
Brick House Days – Part 3 

Chapter 9 Under the Falls 

That last day in June seemed like a holiday, even bigger than the 

Fourth of July. It was the day Minnesota’s 151st Field Artillery would 

be moving out from St. Paul on its way to France to fight the Huns 

under the command of General “Black Jack” Pershing. Mr. Maitland 

was taking several of us older boys with him to Union Station for the 

troop send-off. I knew Jimmy would have wanted to go with us, but 

that wasn’t possible now that he had been expelled from the Brick 

House. 

Just after breakfast, Mr. Maitland’s Packard limousine pulled up at 

the front gate. His driver, a man wearing a cap and a long coat, got out and motioned for us to get in to 

the car. Two of us sat in front with the driver. The other two sat in back with Mr. Maitland. 

When we got to the train station, a huge crowd had already gathered there. At the front entrance a 

speaker’s stand had been set up where the governor, Mr. Burnquist, was to deliver a farewell address to 

the troops. The crowd parted as a brass band came marching down the street followed by hundreds of 

soldiers in their dress uniforms. I spotted Sonny leading a group of men. He was a second lieutenant 

now.  

On the way back home, Mr. Maitland talked about the important sacrifices the soldiers would be making 

for our country. “They are going to fight for freedom, but some of them won’t be coming back,” he told 

us gravely. 

The next week, on Thursday, our cook, Mrs. Schmidt, received some tragic news from Germany. Her 

younger brother Jürgen, a private in the German army, had been killed in France at a place called the 

Somme. We all liked Mrs. Schmidt and we felt badly about her loss. Madeline told me that she and some 

of the girls in the sewing class were going to make black armbands that we could all wear to show our 

support for Mrs. Schmidt now that she was in mourning the death of her brother. But several days later, 

Miss Lings said we could not wear the armbands. “I know you are all concerned about Mrs. Schmidt but 

you must remember that the Germans are our enemies. We are at war against them,” she told us. 

Now that school was out, we had a lot more free time at the Brick House. After breakfast, we spent 

most of the morning doing chores. Madeline and the girls helped the hired lady, Mrs. Nordquist, with 

the cleaning and laundry while we boys mostly worked out in the fields. We also had to clean the barn 

where Sheltering Arms kept its cow and the horse, Charley. I didn’t much like that job. I was relieved 

when Jencks said that he wanted me to help him build a new fence. He didn’t get along with the other 

boys. I think he picked me because he knew I was a good worker and I would follow his orders. 

Two or three times a week we all got to go swimming at Lake Nokomis. While the other kids were 

splashing around at the beach, I spend most of my time working on my breaststroke. I had learned to 



swim at the YMCA in Fergus Falls. Now, I was hoping to improve enough so I could compete in the junior 

division at the Park Board all-city swim meet at the end of August. 

During the second week in July, everyone in the Brick House went on an excursion to Mr. Jones’s zoo at 

Minnehaha Park. His real name was Robert but everyone called him Fish, because he once owned a fish 

market in downtown Minneapolis. Several of the animals at Mr. Jones’s zoo, wandered freely around his 

garden. To entertain the visitors, Mr. Jones often wore a formal black suit and high top hat while he was 

feeding his pet seals. His home, called the Longfellow House, was next to the zoo. We knew Mr. Jones 

had built the house to look like one in Massachusetts.  

The Massachusetts house was the home of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, the man who had written the 

famous poem, the Song of Hiawatha. We knew the poem had made Minnehaha Falls the most famous 

place in Minnesota because Mr. Longfellow’s poem about the Indian brave Hiawatha and the maiden 

Minnehaha was supposed to have taken place there. All of us had seen the statue of Hiawatha carrying 

Minnehaha over the creek just before it rushed over the falls. 

That same week, I had another letter from Mother, who was still at the Glen Lake hospital. She wrote 

that she was feeling better now that she was spending most of each day outside soaking up the 

sunshine. Mother said she had moved from the main hospital building to a small cottage on the hospital 

grounds where she was living with four other women who were also recovering from tuberculosis. Now 

that Mother was feeling better, I hoped she might be coming home soon. That meant that I would be 

able to go back to be with my family in Fergus Falls. But I wasn’t sure when that was going to happen. 

