare from the Yeshiva time. I enjoyed my work and was making progress in all my studies. In that winter I had to go from my lodging place which was located in the old town, to go to meals and to the Beth Hamedrosh (house of study) in the new town which is two American miles and poorly clad. I took cold and contracted and was very sick for three weeks. I was told by my cousin Shlomo Abe that father was advised of my illness and Tilsit is only four German miles from Tawrig but no one showed up. I believe father never got the letter.

			A woman of blessed memory has taken care of me during my illness, her name was Mrs. Rubinstein. She was related to Shlomo Ohr’s wife. She took care of me as I would have been her own child.

			I went back to school but was unable to apply probably. I needed a rest, so I went to Uncle without being invited.

			Minna whom I loved as a sister took good care of me, I have taught her to write German and she supplied me with her father’s agarretes. [ed note, we do not know what this word is]

			I had seichel enough to see that to be depended on Uncle would lead to no Tachlis (goal) and right after Pesach I left for Erzwelik.

			Correction: At the German and Russian school I only attended 2 months. No doubt Uncle was unable to pay the tuition. The name of the German tutor was a Mr. Arnold, he was an old German Yehudi, his two daughters were the instructors. The Russian teacher a non-Jew, his name was Zimmerman.

			From now on I am making my own living. When I came to Erzwelik in the spring of 1875, I was then 16 years and four months old. My relatives took me to be a Lamdan, (scholar). I could study the Talmud without the assistance of a teacher. My grandfather invited me to have my home with him. While there a week or so I decided that I was old enough and educated enough to make my own living. I also knew that the Jewish community was large enough to support a teacher for their young; the Jewish children were not accustomed to go to the Russian school. 

			As there they would have to be the biggest part of the day and would deprive them to attend cheder. (here­after private school) But in order that they knew how to read and write other languages than Hebrew, especially the girls that was not obligatory to send to cheder, and to send them to a Russian school was partially prohibitory by rabbinical teachings. I figured that my school would fill in the needs. I went to see several mothers with my project and in less than two days I had promises for a dozen pupils. I rented a large room, bought tables and benches, on the installment plan and began teaching. My pupils cover mostly beginner. I thought them Yiddish, German and Russian. My fees started at 150 ruble per month. The number of pupils increased daily. By the end of the month, I had 20 pupils or 30 rubles per month income.

			I engaged board and room for which I had to pay 12 rubles per month, the rest for the school room was ten rubles after leaving enough for laundry. The balance I paid for the equipment nevertheless when the semester ends saved up 20 rubles.

			With the promises from the parents of my pupils that they will leave their children for another semester I left for Tilsit to visit my father and the children. I remained with father during the Holy days.

			Brother Isadore then a boy of 14 had a job with a Mr. Loewensohn in the lumber business, Isadore was the salesman, I will relate to you dear readers what I have seen with my own eyes, how the German Kaufman (businessman) conducted the business. The Holzplatz (the lumber yard) was roomy, but the lumber stock very meager, it was managed by my brother, a boy of 14 or there about. When I visited my brother and after a few minutes talk, he asked me whether I would not have a drink with him, it was nearly luncheon time. I answered in the affirmative, he pulled out a flat flask from his back pants pocket and handed it to me. I took a drink, and he finished the rest, as the flask was nearly empty, no doubt brother nibbled of it since morning. While there I saw a man of about 40 driving in the yard in a beautiful carriage driven by two short-tailed horses. He greeted my brother good morning Isadore.

			He handed him the money which he stuck it in his pocket and ordered the coachman who wore a black silk hat and patent leather stulpen boots and a black long coat with brass buttons to drive on which he did. By the way Mr. Loewensohn also wore a black silk hat and a long overcoat which looked like our present Prince Albert coat, double breasted, of heavy material. His appearance was like a German army officer. My brother told me, when he left, that he was a lieutenant in the army, he looked to me like a millionaire, but I have learned then that even though he was poor as a church mouse, he had to be in style. With the 14 marks in his pocket, he drove to the Conditerci where he had his dinner and played chess or Scott until three in the afternoon. He then drove back to his Hotzplatz, gathered up the few marks that was taken in the afternoon, and drove from there to his club. What he does evenings I do not know. He may enjoy the company of a rich widow.

			Morris learned a trade and was no longer with father and aside from our boys and girl there was two small boys, they were the children of the second marriage. Father tried to get a job for me, so that I could remain in Tilsit, he succeeded, with the firm of Weinberg Bros. Wholesale and Retail dry goods. I started Friday morning. I was assigned to roll up piece goods, I did my work as good as I could. I was told to come tomorrow at 8 a.m. I told the boss that tomorrow is Saturday and that I won’t work on the Sabbath, then he stated, we cannot use you. The following morning, I left Tilsit to be gone to Erzwelik. Father made me a present of a woolen shawl, line cream color, to be worn around the neck to keep warm and nothing else.

			When in Erzwelik, I opened my schoolroom, notified my pupils when school began and started to work, most of the pupils enrolled, some however were tardy, maybe the parents were unable to pay the fees. From the number of pupils who enrolled for the winter semester, I hardly could make both ends meet. Besides I learned that a young man with pedagogical experience came to Erzwelik who was looking for pupils. He was a well appearing man and had an uncle in Erzwelik (Baal Habos) who was well-regarded and I knew that if he helped his nephew, that I would lose most of my pupils.

			I decided to contact that new teacher, and I did. It was decided to unite, he to teach German and Russian, and I to teach Hebrew and Yiddish.

			Uncle Shaya offered us his building which stood empty for classrooms providing we teach his two daughters Chame and Pearl without pay. My income was slightly less than the previous semester, but managed to pay for my board, and room I had with my Uncle Josef. One early morning while in the same Schlafbank with their son who was my bedmate, I overheard Aunt Ethel, Close’s wife telling a friend of hers who happened to be in that room. Ethel tells her, so you see that boy who sleeps with my son, he is my husbands’ sister’s boy. That orem (poor) yasom (orphan), remember my prophecy, that boy will in time to come drive in a buggy with four horses, meaning that I would be a well-to-do man. Ethel’s prophecy came true. I drive a Buick now, with a 120 horsepower engine. That semester savings was sufficient to provide me with necessary wearing apparel. As a whole I was not entirely satisfied with our arrangement, I noticed the bigger girls, some of them very pretty, clung to him and ignored me. I was still a puny little fellow and that hurt me.

			A few weeks before the end of the semester a business friend of my Uncle Close came to Erzwelik and was stopping at Uncle’s house. I was introduced to him, and when he learned of my name, he said that his mother’s maiden name was also Wilk, and that we are related. After he knew what I was doing, he expressed himself that he maybe was tempted to engage for similar work at his home. He needed a tutor for his sister, a girl of 15, and for his daughter, a girl of 12, and a son, a boy of nine and promised to write after he came home. I waited for several weeks, but not a word. I knew he was a busy man and did not want to bother him with letters. I figured that a personal interview is worth a dozen letters.

			I waited for the Holy days to be over and the day after Sukkot (Tabernacle) there was a fair in Erzwelik, and there were hundreds of teams from miles away. I approached several peasants and finally I found one who is from the vicinity of Nemokst which is nine vojerst from Stulg where Mr. Berman my relative lived. The peasant charged me 30 kopers to bring me to Nemokst. We came there about 2 a.m. He took me to an inn; all the businesses in that town are owned by Jews.

			In the morning I had breakfast a fresh bulkie with gefilte fish for which including the night lodging took nearly the money I had. I was looking for someone to take me to Stulg but there was none, so I was told that I could hire a horse for a very little and I can ride horseback, which I did. I got the rental of the horse very cheaply, the owner was glad that I took the horse as he had very little feed for him. The nine vojerst took nearly 3 hours. When in Stulg, Mr. Berman was absent. I met his mother the daughter of Berzig Wilk whom I mentioned once before. A real lady in looks and behavior. When I told! her of mission and my name she greeted me heartily and told me to make myself at home. I told her of my horse, and she directed me to a pasture, I led it in through the gate and I am sure he has not seen a pasture in all his life. Then I was greeted by Mrs. Berman and the children. Mrs. Berman was no comparison to Mr. Berman’s mother; you see she was originally a Wilk.

			Mr. Berman returned home very late, he was tired and there was very little conversation that evening. I think Mr. Berman figured that I overstepped my limit by coming without being invited. Necessity does not observe ethics.

			Saturday morning, we went to a Minion at neighboring family, we had to walk at least three American miles. They called to me to the Torah and honored me to read Mafter. I believe it was the best read Maftir that they heard as the entire Minyan consisted of neighboring farmers who knew Hebrew very little, they may read Hebrew but the most of them do not know the meaning.

			Sunday after breakfast, Mr. Berman introduced me to his sister who had hair like a white goat and had pale blue eyes, otherwise was a lovely girl but very shy and to his children they were brunettes and very affectionate. Mrs. Berman has not had very much to say. He engaged me at 50 rubles a year for board and room and washing.

			I was assigned to a single room nicely furnished with a lot of books. The room served also as a classroom. I had an easy time to teach his children they were almost beginners, but I had to study the lesson before the lessons I prepared for his sister, she knew Russian a lot more than I did, and Mr. Berman was aware of It. However, there were not friction, we got along nicely.

			The mother of Mr. Berman took care of me if I would been her son, she mended my stockings and repaired my underwear only a mother’s love could compare.

			Mrs. Berman was a nice lady but peasant like, fair looking but no charm, charitable, but illiterate. She looked ten years older than Mr. Berman and I believe she was. I really believe if another man would have eloped with her that Mr. Berman would’ve used arms to regain his loss.

			The mother of Mr. Berman was then a widow even from the second husband whose name was Nachum Rosenfeld. She occupied one part of the big house and her son the other. In her part of the house in order to be self-­supporting she used to sell alcohol diluted to the neighboring peasants and the alcohol usually was smuggled in from Prussia. Quite often the authorities came to see her, but never found what they could find, but always found what they wanted to find — she also used to sell legitimate liquor but without a patent (license). Every authority knew her, and she knew everyone who had a brass button and an emblem in the cap and a sword close to his hips.

			The Russian officials lived on bribery. The underminder as well as the governor had a price luckily for the Jews or they would have had to cease existing. 

			Mr. Berman was the best know Yehudi in that part of the country, he was in his 40’s of a fine personality. Smart, alert courageous and willing to take a chance. His main business was lending or advancing money to the Estate holders on their future crops and shares. If the yield turned out good and the prices above normal, he made good money, but if the yield was below normal and prices low, he used to lose money. In an average he struggled to be above water mark. Aside of that he with others used to buy of the big East parcels of forest and divided in small parcels and sell it out ai retail. This I learned later that he used to borrow money from widows and paying high rate of interest.

			About Chanukah time of the same fall Mr. Berman suggested, that I load out the grain from the warehouse by hiring teams and haul it to Tawrig to the market and sell it. I argued that being unaccustomed to dealing with people that it would be against his interest to place so much confidence in green person. “Well,” he said, “you try and I’ll take the chance.”

			Instead of hiring teams, I decided to make a deal that is one for all and all for one. I promised to help them when they need a team and now they should help me. None refused. I gathered 14 teams, loaded them to capacity and we left our place in the evening and reached our destination, Tawrig early in the morning. I followed the teams with a single horse by sleigh as there was snow on the ground.

			When we reached Tawrig, there was an inn about three American miles from the city. We halted there. I took samples of each variety of the grain and went to town with the samples. 

			I knew that Mr. Berman had a relative there, a very prominent businessman by the name of Hirsch Bloch, they were in the commission and expedition business. I introduced myself, told him that I am strange in the business and a stranger in the city and wanted to know the most reliable house to sell my grain to. He gave me several names, all honorable and responsible, but one name that he singled out, he said they would pay a better price than anyone, but they bear watching. I went with my sample in all the places. Also in the one that bears watching, but agreed to bring the stuff to them for they paid from three to five kopers per pound more.

			I drove back to the place where I left my crowd. I brought schnapps and beer for them and we began moving. We drove in the yard and told two boys to remain with the teams to the end, I expected some trouble.

			I entered the warehouse, it was very roomy and in one corner was the office, walled in where the proprietor’s daughter, a beautiful blonde, was in charge. Before entering the office, I examined the scales on which on which they weighed the grain. It was an old-fashioned platform scale. On one platform you placed the sacks and the other for the weights. I began to move the platform, the one where the sacks should be placed if pulled down to the floor. The other one could be pulled down several inches, but not close to the floor. I knew then why they paid more than their competitors. I bent down close to the floor and learned that under that platform a good size rock was attached. I kept my finding for myself. When the young lady entered the warehouse and directed to haul in the grain, we followed instructions and began unloading and weighing. She kept a record of the weight and of the different varieties and so did I.

			Her records were gross of each variety and mine was every scale separate. When it was unloaded, she invited me to the office to compare figures, I politely ordered her to have the rock under the platform weighed, and then I will go to the office but not before. At first, she tried to talk me out, but when she saw that she was caught she did as ordered. The rock was removed and weighed, and I made for my employer about 50 rubles. I gained a lot of fame from the peasants and earned my praise in the entire surrounding country. On my meeting my employer, when I told him to whom I sold the grain, he said they robbed you and when I told him what happened, he said from now on you need not be a tutor and began to employ me on jobs not needed seichel. He entrusted me with his private transactions and wherever his personal attention was needed and was unable to attend I was to take his place. In that capacity I worked for three years. His business friends and acquaintances addressed me with Pan Berman, they took me for his brother. One incident I cannot leave out, it happened the second winter as his employee.

			His mother one day in January was to drive to Kandwill, a small city about ten vojerst from Stulig. There was not much to do, so I offered to accompany her, which she appreciated.

			When we reached Skandwill and soon I had our horses tied onto a post and blanketed it. The city Uradnick, like a city marshal in this country said, “How are you getting along Mr. Wilk?” 

			I answered that I am all right. He asked me if I was aware of the new Ukaz, I asked him about the Ukaz and he said that he received instruction from his supervisor to arrest any young man who looked to be of military age if he could prove his by a passport, I told him since he knew me so well, that I have not reached the military age and since we lived so close to his district that a passport for me was unnecessary. He read the Ukaz to me and said I will have to arrest you and deliver you to the authorities of the county seat in Rossein which was about four Russian miles from Skandwill; to argue and plead was of no use. He had to do his duty. Instead of locking me up in jail, he took me to his home, where he had a special room for prisoner of my nature. Mrs. Rosenfeld, the lady that accompanied me, pleaded with him and offered to bribe him but of no avail. She left me ten rubles for expenses, and she went home and remained at the Uradnecs’ house for the night.

			In the morning he ordered his deputy, who was a military man, to convey me to Rossein. I hired a horse and buggy to drive instead of being led on foot. My companion, the soldier, in order to make sure that I did not leave his company, suggested that he put handcuffs on my hands and tie me to his companionship. I liked to see artistic bracelets on a beautiful lady’s hands, but brass bracelets on my hands I did not welcome, and assured him of my friendship by giving him 50 kopers to leave my hands free.

			In Widache the convoy handed me over to another convoy. I gave him also 50 kopers and a drink of vodka, and we drove on. On reaching Rossein, and before going to the police station, I asked my companion to let me see a friend, he consented. I approached the hotelkeeper I used to patronize when in that town. I told him the situation and he promised to pick up my release from jail. When we reached the police station, and after being booked, he led me to a room where I found at least 50 people, sitting or lying on tables and benches on straw mattresses, half clad, some of the men had shaved heads. Some of them in striped jackets. This place was for prisoners that were awaiting trial, and some of them were already sentenced and were awaiting to be taken to the prison or to be sent to Siberia. When dinner hour came the key-keeper handed a wooden plate and a wooden spoon to every prisoner and a soldier clad in a cook’s clothes brought in a big pail with soup and one basket with slices of bread and each prisoner received a big slice of rye bread and a plate of soup.

			Knowing that the soup was not kosher, I refused. My fellow prisoners behaved themselves nicely. They sang and some played cards. Towards evening, the same eatables were given them and everything seemed peaceful.

			After they had their meal, some of them got unruly it seems it was for my sake they demanded of me that I pay them initiation fees or they would subject me to personal injury. I made haste to the door and asked the key keeper to take me to another room which he did and placed me in the women’s department — luckily the room was unoccupied.

