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Three Generations

Maybell Viola
Born 1889

Lost Generation?
Benjamin Harrison was president when she was born.

She was 95 when editor Uncle Dave spoke with her in 1984. 

Was 15 when Consolidated started up its mill.
Experienced River City rising.

Jack
Born 1926.

Greatest Generation
Survived Depression.

Won WWII.
Enjoyed Age of Paper at its apex.

Uncle Dave
Born 1945.

Worst Generation

Lost Viet Nam.

Saw River City peak and decline.

1983

In this issue

Bucket List #2

Bucket List #1

Uncle Dave sits for an interview.
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Artifact:
Vi 

Palmer’s 
Photo 
Album

From River City Memoirs I
                1983

Wood County 
Reporter
December 1, 1920
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    This item fulfills an ambition of 40 years, dating from Vi Palmer’s gifts in the 1980s, when she 
was in her early 90s and Uncle Dave was in his late 30s. Ms. Palmer quickly proved to be a go-to 
source for a novice historical journalist. 
     Upon this publication, the artifact used here will officially be accessioned into the historical 
society archives proper. 

Feathers 1909

Vi Palmer’s  photo album temporarily dismantled for scanning.

Never too late to be lateBucket List #1
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Girls Just Wanna Have Fun

Vi with dark hair. The other young woman may be Lela 
Steen, a music teacher. The older? couple? may be Vi’s 
aunt and uncle.
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    If these are Vi’s parents, they 
are Melville and Eliza Palmer of 
8th Avenue N., Centralia (which 
became Grand Rapids and then 
Wisconsin Rapids). Most likely, 
they are Aunt Emma and Uncle 
Jack as named on another page. 
Whose aunt and uncle is not 
known.

Early Photoshopping

Friend Lela?

At home on 8th Avenue N.

A nod and wink 
    to Artifacts devotee, 
        “West Side Lightnin’”
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Probably at the 230 8th Avenue N. 
home of Vi Palmer and her parents

  
    In 1874, Vi’s pa, 
Melville Palmer, appeared 
in the local newspaper on 
a list of students and how 
often they were caught 
whispering at Centralia 
school.

The River City Hanky Panky
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Moccasin Creek Pavilion
Nekoosa, Wis.

1919

Hiked to Nekoosa, came 
home on “StreetCar”

[Postcard]
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1903
Grand Rapids

Friend Lela’s 
(Steen?) home
on 8th Street,
East Side

Consolidated paper mill, 
early 1900s

Lincoln High School 1909
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Ahdawagam furni-
ture/paper co. 
visible looking 
north on 8th 
Avenue

Chicago & North Western railroad bridge, 1913 [Expressway site]
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Outside Moravian 
church, West Side, 
probably a Sunday 
school class of which 
Vi was the teacher

First Moravian Church built in 1899 on First Avenue
Vi Palmer (b. 1889) was an active member for life.

[Postcard]
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Madison,
Wis.

Vi Palmer and friends 
attended 
numerous Christian 
Endeavor conventions 
in Madison, Wausau 
and other host cities.

Moravians on the move

Louie and 1920s convertible

12
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Our Boys

Little Girls for a Day

1919

13
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1919 
“Camping” at 
Lake Mills, Wis.
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Born “daughter” in 1889 and died “daughter” in 1984.

19741979

1969
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Slumber Party 1915
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Jack Kahoun interview with Uncle Dave

Transcribed by Sarah Sigler
Edited by UD

It was probably 2005 when I stopped at Kahoun’s 
residence on at John and Sigrid Kahoun’s Bed & 
Breakfast across from my alma mater, then Lincoln 
High School, to pick up the WWII publication Biron 
News. I also came away with the following sponta-
neous interview, its publication long awaited.

In his Own Words: Jack Kahoun

My sister’s boy from out in Oregon came to town 
with some of the materials that were in his mother’s 
collection, like Biron News. She thought it was about 
time for this to be passed on. 

I had thought some years ago of getting a hold of 
you, because you’re a historian. You do such a beau-
tiful job, Dave, you’ve done a terrific job on this. 
You know that. And, you’re regarded pretty highly in 
this community and area, for what you do in remem-
bering the past.

Born in Biron

Actually, I lived in the house right next to the 
Biron White House [see Artifacts 64 for history of 
the historic landmark demolished in 2022]. 

I like to say that I was born the night the whistle 
blew, April 12, 1926.