Several days later, when I was in the fields, I spotted a small bedraggled figure lurking under a tree just 

beyond the fence. I went over and saw that it was Jimmy. He looked awful. His face was smudged with 

dirt and his clothes were filthy. “Jimmy, what happened to you?” I called out. Then he told me his sad 

story. After he had been expelled from Sheltering Arms, he had gone to stay at the newsie’s house on 

11th Avenue. It was a home for the newsboys who sold newspapers on the downtown streets. Jimmy 

said he had tried to become a newsboy, but the other newsies beat him up and stole his newspapers. He 

had run away, and now he was living on the streets. To get by, he had to steal food from the outdoor 

market on Hawthorne Street. I had a dollar left from my allowance so I gave it to him. Then he slipped 

away before any of the other boys could see him. I felt sorry for Jimmy but I didn’t know what else I 

could do to help him. 

One Friday morning, I was digging posts for the new fence when I struck a hard object with my shovel. I 

swept away the dirt and found a metal box with the name Martin on it. Right away I ran to find Lionel. I 

thought the box might have something to do with the reason he was at Sheltering Arms. He came over 

to see what I found. “Quick, cover it up before anyone can see the box,” he said. I saw that he was 

quivering with fear and anger. “Don’t tell anyone what you have seen, and never go near this place 

again,” he whispered with more determination than I had ever heard from him before. By now, I 

realized there was no point asking him about the box, because he always refused to answer any of my 

questions about his family and his reasons for being at the Brick House. 



Two weeks later, Lionel was helping me clean up some brush behind the barn when I saw the silver-gray 

Buick roadster pull up at the front gate. The man in the bowler hat came out of the car. With him was a 

rough-looking man with a red beard, who had a large angry dog tugging at a leash. The dog’s collar was 

covered with spikes. 

“Quick,” Lionel said. “They are coming after us. We’ll have to run. “ Lionel took off, dashing like he was 

running for his life. I was right behind him, as we stumbled on to the path leading to the falls. For a 

moment, we stopped to catch our breath, hoping that the man with the red beard and his dog might 

have lost track of us. But then we heard the dog barking and snarling. We knew they weren’t far behind. 

We ran on until we came to the falls. Minnehaha Creek was swollen with summer rain. The rushing flow 

was crashing into the narrow valley in a huge torrent. The snarling bark was getting closer but there was 

nowhere to hide. “This is our only chance,” Lionel whispered to me. “We have to crawl under the falls. 

They won’t see us there. Let’s throw our caps into the creek. If they seem the caps maybe they will think 

we have jumped in.” My heart was pounding. How could we possibly crawl under the falls? I was certain 

that we would slip and fall to our deaths.  

But before I realized what was happening, Lionel and I had slid down a short embankment on to a 

narrow ledge. “Put your hands out to the side and feel the rock wall behind you. And don’t look down!” 

Lionel told me. We both edged along the ledge slowly. It was just wide enough to support us. By now we 

were drenched with the cascading torrent. Up above us we could hear that the man and his dog had 

reached the falls. A moment or two later, we heard a second voice. It must have been the man in the 

bowler hat. “Them’s their caps,” the rougher voice said. “Them two must have jumped in.” “Good 

riddance,” the second voice said. “I hope they drowned. That will be the easiest way to get rid of them 

both.” “Come, Princess, let’s go back,” the rough voice said, and the dog yelped. 

We waited for a few minutes to make sure the men and the dog had left. Then we began to slowly edge 

ourselves back along the ledge. We had almost reached the bank when Lionel slipped. I could see that 

he was ready to slide down when I grabbed his belt. “Hold on,” I told. “We are almost there.” Somehow, 

I pulled and dragged him along without falling myself. I don’t know how I was able to do it. Just as the 

belt was slipping out of my hand, I was able to push Lionel off the ledge. I tumbled after him onto the 

bank where a clump of bushes broke our fall. We were safe. 

We sprawled out on the ground and Lionel began to laugh. I had never seen him laugh before. It 

sounded more angry than happy. “He thinks I am dead. That’s a real joke on him,” I heard him say. 

Lionel never did thank me for pulling him off from the ledge. I didn’t think much about that because I 

had given up trying to understand Lionel. 