			About 10 a.m. I was called to the committee of appraiser, and I was made two years younger. I was then 19 and they took me for a boy of 17.

			I was then taken by horse and wagon to Jurburkas to my birthplace.

			There, my Uncle Berzig who was an alderman caused my release in a very few minutes. The authorities issued to me a passport and I was not molested any more. I remained in Jurburkas a few days visiting and felt happy in the company of Uncle Berzig’s daughter Chaya whom I began to admire.

			I was welcomed when I reached my old home Stulg. My work in the spring was to put out seed to the owners of the various estates, for seeding. During the summer my work was yery insignificant. In the fall during threshing time, I was to visit our inspectors, each in a different place and dispose of the grain during the winter.

			One winter day Mr. Berman took me along to visit an estate near Holtman where a Yehudi family was buying: the milk. Mr. Berman owned the cows. They invited us to dinner, to my way of thinking the dinner was too costly for poor people to furnish unless they were seeking the good will of Mr. Berman. On our way home I told Mr. Berman that I was rather suspicious of the milkman’s honesty, he laughed and asked my reasons. I told him since the milkman paid for his milk, he was not dutybound to make a dinner of that kind. “Well,” he said, “watch him.” Three months later I went to that place to furnish seed to the manager of the farm, I got there very early in the morning and when approaching the granary, I noticed a flock of chickens, picking grain from near the wall of the granary and by examining from where the grain came, I noticed a large board hole close to the foundation — someone was stealing grain. I reported it, and in few weeks later the people who furnished the good dinner were removed.

			At the end of the third year, after knowing that Mr. Berman was not making any money and after knowing that he could dispense with my service, I began to look around for another job without his knowledge. I knew that his brother-in-law, a Mr. Berzig Heller in the little town of Upine, about 15 vojerst from Stulg, needed a man like me. He also was renting estates from the Polish property owners and was also the city mayor and needed a secretary. I applied for the job, he wanted me to come, we met and secured the job with 50 rubles a year more salary. 

			That was about two weeks before Rosh Hashanah.

			Mr. Berman and family used to go to …. to attend service during Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur. The day before Rosh Hashanah my year was over and I notified Mr. Berman that I would not go with him to but will go to Upine, where I secured a job, and I told him the reason why I was looking for another job. He got awful mad and pointed out that he took me when I was a green boy and when I can be of use, I was leaving him. He insisted that I remain and that he was in a position to pay me much. So I consented, and remained for another year. We had a busy fall, winter and I worked hard. He added to my care the weekly transaction in the forest, such to check up the sales and bring the monies home.

			Before he left, he told me, that I may fit in in his organization, and that he would write if he decided to engage me. I waited but in vain, no letter, and it was getting late in the summer. I decided to write to him and in a few days later I received a letter telling me to come right after Yom Kippur. He lived in a small town not far from Pointburg. On my way I stopped in the city of Slowli where a married sister of my boss lived, they were in the wholesale grocery business; her name was Mrs. Hotz. She was a beautiful woman, and very kind, like her mother. They were glad to see me. I remained there overnight. In a more luxurious bed, and in a better furnished tied room, I never have been. I began to envy rich people and admire beautiful women.

			Before telling you of my arrival in Smilg, I must go back to Stulg a half a year before I left Stulg without it I would not do justice to my biography and of my youthful dreams. A few days before Easter, my boss asked me to go to Tawrig where his children attended school and settle with Mrs. Abramson. Mr. Abramson was the brother of Mrs. Berman’s mother, there the children roomed and boarded and to bring the children home for the Holidays and to bring one of their daughters along. We hitched on a pair of spirited horses in an ordinary wagon early in the morning and by 11 o’clock we were in Tawrig. I forgot to tell you that I had a dressed goose and a turkey for the Abramsons.

			On entering the house, I was met by Mrs. Abramson, a beautiful woman and then her husband, a handsome man; he looked good but walked on crutches. The driver brought in the goose and the turkey, and I am sure that even the fowls were welcome.

			I was invited to have lunch with them. I accepted. During luncheon hour, their daughters appeared. I was a little shy when they were introduced to them, I cast down my eyes, but my heart expanded, such a bunch of beautiful girls I have never seen before in my life. There were 

			five girls, Regina the oldest at about 22 years old, Helene about 17, Risha 15. The fourth I do not recollect her name, she was about 12, and the youngest, Genishe was about seven years old.

			I told the parents that I was instructed by Mr. Berman to have one of the young ladies adorn our festival table. I talked Regina out of going with me. I used the same tactics when Risha offered to go and when Helene said what about me, I thought that she can have a good time, and was decided that she goes. I was well pleased with that decision. I left then to prepare for the journey, and I hurried to purchase a pair of camashen (shoes), and brought two sizes too small, thinking the girl will admire my small fit. In time I have learned that small feet do not matter; providing the purse is not too small. I am not going to tell how I arranged the sitting places but I managed to be not too far from the beautiful girl. We left Tawrig about three in the afternoon and came home about 10 at night. Without knowing Einstein’s theory of relativity the trip took seven hours, but to me it was like seven minutes.

			The next evening, we were all sitting at the Seder Table, I managed to sit Helene that I could keep my eyes on her. During the eight days of Pesach, I managed not to be absent for I loved to be in the presence of that beautiful dame. I made myself interesting.

			After Pesach the girl and the children were sent back to Tawrig. In a few weeks I went to Tawrig on business and when I visited the girls home Regina the oldest daughter in the presence of the girl she remarked, “Wilk what have you done to Helene? Even in her sleep she talks to you and mentions your name.” I blushed but I liked it.

			Now let me go back to my new job. I came to Smilg two days before Sukkot. It was on a Thursday and Sukkot eve was Friday evening, I was greeted by Mrs. Berman who was about 30. She was not pretty but alert, with big black eyes and an olive skin full slender, but well proportioned, she was smart and an interesting conversationalist, she managed their dry goods and notion store and the husband was engaged in grain and flax business.

			The next day was Friday, Mr. Berman came home late Thursday night, about 10. In the morning after meeting me, he went out on a buying tour and he took me along. We went in the surrounding country among the farmers and saw a few farmers who had flax to sell.

			When in the granary and taking a handful of seed out of the bin, hand it to me and ask me how much foreign seed it contained, and after wetting one of my fingers and dipping it in the seed I could easily count the foreign seed and told the percentage. I never had any experience in flax seed. He tried me several times, and after going with him two days, he left the buying to me and I made money for my firm.

			Briefly I will say that I enjoyed my new job. Mr. Berman was not as a boss to me but as a partner pertaining to business, and as a brother what belonged to sociability and his wife was to me like a sister.

			Whenever Mr. Berman bought a garment, a cap or books for himself, he also bought the same thing for me. Everyone thought that I was his brother. His father-in-law who was the most pious and the most learned Jew in the country was very friendly to me. He used to honor me occasionally with a Maftir and sometimes he permitted me to lead the congregation in prayer. 

			Mr. Rabbi Donah, the father-in-law of Mr. Berman, was a scholar, but not a businessman, his wife was the provider, she knew how. They kept an inn, they kept a post service, and they also were engaged in farming. They had two unmarried daughters, the older a woman of about 35 years of age, and the youngest Rachel of about 19 or 20. The older one was a divorcee and the younger one unmarried but very homely, her nose was wide enough for three girls. She also had olive skin, but she had a very fine figure. During the winter evenings when I was at home with nothing to do, I used to go to their house, in their study room, where we were reading Hebrew and Russian books, in the course of our reading time they used to prepare the samovar (the kettle) bring in a bottle visnujka cherry liqueur and converse. We passed many pleasant evenings. All these pleasures pacified the mind but not the heart nor the eyes. Many a time Mr. Berman told me while I was in a gloomy mood “Wilk why do you worry, you can stay in Russia, you have friends who look after your interest when you get to be old enough for military service. You have a bright future.” I knew what he was talking about, but he did not know that I would prefer to serve the Czar than be the husband of that sister-in-law of his.

			I remained in Smilg from Sukkot, the end of September 1880 to the 25th of November 1881.

			Mr. Berman entrusted me with everything he had, like Potiphar did to Joseph, the only difference, Mrs. Berman was not so amorous as Mrs. Potiphar, nor was I as handsome as Joseph. Mr. Berman had explicit confidence in me. I will relate an episode that will prove my statement. About three or four weeks before I left during a Saturday dinner sitting in the presence of his sister-in-law, the divorcee, who was a silent partner to Mr. Berman, Mr. Berman informed me that I shall take the Sunday morning train from Paniewiez for Riga with linen seed samples and sell the flax seed that we had accumulated and sell it and was empowered to receive monies for the value and remain there until the seed arrives and delivered. It aggregated a sum of nearly three thousand rubles. I listened but watched the eyes of that sister-in-law of his, she tried to catch his eye when he gave the order to me. 

			In return, I told him that it was not business-like to entrust a man with such sum of money who thinks to leave the country in a short time, and I refuse to accept that responsibility for his own good. I noticed the lady face reddened, but he smiled and said I am ready to make good any loss that firm sustained through your misconduct. I went and remained in Riga nearly a week and brought home close to three million dollars. The lady could not gaze in my eyes after that.

			A day or two before my leaving Mr. Berman wanted to know the amount he owed me for my service. I told him any amount that he thinks that I earned. He handed me 20 ten-ruble bills which was 100% more than I was getting at his brother’s. Besides the cash, he bought me an Irish fringe overcoat, three white dress shirts and a Persian lamb cap. The ladies whom I assisted in their lessons handed me five ten-ruble bills.

			Mr. Berman accompanied me to the city of Shavil. To leave the Berman family was just as painful to me as to the body when the soul leaves it.

			From there I went to Stulg to bid goodbye to my former boss and his family. From there I went to Erzwelik to bid goodbye to my grandfather and to the rest of my relatives but remained there only a few hours, I did not care to meet any uradnikes (marshalls). From Erzwelik I went to Sakaline to bid Uncle Abe and his family goodbye. I remained in Sakaline nearly a week. In the meantime, we drove down to Tawrig to see Mr. Abramson’s family.

			I had luncheon at their house, and told them of my intention, Mr. Abramson advised that I remain in Russia, and gave me his reasons, but Mrs. Abramson’s, like my Uncle Abe’s, advice was for me to go to a country where a person is free. In the evening we played dominoes and Helene lost 25 kopers but I returned the money. The parents accompanied me to the gate of the yard, but Helene accompanied me to the team which was a half block away from the house and when I took her hand to bid her adieu, she whispered “Mr. Wilk you go, and I will follow.” I was too timid to kiss her hand. How I felt you may imagine.

			I went back to Sakaline and started to make preparations to leave, as the time to report to the military authorities was nearing.

			The boundary between Russia and Germany was about a Russian mile from Sakaline, Uncle had some standing timber close to the border on the Russian side. Early in the morning while the sun was still eastward, I was furnished with a hatchet that stamped the trees, which I placed between the leather strap and my waist to make the watchmen soldier who guarded the border believe that I was one of the forest guards, and with the assistance of a guide that Uncle hired he led me over the border. A ditch of about three feet wide and three feet deep marks the border, on the east side of the ditch stands a tall post displayed by a two headed eagle, and on the west side of the ditch a post with a one headed eagle, right in the forest. The ground was covered with newly fallen snow and every footstep could be seen, which was to my disadvantage should the soldiers detect my destination.

			When we came to the ditch, I was not swift enough to jump over, so I got one leg in the water, as the thin cover of ice was not strong enough to hold up my weight, my guide told me that I was in Germany and that I need not fear any longer. When the Russian fugitive is 200 yards on the foreign soil, the Russian authority ceases. I was to keep on going without stopping. When I was about a half of an American mile in Germany I rested and got my breath and felt relieved, I was no longer a Russian subject “Praised be God!”

			I walked another American mile and came to a house, it proved to be an inn, I rested and had breakfast. The difference between the Russian inn and the German is like night is to day. Even the food is different. I dried my wet stockings while sitting near the hot stove and the legs of my trousers steamed.

			Later in the day I hired the innkeeper to take me to Tilsit, a distance of about five German miles. We got to Tilsit late in the evening, the folks were still awake. On entering the house, I was met by father and his wife, none of the children were to be seen. There was no excitement, no kissing, no hugging, no embracing. Father reached me his hand with the usual greeting, also it was our first meeting in seven years.

			I am sure that father was glad to see me, but he did not show it; that may have been to please his wife.

			In the morning, my sister was the only one to greet me. Father went to work, and so did the boys, as I got up about 10 o’clock. When I looked at my sister, who was then a girl of nine, small, thin, not a corpuscle of blood in her cheeks, my heart palpitated and my eyes filled with tears. A Mr. Krueger who was a son of my stepmother, I met there, as he was visiting his mother. He was highly educated in Hebrew but was lacking in manner, that I learned later. When I saw father carrying down the ashes from the coal stove and carrying up wood, and water and the young man reading a book; they lived on the upper floor, in two room and a kitchen above a machine shop near the Holzplatz (lumber yard) where father was employed.

			I knew there was no room in the small rooms for one more, as their family then were nine. Father, stepmother, two grown up sons of my stepmother’s former husbands, Louis a boy of 15 or there about, sister and three small boys from the second marriage. Neither was it pleasant for me to witness the inhumane treatment my sister received from the stepmother. 

			Stepmother never called my sister by her real name, but by the name stepmother named her, and that was Sweile, in jargon meaning “garbage” or garbage can. When I heard that, my blood boiled, and I told father to tell her if that woman calls my sister by that name, that I would break her head.

			Brother Morris worked at the bricklaying trade and never entered father’s house. In fact, the house was closed to him. When I came, I pleaded with him, and he consented to enter the house.

			While there a few minutes, one of the small boys began to quarrel with my sister and called her the name that his mother called and when Morris heard it, he gave him a kick and the boy flew across the room, his mother tried to learn the cause for her boy’s crying and I told her, and added if I should hear anyone, no matter who, would call her by that name would get the same kind of a kick as the boy received. She left the room and so did we.

			I engaged room and board with a Shochet, who taught me how to slaughter fowls according to the Jewish law. He also took English lesson by an old Fraulein Jacobson and remained in Tilsit until February 8, 1882. Uncle Abe and Uncle Aaron Yankel came to bid me farewell. They invited me to have lunch with them. We went to a wine cellar, they ordered three goblets of wine and three cheese sandwiches. I refused to eat the sandwich on account the cheese was cut with a treif knife and a shikse handled the cheese. My Uncle suggested that when in America to masquerade as Rabbi, he figured that American Rabbis especially Reform Rabbis knew no more Talmud than I did, and I was more pious than they are. When I left Uncle’s home, I left there my books consisting of Hebrew, Russian and German books, which had cost me a lot of money, but it was difficult to get them to Germany.

			Brother Morris decided to go along to America, I had to loan him $6.00 to buy a steamship ticket. We bade our relatives and our friends goodbye, and at 6 p.m. of February 8, 1882 we left Tilsit. Father accompanied us to Insterburg.

			When we arrived there, we had to remain overnight as our train for Berlin did not leave until the next morning at 6 a.m.

			The inn where we intended to stop was filled to capacity. There was no place, unless we should sleep on the floor. As for myself I was satisfied as I was used to sleep on a hard bench when in Rossein in Klaus. Neither was I sorry for brother Morris for I knew that many a night he slept in the open without a roof on his head nor a floor under his feet, as he had no home and no means to rent lodging, but my heart broke, and my eyes filled with tears. When father leaving his sons go to strange land, thousands of miles away, with little prospects to ever see them again, that poor man who has not had a pleasant day for years, to lay on the floor. Neither he nor we talked for when we started to talk our throats was choked that we could not speak.

			At six o’clock the following morning we took leave. Father stood near the depot with downcast head, looking on the ground.

			Let it not happen to you dear reader. There is no pain like the pain that is suffered when parents leave children, and children leave parents under conditions we left each other.

			In the car assigned to us, there was no heat, no benches nor chairs, no toilets nor washroom, not a bit better than our cattle cars, but much less sanitary. Cattle cars have fresh air, and these cars are closed in, the stench was unbearable, and they call Germany a civilized country. At noon the train stopped for ten minutes. To take on and let out passengers and for intestinal evacuation.

