       The Kendall Family, Reeder Pioneers - posted September 30th, 2008 

A familiar figure on the Reeder streets in 1908 was a spare little man with a pipe and a cheery greeting.  He, his wife, and their son, Claude, had located on adjoining quarters a few miles northeast of town.  They had come from Lisbon, ND, although originally their home had been in New York state. 

A large percentage of the homesteaders had come intending to stay only long enough to prove up their homesteads, but the Kendalls came to make their permanent home here.  Few homesteaders had more than a cow or two as the prairies were unfenced, and no large cattle ranches were nearby; but Kendalls had brought their herd of cattle with them.

Their sodhouse was one mile north of the junction of highways 12 and 22 (about 3 miles east of Reeder), turning right (east), and proceeding ¼ mile to the top of the hill.  A new house was later built about 200 feet east.  There’s still a windmill in use in that area.  

Augusta had poor health and never left her home, but how the lonely bachelor homesteaders loved to go to the Kendalls!  Always a cheery greeting from Mrs. Kendall, a well-scrubbed kitchen floor, a shining black kitchen range, an abundance of well-cooked food, and all the news; for it was said that the Kendalls knew about everyone.  No wonder those boys lonesome for mother and home, found a home away from home at Mrs. Kendall’s.  

Albert called on newcomers in the country, stayed to chat and left a pile of burned matches as his calling card, for he was constantly lighting his beloved pipe and letting it go out. 

A story of the Kendalls would be incomplete without including their dogs that were very much a part of the family and were talked to as if they were children.  There were two, one to help Claude with the cattle, and the other one was never seen.  While approaching their home, you might hear a dog bark, but before you entered, he was shut in another room.  He was said to be very ferocious.

The Kendalls were friendly people and kind to animals.  One cold winter day Claude came to my shack to see if I had an axe.  About a quarter of a mile away was a water hole, fed by underground springs.  Deep buffalo trails led to it and many buffalo skulls and bones were found near it.  That day Claude had brought his cattle there for water and found a poor horse down on the ice.  It had been ridden until it had large saddle sores and then turned onto the prairie.  It was unable to regain its footing on the ice.  Blood and drainage from its sores marked its trail along the ice.  Its lips were all broken and crushed from trying to quench its thirst by nibbling on the ice.

Albert passed away in 1931 at the age of 83.  One night, two years later, Claude was taken very ill.  His mother cared for him as best she could, but, when he lapsed into a coma, she knew she must have help.  No telephone, no way to get a message to the nearest neighbor a long way across the prairie.  How Augusta, 78 years old and in poor health, made that trip in the dark she could never later tell.  When they returned, Claude’s life was already over.

For seven long, lonely years that poor woman lived alone in that isolated home.  After her men were gone, Zola (Hemmann) Hagen would ride horseback up there in the summer after taking cattle to the pasture, following a trail north of Highway 12 that is now Highway 22.  Augusta was always sitting in the same chair in the kitchen, wearing the same felt shoes whenever Zola would visit.  During rare winter visits, Zola also noticed a dish for washing hands in back of the stove that had ice on it.

Neighbors and friends brought her groceries and mail.  Visitors were still welcomed with the same smile, no self-pity, and no complaints.  Then came a winter cold spell and deep snow.  The coal in the house was exhausted, and, when she managed to reach the coal house, only a few feet from the kitchen door, she found the chunks of coal too heavy to carry and too hard to break.  All she could get was slack that she swept into her dust pan with her broom.  Later she said:  “If anyone tells you that freezing to death is painless, don’t believe them.”  She suffered dreadfully until a friend reached her home.  Rudolph Hemmann, Zola’s father, would go over every three days to carry out ashes and carry in coal from a shed.  He would also bring groceries, the mail, and water. 

As years went by, her eyesight grew weaker and weaker until she could no longer read.  The time came when she moved slowly from support to support, and finally in the spring of 1940, she was taken to the Springer Hospital in Hettinger where she remained until death.  She had lived on the homestead for over 30 years, and this we believe, was the fifth time she had left her home during all those years.  Albert (1848-1931) and Augusta(1855-1940) Kendall and their son Claude W. (1877-1933) are buried in the Reeder cemetery.  The Kendalls’ few quarters of land were eventually purchased by Rudolph and later passed on to his daughters.



(submitted by Sonja Haugen- includes an interview with Zola Hagen;  the article “Kendalls in Reeder History”, June 4, 1958, by Mrs. John Markegard in PRAIRIE PIONEERS-A Story of Adams County); and Rose Hill Cemetery information from Donna Olson.