A week later I came back from the downtown library to find that Lionel had left the Brick House. Mrs. 

Lembke told me that he had gone to live with his mother’s cousin on Summit Avenue. I told Mrs. 

Lembke I felt badly that Lionel had left without saying goodbye. “Ned, you have to understand that 

Lionel had a very difficult time here at Sheltering Arms,” she said. “Saying goodbye was a hard thing for 

him to do.” That same day, I noticed an article in the Minneapolis Tribune with a headline that read 



“Chicago man convicted of extortion.” The photo was of the man with the bowler hat. At least, he 

wouldn’t be around now to torment Lionel, I thought to myself. 

 

 

Chapter 10 The Air Show 

 

As the summer was drawing to an end, those of us who 

were still at Sheltering Arms were looking forward to a big 

adventure before school started in September. Horace 

Lowry, who owned the streetcar company, announced that 

he was providing free streetcar tokens to all the children in 

the orphanages in Minneapolis and St. Paul, so they could 

ride the trolley cars to the Minnesota State Fair. 

When the news reached us, a wave of excitement rippled through the Brick House. None of us had ever 

been to the State Fair. Some had never ridden on a trolley car before. 

On the last Saturday in August, Mrs. Lembke gathered all of us together at the back gate and led us 

down 42nd Street to Minnehaha Avenue where we would board the trolley on the first leg of our trip to 

the fair. Our cook Mrs. Schmidt had given each of us a sandwich wrapped in brown paper that we could 

eat at lunchtime on the fairgrounds. 

As we were walking down 42nd, Mrs. Lembke told me she thought Mr. Lowry had provided the free 

tokens to the orphanage children so that people would think well of his company, now that the 

streetcar strike was over. She said it was a new way of doing business called public relations. 

I was assigned to look after some of the younger boys. When the trolley reached our stop, I hoisted two 

of them, Mickey and Carl, up into the yellow streetcar and sat them on either side of me on the hard 

rush seat. Mickey was a happy boy. He chattered away, pointing out all the new sights as we travelled 

down Minnehaha Avenue. Carl was very quiet. He had just come to the Brick House. He was having a 

hard time settling in. Most of the time, he walked around with a frightened look on his face. I knew how 

he felt because I felt the same way that day I trudged down the gravel path for the first time. I put my 

arm around Carl. He looked up at me with sad eyes, rested his head on my shoulder and promptly fell 

asleep.  

In just a few minutes, I had to wake Carl up because we were at Lake Street and we had to transfer to 

the Selby-Lake line. That trolley line took us down Lake Street and over the bridge into St. Paul. Then we 

had to transfer one more time to the Snelling line. I had just gotten the two boys settled in when I 

noticed a copy of the St. Paul Pioneer Press on the seat across from us. The paper had a front-page story 

about Private Clare West with the 151st Field Artillery’s Battery D. Private West was one of the first 



Minnesota soldiers gassed on the front lines in France. In a letter home, he wrote that he had woken up 

in an army hospital unable to see, but his sight finally came back. The gas attack had occurred during 

Battery D’s first skirmish with the Germans. 

I read Private West’s first-person account of the battle. It almost seemed as though I was over there on 

the front lines with him. “Strange as it seems now, I was not one bit nervous, nor was I frightened,” 

Private West wrote. “I had taken up my position in front, preparing for the big order when suddenly the 

Germans let go. About eight shells showered the ground at my feet…. Well, for a few minutes I was 

startled and then I got mad. We got our order to put on our gas masks and got busy then. For six hours 

we gave the Germans all they were looking for. Quite a few of us got it, but not until we handed the 

Huns a shower.” 

As I rode along with Mickey and Carl on the way to the State Fair, I wondered if Private West had to go 

back to the front lines after he was released from the hospital and when he would be able to come 

home. Now that our American boys were fighting in France, the war didn’t seem like the wonderful 

adventure we boys thought it would be. 

Just as I was finishing the story about Private West, our trolley pulled up to the fair’s main entrance. By 

now, all the kids from Brick House were giddy with anticipation. We followed Mrs. Lembke into the 

fairgrounds and over to the animal barn filled with the sights and smells I remembered from the days on 

my cousin’s farm outside of Fergus Falls. The piglets in the animal barn were squealing away and the 

little kids from Sheltering Arms were squealing back. Even Carl was joining in. 