			We had rye bread and wurst from home and we lunched on board our car. We bought a bottle of beer at the Wartesaul depot. We arrived in Berlin about 7 or 8 in the evening. At the depot in Berlin, there were messengers from hotels and were taken to a Yiddishe (Jewish) Gorkich Inn.

			After taken a bath we changed clothes and began promenading the streets of Berlin, we were to enter then Linden to see the Kaiser’s Palace, and the Brandenburger Thor, where the Sieges Wagon stood to commemorate the murdering of thousands of innocents by enemy soldiers. If I would be the Kaiser, instead of wasting money to build statues in honor of murderers, I would build passenger cars with benches and toilets. We stayed in Berlin over Saturday and in the evening, we left for Hamburg. About 9 or 10 in the evening we arrived in Hamburg and as in Berlin there was the hustler of a Jewish innkeeper who took us to his inn. There we remained until the following Friday, as our boat the Cambria did not sail until then.

			We had not seen much of the city as it was foggy during the whole week and the streets wet and dirty. Every business house used artificial light even during the day. On February either the 18th or 19th at 10 a.m. we embarked a small boat, to reach the large boat that stood anchored in the Elba. The steamer Cambria must have had at least 2,000 people including the sailors, it was a city in itself. For a while, while on deck we saw all kinds of people, some dark, some light complected, some very expensively dressed, some very shabby, and you could hear all kind of languages from Lithuanian to Greek, Polish to Turkish. Some with black silk hats, and some in sheepskin caps. The music played German airs. Some appeared to be very happy, and some cried. My brother and myself were neither, we just gazed. My body was on the steamer, but my mind was at Smilg remembering the good times I had there. In a moment later the vision of the beautiful girl who assured me that she will follow and that thought soon left me but the view of my father, his face, his bent shoulders, when he stood at the depot platform when we bid each other farewell, that vision remained with me for hours. After the passports and the steamship tickets were inspected, we were assigned to the steerage, Morris and myself in one berth. 

			The boat sailed smoothly as the sea was calm. We arrived at Havre the next day Saturday about 11 o’clock in the forenoon, and we went to see the city. We visited a restaurant, we brought a bottle of wine to take along on our voyage, and while I declined to eat treif, I had to be satisfied with a sardine sandwich and Morris had the same. While at the restaurant we got acquainted with two Jews from St. Petersburg, they too went to America, they looked citified and in good humor and we enjoyed their company. We also got acquainted with a German who went to Klifelant Oheco. No doubt he knows the right name by this time. Our ship remained at Havre until Sunday morning, it was unloading and loading freight. The weather there was like in the late spring in Lithuania, not too warm nor too cold.

			The boat left Havre at 10 a.m. Sunday morning, there was music and waving of handkerchiefs all looked happy, but not I, “where am I going and to whom am I going,” I asked myself, and that thought tortured me. I was only composed when I took out from my pocket the letter father gave me that was written to him by brother Isadore who was in America about 10 or 11 months, that he was making from two to three dollars a day and after figuring 300 working days in a year and allowing for rainy and snowy days 30 days in a year and instead of $2 to $3 call the average $2.50 or $675.00 a year, and the American dollar then was on gold standard so that one American dollar was worth two rubles. According to these figures Isadore was making 1350 rubles a year, which is about six times as much as ever did make notwithstanding, that I was a Yeshiva Bochur for two years had knowledge in Talmud, could read and write Hebrew, Russian and German which he was lacking. I also had training in buying and selling grain, flax and hemp. Another object that composed my wandering mind was I noticed on my brother’s letter the letterhead and stationery he used of his cousins Wilk Bros, which was printed as follows:


			Wilk Bros 
dealing in
 Clothing, Gents furnishing goods, Hats, Caps, Trunks Valises, Watches, Jewelry
Minneapolis, Minnesota


			Hence my cousins were the proprietors of eight different stores or warehouses, and as gifted a man as I am, will surely be given a responsible position at a salary suitable for merit.

			For two days and two nights the sea was as smooth as a mirror, it was a pleasure to be on deck and watching the movements of the engines, and the 3rd day towards evening I noticed the sailors climbing on the mast and fastening the sails and loosening the lifeboats. When the sailor was on deck, I offered him a cigar which he took and said “Danke” (thanks.) I asked him what he was doing and why he was doing, he answered that that was his instruction which is usually done when a heavy gale is expected. I also noticed heavy clouds gathering and it was not an hour later when all of us on deck were ordered to our places, and the door of the deck closed. It started to blow, and you could hear the noise of falling dishes, women crying the boat was swinging in every direction. Brother Morris showed symptoms of sea sickness. We tied ourselves to the bedstand so that we do not be thrown off or out of bed. The steward brought to us boiled potatoes and herring for supper, but we were unable to eat. We loosened the life saver which was coupled up above our bed and I began to mutter some Psalms. 

			The storm kept on during the whole in spite my prayers. It abated toward morning and we were told that we were driven back 200 miles. Towards noon the sea was calm again, and I ceased to pray. When on deck our newly made acquaintance tried to cheer us up and assured us that we will find silver dollars on the streets, and they told the truth. When you consider what our Yehudim have accomplished since the time we came to this country until now, not alone did they find silver dollars, but they found life, freedom, happiness and life hereafter. What would the European Jews have done in their present dilemma without the American Jew. I was not figuring their success in dollars and cents alone what they have accomplished in politics, literature and art. 

			We have and we have had sons of immigrants as U.S. Senators, Supreme Court judges, governors of states, the finest jurists, the finest artists, the scientist, musicians and financiers. May God bless and keep the U.S. Let us see what this blessed country has done for the first generation the immigrant. From notion peddler to department store magnates. From junk peddlers to manufacturers of machinery, from cheap jewelry vendors to watch manufacturers from pawnshops to bankers and from pressers of pants to manufacturers of clothing, and from newspaper peddlers to editors and owners of the largest daily newspaper in America. It is unimaginable the progress the Jew has made. Take our own business, from the measly beginning in 1917 to the fifth biggest seed business in the United States.

			The trip from Hamburg to Castle Garden took 14 days and 18 hours. Brother was seasick most of the time but not I. Our diet consisted of bread, coffee, boiled potatoes with the jackets on and raw herring, we were offered decent food, very appetizing food, but what religious Jew would dare to eat trefa, especially on the ocean? That we were happy to see land, I need not tell you after such a long and stormy voyage. We had no one to greet us when we stepped off the planks from the boat to shore. A representative of a Jewish innkeeper greeted us in the same manner as in Berlin and Hamburg and took us to his inn. A couple of hours after we had breakfast, we went to a barber shop, for a haircut and a shave, we took also a bath, and there we left our lady acquaintances that we made during the time of our voyage and we were glad to get rid of them.

			We remained in New York 24 hours. We did not see much of the city, we preferred to stay in our room and rest after such a strenuous trip.

			We left New York on the B&0 at ten in the evening. When at the station in Washington, two colored women entered our Coach with large coffee pitchers and donuts which they offered to sell, but who could eat any food handled by such black hands as those women had. They were the first colored people that brother and I saw. I began to doubt in Americas’ greatness if America is populated by that race. We changed cars in Chicago. When our train stopped at Albert Lea, Minnesota, two large men entered our car and were looking for a seat, they were clad in heavy Raccoon Coats, with the fur on the outside. A child went over to me. What kind of a country am I coming to —Black people and lunatics. On Friday, 10 a.m., the 3rd of March we arrived in Minneapolis. A few minutes before the bookman called out Minneapolis, we were getting ready to leave the car, but to make it double sure, I asked the people who were sitting near us whether it was Minneapolis; we were told that Minneapolis is a city of sixty thousand inhabitants, and the number of one-story wooden buildings, the streets muddy, old wooden sidewalks —how is it possible in a city of that size, hence my fear that the conductor may erred. 

			When on the pavement near the station, I asked the hack driver whether he knew Wilk Bros., he said yes and I told him to take us, which he did. It was about four blocks for which he demanded one dollar. Would we have known the distance we would have saved that dollar; I still regret it.

			On entering the store of our cousins, Wilk Bros., we were met by our brother Isadore who was expecting us, and by our cousins. They greeted us cordially, but when noticing that they discarded their beards (in our country a decent Jew would not shave) my kinship cooled. According to the Shulchan Aruch, a Jew that uses a razor to destroy his beard, his testimony as a witness before a Beth Din, is not acceptable, or in other words, it has no credence.

			Cousin Morris Wilk invited us to dinner at his house that was for the evening meal.

			In the meantime, brother Isadore took us to a barber shop to be shaved and to bathe. We changed clothes and changed our boots for a pair of American shoes, and my Persian lamb cap for a derby which I bought at my cousin’s store. Morris did the same, but he needed not new shoes, his German shoes were still wearable.

			On entering cousin Morris’s home, we were greeted by his wife who was a very young and beautiful lady who had her little son — a handsome boy with blond curly hair. Cousin Hyman Wilk was also there as his children — a girl of 12 and a boy of eight or nine made their home there. He was a widower. The children also greeted us kindly. They talked English and we did not understand them, we simply moved our heads.

			The dining room was not very roomy, but enough to accommodate all present. The table was covered with a snow-white linen cloth, cut glass water glasses, wine glasses to match, the plates very fine china gold rimmed, the knives, forks and spoons of solid silver engraved with the initials M.W. There were loaves of challah and wine to make Kiddush and everyone was assigned a seat.

			Figuring that Kiddush will be recited, I put my hat on but Isadore who was sitting near me stepped on my foot. I removed the hat. There was a salad for an appetizer soup with homemade noodles. Stewed chicken. Unluckily my portion of the chicken was the shoulder and the full length of the neck. By the size of the neck, I recognized that the chicken was not killed by a shochet and to eat the chicken was like eating lead. I could hardly swallow it. We remained a while after supper at the house, telling them about the family in Europe and then we went back to the store where our brothers talked about home, etc. In the rear of the store stood a bed where Isadore slept, but that night Morris and I slept in the bed and Isadore slept on a table when the overalls were placed on the floor.

			For a whole month, I boarded with my cousin, preferring to a gentile boarding house where pork and beans are the principal diet.

			Morris did not mind boarding in gentile boarding houses; he was used to it in Germany.

			My beginning in the blessed U.S. as stated before was arrival in Minneapolis on March 3rd, 1882.

			For a week after our arrival, Isadore kept us company and we remained either in the store or at the house. After that, I began to ask him what he was doing to make the money he claimed he does, and what was I to do to make a living. For three successive weeks, I kept on asking the same questions but no answer.

			After three weeks of idleness, my brother finally told me that he is peddling, and when I asked him what it means, he said that he was selling merchandise to customers at their residence. And do you expect me to do the same, I asked him. Yes, he answered. When he noticed how I changed colors, he said, I believe you are disappointed. Come and I will show you the men who used to peddle and now they are the owners of one of the biggest dry goods stores in Minneapolis — their names were Siegelbaum and Bros. at the corner of 3rd and Nicollet. On the corner of Washington and Hennepin was a large clothing establishment owned by Skoll and Robetchek. 

			He consoled me by telling me that by peddling not only that you can make a living, but you learn the language, and you learn to judge merchandise. In my heart however I cursed the day when I decided to leave Russia. I regretted that I have wasted three years to study Talmud. To carry a pack of towels, tablecloths, safety pins and baby bibs a person need not be a Talmudist. I asked my brother to lend me enough money to buy a ticket that I could return to Russia, Isadore promised to lend me the money after I remained here six months. 

			The day before I started out to peddle, my brother selected various notions such as pocket combs, fine combs, handkerchiefs, ladies cotton hosiery and men’s socks, children’s stockings, safety pins, pins, needles and baby bibs, shoestrings, and small looking glasses. He placed it all in a pasteboard box that contained men’s dress shirts. Men used to wear starched shirts — the box was about 18 inches long and 12 inches deep. I marked on every piece of merchandise the cost with Hebrew numbers and the selling price in plain figures so that one customer should not pay any more than the other. In other words, I adopted a one price system.

			Brother Isadore made a chart of the streets that I was to peddle on and arranged that I should call on the same customers every three weeks.

			The following morning, he advised me to take 3rd St. beginning with 7th Avenue. On the corner was a boarding house, and that house should be the first that I should call and try to sell, he knew the lady and he was sure that she would patronize me. He was sure that she would not let me go without buying, for the day before he left her $1.50 with the request that she buy for that amount when I call, that I learned in many months later.

			At eight o’clock in the morning of April 2nd, I started out with my shirt box filled with notions to make my caviar and lay the foundation for my future generation, as directed on the corner of 7th Avenue and Third Street. I knocked at the kitchen door and a woman of about 60 years of age with a friendly face opened the door and said good morning peddler come in. I rubbed my shoes on the mat that laid near the door and entered the kitchen. I came in the next room which was the parlor where several upholstered chairs, a sofa and a piano. Sit down and show me your goods, she said. Partially, I understood what she said and partially by the motion of her hands. I opened the box, and she selected some goods which amounted to $1.50. I thanked her, closed up my shirt box, bid her goodbye and departed. When outside, I took a pencil and figured the profit I made on the sales and learned that I made $.65 which would be one ruble and 30 kopens in Russian exchange and that was made in less than 30 minutes, no wonder that brother Isadore is making three to four dollars in a day. I thanked God that I came to such a country where money is made so easy.

			From the time I left that house until I came home at 6 o’clock in the evening all together I must have knocked at 50 kitchen doors but was not permitted to enter a single kitchen. On arriving at the cousin’s store, where my merchandise was kept, I was met by my brother. How was business, he asked, and I told him just as it was, to which he said, “that on the first day he only sold $.35 and what I done was exceptionally good.”

			He proposed that we enter into a co-partnership. I surely was elated about his proposition.

			For two months my business was discouraging although I did not need to worry as my brother was making enough money to keep both of us; however, I did not like to be supported by my brother.

			In the month of June, my business began to improve and several days in that month, I came home with five or six dollars of profit. I began to hold my own, and everything looked promising. In the following months my average sales and profits exceeded that of my brothers. I began to have customers that awaited my coming. After Christmas, business was dormant, and in order not to drift backwards, I made a partnership deal with a fellow named Gittelson who had a horse and wagon, but no merchandise. I had merchandise but no horse and wagon, so we joined and went peddling among the farmers, 50 to 100 miles off Minneapolis, I learned that was also not an easy life, many a night we had to drive until 9 o’clock to find a farmer who would permit us to stay overnight. We were together two weeks and we dissolved our partnership. We disposed of some goods, but it did not warrant to continue.

			Our business during the winter months was not too profitable, there was too much snow and too cold. It would be unethical to disturb the lady of the house to come to the woodshed to inspect the peddler whether he is worthy to admit in the house to warm up even when the peddler is too frozen to show his wares.

			The spring months business improved, and we got along nicely. Isadore, however, who peddled 11 months longer than I did, showed relaxation — he was getting tired. I omitted to state, that after the first month, I gave up to board at my cousins. We rented a room from our cousins over their store, where we furnished it with two beds, three chairs, a table and kerosene stove.

			Morris and Isadore boarded in a gentile boarding house and I did my own cooking, as I declined to eat treif. My menu for breakfast: a roll, a cup of coffee, and for lunch, an omelette. I took along bread and butter and two boiled eggs and the same when I came home from work. I enjoyed it. 

			I knew I was not transgressing either Mishnaic or Talmudic mandates. Saturdays, I used the preparation of the day although it was cold. I remained in the room the Sabbath day to read the Pentatouch the portion of the week. During the month of July when the room was very hot to suffocation, I ventured to go downstairs and in the store. The store was busy on Saturdays, and any help my cousins demanded and being too timid to refuse, I waited at the trade. When at my bid, I prayed for forgiveness for desecrating the Sabbath and doubting whether my prayer was accepted. I feared that I may not be permitted to wake up as the penalty, for desecration of the Sabbath intentionally is death. In the morning, I examined most of my organs and they were functioning, so I knew I was alive. The next Sabbath I repeated and went down to the store and waited on trade and no ill results followed. After working in the store several Saturdays and working gratis, even not a word of gratitude as a compensation, I argued with myself. Why sin for others? Hence, I decided if I do work on the Sabbath, I will work for myself.