Back in those days, Biron had a volunteer fire de-
partment. When there was a fire, the way they would 
notify all the guys was to blow the whistle at the 
mill. The number of times they would blow it would 
tell them which end of town the fire was on. 

Joseph R. Kahoun
We had lived in a house rented from the Consol-

idated when I was born and up until I was nine years 
old. 

Then they bought this farm on [what is now] Ka-
houn Road. We owned from Kahoun Road to where 
the tracks and wood piles are now. In 1929 was the 
[stock market] crash and my dad was so affected by 
that. 

He did not want to borrow money. If he did 
borrow some money, he would take every penny that 
he had to pay off that damn loan because he remem-
bered the crash and the people who borrowed and the 
trouble they got in. So we didn’t have a newspaper, 
we wouldn’t get a Sunday paper, even. He parked the 
car in the garage and we didn’t use a car. The Biron 
bus would stop and pick him up and bring him home.

Before that, he had been the principal at the 
Biron School for ten years, and then, he left that and 
went to work for Consolidated. 

He was kind of the victim of some Biron politics. 
Warren Beadle at the same time lost his position on 
the school board because he started a Sunday school 
at the Biron Community Hall, coming from the Con-
gregational Church. And that upset some people up 
there. 

Warren Beadle was on the school board, unop-
posed, he thought. At the election, well, they just 
wrote in a name. I don’t know who it was. It could 
have been Granny Weaver. 

It’s ironic, Dave, that it wasn’t many years later, 
Warren was moved up to mill manager and these 
people were working for him. 

Jack Kahoun, Swing Shifter Bucket List #2
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1926

1929

His Dad
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Warren Beadle was one of these people that came 
up through the ranks of mechanics. And then, they 
made him mill manager. 

That son of a gun, he was a tough mill manager, 
he was, one of the best they ever had. He’d called 
these guys in and he’d say, “God damn it, you can’t 
get this done, I’ll come out there and do it myself.” 

When my dad lost his job at the school and was 
going to have to do something, he got Warren to 
write him a recommendation. And I’ve got the two 
letters that Warren wrote. One is a good recommen-
dation and the other one is, he gave my dad the crazi-
est damn letter.

Losing Your Marbles

Warren Beadle, I’ll tell ya, was a very special 
person. Oh, I liked him. I found out how talented he 
was when we were in school. 

My brother and I, were pretty good at marbles 
and my folks were good friends of the Beadles and 
they got together, playing cards and everything else 
and my brother and I were shooting marbles. And 
Warren said “Boys you should come down to my 
house sometime and we’ll play marbles. Do you play 
for keeps?” 

Oh, yeah, yeah. 
“Well, come on down, we’ll see.” 
So we went down to play marbles with him and 

he had what we called steelies, ball bearings from the 
mill. That son of gun took all of our marbles away, 
every one of them. 

And he said, “Well, boys now you’re sure that we 
decided we were gonna play for keeps.” 

He even saw us out the door and everything else. 
And then he said “Wait a minute, wait a minute.” 

And he was just chuckling over it. 
“Oh, no, he says, I don’t really don’t need any 

marbles.
 In fact, he says, “I have these steelies and I 

really don’t know what I’m going to do with them 
either.” 

He gave us our marbles back plus these steelies. 

Delivery Boy
Old George Mead, he was a nice guy. In fact, I 

worked for him when I was in grade school.
My dad was the principal of the school when I 

was in the kindergarten. When I got into school, he 
couldn’t handle it anymore, I guess, so, that’s when 
he went to work for Consolidated in the sample 
department. 

I was nine years old when we bought the farm. 
My dad would have to mail out samples at the 

post office. He would call up my mother and say, 
“I’ve got to have Jack go to the post office with some 
samples.” 

I’d go up to his sample department, pick up a 
package and get on the Biron bus free; now I was an 
employee, you know. 

My dad emphasized how important it was that 
I do this job and do it right and get it done. Orders 
were depending upon it, possibly, you know. So I felt 
really important. 

We had three cows. I delivered 21 quarts of milk 
on my bicycle and on my sled in the winter. My 
neighbor had made a harness for my dog, so the dog 
would pull the sled. 

We’d go the route, and I would send him home 
with the sled with the empty bottles and my mother 
would take them out. 

Later, when I was in the eighth grade, in Biron 
school, I drove a car to school. Delivered the milk, 
went to school, then came on home.

Yeah, 12 years old.
We had a barn behind the house, but we didn’t 

have any water. We had an outside pump. 
My brother would carry the water to the cows 

and I would deliver the milk. I got paid two cents a 
quart for delivering that milk. Two cents a quart, I 
was rich! 