Our next stop was the home economics building, where we got to admire the prize-winning jams, jellies 

and pickles. I saw that Mrs. Ethel Vernon from Sunberg had won first prize for her strawberry jam. Every 

year, my family got a jar of Mrs. Vernon’s prize-winning jam for Christmas. She was a friend of Aunt 

May, who lived in Willmar. 

On the way to our picnic lunch, we passed the Old Mill. It was one of the most popular attractions at the 

Fair. When people went on the Old Mill ride, they rode in small boats through a dark underground river. 

Tuggs said his cousin and the cousin’s girlfriend had gone on the ride earlier in the week. When Tuggs 

asked his cousin what happened in the dark tunnel, the cousin just giggled and wouldn’t say. I had saved 

up enough money from my allowance for the Old Mill ride, but Mrs. Lembke told me I should save my 

allowance and do the ride when I was older. 

After lunch, Mrs. Lembke took the young children back to the Brick House. We older boys got to stay at 

the fair so we could attend the show at the grandstand. That was going to be the highlight of the trip to 

the fair for me. The grandstand was packed with fans who had come to see “Amazing Larry Brown,” 

billed as “one of America’s youngest and most courageous aviators.” Amazing Larry did truly amazing 

tricks with his one-seater biplane. He made huge loops in the air up above the grandstand and then flew 

upside down with his head hanging down from the plane. The crowd gasped and then clapped. We all 

wondered why Amazing Larry didn’t fall out.  



As we getting ready to leave the grandstand, I happened to see an older man in a dark suit. He had a 

young boy with him, who looked to be just a little older than me. I recognized the older man. He was 

Congressman Charles Lindbergh, who had visited my school in Fergus Falls. I went over to see Mr. 

Lindbergh and told him that I had met him when he spoke at our school assembly. “Good to see you 

again, young man,” he said in a friendly way. “Yes, I remember that talk in Fergus Falls. I remember 

telling you young people that we in America need to uphold the right to speak our minds about the 

important issues of the day. Now, more than ever, we need to uphold that right.” 

“This is my son Charlie,” Mr. Lindbergh said to me, as the young boy reached out to shake my hand. 

“Charlie is really keen about these air shows. Says he would like to be a stunt pilot himself, when he gets 

older. But I am not so sure that is such a good idea.” 

Many years later, I realized that I had shaken the hand of someone who would become one of the most 

famous people in the world. Charles Lindbergh, Jr. was the first man to fly across the Atlantic Ocean to 

Europe. That solo flight made him a national hero. 

 

Chapter 11 End of the Struggle 

A week after my trip to the State Fair, a letter from Father 

arrived in the mail. It had the news I had been waiting for 

ever since I had come to the Brick House. Mother was finally 

well enough to come home. That meant I would also be able 

to go home to be with my family in Fergus Falls.  

I felt a twinge of regret about leaving Sheltering Arms, but 

most of my friends had already left. Lionel was staying with 

his mother’s cousin on Summit Avenue; Madeline had gone 

off to a boarding school in South Dakota; Tuggs had moved 

to Illinois to live with his uncle. Only Kermit was still at the 

Brick House. He was still there because he had to repeat sixth grade. I had lost touch with Jimmy. I 

hadn’t seen him since that day that he appeared at the back gate. I hoped he still wasn’t living on the 

streets. 

On a bright morning in early October, Cousin Arvid and his model T pulled up at the front gate. This 

time, Father was with him. I remember it was the same day that the Minnesota Gophers were playing 

the Michigan Wolverines at Pillsbury Field. I wondered how the Gophers would do, now that Sonny 

Lipscomb and so many other players were away in France, fighting the Huns with General Pershing. 

I gathered up my things and went to say goodbye to Miss Lings and Mrs. Lembke. “You are a good, 

smart boy,” Miss Lings said to me, as we shook hands. “We are expecting great things from you. I hope 

you will come back and visit us someday.” Mrs. Lembke looked sad when I said goodbye. She told me I 

would be missed. I knew she meant it because we had been through a lot together during my time at 



the Brick House. I walked out the front gate, and climbed into the Model T with Father and Cousin Arvid. 

Then we were off. 