			The following Saturday I filled my two valises with Fall merchandise, started out an hour later than in weekdays. My body trembled, every nerve in me rebelled, exchanging names fort conscience, how cowardice, how weak. Am I to be blamed, I questioned myself? I am not doing what every Jew in Minneapolis is doing. Even the pious Jew whom you find in Temple Friday night. When entering the Temple, he removes his hat. Even the Rabbi himself shaven and hatless stands with his back to the Sanctuary where the scrolls rest. Every Jewish store is doing business on the Sabbath day — why should I be the exception. In that way, I satisfied my conscience.

			Brother Morris, after being a week or 10 days in Minneapolis, got a job as a bricklayer that was his trade in Germany, he worked a short time brick laying, but the American bricklayer was too fast for him and was compelled to discontinue and the poor fellow had to take a job carrying mortar. I have seen that his flesh on the shoulder was lacerated and the carrying of this has worn his clothes, nevertheless, he kept on working. Later, he learned the plastering trade and made good wages. He saved every cent he made.

			The idea of discontinuing peddling grew on us daily. By the end of June 1883, we laid aside the bundles, in the hope never to shoulder it again. We decided to engage in storekeeping and to handle the lines we figured that we knew. We rented a store on Washington Avenue South between 7th and 8th Ave., #703. On the corner was a saloon. The size of the store was 25 x 40 with a room of 25 x 30 in the rear fit for bachelors to keep house and save lodging rent. It took nearly a month to arrange the store, we equipped it with show cases, shelves, a stove, and chandeliers for kerosene lamps. A good share of the merchandise line like men’s underwear, men’s hosiery, men’s handkerchiefs, suspenders, men’s gloves, mitts, we had left from our peddling stock. 

			In a short time, a representative from a Chicago Notion Wholesale House of Shoyer Hooner and Company, a Mr. Harris, came to sell us goods — the same Mr. Harris sold us goods while we were peddling. We had our credit established. We were very prompt in paying our bills, we always discounted our bills and saved the discount. When we opened the store for business, our store was well filled. We added men’s working clothes, men working shoes, sheep-lined jackets and coats, hats and caps. We also put in a small stock of men’s watches, chains and rings, and a few trunks and valises. Minneapolis was filling up with new people from the Scandinavian countries. Aside from watches that they were eager buyers, they also provided themselves with accordions to play when the day’s work was over and enjoy themselves at the boarding houses with their accordion music. Most of them could not speak English, they conversed with my brother, Isadore, who could talk a little Norwegian and Swedish to tell the truth when he talked to Swede, the Swede figured that he was talking to a Norwegian and vice versa, as Isadore himself could not name the language he was talking. The Scandinavian girls on whom he called on every three weeks taught him their language, but he was too timid to ask them the name of the language.

			Briefly, we were well pleased with our change. During September, October and November, we did more business than we dreamed of. Our dally sales aggregated from 40–100 dollar a day of our gross expenses, not figuring our personal expense of $16 per month for board and about $2.00 for month for wash. We boarded then at Mr. and Mrs. Loeweschors.

			During the December month, business dropped off, as it is usually the case in the clothing stores, the consumer saves to buy knickknacks for Christmas gifts.

			One day at the beginning of December, while waiting for customers to come, the thought of the friends from overseas began to enter in my brain chambers. The girl who told me, “You go, and I will follow,” stood vividly in my sight. I decided to write to her. You see I was already a storekeeper with a profitable business. In time, I figured I would be in a position to give the girl a suitable home. When my brothers had returned for the night, I remained in the store and wrote to the girl I loved. I learned that she went to her sister’s in St. Petersburg. My letter did not contain a word of youth’s frivolities, I merely asked her how she and her parents were getting along. I also told her of my experience since my arrival in this country.

			When business got quieter in the store and heavy winter goods were not moving and bills were approaching the discount time limit, we decided to change our store attendance from two to one and one should try to turn the merchandise into cash, and we did accordingly. One week I went out peddling and Isadore remained in the store, the next week Isadore went peddling and I remained in the store. We managed under the same arrangement until business began to improve and that was in beginning of March. 

			We managed to dispose of enough goods so that we did not need to borrow money to meet our obligations. About the end of January, on my return in the store from the day’s work of peddling, I noticed a letter on the show case — the post stamp mailed St. Petersburg. I was filled with joy. It was a reply to my letter. It also lacked frivolities. She informed me that she was with her sister in St. Petersburg, etc., etc. I did not answer it immediately as I should have done, knowing that my fortune was still in the making and awaited for development. Two months later I wrote again, but in a friendlier tone, and her immediate reply was likewise more intimate. In April when business began to improve and considering ourselves like the other vendors who depend for the seasons for their livelihood, I wrote again and told her plainly the aim of my letters and in due time I received an answer, enclosing her photo, which was more beautiful than Venus, with short words of acceptance. Come to Taunoggen, we will get married there in the presence of my parents and then we will return to America.

			Being a descendant of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob which when at the height of their prosperity, suffered a setback, their children as well since their experienced the same faith — myself included. We heard rumors that the Milwaukee road was contemplating to build a viaduct for their trains to run overhead of the streets, hence they had to lower Washington and 7th Avenue South which they did beginning of 3une and in order for a customer to enter our store had to climb four steps. On account of the location for a store was workless. We decided to move out. By July 1st, we gave up the store.

			I delayed answering her letter until I knew results of the Rack Roads project. After knowing it and knowing my financial condition and my ability to provide for her with a suitable home she deserved. I described my situation to her and wished her a better husband than I am. Not from the conservations of my part, but for my love to her, I took that step. I have not heard a word from her since — you dear reader will appreciate that I was not selfish. Most lovers do not look into the future, but what are the results in most cases.

			In later years, I learned that she married a cousin — a Mr. Kanzler — a druggist in St. Petersburg. I hope she had a happy life.

			We sold the equipment for a half what it had cost to a Mr. Lowenson. Our joint capital aggregated the sum of about twelve hundred in the bank after settling our obligations of about $500 in merchandise, consisting of working men’s wearing apparel. Now what are we to do? To start peddling again, we were Americanized enough to shun knocking at doors, but saying of the burdensome work. To hire out as clerks in large establishment we were still lacking the language to work in secondhand stores, we had too much self-respect. To rent a store to our taste, the rents were too high and our capital too small to stock it. We finally decided a buy a piece of land in the surrounding of Minneapolis. We had not consulted anyone. Intimate friends, we had none and to ask our cousins, their advice was considered valueless as to our judgment, they did not know enough to run their own business.

			We succeeded in buying 30 acres of land about seven miles from Minneapolis, north on the Hopper road. There was a two-story frame dwelling in fair condition and one barn that could accommodate two horses and ten to twelve cows, a newly built chicken coop. The land was in a tillable state but very sandy. The biggest part of the crop was already taken off, but about 10–12 acres of potatoes we got in the bargain. The agreed price was $3,500 or $120 per acre. The terms $100 cash — balance of mortgage being 8%.

			We hired a Pomeranian German and his wife to do the farm and housework. We were to pay $200 a year for the man and $60 a year for the woman. We were to furnish provision for the family including four children. The downstairs would be their home and we took a large room upstairs for a bedroom, and we to board with them. After we moved on the farm, we bought a horse and a delivery wagon, the two items cost us $150. The hired man and the writer went about 40 to 50 miles from Minneapolis and we bought nine cows at an average of $30 per cow and we drove them to the farm. After buying dairy equipment, etc., etc., we have not had a dollar left. In a few days later Isadore went to Minneapolis soliciting customers for the milk. In short time he had enough customers to use up our supply. We were happy and content. We knew we were making an honest living with the sweat of our brow, the way Adam had to make after eating the forbidden apple. No more haggling with an ignorant foreigner. We considered ourselves independent, honest American farmers. The American Aristocrat.

			About September 15th, we began to dig the potatoes and they were rather scabby but of good size. A dealer wanted to buy them while we were digging and offered 28 cents per bushel on the farm. We refused figuring that we can make the profit that he is figuring to make, the next day I took down a load to the market which if they would not been scabby I could easily get 35 cents per bushel, as it was I did not sell a bushel on the market but went peddling, it is time I got 30 and 35 cents per bushel, but I worked hard the whole afternoon, taking the sacks down in the basement and had to be in bed with a backache a whole week — false economy and too greedy, two poor business practices and it should be avoided. Live and let live should be the businessman’s slogan. After digging, we placed the potatoes in the basement, and hauled it out in the Spring to Arona to a starch factory for 12 cents a bushel. My first speculative deal in America.

			When the fall work on the farm was done, and after a supply of forage for the cattle and horses was provided, I packed up the unsold merchandise from our store into trunks and went to small towns to sell it.

			I came to a town, New Prague, mostly Bohemian stores and saloon keepers there, they don’t buy a glass of beer over the counter or at a table to drink it. They come into the saloon with their families, take along their lunches and buy a gallon of beer and enjoy themselves. I approached a dealer to sell him my goods. I quoted price below cost. I know he liked the goods and the prices, but I have not spot cash to pay but he was willing to trade it for butter. I was never a judge of butter even now. I know that the price for butter was 28 cents a pound, and when I asked what he holds his butter at, he told me 12 cents a pound.

			Seeing the merchant, the town and the store, I took him to be a know nothing but since I offered him my goods below cost, I was not tamest enough to make him aware of prices of butter Minneapolis is selling, without further arguments, I agreed to make the change. I gave him $300 worth of merchandise and he weighted up enough butter for that amount and I hurriedly took it down to the depot and sent it to a Minneapolis commission house with instruction to sell the butter at the highest price possible but for not less than 28 cents per pound.

			I think I can see that Bohemian laughing in his dreams how he took in that smart aleck the Jew. I believe the whole country knew of the deal.

			The rest of my goods I peddled out from farm to farm and brought the empty trunks back and felt relieved and happy.

			On my return to Minneapolis, I met Isadore at our cousins. I asked whether the butter was sold and at what prices to which he replied that it was no butter but axel grease and all they could get for it was five cents per pound. I knew then that the Bohemian small-town merchant knew more than I did. Believe me, dear reader, I did not feel proud with my deal, not that I did not used good judgment — to err is human, but the loss that we will sustain bothered me awfully, we couldn’t afford it.

			After the sting of the transaction eased, I told my brother to take the butter home with us. I am not going to sell the butter for five cents a pound. He did not argue, loaded it into our delivery wagon and took it to the farm. I bought 10 cents worth of sulfur and took it along.

			In the evening after the chores were done, I ordered the woman to bring a wash tub. I placed 25 pounds of butter in the tub, put in cold water on it and kneaded it for 30 minutes and then fresh water. I worked at it until the water was clear from impurities and butter milk. I then took sweet cream colored it with the essence of saffron, sprinkled the butter and then kneaded again, placed in one lb. packages, wrapped it in silk paper. The next day I took it to boarding houses in Minneapolis and sold every pound 28 cents per pound. The deal turned out profitable but with a lot of work.

			The winter of 1884 and 1885 was a very severe one. It started early in December and lasted until March 15th. The mercury registered as low as 35 degrees below zero and never less than five to ten degrees below and poor Isadore poorly clad had to leave 5 a.m. for Minneapolis. Many a morning he had to suffer the road to go through the blocked crossroad until he reached the main highway on the River road.

			Notwithstanding the fact that we sold milk from nine cows, even if we got 12 quarts in average per cow at five cents per quart, or a gross income of $5.40 per day. We had, nevertheless, increased our herd to 12 cows, we added one more horse, one more lumber wagon and paid the help promptly, built an ice house 30 x 50 feet, and hauled more than 100 loads of ice and the cutting and hauling the ice was made by our German help and by the writer. Believe me, cutting ice and hauling it out of the ice-cold water and loading in sleighs is much harder work than to study a page of Talmud. For your information, I will state although we did not observe the Jewish dietary laws of Koshrus, but during Passover week, I lived on Matzo and coffee and boiled eggs. After Passover, we got busy seeding and planting.

			The later part of May 1885, in the early afternoon while I was planting sweet fodder corn, to be used as forage, a carriage drawn by two spirited horses neared the house and stopped to inquire where the Wilk Bros. Farm was. I told the coachmen that he is on the Wilk Brothers farm. While talking to him a beautiful young woman opened the door of the carriage and asked me in German Kanniich den Gerr Wilk Gongonn got Fraulein. I imagined who she was, but to make it sure, I asked her name.

			I told her that Isadore is expected home at any time. I invited her into the house. Around the house, I knew she was my brother’s fiancee. I also took her upstairs where we lived. The furniture in our room consisted of two single beds, four chairs that we paid $1.35 a piece, a plain table and a bookcase. I noticed the color of her face got paler. Ladies did not used makeup the way that do now, hence the colors of their faces were their own and if any change you would easily notice.

			She went back to the carriage and drove to Minneapolis without seeing my brother. When Isadore came, I told him the occurrence. He changed clothes and went to Minneapolis. The young lady was invited by our cousin Moritz Wilk, they liked my brother, but they had no use for me. I was too much outspoken.

			I understood when Isadore sent for his girl, brother Morris sent for his and the two girls came from Europe together. Brother Morris arranged for his girl a place with Mr. Morris Presege, a cousin of ours. On the sixth day of June 1885, the double wedding took place. Isadore and Helene’s wedding was at Moritz Wilk house and Morris and Pearl’s wedding was at Moritz Bresky house. I attended the wedding ceremony at Isadore’s, but not at Moritz’s, as it took place in the same hour. After the wedding, I left for the farm, as the cows had to be milked early in the morning and the milk taken to town. I had to take Isadore’s place to do the delivering. On the third day after the wedding, Isadore was on his job. In the meantime I bought the necessary furniture and utensils ready for Isadore and Helene to start housekeeping. The furniture was not too costly, believe me. Very shortly after they began housekeeping, Helene had a falling out with the German housekeeper that we had and the German family quit us. There is not a house big enough for two women to live in and it is the truth.

			After the family left, the entire work like milking, feeding, cleaning, washing the milk utensils, I had to do, and it was too much for one man. In a few weeks, we hired a strong Swedish young man. It is true he did the heavy work when he was told. The married life did not seem to agree with Helene, nor was she used to getting up at 6 o’clock to make breakfast. In fact, she was not used to do any housework and life began to be burdensome. Aside of the unsatisfactory conditions of the house affairs, we had seeded three acres of cucumbers which was contracted with a pickling factory at 75 cents per bushel and I figured to realize four to five hundred dollars. A frost early in August destroyed the vines and we did not realize a dollar which was a severe and unexpected loss. We considered it a dilemma and we were at a loss how to meet our obligations, such as interest, wages and to lay in a supply of hay and bran.

			The winter was a very cold one owing to lack of funds we had to get along without hired help.

			To rise in the morning at 4 a.m. to milk the cows in the cold stable, to clean the stable, feed the cattle and then prepare breakfast was not at all to my liking. To earn a livelihood with the sweat of my brow which I admired so much in the early days of my arrival in this country lost its charm.

			I suggested to my brother that we quit the milk business. I convinced him that there is no future in it, besides that to live in the country with a sick woman in the house, a physician’s visit took a month’s savings.

			We began to look for a customer. We inserted a few ads in the Minneapolis papers. We succeeded to sell the milk route, the cows and all the rest of personal property for $1650, part of that sum we took a lot on Bloomington Avenue, South, which we sold six months later for the price we paid. The buyer of the cows also rented the farm $300 annual rental., It was the best sale of the most rent in that part of the country. Our neighbor farmers who made fun of the two Jew boys farmers, were convinced that the Jew can also farm as the rest. They were also convinced that in equal condition, the Jew will make a living where the non-Jew would starve.

			After paying off all our indebtedness including doctor bills, which was figured as a general expense, we had $600 to divide and the partnership was dissolved by mutual consent.

			(That land we sold in 1919 for $8,000.)

			We moved to Minneapolis in June 1886. Isadore started housekeeping and I began boarding at Mr. Levinson’s, the only Jewish boarding house in Minneapolis then. After paying a month’s board in advance, and after buying the needed wearing apparel, my capital dwindled to $175. What to do next was that bothered me, to start peddling again. My conscience, not my self-respect rebelled, a young person healthy, should take the place that what an outworn crippled person should do. To go clerking in a prominent business house I was not fit, for I was still was lacking the language and to clerk in a pawn shop or in secondhand store was below my dignity. Isadore was in the same dilemma. His capital dwindled in the same proportion, even more so. He approached me on the subject. We finally decided to go together again. Our combined capital amounted to $350.