Carnival of Venice

When I was in high school, I bought a matched 
pair, a cornet and a trumpet. In fact, there’s one of 
my cornets right there. That’s a beautiful instrument. 
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I was real serious in music. I probably would 
have gone into music. 

Biron had a band. Bernie Ziegler was the director 
up there. I played the baritone, because the school 
owned a baritone horn, but it was big. So I decided 
when I went to high school, I was going to change to 
the cornet because it was easier to carry and I really 
liked it. 

A guy came to town who was a real hot-shot on 
a cornet. He’d gone to Drake University. Stewart 
Fausch was his name and he taught me how to triple 
tongue.

He fell in love with a girl named Marjorie Lyons 
in Biron and decided he was going to stay here. And 
so, he got a job in the mill, eventually. He was an 
electrician. 

The Lincoln band director, Roger Hornig, shep-
herded me for a while. 

My first experience with him was, here I come 
down as a guy from Biron and I was in the band. 
And, they had practice on the fourth floor of the 
Witter Building.  

I was practicing the “Carnival of Venice” when 
he came in through the door and says, “I don’t ever 
want to hear you do that again. I don’t want to hear 
that any more.”

I was doing a pretty bad job of it. I could triple 
tongue, but the rest of the stuff was slurred and, God, 
I was pretty bad.

I would practice at home and I practiced a lot and 
I played a lot, a lot of places. Up at Immanuel Lu-
theran Men’s Club, I played there several times ev-
ery year. Earl Otto would have me substitute for him 
in the Elks orchestra. Paid me five dollars to do it. 

Lincoln High 
School
Class of 1944

He was just being good to me. I didn’t realize it 
at the time, but he was just that kind of a guy. He and 
I played cornet duets.

Roger preached excellence in everything. That’s 
why, how I was playing the “Carnival of Venice” 
irritated the dickens out of him, you know? 

I practiced on it and I worked at it and I worked 
at that technique and everything. He would go to 
other schools, so whenever I had a free period, I’d go 
up to the band room. If he wasn’t there, then I could 
practice. 

Well, he was gone and he came back when I was 
playing “Carnival of Venice,” but by then I was get-
ting pretty good at it. 

When he opened the door, I almost shit, God 
you caught me, you know? And he says, “Play that 
again.” And I did. Well, he eventually got band ac-
companiment and I played “Carnival of Venice” with 
band accompaniment.

I played cornet in the band and trumpet in the 
orchestra. Joe Liska was orchestra leader. He was en-
tirely different. He was laid back. I played a trumpet 
solo with the orchestra one time that was, that made 
my name. 

Joe was a good friend and I liked music. In fact, I 
decided I was going to take up the bass violin. But I 
never did, really.

[Kahoun: Are you a musician?
Dave Engel: Cornet player. From high school.
Jack Kahoun: Well, then you ought to understand.]

Jack
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Swing Shifters
During my junior year in high school, Hornig 

was drafted into the service. When he left, we had a 
class A band, and that was great,

He was the one that got us started with the Swing 
Shifters [student jazz band]. I got a nice picture of it. 
I think it was his idea. We were good enough to play 
for the Stevens Point formal. 

They had a band hired but it was during 
the War and for some reason the band 
couldn’t come. They were really in a bind 
and somehow they knew that we had a dance 
orchestra at our school.

 They called down and it was kind of com-
plicated because we had to get approval from 
the union to play. Then, also, we could only 
play until midnight. 

It was great, oh, geez, did we feel good, you 
know, about ourselves. We played some pretty good 
stuff, too. “Darktown Strutters,” “String of Pearls,” I 
could play them more than I can say them.

Sheet metal guys from the mill made us really 
nice stands. Made a deal that would come up around 
that we could hang a light on, made it out of pressed 
board, quarter-inch.

Ritchay’s Rebuke
When Hornig left, they hired a guy who was not 

capable of class A music. He would get out music 
for us to play that was so boring, we would play 
our instruments upside down, we’d play one 
another’s, this guy would do it and I would do 
the fingering here. 

He quit right in the middle of a rehearsal 
one morning. Just threw up the baton and said 
“that’s it” and walked out. He went to [LHS 
principal] Aaron Ritchay, and Aaron Ritchay 
was really pissed off at us guys. Ritchay said 
no more band, that’s it. No band. Oh, we were 
devastated. 

We got together, decided what we were going to 
do. We went to Joe Liska and we told him, “Joe, will 
you conduct the band, if we take care of the section-
als?” 