Over the next few months back in Fergus Falls, the memories of those months at Sheltering Arms began 

to fade away. Our family was together now. Some days it seemed like I had never been gone. Now, I was 

in the 7th grade at Fergus Falls Junior High School. I had grown two inches since I left home a year ago. 

And I was making new friends. There was this new girl in Junior High. Her name was Vernice. She had 

blond curls and sparkling blue eyes. Her desk was in front of mine. We hadn’t become friends yet, but I 

was hoping that might happen after I got up enough courage to speak to her. 

Every Tuesday after school I played basketball at the YMCA. I also joined the school radio club. Once a 

month our science teacher, Mr. Chapman, took us down to the city hall, where the council had set up a 

radio receiver and a tower that could receive radio signals. We were able to listen to weather reports 

and shipping news from the Great Lakes. Mr. Chapman told us that one day people would have radio 

receivers in their own homes, where they could listen to music and hear stories that were read by actors 

in faraway radio studios. I wasn’t so keen about the music and the stories, but I was looking forward to 

the time that I could hear a play-by-play account of the Miller games at Nicollet Park. 

All of us in the 7th grade followed the war news very closely. We read about Sergeant Theodore 

Peterson, the first Minnesotan with the 151st Field Artillery, who had been killed in action. Sergeant 

Peterson’s Battery C had been dug in at a stone quarry near the French town of Badonviller.  

Battery C’s guns were set up on the crest of a nearby hill, exposing them to enemy fire. During a day-

long shelling from the Germans, Sergeant Peterson and four of his men were seriously wounded. The 

Minnesota sergeant directed the medics to care for the other wounded men while he took off his mask 

to test for gas before giving the all clear signal. That night Sergeant Peterson died in a nearby military 

hospital. For his heroism, he was awarded the Distinguished Service Cross.  

There was also news closer to home that dealt with the war. Charles Lindbergh, Sr. was now running for 

governor of Minnesota as the candidate of a new political organization known as the Nonpartisan 

League. Because Mr. Lindbergh and some of his followers had expressed reservations about the war, the 

Nonpartisan League’s political opponents accused them of being disloyal. When the Lindbergh 

supporters tried to organize a rally in Fergus Falls, the town council refused to let them use the city 

auditorium. Then, when the Lindbergh rally was underway in a farm field outside of town, a group of 

men calling themselves the Northern Minnesota Patriotic Militia drove up waving shotguns and shut the 

rally down. 

I remember how Tuggs had talked about shooting the shirkers. Now, this patriotic militia was using 

violence to keep people from expressing their political views. When I had first come to the Brick House, 

Mr. Maitland had told us that our American boys were going to France to fight for freedom. But it 

seemed to me that the war was restricting freedom, at least here at home, rather than promoting it. 

That spring a letter arrived for me from Sheltering Arms. It was the first one I had received since coming 

back to Fergus Falls. The letter was from Mrs. Lembke. It contained very sad news. Mrs. Lembke wrote 



that her nephew, Milo Lipscomb—Sonny—had come back from France but he had changed. She wrote 

that she could hardly recognize him when he got off the train at Union Station. He had lost fifty pounds. 

His once sparkling eyes were dark and sunken. His hands shook and he could barely speak. Sonny had 

been discharged because he was suffering from what the Army doctors called shell shock. 

Mrs. Lembke went on to say that she had arranged for Sonny to work at Sheltering Arms until he got 

well, but he rarely came out of his room. Then, one day he was missing. Several days later, his body 

washed up against the rocks just below the Soldiers Home. Sonny had jumped off the Lake Street bridge 

and killed himself. 

I was stunned by the news. Sonny had once been bursting with energy and strength. We had all looked 

up to him. Now he was gone. Mother said I needed to write a condolence letter to Mrs. Lembke to 

express my sympathy for her loss. It was the hardest letter I ever had to write. I struggled to find words 

that could ease Mrs. Lembke’s pain. 

That fall, the war bulletins from France told about the advances made by General Pershing’s troops, 

known as the American Expeditionary Forces. The AEF had achieved a great victory by pushing back the 

Germans in a battle zone called the Argonne. A story in the Minneapolis Journal said the victory in the 

Argonne was “by far, the biggest thing our troops had done. They have taken what was always regarded 

as an impregnable position, one for the possession of which hundreds of men have died in the last 50 

months.” 