			My brother rented a storeroom, 11 x 40 feet, at Washington Avenue North at $40.00 per month and had to pay the holder of the lease $50.00 bonus to the adjourning store proprietor, a Mr. Kreuger, a Yehudi. After paying the bonus, the rent, and after buying three kerosene lamps, two secondhand show cases, a stove, shelves, a few chairs, our joint capital shrunk to $175.00.

			No fun to start in business to pay rent, light, for two families to live on a $175.00 investment. Isadore, being the best salesman of the two, he was to look after the selling and store management, and the buying of goods and of paying the bills was my work. Now to get the goods: In Minneapolis that time had only one wholesale house selling notions, workmen clothing and dry goods. Cleanly dressed and neatly shaved, I entered the wholesale house trembling. I asked for the credit man, and was shown in a well-furnished office, I was asked for my wishes and told the credit man my story and the amount of our capital. He called a salesman who took me to the sample room and selected about four hundred dollars’ worth of goods such as overalls, jackets, working shirts, etc.

			The salesman invited me to see the credit man again, he handed the credit man the list of goods I selected to which he said how can you open a store with so little goods. I remarked that is more than our capital permits. He insisted that I go back with the salesman select a stock sufficient to open a store. I selected twenty-two hundred dollars’ worth, the terms he gave me was 30–5%, 60–4%, 90–3% days four months’ net.

			The goods were delivered immediately, we worked the afternoon and until midnight, arranging the stock, and trimming the window and in the morning, we opened the store ready to do business.

			Isadore waited on the Scandinavian customer, I the Polish and the Lithuanians. Our sales total for that day was over $50.00. We gave a cigar and a business card to every customer. In a short time later, we began to pay our obligations and in three months later we did not owe one dollar.

			In the meantime, Chicago representatives began calling and selling and we had a good size stock, Isadore who lived in the rear of the store had to move out in order to increase the room for merchandise. Our business grew daily. Some days our sales reached the $100.00 mark. Even after the holidays, we made more than our expenses, which is considered exceptionally good.

			When spring came, business improved, and we were on the road of making money. Our neighbor, our landlord did not enjoy our prosperity, he began marking goods below cost but that did not do him any good. Such goods were bought up for us by our friends and brought to our store.

			The landlord of ours, however, a month before our lease expired, notified us that he wants his store back. We were again compelled to look for new quarters. Across the street a half a block south of us a new brick building was in course of erection. It consisted of three storerooms 25 X 125 each. We rented the center one at $125 per month.

			The net earnings in that year amounted to $2,000, a good showing for $175 investment, but not enough to stock a store of 25 X 125. We proposed to Louis and Morris to join us. They agreed. Our combined capital did not exceed $4,000. We had a closing out sale and turned most of the merchandise into cash as the merchandise of the small store was not suitable for the new big store and about the 15th of August, we opened the new store. We bought a stock of clothing from L. Lowenstein and Company, Chicago. Furnishing goods of Host Bros., and Frankenthal & Company. Hats from Gambal Bros., Chicago, Naskcomer from Eisenstadt Bros. 

			We had a complete clothing store with about $8000 worth of merchandise, aside of watches of jewelry that Morris and Louis stocked. The agreement between the partners was that each of us to receive 100 dollars monthly salary. Morris to work at his trade and participate in the net profits of 25% only. We began to do a satisfactory business from the first day we started. We got all the old customers back and many new ones. Our friend, Mr. Krueger our landlord of the small store, four months later, gave up even his own store. He lost all his business.

			The autumn month and until New Years, business was better than we expected by the 1st of the year we did not owe a dollar for merchandise. The winter months was very quiet, and I hardly believe we made our overhead expenses. Brother Isadore went out with a stock of watches west to turn his merchandise into cash and succeeded partially. The trade in the spring to July 4th was fair, we borrowed some money in the bank to meet our spring bills. We did not make much until September 1st. In the winter after a fair fall business, business quit again. We hardly kept our own.

			In the spring 1889 we heard rumors that the Plymouth Clothing Company was moving out from their location to Nicolet Avenue, they had their store three or four doors south of us. When customers were looking for the Plymouth Company, we told them that our store is the Plymouth and we succeeded in making many sales. Hearing the rumors, we knew that it would hurt us, so we bought very little spring goods and we were lucky of doing so, as the location after the Plymouth left was worthless — we were the heaviest suffers. To be a successful merchant takes more than mere salesmanship. We were fair salesmen we thought, but we were not merchants. We knew it, and we knew that we have neither the capital nor the ability to do a clothing business in a large city with the prevailing competition.

			We began consulting traveling salesmen about locations. A Mr. Zobel, a clothing traveling salesman for the firm of L. Lowenstein and Company, Chicago, advised us to investigate the advisability of locating in Beaver Dam, Wisconsin. He also suggested Oklahoma and towns in South Dakota.

			We decided to go to Beaver Dam, Wisconsin first. Beaver Dam then was a city of about 6,000 population, a mixture of German Polish, Irish and Yankees. Located in fertile country settled by small farmers, one corn factory, two woolen mills employing three to four hundred workers each, one cotton mill with about 400 women workers, two plow and cultivator factories, seven to ten general stores all doing a satisfactory business, but no exclusive clothing store in Beaver Dam, not within 30 miles. There was a vacant storeroom on Main Street, a brick building 25 X 100, two floors with the upper floor suitable for a dwelling, all for $450 per year.

			I wrote to my brothers describing what I saw and of the possibilities and they agreed that we locate there. I made a lease for one year with an option for four more years at the same rental. The lessor to redecorate the interior and rearrange the show windows with plate glass, and to be ready for occupancy by August 1st. From there I went to Chicago to buy a stock of goods, although we had not had a dollar in the bank. Our lease on the Minneapolis store was in force for about six months longer, hence we left there the jewelry stock and some furnishings with Isadore and Lewis in attendance, and the clothing and other heavy merchandise was sent to Beaver Dam.

			From Chicago, I went back to Beaver Dam. I left Chicago Saturday evening via Columbus as there was no trains for Beaver Dam on Sundays. I had enough money to buy a railroad ticket to Columbus and about 75 cents in cash. Reaching Columbus about midnight, I went to a rooming house to sleep the rest of the night for which I paid 50 cents and 25 cents for breakfast.

			The journey from Columbus to Beaver Dam I made on foot. It is 12 miles across the country. It was a very hot day. Walking coatless, my arms burned so much that the skin peeled off a few days later. On arrival of the fixtures, wall cases, etc., from Minneapolis I began to arrange the store, by August the 9th we were ready for the opening. I had a big ad in the weekly paper, mailed several thousand circular letters and informed the public, that we will have one price and that we painted on the walls in English, Polish and German.

			The sales for the opening day amounted to five hundred dollars. Ours was the first one price store in town and for a distance of 50 miles. I engaged two clerks, the older one I paid $12.00 a week and the boy $4.00 per week. We did a satisfactory business the whole fall and until Christmas. We discounted every bill. 

			Mr. James Harley, the owner of the building, who was the superintendent of the Woolen Manufacturing Company, did his utmost for our success. On the opening day, he sent one of his weavers to buy his clothing. Unknown to us who the customer was, we sold him two suits and two overcoats, etc., it amounted to $130.00. He was boarding in a boarding house where many of the mill help were boarding, and among them was a boarder who was the superintendent of the Cotton Mill, a gray-haired man. When our customer has shown his friends his purchases, the old gentleman asked him what he paid, he told him, to which he remarked that he paid at least 30% too much, he told him that they have one price, and that price was for everybody alike, he laughed, a Jewish store price, that he never heard before, and offered to bet him $10.00 that he would buy for less than the price set, he took the bet and they deposited $10.00 each with the boardinghouse keeper. 

			The following Saturday that gray haired gentleman came. He asked for a derby hat. I showed him the hat, it fitted him, he asked the price — I told him $3.00. “You don’t mean that.” I said, “that is just the right price and not a nickel less.” I showed him a cheaper hat that became him and fitted as well, no I want the first hat, and offered 30 cents less. I asked him not to take my time that I was busy, and if he thinks that he can do better elsewhere, to do so. He left, but later in the evening he came back and took the hat at my price.

			We kept open the store on Sunday from 9 a.m. to 12 noon. 
At 10 a.m. the following morning our previous Saturday customer, the weaver, came and invited me to take a drink with him. I went, we took Canadian Club for which he paid 25 cents. I suggested to take another as my treat, he said we will take another, but he would pay and gave me the incident of the bet that he won $10.00 from the superintendent. It was the most valuable advertisement that could be had. The whole city and surrounding country knew it. The upstairs we rented to the Milwaukee Railroad agent, Mr. Bellows, at $18.00 per month. Accordingly, our store rent was $19.50 per month.

			When our Minneapolis store lease expired, brother Louis moved the Jewelry Store to West Superior, Wisconsin, then a booming city. There he opened a store on Tower Avenue and Isadore and his family moved to Beaver Dam. That was in March 1890. They rented a commoner’s house and I roomed and boarded with them.

			Our sister, who was in Germany, was anxious to come to this country. We sent her traveling expenses and invited her to come. She had a young girl friend who also wanted to come to the U.S. She had relations in Boston. I knew of the girl, and I knew her grandparents. Father described her as gifted and beautiful, I sent my photo and in return I received the photo of my sister who was taken with the young lady together on the same photo, I suggested that both girls come together and when in New York, each to go her own way. My sister who knew about my plan, when in New York persuaded the young lady to accompany her to Beaver Dam and after she is rested, she can go to her relatives in Boston. I met the girls in Chicago and we 3 came to Beaver Dam, the girl as a guest to my brother’s family. After they rested, and in order to pass time, I had both girls take up the English language and continue their studies on the piano. The girls arrived in Beaver Dam in August of 1890. Several months later, after we knew each other better, I asked her what she prefers to visit her aunt in Boston or assume the name of Mrs. Wilk; blushingly she said the name of Wilk is satisfactory to me.

			On April 19, 1891, the happy event took place. We went to Milwaukee and at the house of Mr. and Mrs. Schlomowitz, the wedding took place, it was strictly private. We even had to forego our honeymoon festival. My presence in the store was indispensable, I had only one boy in the store to help keep the stock in order at a salary of $5.00 per week and all the rest of buying, selling, paying bills, collecting outstanding accounts I had to do. And I figured that paying bills what you owe comes ahead of paying for unnecessary pleasures. We left Saturday night at 11 p.m. for Columbus to catch the Milwaukee train and Monday morning at 8 a.m., I was behind the counter in the store. It took 5 boxes of 50 cigars in a box to compensate the congratulators.

			Soon after our wedding, my brother Isadore with his family and sister left for West Superior to help run the store with Louis.

			We rented a small dwelling paying $6.00 per month. We lived like two doves in a nest. As a rule, the male dove is constantly with its mate at the nest, but I had to leave my mate at 7 a.m. and not return before 11 p.m., and during that time my beautiful dove was compelled to be alone. All by herself, no friends, no acquaintances. Is it a wonder that she begin to be homesick, began to be nervous, began to worry about her relatives and friends she left behind in Germany. 

			I began to blame myself over her condition. I should have known better as to take almost a schoolgirl out of a foreign country and bring her where everything was foreign to her and myself burdened with business and care. We began to seek medical aid and kept on to do so for years. The spring and summer business was not satisfactory, neither was the business in West Superior to our liking. In the same fall, our sister was engaged to Mr. Louis Silverstone and the wedding to take place beginning of January 1892. We, my wife and me, went to the wedding. It took place in Isadore’s house in West Superior, Wisconsin.

			Personally, the marriage was not to my liking for the groom was much too old, or the bride much too young. The groom was then in the merchant business and also engaged in the real estate business. West Superior was then a booming town, hence both businesses suffered. In the latter part of June 1892 and each of store trade our spring bills we were unable to discount. To borrow money in the bank, was impossible. The banker, who was rich, would only loan money on collateral and that we have not had. So I approached our landlord, Mr. James Harley and he loaned me $2,800. He would even take a note, no interest, and I am happy to say we paid it in less than 60 days. We got very friendly and he suggested that I find a market for their defect cloth or what is called seconds.

			While in Chicago to buy our winter stock, I got acquainted with a Mr. Roth, the foreman for the Firm of L. Lowenstein and Company who agreed to cut and have it made by his contracting tailors, the goods that we would sell to him. I soon learned that I was saving 25% to 30% on such deals and began to advertise that we make our own clothing and saving the customer the wholesaler’s profit, and our business began to grow and so did our profits. We also bought up short lengths of cloth, if we could not realize a suit, we had it made into a coat and a vest, or in a single pants there was not an inch of goods wasted.

			From the line of the retail business in a city like Beaver Dam and from the reports I was receiving from West Superior, I realized that we must look to other fields besides the retail business, for a living and for a future, hence, I began to get closer to the owners of the Woolen Manufacturing Company where Mr. Harley was the superintendent and Mr. George Blongdon, the President. I knew that their product was sold to the wholesale woolen house, and to the manufacturers of clothing. I also knew that they had alot of goods returned either that the deliveries were not of specifications or by unscrupulous houses who found faults in order to get reduction in prices. I convinced the mill owner if we would manufacture the returned goods into ready-made garments, we all would be benefitted. The idea met with their approval and it was decided that I organize a company and begin to manufacture men’s trousers and gradually drift into making garments and do away with the selling of the cloth to the clothing manufacturers. With that end in view, I took my young wife to Chicago to the World’s Fair and engaged room and board at the Foreman’s house to whom I used to send cloth to manufacture into garments for me, a Mr. Roth. While there, I told him of my project and asked him whether he would not join us by investing some money and be the designer and cutter for us and move to Beaver Dam.

			We remained in Chicago two weeks, and he in the meantime considered the advisability of my plans. He and his wife consented to join us.

			We, in a few months later, incorporated a company under the firm name of the Beaver Dam Pants Manufacturing Company and housed capital of $25,000 dollars and three thousand dollars paid in Mr. Harley, $1,000 from Mr. Roth, and from myself $1,000. I was made President, Mr. Harley, Treasurer and Mr. Roth secretary. We fitted up the upper floor from our store with 10 electric sewing machines, cutting tables, etc. Mr. Roth came alone and began to train the sewing girls. That we lost money on the first output, I am ashamed to tell you, for I should have known better not to undertake in any business without experience. I placed too much confidence in Mr. Roth, he may have known how to cut patterns but did not know how to train in green hands. Instead of practicing the sewing on cheap cotton cloth, he practiced on expensive woolen cloth and the loss in the finish work was a third of our paid in capital. We kept on manufacturing for several months, but we made very little progress. We did not turn out enough for the money we paid out. Finally, we decided that Mr. Roth and his family, who were by that time in Beaver Dam, to move to Milwaukee there to do cutting and trimming and place it with contracting tailors to make it and he to get a certain price per pair for his work. 

			The work came and was much better, and the losses also much reduced, yet still we could not increase the sales on account of price, our goods were too dear for the trade to handle, and other competition was underselling us.

			We were convinced that the prices we were paying for the woolens was not any more than the mills big customers were paying and in fact we saved freight and the salesman commission, still we could not compete. We decided to go to Milwaukee and ascertain whether we could not have the goods made for less than what we were paying. We called on Mr. Roth, with me went Mr. Harley and my brother Louis who recently came from West Superior with Isadore after discontinuing the business there. We were welcomed by Mr. Roth and family, who had prepared an elegant spread for us. After our dinner, I went to see contractors at their shops and to my surprise I found the very contractor who made the pants for us, but who was charging Roth from 20 cents to 40 cents per pair less than Roth were charging us. On my return to Mr. Roth, I suggested to him that he give the work to that man, where he could save considerably, and he promised to do. We returned home, the same day. We considered our findings a good lesson not to place too much confidence in strangers. Even your associates bear watching.

			The next day I received a letter from Mr. Roth demanding an apology for my underhanded detective work, to which I replied, that not alone do I demand an apology but demand all the overcharges and his resignation if he wishes to avoid prosecution. He and Mrs. Roth came, and it was done in accordance with my dictations. We paid him off. We engaged another cutter and started to manufacture in Beaver Dam again.

