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My thanks go to my teachers, Sister Roberta, 
Sister Noella, and in particular, Mr. Lewis Clingman.
 
 

Introduction
The male voters in the United States were about to elect the sixteenth president in the nation’s history. Many feared that this November 1860 election might prove to be the last the voters would cast as citizens in the thirty-three states that made up the United States of America.
The students attending the Lowell, Michigan, primary school discussed the issues of that day; the upcoming presidential election, slavery, secession, and the war which might follow. Such matters were also of concern to their parents at home. 
This story will explore the concerns of young and old alike in that Michigan community, their effort to understand the issues at stake in 1860, and their reaction to the possible break-up of the Union.
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The Fishing Hole
Located on a tract of land near the Drieborg farm was a good-sized pond. Some would call it a lake. During the hot summer, members of the nearby families would use it to cool off with a swim or maybe use poles and hooks to catch fish.
Michael Drieborg and his teenage friends, Willie Turbush and Ethan Schock would meet there to fish and talk whenever they could get away from farm chores and weren’t in school.
Today, they sought relief from harvesting corn on their parents’ farms. Every farm in the Lowell, Michigan, area grew that crop, and it was time for the fall harvest. School was closed, so the boys and girls could help out at home. By Friday noon, most of the fields had been cleared, and the corn cribs filled. 
So, their parents had given the boys the afternoon off. They headed to the pond. In late October, it was too chilly to swim but still perfect for fishing. 
Willie and Ethan were already sitting on the bank with their fishing lines in the water.
“What do you think is keeping Drieborg?” Willie wondered aloud.
“Who knows?” Ethan responded. “His papa is a tough one if you ask me. He probably had one more chore for Mike.”
It wasn’t long before they heard someone coming through the woods surrounding the pond. It was the missing teenager of their group, Michael Drieborg.
“Good thing you weren’t trying to sneak up on us, Drieborg. I could hear you coming a mile away,” Willie said, making fun of his friend.
Ethan joined in the fun. “All that noise you were making, no wonder we haven’t gotten any bites. The fish could hear you tramping through the wood, for sure.”
“That’s very funny, you two,” Michael responded. “How many times have we fished here this year? And how many keepers have either of you caught? I’ll tell you how many. I can count them on the fingers of one hand. That’s how many. So, don’t give me that guff about noise.”
Mike nudged Willie. “Move over, Turbush. Give me some room here.”
“What are you using for bait today, Ethan?”
“What else? Worms, of course.”
“I brought along some stale bread my momma was going to give to the pigs. Want to try some of that for bait?”
“Who ever heard of using bread?” Willie exclaimed. “Fish in this pond are partial to worms. You can keep your stale bread.”
“All right, you two,” Michael said, “tell you what. Whoever catches the most keepers gets all the fish to take home. It will be my bread against your worms. How about it; is it a bet?”
“No contest, Drieborg. Kiss your catch goodbye. Right, Ethan?”
The boys were silent for a while. Each one was hoping to be the first to catch a keeper.
“Hey, you guys,” Willie suddenly asked, "are you two going to join up when the war starts?”
“What war?” Drieborg asked.
“You must have been absent from school when Clingman told us about the war, Mike.”
“Will you tell me what war you’re talking about?”
“He said he has been getting letters from relatives down south saying that if Lincoln is elected, a whole bunch of the cotton states will leave the Union. Then there will be a war.”
Michael still had questions. “Did he say why there would be a war?”
“He didn’t get into that much except that his relatives figured Lincoln would try to stop those states from leaving the Union by using force. That’s why he said there would be a war.”
“I’d join up in a minute,” Ethan said. “Anything to get off the farm; ‘sides, it would be great fun.”
“You could get killed, Schock,” Mike warned him. 
“Are you scared, Mike?” Willie taunted.
“Maybe I am,” Mike snapped back. “Just seems to me that war means battles, and battles mean killing. I don’t see much fun in that. Besides, why does anyone care if the Slave States leave the Union?”
Schock answered. “Now that you mention it, Mike, I don’t rightly know.”
Willie added, “Must be pretty important though if our teacher, Mr. Clingman, says there’ll be a war. He’s a pretty smart guy.” 
“Hey! I got a bite!” Willie shouted, pulling up on his pole. Sure enough, he had. The boys saw a good-sized fish break the surface of the lake attached to his line by a hook.
“How about that, Drieborg?” he bragged. “My worm did the trick.” 
Ethan laughed, too. “Want to use some of my worms, Mike?”
“I don’t see you catching any keepers, Ethan,” Mike taunted.
Then the boys settled down to some serious fishing.
Ethan Schock was the first to break the silence. 
“Hey, Mike. How’d you like it when you were with Louise in the barn?”
“That’s sort of private, don’t you think?”