In early November, a Western Union telegram arrived at our home addressed to me. I had never 

received a telegram before. I couldn’t imagine why I was receiving one now. I opened the envelope and 

found that the message was from Mrs. Maitland. It read, “Lionel wants to see you. He is at Minneapolis 

City Hospital and he is very sick. Please come as soon as you can.”  

At first I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t want to go back to Minneapolis and all that it represented for 

me. But Lionel was my friend. I couldn’t let him down when he was sick. When Mother and Father told 

me they thought I shouldn’t go, I reminded them that I had taken the train by myself to Minneapolis 

when I first went to Sheltering Arms. They finally agreed that I could go to see Lionel at the as long as I 

stayed overnight with Cousin Arvid. 

That next day, I was on the train headed for Minneapolis just as I done a year and a half earlier. As the 

train rolled through the barren countryside, I thought about how much I changed during that time. On 

that first trip, I had been an unhappy, confused child, frightened of the future. Now, I was self-confident 

and more mature. It seemed like I was no longer a child. 

The train rolled into the Milwaukee Depot. I got off and walked the eight blocks over to City Hospital on 

6th Avenue. I came up to the hospital’s main building, which looked a little like the entrance to the 

Minneapolis Institute of Arts. The hospital building had the pillars and a pediment, but it was a dirty gray 

rather than a sparkling white. Once inside, I saw throngs of people surging through the hallways, 

carrying stretchers and wearing gauze masks. I walked up to the reception area and told the woman 

behind the desk that I was there to see Lionel Martin. “Young man, we don’t normally allow visitors now 



that the influenza epidemic is at its peak,” she told me. “But we have made a special exception in your 

case because young Mr. Martin’s family has arranged for him to have a private room. You can only stay 

for a moment or two, and you must stand in the doorway. Here is a mask you must wear before you go 

up to the contagion floor.” I put on the mask and a nurse led me up to the next level of the hospital. 

It was a horrible scene. Nurses and doctors were rushing in and out of the wards. I could hear people 

moaning and calling for help. Two hospital workers were carrying out a stretcher with a sheet covering 

what looked like a bundle of blankets. 

The nurse brought me over to see Lionel. He looked ghastly. His skin had a brownish cast. He was 

coughing and he could barely breathe. His face was covered with sweat. I could see that his pillow was 

streaked with blood. Lionel saw me standing there in the doorway and called out in a weak voice that I 

could barely hear. “Ned…glad you came…there is a letter… I want you to have it.” An envelope with my 

name on it was on a table next to the doorway. I picked up the envelope, folded and put it in my pocket. 

I decided that I would read the letter on the way home back to Fergus Falls. By now, Lionel’s eyes had 

closed and the nurse said it was time for me to leave. 

I decided that I did not want to stay overnight with Cousin Arvid. I really didn’t like him. So I asked the 

woman at the reception desk if I could stay at the hospital. She told me I could spend the night in the 

visitors lounge, as long as I stayed out of the way of the nurses and the doctors. It was a very busy, 

difficult time for City Hospital, she said. 

I spent most of the night awake, sitting up in a chair in the visitors’ lounge. I had finally dozed off, when I 

heard a racket outside on the street in front of the hospital. The clock on the wall said four in the 

morning. 

I went outside to see what the racket was all about. Sixth Avenue was filled with honking cars. People 

were singing and dancing in the street. Two older gentlemen wearing Civil War uniforms were tooting 

horns and marching behind a brass band. 

“What’s happening? What is this all about? “ I asked a man standing next to me on the curb. “Haven’t 

you heard?” he said, “It’s the Armistice. The war is over. The Germans have surrendered.” A 

spontaneous victory celebration was underway right there on Sixth Avenue. But I didn’t feel much like 

celebrating. I was thinking about Sonny Lipscomb and Lionel. 

I went back into the hospital and curled up for a few more hours of sleep. It was already light when I 

woke up. I went over to the reception desk to check on Lionel. “I have sad news for you,” the woman 

behind the desk said. “Your friend died last night, just a few hours after you saw him.” 