			Business in the spring and summer of 1894 was very poor. We began to feel the effects of the Cleveland administration. Factories were losing daily, unemployment increased, produce and grain prices were falling. Money got scarce and everybody was complaining. The West Superior store was not taking in enough to pay bills nor to cover the overhead expenses, the Beaver Dam store had to come to their rescue. It was decided to discontinue the West Superior Store and Isadore and Louis moved to Beaver Dam. 

			We added a tailoring department in order to keep Isadore and Louis occupied. We engaged a coat maker, a Mr. Kash of Milwaukee, and his brother-in-law. Isadore was calling on trade and selling tailor-made clothes to the farmers and in the surrounding villages. Brother Louis was keeping books for the pants company for Wilks Bros. Retail Store. We had done a satisfactory business, but we were not making any money, the overhead was too heavy and the margin of profit was too small.

			Our brother-in-law, Mr. Silverstone of West Superior although he wore a silk hat and a very large diamond stud, was also complaining of poor business and wanted to join us in Beaver Dam. We needed a practical man like he was. He could do the cutting for the pants company, also the cutting for the tailoring company and not be depended on stranger, so we had him come to Beaver Dam. A few months later, a half-brother of ours, William, came from Germany who helped cutting the pants and everything appeared to run smoothly. We changed the name of the firm to Wilk Bros. & Silverstone.

			Brother Louis married in the same year to a young lady from Kansas, a very pretty and gifted girl. She was a good singer and made her husband dance accordingly, but she was a happy, devoted wife. Now we were four families to live off the store and its subsidiaries, excluding the tailor, Mr. Kash whose salary was equal to ours.

			In the fall of 1896 Mr. Roth, who figured that we were doing a large business and with the animosity he carried for us, he decided to engage in the clothing and tailoring business in Beaver Dam and be a competitor, besides he took on as a partner a former help of ours whom we discharged on account that he used to overlook to place the money of the goods he sold in the proper money drawer.

			We must admit we felt the new competition keenly not as much the decline in volume as in the net margin, but they did not last long, in a few months, the partnership was dissolved for the same reason that we discharged him and in six months later he filed for bankruptcy and the store was sold to the higher, the closing out of their stock hurt us more than their former competition. Mr. Roth offered to sell me the entire stock at 50 cents on the dollar, I had already made arrangements for money to buy it with, but when I heard what he will do with the money; namely to give it to his wife for he made her a preferred creditor, I refused to enter in that shady deal.

			On July 19, 1896 Providence blessed our union with a son, I figured that the present world and the world to come is ours.

			In the Spring of 1897, our brother Louis saw fit to offer his share in the business to us at 80 cents on the dollar, we knew it was more than it really was worth, at any rate we bought it, and gave him notes of $100 per month and he left for Minneapolis where he started in the jewelry business. I am sure his wife was happy, she was not in accord with the Beaver Dam society, nor with her husband’s relatives. In the same summer a Mr. Rice opened a clothing and furnishing store in the same block where we had our store, and he too took in Mr. Shormaker, our former clerk as a partner and he too expressed the same fate as Mr. Roth did and he too had to dissolve the partnership with him for the same cause, and he too had to fail as Mr. Roth did and his stock was also sold to highest bidder and you may imagine that our store was not making any money then we had to compete with dealers who did not pay for their goods.

			From the time Mr. Silverstone became the manager and cutter for the tailoring department, our tailoring began to be on the wane. Not alone has that department suffered, every other part of our business suffered. It is true Mr. Silverstone was a persistent salesman and an agreeable man to talk to, but he lacked the qualities to keep a customer. You cannot hold a customer with making him believe. We decided to engage a first-class cutter. We had a chance to buy out a well-established tailoring firm in Milwaukee, at a very attractive price and by having a good cutter, he could serve both places. It was agreed to buy the Milwaukee store. We paid option money on. Mr. Silverstone recommended his brother-in-law as a first-class cutter and fitter. 

			We went to Chicago, we contacted the man, he had a job with a tailoring for the trade establishment, he agreed to leave his job and go with us providing he has my word for the job and its salary but would not take the job on Mr. Silverstone’s promise. The man took the job, resigned his Chicago job. In few days later he came to Beaver Dam, and started to work, rearranged the woolen stock, and everything in the room looked brighter and refreshed. New faces began to appear and quite a few goods we ordered out of our Milwaukee stock in order to use less money when the deal is consummated. Everyone even Mr. Silverstone seemed to be well pleased. Alas the peace and contentedness did not last long. One forenoon when Mr. Harley came to see me in the store, jokingly told Mr. Harley to go up the stairs and look how well the stock looks, etc., it seems Mr. Silverstone overheard it. The following day Mr. Silverstone called me aside and told me that his brother-in-law is no cutter and is not fit to occupy the job he undertook, and that we should without delay look for another cutter, I asked him whether it was a square deal to have the man resign and give up his job and to let him out. I will not discharge that man, nor will I permit anyone to discharge the man. He is engaged and he will stay here. To which he said, if he does not leave, then I will leave and with this conversation, Mr. Silverstone decided to leave and did leave. His holdings were not heavy, he took partly in goods and the balance we gave him notes and in less than a month they left Beaver Dam for Minneapolis. His brother-in-law stayed with us for two years and left on his own accord though he was not an up- to-date cutter. In reality he was a block pattern cutter, but Mr. Silverstone should have known it before we engaged him.

			Isadore and I remained the sole owners of all our enterprises, but heavily indebted. We gave the visible funds to our retiring partners and we remained with a stock of odds and ends and book accounts.

			The manufacturing of the pants proved a failure. We sustained heavy losses on bad accounts and found ourselves indebted about $400 to the bank, $600 to the Hill. We decided to discontinue. We made arrangements to pay off our liabilities gradually. We even returned to Mr. Harley every cent he invested as it was by my influence that he invested the money.

			On April 9, 1899, my good wife presented me with a daughter and our family was completed.

			During the period of 1899–1903, we managed to pay off all the debts of the pants company and the tailoring and the retail store was not disturbed. After Silverstone’s brother-in-law left, we engaged a Swede as cutter, a Mr. Simpson from Madison, Wisconsin, it did not take him long to build up the tailoring business, but we did not make any money on tailoring, for our cutter gave the customers more than they were paying for.

			Our wives were in poor health and were kept off and on in hospitals and sanitoriums with doctors and nurses and housekeepers on payrolls. In spite of the heavy losses we sustained in our ventures, in spite of the heavy costs of doctors, nurses, hospitals and sanitoriums, we had courage left to engage in new ventures.

			A young salesman of J.W. Goddard, a tailor’s trimming firm of New York with whom we done business for several years, proposed to invest $3,000 if we would invest a like amount, and enter the tailor-trimming business at Chicago. He was confident to make a success.

			It was decided that we engage in that business, that Mr. Wurstheim should travel, and I should be the office man, but my sister-in-law, Isadore’s wife thought that Isadore should be in Chicago, while they had grown-up children, etc., and that Isadore is better fit to call on trade. I consented, not for my sister’s argument, but for I feared that by my leaving, the business in Beaver Dam would suggest I was better acquainted and have built up goodwill, which would be lost by my absence.

			Isadore and family moved to Chicago. They rented a house in Hyde Park, the office and their stockroom, on the 2nd floor on the corner of 5th Avenue and Madison at a rental of $150 per month. Isadore was to draw $150, Mr. Wurstheim the same amount, Mr.Wurstheim’s wife was engaged at $75.00 per month and a stock keeper at $60.00 per month or gross expenses of $7020 a year not figuring traveling expenses of at least $40.00 a week or $1280 for 32 weeks on the road or a total amount of $8300 a year on capital of $6000. That is good finance is it not? From appearance they were bankrupt before they began. In less than six months from the time they started, Isadore wrote for more money or they must quit. Our borrowing capacity at the bank then reached the limit, hence, I had no way to invest more money in Chicago. 

			However, since I was too stubborn to admit defeat, I was constantly thinking for a plan how to get money and put the Chicago enterprise on its feet, I finally decided to offer a half interest of the Beaver Dam store to our clerk, Mr. O.R. Webb, who was in our employ for 12 years. His parents were well-to-do people, and he was the only heir they had.

			My plan and suggestion were readily accepted, and Mr. O.R. Webb was taken in the firm as a full partner after his parents paid me $9,000, which was the actual cost of the merchandise and fixtures. My clerk got to be my partner and was entitled to all privileges and to the same salary as I was getting; namely, $150 dollars per month. From my salary, I had to send $75.00 per month to my brother Isadore to equalize the cost of living between Beaver Dam and Chicago. With $75.00 per month, I was unable to live, hence I had to draw against my investment and any sum I drew, Mr. O.R. Webb having the same right drew the same.

			After receiving the $9,000 from Mr. Webb, I paid the obligation to the bank and for merchandise amounting to about $5,000. Two thousand dollars I sent to Chicago and the balance I kept in the bank to our credit. We changed the name of our firm to Wilks Bros. & Webb. Since the holding of Wilks Bros, in the store was 50%, my interest was 25% and 25% in the Wilk & Wurstheim Company and neither firm was making expenses. The additional money I sent to them was just a drop in the bucket, but they kept on struggling. Isadore wanted me to come to Chicago for a conference. While on my way, I took cold and when I reached Isadore’s house, I had to go to bed. It developed into pleurisy and was confined in his house for nearly four weeks. We decided in a few months later to discontinue the business but no one but ourselves knew about it. They began collecting on outstanding accounts reducing sales on credit and reducing purchases.

			Now the problem was, what will Isadore do, with no income — not a dollar in the bank and with a grown up child and a sick wife. I again began to wrack my brains to make a home for Isadore. I finally got an idea to change our Beaver Dam store from an exclusive men’s store to a department store where all kinds of merchandise are to be sold in a cooperative plan to interest farmers to invest their money then that would get their patronage. The idea I submitted to my partner, Mr. Webb and he was elated, he could see the making of a fortune in such a plan. I lost no time. We incorporated under the laws of Wisconsin under the name of the Wilk Bros & Webb Co-operative Department Store. H. Wilk, President; Isadore Wilk, Vice President; O.R. Webb, Secretary and Treasurer and the officers were hired by contract for five years at 150 dollars per month for their service; hence Isadore and the family moved back to Beaver Dam and Isadore began to draw his salary at once. If I say myself, it was good work. Not one of the members of the incorporation looked badly on to the scheme, they figured it was a money-making idea.

			The authorized capital was $50,000, the paid in capital was $26,000 consisting of $18,000 merchandise and fixtures, and $8,000 good will. That gave the directors the majority of the stock hence the majority in choosing the managers and help. In reality, Wilk Bros. with two directors became the controlling power. The money needed to add new departments was to come from the sales of stock to would-be stockholders. With the charter on file with the Secretary of State with very attractive stock certificates. I was chosen to go to sell to the farmers the first two weeks, Isadore, the following two weeks, Mr. O.R. Webb the third two weeks.

			In the first few days when I encountered my intimate acquaintance, I succeeded in selling about $4,000 for which I received cash and amount $2,000 in notes, the rest of my selling time I only sold about $2,000 more. For some I received cash and some notes. My total sales of stock were about $8,000. The cash I deposited in a special account under a name not in conjunction of our firm name.

			Isadore in a week of hard work succeeded in disposing about $1,500 in cash and notes. Mr. O.R. Webb worked a full week and did not make one sale. I was satisfied that with our own stock that we valued $18,000 mostly accumulations of odds and ends and fixtures and with the few thousand dollars of farmers’ money, it would be suicidal to undertake such project and decided to return the cash and the notes to the owners, which we did but Isadore retained his job in the concern.

			We were again three families to live off the store, the pants manufacturing and the tailoring discontinued.

			I could see that our overhead was eating up our holding and to curtail it was impossible, we had too many doctors’ and hospitals bills to pay. Brother Morris who was keeping a small store in Minneapolis was also complaining and wanted to move to a small place to do storekeeping. He wrote me about it. I decided to join him in looking up a location, he was anxious to locate in a farming country. In the month of May, 1906 we started out. We visited a few towns in Minnesota. We could not see any prospects. In fact, we did not know what to look for. We decided to look at some places in North Dakota. We went to Kansas, from there we intended to go to Minot. On our way to Minot in the coach we met a man wearing a masonic pin who by obligation was a brother. We exchanged greetings, he introduced himself as Mr. Hart of Fargo. 

			We told him our names, etc. We told him our aim for our travel, and he told us his. He was selling beer, liquor and soft drinks for a Moorhead, Minnesota bottling house. He told us that he was a Yehudi and advised us against locating in a country town, especially those who have grown up children. I thought it was logical and I listened to him more attentively. After we told him our line of goods that we are handling and the size of a stock we expect to carry, he insisted that a small North Dakota town was not the proper place.

			For one of you, he said, I have a proposition where you can make a decent living right from the start. Namely, I am representing a firm in Moorhead, Minn., they’re manufacturing soft drinks like pop cider, and are jobbing Schlitz Beer. The owner of that company is in a real estate deal, I personally have only share in the business and I am the secretary. The owner cannot nor does he attend to that business and is anxious to sell out his holdings and it can be bought reasonably. He owns 91 shares and others hold nine shares for the 91 shares he wants par or $9100. One of you take over 50 shares and I will take the 41 shares, and all we need to pay is $2,500 cash for the 50 shares that will be transferred to you, the other $2,500 you give your note and the stock as collateral and that payment can be made when the outstanding accounts is collected. I will do the same. It sounded reasonable. I promised him to investigate. We did not go any further, we stopped at the next town and when the train went south, we went back to Fargo. It was Friday morning when we went to Moorhead to look at the place. It was a one-story frame building with a lot of machinery. There they manufactured the pop, the next building to the west was a stockroom where the beer was kept. One part of the building was iced to keep the barrel beer cold. On the 2nd floor of the stockroom was the office, with a bookkeeper and an assistant to do the shipping and keep the books. The place looked like a busy business house. South of the building was a frame building where the horses were kept. To make it brief, I liked the place. While in the office I noticed a copy of a letter that was sent to a stockholder with a check of 15% dividend on his shares. We met Mr. Hart the following Monday.

			Everything looked prosperous according to his statement, and since he himself would take 41% of the stock and him being there for a few years in their employ and the secretary, we thought that close investigation was unnecessary, and we decided to make the deal. The owner of the 91 shares was out of town. Mr. Hart wrote to him and a few days later, he came. The deal was consummated. We turned over to him the $2500. I got $2000 from Beaver Dam and $500 from brother Morris money for the rest of the money he advanced, I gave him the companies notes bearing 7% interest. My brother would have preferred to have his money pay for the rest of the stock, but I figured differently. The venture was new to me and I figured to protect my brother’s interest above mine and therefore for my money I took stock and was ready to chance it. I returned to Beaver Dam. I told my wife to pack up and leave Beaver Dam. Having spent some of the best years of my life there from 1889 to 1905 -16 years, I was not happy to leave it, but there was no alternative.

			On June 5, 1905 we took possession of the Empire Bottling Works. Mr. Hart was chosen president, brother Morris Vice President and the honor of secretary and treasurer and all that is connected with that office was handed to me.

			Business was good, heavy orders for beer and pop. No balances in the bank, and the money that we borrowed from Morris was nearly exhausted as well, as we had to pay cash for the beer that we ordered from Schlitz Brewing Company. A (train) car of beer cost from seven to nine hundred dollar and if we used a car of beer in a week, it took $3,000 to $3,500 cash a month. Money was coming in slow. North Dakota was a dry state and Mr. Hart was selling to blind pigeons, he gave them credit and was collecting for the beer which he sold a month before, the same with liquor and soft drinks hence it took at least $1,000 of ready money in the bank to carry on one month’s business, that we have not had and besides the most of the customers were doing on illegal business and their business establishments were subject to quick changes and most of the outstanding accounts were uncollectible and therefore the owner of the 91% of the stock was anxious to sell and not as Mr. Hart represented, that the owner had other interests. I also learned that Mr. Hart had not invested a dollar the 41 shares that had been transferred to him. Sixteen shares were given to him for manipulating the deal and the notes for $2,500 he gave, had my endorsement, hence my first investment of $2,500 and our own notes of $2,500 and the notes endorsed made a total responsibility of $7,500 besides their liabilities for merchandise of known and unknown accounts which was very heavy. I also learned that the indebtedness to Schlitz Brewing Company, which was in excess of $500, was secured by mortgage on their property.