Willie laughed out loud. “Crying out loud, Drieborg, don’t be so touchy. Ethan and I have been with her, too. In fact, every one of the boys at school older than your twelve-year-old brother Jacob has been to the barn with Louise. And it’s never a secret, either. ‘Cause afterward, Louise brags about it to all the girls at school. I’m sure she told your sisters. Even my sister knows about you spending some time with Louise.”
“Oh my gosh!” Mike exclaimed. “If either of my sisters ever tells my parents, I’m in real trouble.”
Willie had two older sisters still at home. “If I know sisters, Mike. And oh, yes, do I know sisters. They’ll wait for just the right moment to tell your parents how evil their little son is. They might do it to get even for something you said or because you wouldn’t do something they asked of you. Or maybe it’s just that time of the month when girls seem most irritable. Just you wait, Mike. But you can count on it. One of them will tell.”
Mike fell back on the grass. “You sure know how to ruin a guy’s afternoon, Willie,” Mike moaned. “What happened to you when your father found out?”
“Out in our barn, he took a strap to me. All the while he was whipping me, he told me how stupid I had been. Believe me, outside the classroom, I haven’t been within a mile of Louise or her barn since. And I won’t be, either.” 
“What an afternoon this has turned out to be,” Mike complained. “The fish are ignoring my stale bread bait. Ethan tells me our country will be at war soon, and Willie tells me I’m probably going to get a whipping from my father for going to the barn with Louise. Thanks a lot, you two.”
Willie wasn’t finished funnin’ with his friend. “It could be worse, Mike.”
“How could it be worse?”
“There could be a war, and you joined the army.”
“I suppose that could be worse,” Mike agreed.
Ethan jumped into the kidding around and said, “There’s something a lot worse than that.”
“What could be worse than going off to fight in a war?” Willie asked.
“One of us would have to marry Louise. That’s what.”
“Oh my gosh!” Mike exclaimed in alarm, “that would be worse.”
No one spoke after that. Mike even ignored the fish pulling at the bait on his hook.
 

Lowell, Michigan
It was a beautiful October day in Michigan. The sun was up, and the color of the leaves on the maple and oak trees had begun to change from summer green to the gold and reds of fall. It would be a fine day for squirrel hunting. But the two teenage Drieborg boys were not in the woods. Instead, they were cleaning the family barn of animal droppings.
Mike, the eldest of the Drieborg children at seventeen, was at least six feet tall. His twelve-year-old brother Jacob couldn’t quite look his older brother in the eye, but he was catching up rapidly. Their Dutch heritage was evident in their blond hair, blue eyes, and fair skin. They looked remarkably like their papa, Jake. And, like most farm boys, they had chores. Every day they had chores to do. Today, it was cleaning the barn.
“Do animals really care if the barn floor is clean of poop and covered with fresh hay?”
“That has nothing to do with it,” Michael told his younger brother. “We’re Dutch, remember. And the Dutch will have a barn that is clean as a whistle.”
“What does that mean, anyway, Michael, ‘clean as a whistle’?” Jacob asked.
“It means that we had better have this place cleaned up before Papa gets home. That’s what.”
“Why can’t I ever go to town on Saturday morning with papa?” the twelve-year-old Jacob complained.
Mike chuckled. “Because you are not yet thirteen, Jacob; you know the family rule. Next year you can take a turn with us. Not till then.”
“It’s a dumb rule, if you ask me.”
“Nobody asked you, little brother.” Michael was a loving brother, but he loved to kid Jacob. 
“You know, Mike,” Jacob snapped back. “I’m not so little anymore.” Actually, Jacob could look his over-six-foot-tall brother in the eyes.
“That’s true, Jacob. Sorry,” Mike responded, suddenly aware that he had hurt his brother’s feelings. “I’ll try to remember that.”
Jacob wasn’t finished sharing the complaints of the youngest in the family.
“And why do we boys have to shovel out the manure from the barn stalls and empty the pots in the water closet every morning and night? Why can’t the girls do some of this stuff?”
“You got me on that one, for sure, Jacob. I suppose it’s as simple as this. The momma and girls take care of the house, the chickens, and the garden and do all the cooking. The papa and the boys take care of planting, harvesting, milking cows, chopping wood, slaughtering pigs, cleaning up the manure in the barn, and all the other dirty jobs on a farm.”
Jacob lifted the handles on the wheelbarrow. But before he pushed it toward the manure pit, he declared, “That does it. I’ve decided, Michael. You’re lookin’ at one fella who’s not going ta do this the rest of his life. No sir! As soon as I can, I’m off.” 
“I suppose you will, Jacob. But, for now, I suggest you get a move on. Papa left for town early this morning. You don’t want to be around if he gets back before we finish.”
“I know, Mike. I’m moving.” 