So we went down to Aaron Ritchay and apolo-
gized and told him that we just had to have band. He 
was a pretty tough guy, did you know Aaron? 

[UD: He died when I was a sophomore.]
He was good, he was tough. He says I’ll talk to 

Joe Liska about that, but as far as I’m concerned, you 
guys don’t deserve it. Well, Joe talked him into it. 
The rest of our career then, Joe was the band direc-

tor.
We would have a reed section and then 

the brass section would rehearse at a differ-
ent time. The band would rehearse Monday, 
Wednesdays and Fridays, first thing in the 
morning and the orchestra on Tuesdays and 
Thursdays. 

Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy
[Entering the Army in WWII], I got my 

trumpet sent to me down to Camp Polk, La., and I 
played in a special services band down there on spe-
cial occasions. I wasn’t really in the band. I was in 
the Third Corps field artillery. I had a good job. I was 
only overseas three months. 

Actually, my folks could have kept me from 
going. Because I was sole survivor, they call it. But 
they didn’t know that and I’m sure glad they didn’t. 

I went over to Europe on the Queen Elizabeth. 
Seventeen thousand troops on that Queen Elizabeth. 
It went by itself [unescorted], but it changed course 
every seven minutes. 

It would lean this way and then it would lean that 
way. It would go way up and then it would go 
way down, quite an experience. 

I went across the English channel on the 
boat and the harbor was all blown up and I got 
on a train to Holland, Luxembourg, Belgium, 
and everything. 

I was assigned to a forward observation 
battalion. That’s the worst place to be. They 
were going so fast that we couldn’t keep up 

with them. We had to survey-in our instruments, 
you know, sound posts and our flash posts, and 
everything, By the time we got them all surveyed in, 
everybody had gone by us. 

Joseph Liska
      1944

Roger Hornig
        1943
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1944 Ahdawagam (LHS)



24

February 2023                                                                                                            	ARTIFACTS 67	

We would go out as far as we could before we 
start surveying stuff in and many times we were out 
beyond everybody else. It was chaos and I was over 
there for the last two months of the War. 

Getting Back
When the war ended, I was assigned to guard 

a displaced persons camp. We had 6,000 DPs they 
called them. 

We were in Nuremberg and there was a big stadi-
um there and it was enclosed underneath. They lived 
underneath this stadium. Italians, Poles, Russians, all 
the different groups. 

And I’ll tell you it was bad for me, because I 
had a chip on my shoulder. I hated those Germans, I 
just…

[Dave Engel: Well, they killed your brother.
Jack Kahoun: Yeah, it was not healthy.]

One day there was a note on the bulletin board 
that the Third Corps headquarters artillery was 
regrouping to go back to the States for six weeks 
of training and then go to the South Pacific. I went 
down and interviewed.

Nine o’clock one night, I was already in bed, in 
my bunk, asleep, when they come up and woke me 
up. “Pack up, you’re leaving.” 

I went from C rations to corps headquarters 
which was like living in a castle. Steak and eggs and 
ice cream and rolls, and, oh, God. The life!

It was all officers, I was just a first class private. 
But, there I was. A radio operator repairman. 

When I was in field artillery, part of basic train-
ing was Morse code and you had to take 17 words a 
minute. If you passed the test at 17 words a minute, 
you didn’t have to take it anymore. 

I’m sure I was picked for Morse code because of 
my musical training, the dots and dashes and all this. 

My buddy and I didn’t have to take it anymore. 
We would go up to a newsroom where they were 
piping over Morse code. We would copy news at 21 
words a minute. We both took the test at 21 words a 
minute and passed it. 

Negative Bliss
But, I was going through some troubles. When 

I got out of the service, my high school sweetheart, 
gol’ darn it. 

Talk about writing letters. She wouldn’t write 
to me. She was not a good letter writer at all, and 
as serious as I was about her, we were quite in love. 
When I came home on furlough, I didn’t even call 
her up. 

I went out with a couple other gals, but finally 
she did call me and we got together and I went back, 
still in love. At least, I was so in love that I couldn’t 
see any other gal; I couldn’t get in trouble.

I belonged to the Congregational Church and 
planned to become a Mason some day. My dad was 
a Mason, Warren Beadle was a Mason, many of the 
guys that I really respected in Biron belonged to the 
Masons. 

Her father, who had died when she was five years 
old, was a pillar in First English Lutheran church but 
she belonged to Immanuel Lutheran Church, which 
does not allow their members to be Masons. 