			I also learned that the accounts receivable, which amounted to nearly $10,000, was uncollectible, as liquor accounts in North Dakota were not collectible by law. The accounts payable were long past due and there was not a day gone, when threatening letters of such was not received. My health started to give way and I was threatened with a nervous collapse in the fall of 1905. I had a breakdown and had to go to bed. After a three week illness, I went back to work. In a few days later the freight and passenger agent of Northern Pacific approached me with a threat to have me and Mr. Hart arrested for stealing a car of beer. The reader will wonder how can one or two men steal a car of beer? When the car arrived, the Empire Bottling Works, the name of our firm was notified that there was a car of beer on trace subject to bill of lading and the bill of lading attached to a draft for $800. Mr. Hart had no money to take up the bill of lading but told the switchman to spot the car on the unloading track and that he would hand him the bill of lading as soon as the bank opened, and he took Mr. Hart’s word. He spotted the car, the car was unloaded, but Hart not having the money was unable to get the bill of lading for weeks. The agent demanded the bill of lading but no money. When I returned to the office, I was told by the agent either to produce the Bill of Lading or suffer arrest for stealing and the agent was within the law. I promised to take up the Bill of Lading as soon as I get money enough together. It took several weeks.

			At last, I had to go to Minneapolis to ask Louis to assist me, he took an envelope of diamonds left as collateral with his bank and gave me the money. The next day I handed the agent the Bill of Lading and he was my friend as long as he lived. I told you the story to share you the struggle I had to keep the sheriff off from be not closed up. The notes that we gave to Mr. Otis for the stock fell due in December but instead of paying it, I brought suit for misrepresentation and demanded the cancellation of the transaction and the return of my money and the notes. My attorney was Mr. Nye, who drew up the bill of sale in the start. I sued Mr. Otis in Clay County, Minnesota District Court, but since the transaction evolved a sum of $3,000 dollars, and since Mr. Otis was a citizen of North Dakota and I a citizen of Minneapolis, he demanded a federal judge to try the case. The suit went against me for insufficient evidence of fraud. We finally in years later when Mr. Hart was no longer with us, compromised by giving Mr. Otis $1,000 and he cancelled all the notes and returned the collateral.

			In the spring of 1906, I went to Milwaukee and succeeded in securing an additional credit of $300 by paying $200 with each car additional to reduce the loan. We had done a nice business that summer, but our overhead was too heavy and we could not make any progress. Mr. Hart when on the road cost from $45–50 dollars weekly aside his salary which was $150 a month. He sold enough goods to warrant him being on the road, but we had no capital nor credit to have a supply of merchandise on hand. During the winter beginning 1907, a manufacturer of bottles, whom the Empire Bottling Works owed over $1,200, threatened to bring suit if the account is not paid. We were unable to pay either in one payment or in part. I suggested to Mr. Hart to raise the money or we would have to make on assignment, or I would try to borrow the money from my brother Morris if he, Hart, would assign all his certificates of stock of the EBW to my brother with the proviso when the money is repaid that the stock should be returned to him, he agreed. I took the certificates with me and borrowed $1200 and paid that account. It was also agreed if the amount we borrowed is not paid in 8 months, part of the loan was not paid, and brother Morris was the owner of the 41 shares of the Hart stock. 

			In the month of February 1908, we were again on the verge of collapse, and requested that I again contact the brewing for a credit of 4 or 5 cars of beer in addition to our past obligation. I, at first, refused to go and finally agreed. When I entered the Schlitz office and while at the door of their credit man, Mr. Oscar Schmidt, and when he saw me, he refused to talk to me, telling me that our credit is exhausted. I told him that my coming was not to ask him for more credit, but came to advise him that they try to collect from EBW every dollar possible, since the firm is in such critical condition. He admitted me and admired my sincerity. I returned home and told Mr. Hart that the brewing would from now on add $200 each car ordered to apply on the old account. Mr. Hart was not happy to hear it. By having to pay additional $200 each car made our conditions worse than ever. Mr. Hart discontinued to travel. There was not enough money on hand to advance him for traveling expenses so one day beginning of May he called me in his private office and told me that he decided to resign and quit and look for some other job. I tried to argue, that I have not the experience to run that business myself, but he told me to protect his own interest was his first duty. I did not blame him. In the meantime, I had secured the proxies from all the stockholders. We had a directors’ meeting, and his resignation was accepted. The regime of Mr. Hart ended. He had not invested anything and has not taking anything with him.

			See Psalm 7.16. Yea he conceiveth mischief, and bringeth forth falsehood, he hath diggeth a pit, and hallowed it, and is fallen into the ditch he made. God saveth the upright in heart.

			The day following Hart’s resignation, I called in all the help and notified them that they should look for other jobs as I intended to discontinue bottling beer and manufacturing soft drinks, I only retained the teamster, my son who was then a boy of 12 to come daily after school to post the books. To the trade I wrote, that when they order anything from us, a money order must accompany the purchase price.

			All that time the Empire Bottling Works was indebted about $13000 including the indebtedness to brother Morris. By January 1910 about one and a half years after Hart’s resignation, all due and past due accounts were paid 100 cents on the dollar. In 1911 I borrowed about $6,000 to build a brick building on the lot the frame building stood, paying off $100 per month. While in Milwaukee I visited my brother Isadore’s wife at Sacred Heart Sanitarium, caught cold and upon my return home the doctors diagnosed my ailment as a mastoid, and advised an operation. I refused to be operated on and got well without an operation — thank Heaven. During my convalescent period we received the sad news of the passing away of brother Isadore’s son, a youth of about 19 years of age. In the month of July 1911, we went to the funeral of Isadore’s wife.

			In 1912, I bought from Schlitz Brewing Company the corner frame building for $2,500 paying off the note of $75 per month. During the month of May I caught cold having attended a birthday picnic of a customer’s and it developed into pneumonia. I was seriously ill, during my illness my son, age 16, managed the business. He raised the salaries of every one of the employees and extended a credit to a customer of $800 that we never got a cent against, but we still had a profitable year. From then, to the outlawing of liquor, we had good business and made money. In the year 1914 we heard rumors of county option, business was demoralized, the liquor trade was trembling and in February 1915 its fate was decided. Clay County voted saloons out and extended to July 1 to get rid of the liquor stocks. We disposed of much of our stock at sacrifices, the machinery, etc., we sold to junk dealers. In short, we suffered heavy losses, but I did not falter nor regretted. I was glad that I was no longer in that displeased business, which stained our self-respect in the eyes of our non-Jewish friends and neighbors.

			The problem was what to do to make a living for the family. It is true I had nearly $9,000 in the bank and about $1,500 in merchandise, but we owed nearly $3,000 to Schlitz Brewing Company for borrowed money to build, and the balance on the corner property, and about $3,500 to Brother Morris, so that my actual capital did not exceed $2,500. It worried me.

			While in the process of disposing of our liquor stock during the month of June close to our shutting down, the coal man, Mr. Harris, whom I knew to be a dry came to collect a coal bill, I handed him my check and told him that this check is the last one that he will get from me since we have to discontinue. To which he used these words, “Wilk, people like you need not move away, you can always find a suitable business to engage in.” I took his consoling words lightly as the lines of business that I know were overdone and besides my capital too small. Before he left the office, he suggested that I contact a Mr. D.D. Simmons, who was the manager for the N.J. Olsen Company of Moorhead doing a field seed and grain business, and who was by himself doing a brokerage business in that line, for lack of capital. Soon after the information, I went to see Mr. D.D. Simmons. Mr. Simmons, a very pleasing personality, well educated, and a hard worker. I told him my story and the suggestion of Mr. Harris. After exchanging notes and exchanging references, a partnership was concluded. The firm name to be the D.D. Simmons Company with the understanding in writing that the firm name to be changed to Wilk & Simmons, if I so request at the end of the second year. Mr. Simmons was to look after the buying and selling of grain and field seed and I to look after the financial work and bookkeeping.

			I was to invest $8–9,000, all he had to invest was $2,000. The firm began to function July 1, 1915. Each of us to draw $125 monthly. The business during July and August was very light; in fact, it did not cover our overhead. Neither was I sympathetic with Mr. Simmons’ management, nor with my bookkeeping job. A girl for $15.00 would do more and better work than I did. I called my partner’s attention to our general condition, and that I could not see any future for two families in that small business and suggested that instead of doing a small feed and retail seed, which lasts only three to four months in the year, that we devote our time to the jobbing of seeds and of buying of grain when cars are loaded, we had no other way of buying grain. Mr. Simmons thought the suggestion timely, but it takes more money than what we had.

			I talked the matter over with the President of the First National Bank. He knew me well and he promised to extend a credit to us of $1,400 which was the most that he could extend and be within the law. When I told Mr. Simmons what the bank would do for us, he hardly could believe it as he tried to establish a credit in the same bank but did not succeed.

			On September 7, 1915, I started to book orders for seed for spring delivery. In the first three days I booked over $4,000 worth of seed. I traveled by automobile. It was a used Ford that we bought for $125. The following week, I started out again, towards evening after a day’s work, having been near home, I started to drive homewards, the roads were slippery and very dark. I bumped into a threshing machine and received serious wounds that had me laid up for a whole month. I made a vow not to drive an automobile and have not driven one ever since. From then on, I traveled by train and did a very satisfactory business.

			The year’s business amounted to $225,000 of which $80,000 was in grain that Mr. Simmons purchased in carloads and the net profits on the grain was less than $100. We got along very well, and I considered that the business had a future.

			In the fall of 1916, Mr. Simmons, who was a stockholder of N.J. Olsen Company, figured to bring suit against his former firm. I intervened and suggested a settlement in place of a lawsuit. In less than an hour, I made settlement and Mr. Simmons was to receive $12,000 for his claim, $3,000 in cash and $3,000 yearly for three years. The lawyers in the case named me the ‘Prince of Peace.’

			When I told my wife what I had accomplished, she told me that I secured a rope for myself and I learned later that her prophecy came through. No sooner after he received his first payment, he showed signs of discontent, he became haughty, proud, and unbearable. He was satisfied when I was on the road whether I did business or not, but when in the office, I was to him like a thorn in his flesh, and he showed himself as such. I noticed it and felt it and decided on a separation.

			In the month of May 1917, 60 days before the expiration of our two-year partnership, I sent him a registered letter demanding a change of the firm’s name, according to the terms of our agreement, that the firm name be Wilk & Simmons. He replied that the name will not be changed, and that the agreement is merely a scrap of paper. He offered to buy my interest at his set price, but it was too much one sided and I refused. I offered to settle by arbitration and that he declined. I finally sued him. I retained a Mr. Charles Marden for my attorney. He took the case to the District Court in Clay County. The presiding judge was the Judge Parson. The dispute was not very heavy; there was a different of about $2–3,000, but I figured that having the most money in the business, and since I have practically established the wholesale business, that I would retain the business especially when he booked the terms of the agreement. But the judge ruled that he, Simmons, retains the business, but he must take care of the intangible assets, such as taking in the contracted corn, collect the outstanding accounts, etc. The funds on hand were to be divided in accordance with the original respective investments and the gains divided equally, so I received $9,000 — my original Investment and $5,000 profit and $5,000 remained undivided to take care of the purchase of the corn, that were under contract. 

			Again, I was a man without a standing business and without sufficient means that I could support my family without being in business. From the money at my disposal, I paid the obligations to my brother Morris and to the Schlitz Brewing Company. Aside from that, I had our son at Columbia University in New York and our daughter was through high school and ready for college. I was almost tempted to move to Beaver Dam and take an active part in the clothing business, but my wife was not in accord with such a plan, nor was I anxious for it. In order not to lay around idle, I joined temporarily an acquaintance, a Mr. Herman Landbloom, who was buying and selling potatoes and hay. I advanced him $4,000 to enable him to operate, on equal shares of profits. He began buying hay and went west as far as Great Falls, Montana where hay was needed and sold there several cars, but the net margins on the sale did not warrant the undertaking. Still, we made a fair profit on our potato deals. I netted $1,000 in a period of about six weeks.

			I decided to organize a company and to enter the seed business. I approached a young man in Grand Forks, North Dakota, who had been working in the capacity of manager in an elevator firm for two years. I had an opportunity to watch his doings while at the elevator. I suggested to him that he join us in the organizing of a wholesale seed and grain business and that he would be engaged as the manager at $150 per month, and that I would invest $10,000 and that I would interest additional stockholders to the extent of $10,000 and he to invest $5,000 or a total capital of $25,000. He asked for time and a few days later he agreed to join us.

			Mr. David Naftalin agreed to take $5,000 and Mr. Landbloom also $5,000. It took me two weeks to organize the corporation. On November 15, 1917 we applied for a charter under the firm name of The Interstate Seed and Grain Company, with headquarters at Fargo, with a capital stock of $50,000 and paid up $25,000.

			I was elected president, David Naftalin, Vice President, R. M. Gunkelman the gentleman from Grand Forks, N.D. was Secretary and Treasurer. The capital stock was taken up as follows: I paid in $10,000 and took $8,000 in my name and $2,000 in my son’s name while he was in school in New York. Mr. Gunkelman paid in $5,000. Mr. Landbloom, $5,000 — $3,000 in cash and $2,000 in personal property, which was the merchandise and furniture in his retail feed and seed atore in Moorhead. Mr. Landbloom was chosen as salesman and buyer of potatoes and seed in our Moorhead subsidiary. Mr. Naftalin invested $3,000. Mr. Naftalin did not take an active interest in the business, hence he did not receive any salary. We rented from Mr. Naftalin a part of the building he was in at a rental of $60.00 per month and installed a cleaning machine to clean field seed, but most of our seed we bought was already cleaned. In other words, we bought from other large seed houses like any other retailer but by buying in car lots, we gained a few cents over the retailer. Nevertheless, we did $360,000 in business from February 15, 1918 to August 1, 1918. I alone was the one who called on the trade. Every customer who bought of me while with Simmons gave me his trade and Mr. Simmons had to look for new customers.

			From the general business rules, it would seem like a miracle, for a new firm to do such volume of business in such short time, in face of the heavy competition. We had the following firms to compete with: three local whole­salers like the Fargo Seed House who had been in business for 45 years and was a wealthy concern, the N.J. Olsen Company, who had been in business since 1906. The D.D. Simon Seed House, Northramp King & Co., Albert Dickinson & Co. of Minneapolis and the Minneapolis Seed Company of Minneapolis, Oscar Will & Co. of Bismarck, and Clark Seed Company of Bismarck, and every one of the mentioned firms had hundreds of dollars to our ten cents, with years of experience, and with established reputations. First, I attributed our success to Providence’s guidance and blessings, the second cause was of using a little imitation, integrity and hard work and above all, opportunity which I will explain.

			All the time when the judge dissolved the partnership, he ruled as mentioned before, that Simmons must take care of all intangible assets, take in all the corn contracts, make seed of the corn if fit, sell it and the net profits to divide equally. The firm of the D.D. Simmons Company had 600 acres of corn under contract with farmers, in Lyon County, Minnesota, 200 acres with a dealer in Vernon, South Dakota, and 1,000 bushels of seed corn with a dealer in Dassel, Minnesota. This was not in writing, it was verbal as we considered that party strictly honest, and a written contract was considered unnecessary.

			On the 7th or 8th of September 1917, we had a killing frost and the corn in Western Minnesota and Eastern and Northern North Dakota was frozen, I was certain that northern grown seed corn will be scarce and therefore expensive.

			Knowing my partner, whose sense of honor was not too excessive, and fearing that he may take the 100 bushels of corn from Dassel for himself. I left for Dassel on September 9 and reached the office about 9 o’clock in the morning. Mr. Johnson, the proprietor of the Dassel Seed Company, whose verbal promise of the corn we had, after exchanging greetings told me that Simmons notified him of the dissolution of the partnership and advised him to cancel the order, but if he wishes to transfer the purchase to him individually that he will take the corn, that is what I figured Mr. Simmons would do. I told Mr. Johnson of the actual court orders that Mr. Simmons had no authority to cancel any partnership agreements and that I insisted that the corn be delivered to the company since all intangible assets were not dissolved in the court ruling. I requested that he send a contract to Mr. Simmons for his signature, and if he refused to sign, then I would take the corn. Mr. Simmons signed the contract but erased the word Company. It would then be construed that Simmons himself to be entitled to the corn. Mr. Johnson seeing Mr. Simmons ungentlemanly deed, refused to sign it and Mr. Johnson kept me posted of the proceedings. I called on Mr. Simmons and showed him how unreasonable he was, and if he did not want the corn, that I would take it and he can know the equal quantity from the other contracts. He consented and I took the 1,000 bushels of corn, but I agreed to give him a certain amount of the corn for his special customers. I sold the corn to the Interstate at $3.00 per bushel profit.

