A PIECE OF HISTORY FROM THE 150TH ANNIVERSARY COMMITTEE
The John A. Accola Family

John; wife, Amelia Louise; daughter, Meta; and son, Vernon

From Ken Fasking, “I share these stories with you because
I feel it is important to remember God’s work, past and present.”
The First Evangelical & Reformed Church shared the north end of the block bordered by Washington Avenue, Monroe Street, and Madison Street.  The new addition to the church sits on this land.  Between the Accola house and the church, John and Louise had their gardens.  They grew fruits, vegetables, and flowers ~ all of which were shared generously at various church functions.  Many Sunday services were adorned with bouquets from their garden.  John was a very good vintner, and his arbor grapes produced a wine very similar to Wollersheim’s Prairie Fumme.  This wine was used for communion services, and every year when the wine was ready, Reverend Zenk would come over for the wine tasting.  This fine little ritual ended when Reverend Bixler became pastor as he was a confirmed abstainer.  John and his daughter, Meta (Fasking) ~ when she was a teenager, did the janitorial duties at the church.  Every Saturday, they would spend several hours getting the church ready for the Sunday service.
On Sundays, John and Louise would sit in the same pew they always sat in, just as most parishioners did at that time.  One warm summer morning in the middle of the sermon, a fly lit on John’s ear.  Now most people would use their hand to shoo the pest away, but not John.  He had the ability to wiggle one ear at a time and proceeded to do this to keep the pest at bay, so to speak.  Now a certain gentleman who always sat directly behind John suddenly realized what was transpiring in front of him and burst out laughing ~ all to the bewilderment of the pastor and congregation.  (Note: Office secretary burst out laughing while she was typing this, also.  ()
When the present church was being built, John would take his team of horses, of which he was very proud of, and hitch up the heavy wagon for a trip to the stone quarry across the river from Prairie du Sac.  The stone was used for the church’s foundation, and many trips were required.  On the very last trip, John filled the wagon with more stone than usual because he didn’t want to make another trip.  As he crossed the river on the old wooden bridge with the heavily loaded wagon, he could hear the wood beams snap and crack as they passed over them.  He was petrified thinking at any moment they would plunge to the water below.  He urged his team on, and they arrived safely on the other side, but the bridge was severely damaged and had to be replaced.  God was certainly with John on that day!

When I was growing up, it was the custom for the youth of the church to go Christmas caroling at the homes of shut-ins and elderly members.  Reverend Bixler would gather us at the church for a short rehearsal, primarily to practice “Silent Night” in German.  Every home where German was spoken, which was quite a few, we would finish our carols with “Stille Nacht.”  The last home on the list was always my grandparents’ house.  John and Louise would wait for our appearance, which was well past their bed time.  They waited in the kitchen, which faced the church; and we looked up into the lighted room where they stood, side-by-side, next to the table.  Tears were flowing freely down their faces by the time we finished “Stille Nacht.”  From the Accola house to the church was a short walk and we ended the evening in the church basement with hot chocolate, cookies, and a wonderful feeling of sharing Christmas with people who cared deeply for their church.
The stained glass window in the Sanctuary with the names John and Barbara Accola are my grandfather and his sister.
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