Her mother believed that Immanuel Luther-
an was the only true church. She would call up on 
Sunday mornings to see if we went to church. And, 
eventually it ruined the marriage. 

We were married 13 months. 
I was married, divorced and became a father, in 

that order. The baby came six months after the di-
vorce. But by that time, I was so pissed off that I was 
no way going to go back into that situation. 

Sigrid
I was working at Consolidated when I started a 

dance band thing [with Frank Wilde and the Trou-
badours], while we were getting the divorce and 
after, but I decided to quit Consolidated and get a job 
where, the harder I worked, the more money I would 
make. Selling insurance. 

I went out to Nebraska for training and came 
back and was assigned a territory west of Madison, 
Dodgeville, where the headquarters was. That’s 
where I met my wife. She was the new music teacher 
in the high school.
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Daily Tribune,  Aug. 1, 1945
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There was a little waitress at one of the restau-
rants that I would go in at night. This little waitress, 
she was a student, she’d go, you’ve got to meet our 
new music teacher. 

The teacher’s name was Sigrid Bakke. Norwe-
gian as they come.

The waitress tried to arrange a blind date, but the 
new music teacher would have nothing to do with it. 

But I did go to a school dance on a Friday night 
and I met the new music teacher and danced with her 
even. 

It just happened that the 
following Sunday, Dave, I don’t 
understand how come, but I was 
singing in the Congregational 
Choir and the new music teach-
er was a guest soloist that day, 
visiting. 

After the service, as I was go-
ing out the door, so was she. 

I asked her if she wanted to join me for lunch. 
And she did. And that was it. That was the beginning 
of the...I tell the story, I’ve been talking her out to 
lunch ever since. 

But I found out that I was a piss-poor salesman. I 
just could not back people up against a wall and say, 
“You’ve got to have this.” 

I’d look around and see that they didn’t have 
much money, and they had kids, and everything else. 
But that’s what you’ve got to do. 

So that’s when I went to Milwaukee School of 
Engineering.

Go Man Go

I have a problem. I think the reason that I got a 
stroke is because of my nature, my enthusiasm, my 
excitement. When I believe in something, when I get 
excited about something, go, go, go, man, oh, man, 
go. And I know that and I’m self-motivated. 

I worked at R & D [Consolidated Research and 
Development, Biron]. I have three patents. One of 
my patents I’m real proud of was with Consolidated, 
where we developed what we called “on-machine” 
coaters.

[Dave Engel: I’m an ex-coater boy.
Jack Kahoun: Oh, are you? Where?
Dave Engel: Rapids.
Jack Kahoun: Rapids. Off-machine coater?
Dave Engel: On-machine. 
Jack Kahoun: On-machine, OK, well, then, 

you’re going to say that I gave you a lot of trouble.
Dave Engel: Number one, two, four, five, all 

those machines. They had those two rolls going with 
the coating in between.

Jack Kahoun: Yes.
Dave Engel: You watched in 

a mirror
Jack Kahoun: Yes.
Dave Engel: You turned a 

nozzle on and off.
Jack Kahoun: Yeah. What 

about the blade coaters?
Dave Engel: Those were just 

coming in …
Jack Kahoun: OK, well, OK.]

More Patents
Well then, you’ll know what I’m talking about. 

One of the problems was we didn’t have any on-ma-
chine ability to measure the thickness of the paper. 
You had to break the machine down, run a laboratory 
caliper test and take four sheets to do it. I invented 
a device to do it on the run and boy, I’ll tell you, I 
mean, it really worked. 

Another one is that in printing the paper, the 
absorbency of the ink is determined by its drying 
rate. We developed what we called it a blister tester 
with a heat lamp. You put the ink on, and if the paper 
wasn’t constructed right, when you tried to dry it, it 
would blister.

I don’t remember what the third one was.

The Switch

For years and years, Consolidated couldn’t hire 
from Port Edwards and Port couldn’t hire from 
Consolidated. Well, I wasn’t supposed to and I told 
Woody Holt at R&D. Woody was one of those fight-
ers, so he went up to the top, over the top and around 

1947
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and got an agreement that they could hire me ’cause 
I had already given my notice and they were not real-
ly…

I went from Nekoosa-Edwards on Thursday and 
started work at Consolidated on Friday. 

I moved from R & D to engineering and was 
happy there. In engineering, they wanted a little 
more of a pioneering instinct. They wanted to do 
things not the way they always did them, which is 
what we need and that was my specialty.