			When I started to book orders for the Interstate Seed and Grain Company, it was still early in the season and the would-be customers would not be ready to place his order, but when I mentioned corn and I told him to place his orders now as corn is scarce, it would not be enough to supply the demand. I secured their corn order and while at it, I secured the rest of their seed orders.

			In reality, the number of accounts I booked for that spring was due to the 1,000 bushels of corn.

			When the corn was harvested during November and December, Mr. Simmons took in the contract corn and reported that most of the acreage was drowned out after planting and that the entire yield was about 1860 bushels but very little from the Vermillion acreage, and that after drying the corn it provided very low germination; hence, was not suitable for seed purposes and showed a loss of nearly $2,000 on the 1,860 bushels. Now answer the question for me to prove to the contrary.

			I knew that Simmons was taking in Moorhead corn ready for seed by the carload and a lot of it, I had to keep my mistrust in his action for myself, or he would dispose the corn at feed prices and claim a heavy loss. I waited until the seed corn season was over and then I went to Marshall, Minnesota, where we had contracts with the farmers.

			Before going to Marshall, I instructed my attorney to have Simmons give him an accounting of the money in the bank, and to make a memorandum of the monies paid for the partnership corn and to get the names of the growers. He did, and the number of bushels given to the attorney tallied with the statement he made before, namely 1,860 bushels and showed also the names of the growers. I took that last and went to Marshall. It was on a Thursday. The train reached Marshall about 5 p.m., the day was rainy. When walking from the train to the hotel, I met an acquaintance, a resident of Marshall. I took out the list and asked him if he knew these farmers. He answered in the affirmative and that all of the growers were substantial and honorable men and pointed to a man who was standing near us, a Mr. Toogood. My acquaintance left and I greeted the man. I asked him how much corn he received from the D.D. Simmons Company and how much he harvested, and he told me. I took out my list and compared. He delivered 160 bushels of Minn 13, the quality was not too good — it was soft. He delivered it to the church where Simmons hired to dry the corn, then he delivered 101 bushels of North Western Dent, this corn he delivered to a certain elevator. I referred to the list, the NWD was not accounted for. I was convinced that I was on the right track. I asked Mr. Toogood if he would put his name in writing to the statement he made. Surely, he said. I told him that 1 would be at his home in the morning.

			Near where we were standing was a building where an attorney had his office. I went up and met the attorney. I asked him whether his typist would make 25–30 statements on the typewriters. When he heard the contents of the statement, he asked me whether it was intended to be used in a court. I answered in the affirmative, then he advised me to have it made in an affidavit form and signed before a notary. Him being a notary, I engaged him to go with me to the growers. Friday after breakfast, I hired a Ford and the lawyer and myself went to see Mr. Toogood. He signed the affidavit and the notary testified. Before leaving Mr. Toogood, I asked him whether he knew of other growers who had contracts similar to his, he mentioned of four he gave their names, they did not contain in the list, we were to the four and learned that they delivered more than 2,000 bushels, and all was ripe and hard corn. We worked the whole day Friday and until noon Saturday and found that Simmons had received more than 12,000 bushels of the partnership corn, I had secured 32 affidavits and went home.

			I reported my findings to my attorney, and he was overjoyed. We kept under cover everything we knew. About June 15th, we subpoenaed Mr. Simmons to appear before the referee to give an accounting of the partnerships assets and liabilities and demanded that he bring the records along. In a few days later, Mr. Simmons and his attorney Mr. Wishrew appeared in court before the referee. He gave an accounting of the monies and the amounts he paid for the partnership corn and showed a loss of nearly $2,000 for the 1860 bushels that he dried and turned out unfit for seed. The corn stood him $1.75 to $1.90 per bushel and he sold it at 90 cents for feed and then the expense for drying, handling, etc. After Mr. Simmons was through with his testimony, Mr. Marden, my attorney, asked him: Mr. Simmons, “is the number of bushels stated all the corn you received from the contract corn?”

			“Yes,” he answered. 

			“Well,” said my attorney, “Mr. Simmons you are under oath, so you better tell the truth. Is the quantity you stated all the corn that you or your agents received from the growers of the contracts?” 

			Simmons got sore and told my attorney that he was a liar, and that anyone else is also lying. My attorney demanded of the court reporter who took the testimony to state in the record the accusation of Simmons against my attorney, which he did. When the testimony and arguments came to an end, my attorney, Mr. Marden handed Mr. Simmons $1.78 for witness fees and summoned him to appear at the Lyon County Court House in Marshall for further questioning. In the meantime, we sub­poenaed the 32 farmers who signed the affidavits to appear at the court in Marshall for testimonies. On July 1, 1918, Mr. Simmons and his attorney, the court reporter, the referee, my attorney, myself, and the 32 farmers, met at the Lyon County courthouse in Marshall.

			When the referee called the court to order, Mr. Simmons face took on a double length. He looked more like a corpse than a living person. It took from July 1, 10 a.m., to July 3, 4 p.m. to take testimony from the witnesses. We subpoenaed the bank, the elevators, the railroad company agent. It was done so thoroughly that it could not be improved on. In two or three weeks thereafter, we had Mr. Simmons in court again, to explain and defend himself of the theft, but the referee had not the power to make him answer the question by my attorney; hence, we requested the judge to preside, then he had to answer or be fined for contempt. In about six months later the judge came to try the case and all interested parties were present and the judge opened the case. By the way, we entered a supplementary claim for the half of the net profits of the corn which amounted to about $15,000. After my attorney made his plea, he rested. His attorney addressed the court with a statement accusing me with bribing the judge through my attorney stating that a friend of Simmons was informed by me that I was sure in getting a judgment of $20,000 since I fixed the judge.

			The judge left the bench immediately, enraged, pale and trembling. The court reporter followed him. In about 30 minutes, they came back. With the judge on his bench, I was called and sworn. The judge asked me if I ever made such statement. I answered, I may and I believe to be justified to make a statement of that kind, since Mr. Simmons took in 12,500 bushels of corn that belonged to the partnership, for himself, and since the corn cost from $1.75 to $2.25 per bushel and after deducting the cost of drying, shelling, grading it, still left from $4.50 to $5.50 per bushel net profit or $40,000 and a half of it belongs to me, but as far as bribing the judge, it is a fabricated lie. Mr. Marden was examined next. He swore that he has not seen nor talked to the judge for six months past. Then came D.D. Simmons, he denied his attorney’s statement. The judge refused to try the case, and that was Simmons lawyer’s aim, because he knew that the judge was well acquainted with the case and that is what they feared. We had to wait for another judge; In a year later when Mr. Nye who returned from the war, and after all accumulated minor cases were disposed of, he took my case up. Mr. Simmons while in court made a few remarks namely, he interrupted my attorney by saying it is a ‘lie’. When Mr. Nye told him another statement of that nature while he is presiding will land him where he belonged. Since then, Mr. Simmons behaved himself like a licked schoolboy.

			The lawsuit dragged along for nearly seven years, but I broke him at last. That lawsuit crippled him financially and morally; he lost his grit. He fooled along several years longer, he finally moved out from Fargo and discontinued doing business in Moorhead altogether, but I could not collect the judgment on default because all of his assets, if he had any, were covered up and for that reason his credit was crippled. There was $5,600 in the bank and that I took, and about $2,000 book accounts which were not worth 10% on the dollar. I have not talked to him since. I don’t think that he likes me, nor does he like any Yehudi. No crook likes a Yehudi. During December 1918, our son was discharged from military service and came home and again we had light in our house. We made a place for him in our business and he began to draw a salary. He has proven to be a good salesman and eased up my road work, which I badly needed.

			At the end of 1919, Mr. Landbloom offered us his holding in our company, and we bought his stock. He made besides his salary $2,500 in a period of a year and a half. The stock was taken up and divided in proportion to the individual holdings.

			In June 1919, my family drove to Beaver Dam to visit our brother and to meet our sister who was visiting him and to take her with us to Fargo. While in Minneapolis, I drove out to our farm, while there I began negotiating the sale of the farm to the renter, we were $500 apart and Isadore in a month or two later consummated the deal. The farm cost us $3,500 in 1884 and we got $8,000 in July 1919. In the spring 1920 I bought our house for $9,000. I paid $4,000 down — the money I had from the sale of the farm and in a year, I paid the balance, that money I derived from a 20-year life insurance policy which fell due.

			In the spring we bought the business building we are in for $30,000 paying $6,000 down and for the balance we floated bonds, payable $3,000 yearly, but we took the bonds up before maturity. From the time we started the Interstate Seed & Grain Company we enjoyed a profitable business, but at the end of 1921 until August 1922 we lost every dollar we had made and if it would not have been for the credit Shavrom Williams extended to us amounting to $74,000, we would have had to close the doors.

			On November 2nd, 1922, our only daughter got married and we know now that the marriage was a success. May they live happily together until they celebrate their diamond wedding anniversary.

			The years following 1923, 24, 25, 26, 27 were all profit­able and no mishaps.

			In 1927, after Armour Packing Company purchased the packing plant In West Fargo, we decided to secure a location for a feed mill. We applied for a site and it was granted. During that time a grain elevator burned down, about three miles from West Fargo, and before the owner decided to rebuild it, we started building, but instead of building a feed mill, we erected a grain elevator and a feed mill. Many thought it was a blunder to build there. My son shared the same opinion, but we calculated differently and am glad to say that our foresight was prophetic.

			In the month of December 1927 my brother William and his daughter, Mila, came to the United States, and we opened our house to them. I established a credit for him, with the First National Bank and with the Moorhead National of $5,000 from each bank and myself promised to back him, with an equal amount of his own capital which he claimed was $5,000 dollars. When he was with me for a few days, I proposed that he join a Mr. Simon, who was manufacturing overalls and working men’s jackets. I advised him to get thoroughly acquainted with the manufacturing, the selling, the collecting; in brief not to invest a dollar until he is convinced that by joining Simon that he can make the business pay to support him and his partner. He my brother was anxious to do something and not to go idle. In a few days, he invested his money and not very long after, I borrowed from the bank $3,000 and loaned to him.

			Later the bank loaned him some. The business lasted about 18 months and was compelled to close the doors. He lost every dollar he had. I lost every cent I borrowed for him and the bank lost what they had loaned him.

			Would he be living now, I would place the blame where it belongs. He engaged himself in other lines while in Fargo and later in Chicago but met with reverses on every turn. We finally had him and his family come back to Fargo and for a while he was representing the Interstate Seed & Grain Company as their salesman. On our return from Tucson in the spring of 1935, we found him seriously ill. He lingered until the month of September and passed away. His wife and his son we took in our house. His son graduated from high school in two years later and my son got him a job with the Edison Company, Chicago, where he is now.

			Brother William’s two daughters, after a short time in Chicago where they found work, met suitable mates and are happily married. The younger daughter’s husband is a non-Jew, but they are happy, nonetheless. In August 1935, my wife and I attended the golden wedding of my brother Morris and his wife Pearl. The attendance included all their seven children and with their families who came from the Eastern and Western borders of the United States and many immediate and distant relatives. The number attending the banquet was about 85 and more than 300 guests attended the reception in the evening.

			During that period our son went on his own wedding tour. He married the girl he loved for years although a non-Jewess. How we treated them on their return from their wedding, I leave it to posterity to judge.

			During the first ten years of our business, I was the only one on the road. I was 57 years old when I started with D.D. Simmons and 59 years old when I organized the Interstate Seed & Grain Company. You may imagine the hardship I experienced traveling on freight trains between stations in order to call on more customers. When in fatigue and despair, I prayed that when I reach the age of 70 that I need not be on the road anymore and Providence must surely have heard my prayer. In 1927, we spent the winter in California, just ten years after I organized the Interstate Seed & Grain Company. My age was then 69 — one year ahead of my set time. “Praised be God.” 

			During the years of 1927–1939 we spent four winters in Los Angeles and three winters in Tucson, Arizona. Our fortieth wedding anniversary we celebrated in Los Angeles in the midst of our relatives there. Our forty-fifth wedding anniversary, we celebrated at home in Fargo. At least 100 people came to congratulate us — Jewish and non-Jewish alike. I never believed we had so many friends. 

			End
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			[Ed. note: The above is an extract of the Wilk family tree to show only Herman Wilk's direct descendants. Herman had three brothers, Chaim Yitzchak, Moshe Leib, Eliezer, and a sister, Tanke. There were also three half brothers, Max, Wolf, and Frank. I am descended from Moshe (Morris) Wilk]. Tap or double-tap to make larger.
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Wilk’s Narrow Escape.

A few days ago a lady went into
Wilk Bros.” Clothing store, Beaver
Dam, in a terribly excited manner
with the remark to Herman Wilk,
‘Here, you rogue, is your bundle,
the suit of clothos that my husband
bought here at the big full price
of $§14. I want my money back or
the clothes and half the money.”
and with this she threw the parcel
at Mr. Wilk's head which made
kim wince. In vain did Herman
try to pacify  the lady and asked
her to explain.

“Explain ?”  said she. “Why
you are worse thun thieves. We
are hurd-working people and earn
our money very hard, and youn fel-
lows take advantage of us.”

“What have we done, Madam,
to cause you such agravation ? If
anything that you bought of us is
not right, or is not as we repre-
sented it, we will gladly refund the
money. Please be calm and tell us
about it.”

“Well,”" says she, “you cheats
always claim that you sell goods
at a very reasonable profit.”

That’s true,” answered Wilk.

“You don't cell at a loss now,
do you ?”

**No, madam: We could not af-
ford to sell -goods at half price
now.” : %

“That shows that you rascals

have robbed us right along. You
wade ab that rate, 75c. on every
dollar profit on us. I want you to
do as you have advertised, return
us half the money, $7.00, and the
suit of clothes, or I shall have you
arrested for swindling.”

“My dear lady,” says Mr, Wilk,
‘‘we have no such advertisement
out as selling 50c. on the dollar.
We do a strictly honorabls and up-
right business. We can’t sell
goods for half price, nor can any
other ronest house do so. What
we advertise we mean. We don't
deceive the people. There surely
must be some mistake.” And
opening the bundle he began smil-
ing. “My desr lady, this suit of
clothes was never honght here. It
ismot our grade whatsoever.”

The lady .was dumbfounded. “I
beg a thousand pardons,” cried she,
and running out of the store she
went right' across the street to
Shepard & McFadyen's, where she
was noticed a little while after com-
ing out with some groceries and a
brand new broom.

[ pity her husband,” remarked
a bystander who witnessed the
whole transaction. “I have mno
doubt but that broom is intended
for him for not getting his clothes
from a reliable house like Wilk

Bros.” »
—_— . -
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IN AUTO WRECK

MOORHEAD MAN HAD .CLOSE
CALL. EARLY LAST ' NIGHT
WHEN HiI8 CAR COLLIDED WITH
A THRESHING RIG NEAR HICK-
SON—INJURIES ARE SLIGHT. .

] i K

Herman Wilk, proprietor of the Em-
pire Bottling Co., of this city, is lying
at home today with a broken breast
bone, a broken rib and several bad
cuts about the head as a result of an
automobile accident early. last night.
The attending physiclan said today
that Mr. Wilk’s injuries were not of a
sgerious nature, but that he would have
‘tﬁ be confined to his home for several

Y8, .

The accident occurred on the west
side of the Red river near Hiékson, N.
D., at 8:30 o’clock last night. Mr. Wilk
was driving his roadster and was in
the act of turning from a prairie road,
down a hill, toward the river. It was
dusk and he did not see an approach-
ing threshing engine coming up the
hill. His car struck the front of the
engine with force enough to throw him
against the wheel and the windshield,
the glass breaking and cutting his face
in several places. It is said that there
was no light on the threshing rig.

Mr. Wilk was half dazed for a few
minutes and was picked up by the en-
gine crew. He was then brought to
his home in this city. .
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