All of a sudden, I felt a wave of grief sweeping through me. I began to sob. Lionel was dead. I would 

never see him again. After a while I pulled myself together. There was nothing left to do or say, so I 

walked back to the Milwaukee Depot. I was sitting in the station when I remembered that I still had 

Lionel’s letter. I took it out of my pocket and started reading. Here is what he wrote: 

Dear Ned: 



I know I should have explained all of this before now, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell you the whole 

terrible story while I was still at the Brick House. 

My grandfather was the brother of Richard Martin, the man who gave the property along the River 

Road to Sister Annette so she could build an orphanage there. 

Richard Martin did not like his relatives and had a dark sense of humor. My real uncle, Uncle Horace, 

was the only one in the family who got along with him. Uncle Horace kept telling us that before Mr. 

Martin changed his will to give his land to Sister Annette, he had buried a tin box containing a 

diamond necklace and other family treasures somewhere on his River Road property. He did that as 

a cruel joke so the relatives would have to hunt for the box after he was gone. Uncle Horace said only 

he knew where the box was buried. No one in the family believed him. Horace talked about a lot of 

things that weren’t true, they said, because he had a drinking problem and spent a lot of time in 

mental hospitals. But when he wasn’t drinking, he was kind to me and I liked him. 

Then, one day when I was at Uncle Horace’s house, I saw him arguing with his son Hugo, a very cruel, 

mean man. While Hugo and my uncle were arguing, Uncle Horace tumbled down the stairs, hit his 

head on a wall and died. Everyone said that his death had been an accident because he had been 

drinking. But I knew better. I saw Hugo push his own father down the stairs. Hugo threatened me, 

saying terrible things would happen to me if I told anyone what I had seen. That is when he brought 

me to Sheltering Arms, claiming to be my uncle, and forced me to look for the tin box. 

Ned, you and I are the only ones who know where the box is buried. Let it stay there. To dig it up now 

would only cause more trouble for everyone. 

Your friend, 

Lionel Martin 

I put the letter away, telling myself that I would always honor Lionel’s wishes about the Martin family 

treasure box. I sat there in the train station as all those memories about our times together came 

flooding back. Maybe I needed to go back for a last look at the place where all that had happened. I had 

just gotten up and was starting to walk out of the station when the whistle blew.  

I turned around and climbed on board the train. Now, I was ready to go home. My Brick House days 

were over. 

The End 

Epilogue 

Eventually, I did go back to Sheltering Arms but not for quite a while, not until 1924 when I was an 

engineering student at the University of Minnesota. That year, I started doing volunteer work for Miss 

Lings, helping the younger children with their reading. By then, there was a beautiful new chapel on the 



grounds next to the Brick House. The chapel looked very much like pictures I had seen of small English 

churches. 

I had also reconnected with Jimmy. After some bad times when he lived on the streets of downtown 

Minneapolis, he had pulled his life together, gone to stay at a place called the Wells Memorial, and 

graduated from North High School at the top of his class. Now, he was at the University studying to be a 

doctor. While I was tutoring at Sheltering Arms, he was working down the street with crippled children 

at the new Michael Dowling School. Every week or so, when we were done with our volunteer work we 

would meet for a cup of coffee at the Peterson Drug Store on Lake Street. 

One day when I was coming out of a geology class in the Pillsbury Building, I saw a beautiful young 

woman with black hair running towards me. It was Madeline. “Ned, I am so glad to see you again after 

all this time,” she cried out, as she threw her arms around me. That same warm feeling ran through me, 

just as it had done so many years ago at Hiawatha School, when Madeline smiled at me for the first 

time. 

We chatted awhile, telling each other about how our lives had progressed since we had been together 

at the Brick House. After coming back from boarding school in South Dakota, Madeline had spent 

several years exploring the riverbanks near Sheltering Arms, hoping to find the cave where the letter 

from President Lincoln pardoning her grandfather might have been hidden. She had never been able to 

find the cave, but a copy of the letter had been discovered in the archives at the Minnesota Historical 

Society. Madeline told me how pleased she was that her grandfather’s good name had finally been 

restored. 

Then she told me the news: “Wish me well, Ned. I am going to be married next month. Daniel and I will 

be going back to the reservation, to set up a school there for Indian children. 

Madeline kissed me on the cheek, and she was gone. 

 

 