[Dave Engel: Did you know my Dad? Don En-
gel?

Jack Kahoun: Well, sure.
Dave Engel: How did you know him?
Jack Kahoun: He was down at the Rapids divi-

sion, wasn’t he? And he was a, worked in mainte-
nance? Oh, wasn’t he an alderman, too? 

Dave Engel: A planner.
Jack Kahoun: A planner, yeah. I worked with 

planners a lot. He had a good reputation.
Dave Engel: For what?
Jack Kahoun: Everything. You know, to work 

with.]

[Dave Engel: So you and I were probably at the 
same Christmas party?

Jack Kahoun: Could have been.
Dave Engel: ’Cause I went to two R & D Christmas 

parties.
Jack Kahoun: Oh, did you? Could have!]

2008

60th Wedding Anniversary 2010
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Artifact: Bottle found in wall

      Electrician Joe Ashbeck found this artifact inside a first floor wall of the South Wood County 
historical society headquarters at 540 Third St. S., Wisconsin Rapids—built in 1907 as the residence 
of Isaac and Charlotte Witter.
     Many homes of the 20th Century, and probably today, had a similar container at hand. Techni-
cally known as “sewing machine oil,” the small bottles or cans of light lubricant were often the first 
to come to hand.
     The product below,  manufactured by GEM Manufacturing, Pittsburgh, Penn., was sold by “G.W. 
Purnell, Grand Rapids, Wis.” Purnell came in 1904 open hardware store and tin shop - sold in 1910 
to E.W. Lowell.

Grand Rapids, 1908

Portage Daily Register, June 7, 1918
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Entire postcard, former Nash house/Odd Fellows lodge at left

From the Jim and Rita Janz collection

   Artifact: Postcard
    The white “Webb” house, at the right of what was then the 
Isaac Witter residence, now the South Wood County his-
torical society, was moved c. 1920 to then-developing Witter 
Street, where it still stands. The original Webb property is 
currently a parking lot.
      State records show the Webb house was built in 1890. 
The home of industrialist J.D. Witter, father of Isaac,  would 
have been adjacent or nearby. Charles Webb was J.D.’s sister’s 
husband’s brother and law partner.
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Grand Rapids Wis. 11/13-15

My dear girls,
            You don’t know how I miss you even now and my trip 
here was one of thoughts of you and our dear boy. You can think 
how I felt and feel, I will write to you to morrow. This is my new 
home or a picture of it-but I would rather be with you. The fami-
ly is grand to me but old friends are hard to be apart. Otte [?]

Artifact: Postcard
Submitted by Uncle Dave Patrykus

    The writer, whose name looks like 
“Otte,” joined the family of papermak-
ing mogul T.E. Nash, whose failing 
health led to his 1917 death. Censuses 
show the Nashes usually had at least one 
female servant, probably a housekeeper 
or maid, when their children were too 
old for nanny care.

  Otte could be short for Charlotte but 
the card was addressed to “Lotta,” who 
would also be Charlotte.
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In the 1920 census for Oshkosh, addressees, 
sisters Anna, 54, and Lottie, 56, Arnold were living 
together on Washington Street. Newspapers named 
the two as the only heirs of their father, William T. Ar-
nold. Their mother, Emma, died in Oshkosh in 1896.

Owned by Thomas E. Nash/Stanton Mead/Northland Cranberries/Papermaking museum

 In 1910, they lived also with a brother, William 
F., maybe the “dear boy“ referred to in the card. He 
died the year the card was written.

The Arnolds had roots in Wood County. Mother 
Emma in 1870 was in Centralia “keeping house.” Her 
children are the same as above: Charlotte, 7, Annie 
and Willey. Ten years later, the four were living in 
Oshkosh. 

“Miss Lottie Arnold” died in 1950 at 109 Wash-
ington “boulevard,” now Washington Avenue. She 
had operated a laundry with William (d. 1915) and 
Anna (d. 1932). The building no longer stands.

According to her obituary, Lottie was born in 
1863 at “Nekoosa” (prior to the 1893 founding of the 
municipality of that name by the same Thomas E. 
Nash of the above postcard) to William and Emma 
Arnold. Other than cousins, no survivors were listed.

1896 Oshkosh Northwestern
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Send $25 to Lori Brost, SWCHC, 540 Third Street S., Wisconsin Rapids WI 54494 for membership and Artifacts. 
Or contact lori@southwoodcountyhistory.org, 715-423-1580. Uncle Dave: kdengel@wctc.net.

Vi Palmer, from her album


