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We belonged to the Reformed Church in Sauk City, and I must have been taken to Sunday School at the age of 4.  We had an ABC book in Sunday School, which was printed in German; and I learned to read German before I started to go to school.  Whenever a member of the church died, the church bell would toll.  There was a separate clapper on the bell, which was wrapped up in rags, so that when it struck the bell a muffled bong would be heard.  As soon as the bell tolled, everyone would run outdoors and begin counting because the bell would ring once for every year of the dead person’s life.  This way we would know whether it was a young or an old person that had passed away.  Also, this bell and the Catholic Church bell in town would be rung every Saturday night at 6:00 o’clock to remind us to come to church the next day.  When I close my eyes now I can still hear the wonderful mellow tones of those bells.  The Catholic Church had several bells, and they would ring every morning, noon, and evening and, also, on Sundays.  I regret the fact that church bells are no longer rung like that.
Soon after we moved to town, the congregation decided to build a new parsonage for the minister.  The old parsonage was moved, and a new two-story frame house was built.  This was across the garden from us.  Our house was on the corner just west of the church, and the parsonage was just south of the church.

In the summer time, we often had severe thunderstorms.  During one of these storms, my father was coming home from town with our neighbor, Mr. Von Wald.  One of these storms came up suddenly, and the lightning struck the church steeple.  The two men were on the wooden sidewalk between the church and parsonage when this happened.  Mr. Von Wald began falling to the ground.  My father caught him, and Mr. Von Wald recovered in a few minutes.  The two men were side-by-side, but my father didn’t feel the lightning strike at all.

The old minister, Rev. Von Grueningen, passed away soon after the new parsonage was build.  In 1911, our new minister was Rev. Zenk.  Sermons in our church had always been in German until Rev. Zenk came.  He began to have services in English Sunday evenings and gradually, also, Sunday morning.  The church grew in membership, and the old field stone church became too small so it was decided to build a new church.  The stones of the old church were used in the foundation of the new one.  I watched with interest the work, but most of the work was donated by church members.  The church bell was stored in the barn in back of the parsonage (my family’s barn), and I was much surprised at the size of it.  It must have been at least 6 feet in diameter and about the same in height.  I have never seen a larger bell.

I can remember the way they took up the collection in that old church.  They had wooden poles about 6 feet in length and on the end were little black velvet bags.  I don’t remember ever seeing paper money fall into those bags.

The church was heated by stoves – one on each side near the middle – and lamps were used for the lighting.  There were brackets on the walls.  Electricity was finally installed, and one night the lights went out in the middle of the service.  We had an old man who always rang the bell, and he walked to church at night carrying his lantern.  He never extinguished his lantern when he got to church; he just turned it down low.  So, when the lights went out, he walked up the aisle bringing his lantern to the pulpit.  Those days, electricity was generated in a power house, which had a large furnace that had to be kept hot with coal, as fuel.  An uncle of mine was in charge of this power house.  Later, a dam was built in the Wisconsin River above Prairie du Sac and, after that, we rarely had blackouts.
I remember the day they opened the cornerstone of the old church.  It was filled with old documents, which were examined with great interest, and these were included with other documents, which were put into the cornerstone of the new church.  If the present church should ever be torn down, I think I should like to be present when this cornerstone is opened.  I believe this church was finished in 1914.

My father was on the Building Committee.  He had his work for the village to do during the day but often worked evenings.  Bricks for the new church came in freight cars, and when a car came in, we had to work evenings to unload the bricks so the church wouldn’t have to pay demurrage.  The minister would call all the families that had teenage boys to come to help unload the brick.  I was the only girl who helped with that work.  We formed lines, passing bricks from hand-to-hand, just like a fire brigade works.  Our horses had to work overtime, too.

There weren’t enough field stones from the old church to finish the foundation of the new church, and field stones had to be hauled from the other side of the Wisconsin River across from Prairie du Sac.  Prairie du Sac had a bridge over the river, too; and it was getting rickety.  One day a threshing machine was driven over this bridge and shortly thereafter father came along with his team of horses and a wagon load of stones.  Just as father crossed from one span to another of that bridge, the span behind him began to sink and tumbled into the river.  What a narrow escape that was!

Before becoming a full-fledged member of our church, we had to learn the Heidelberg Catechism.  I learned it all in German, but my class was the last one for that.  After that, it was all English.  We had to go to Catechism every Saturday morning for 2 years and then we would be examined before the Consistory of the church.  If we passed, we would be confirmed on Palm Sunday and take our first communion on Easter Sunday.

When the new church was finished, my father was janitor and I was janitress.  Most of Saturday, I was in the church, thoroughly cleaning it from top to bottom.  This was really a big job for a 14 year old girl.  Mrs. Zenk, the minister’s wife, knew I liked grape nuts.  One Saturday, I was dusting the galleries and when I came into the south section I found a bowl of grape nuts on one of the seats.  It was a really nice treat and, of course, I knew who left it.
There was a Ladies’ Aid room in the basement of the church.  This had to be mopped up once every month and all the chairs had to be dusted.  I got 50 cents a month extra for this work.  I didn’t mind the mopping and the dusting, but I didn’t like to shake the rag rugs they had.  The strips were so long and, therefore, hard to handle.
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