 

In Town
Their father, Jake Drieborg, and their sister, Ann, had gone to the village of Lowell, located a few miles from his farm. It was a community of fewer than two hundred residents. They were shopkeepers, skilled tradesmen, and professionals who catered to the needs of the surrounding farming population. Buildings were located on either side of Main Street, a dirt road that ran east and west. The Flat River ran north and south through the center of town. 
In 1860 Lowell had the Franklin House Hotel, White’s Boot and Shoe shop, Mr. Vanderburgh’s drugstore, the Daniels and Young grocery, along with Zania’s general store, and Joe Seville’s Empire Saloon. Miss Carpenter operated a dressmaking shop, and Mr. Blasdell owned a hardware store. John Blain and Steve Denny were the local blacksmiths, while John Chapman was the town marshal. Jacob Snell and Joseph Deeb were the attorneys in town, with Deeb serving as Justice of the Peace. Dr. A. Peck was the only licensed medical doctor and had a dentist working with him, Dr. Perry. Mr. Harvey Bacon owned the Lowell Bank, and every farmer and businessman seemed to owe his bank money. Mr. Spefford was the owner and publisher of a weekly newspaper launched in September 1860. 
Today, Jake had some of his wheat crop with him. He needed it ground into flour at the Hatch and Craw grain elevator. He also had to buy a list of things from Zania’s general store for his wife, Rose. 
Earlier than usual today, he had finished his farm chores so he could be in town when the stores and the grain elevator opened at seven. And, even though he didn’t want to spend the time before he left, he cleaned up and changed his clothing before his departure, leaving his smelly work clothes at home. 
“Seems like there are always farmers waiting with their wagons at the elevator; maybe today the line won’t be so long if I get there early enough,” he thought.
Just in case he was wrong, Jake sent his daughter, Ann, to the general store with her mother’s order while he went to the elevator. Sure enough, despite his early arrival, he still found several other farmers with their wagons ahead of him. 
At Zania’s general store, Ann had to wait her turn, too.
“I’ll be with you shortly, Ann,” Mr. Zania’s wife, Mable, told her. “I’ve got just two more orders to fill before I get to yours.”
“Thank you, Mrs. Zania,” Ann responded respectfully. “Can I look through the latest catalog while I’m waiting?”
“Sure enough, Ann. You can find it on that counter to the left of the door.”
As soon as she opened the thick catalog, Ann went straight to the dress patterns. The Fall Harvest Dance was coming up at the school. She wanted something special to wear. 
“Maybe something blue would go well with my light brown hair and blue eyes,” she thought.
A pretty girl with a bright smile, Ann was looking forward to the dance this year. Since she was now thirteen, her parents would allow her to dance with a boy for the first time. She knew she would find one tall enough to dance with her. She was certain of that.
“Your momma’s order is ready, Ann,” she heard Mrs. Zania shout from the counter. “You want my delivery boy, Ethan, to carry the box to your wagon?”
“Yes, please,” Ann answered. 
“How about I include a copy of the catalog you’re looking at?”
“Thank you, Mrs. Zania. That is most kind of you.”
“If you and Susan want new dresses for the Harvest Dance, you had better get your order for the patterns and cloth into me soon.”
“Would next Saturday be too late, Mrs. Zania?” Ann asked.
“No, that would be fine. By the way, tell your mother I have added the cost of your order to your bill.”
Ethan Schock placed the box containing her mother’s order by the front door. He was her brother Michael’s age, seventeen. Ethan wasn’t as tall as Mike, but tall enough for her purpose.
“Hello, Ethan,” she said. “How long have you worked here?”
“This is my second Saturday. Didn’t you see me last week, Ann?”
“No. We didn’t come to town last Saturday. How is it that your father doesn’t need you on the farm?”
“We have a hired hand now, a cousin from Prussia. So I can work here one day a week.”
Ann wasn’t finished planting a seed with Ethan, “Will you be going to the Harvest Dance?” 
“I suppose so. Are you?”
“Yes, I am. Maybe I’ll save you a dance.”
Just then, her father walked up to the two teenagers. “Is the order ready, Ann?”
“Yes, it is, Papa. You know Ethan Schock?”
“No, I’ve not met him.” Jake extended his hand to the boy. “But I just spoke with his papa Carl at da elevator. Good morning, Ethan.”
“Good morning, Mr. Drieborg. You want me to carry your order to the wagon, sir?”
“No thanks, son. I’ll get it. Come, Ann. We must go.”
“Bye, Ethan,” Ann said.
“I’ll see you in school, Ann,” he responded.
***
Jake’s wife, Rose, was home today. Usually, she was with her husband on these Saturday morning trips. She enjoyed hearing the latest news from the other ladies she met at the general store. But today, she had work to do at home that just couldn’t wait.
She was in the house with her fifteen-year-old daughter, Susan, who was helping her mother, can chicken. Susan was shorter than her sister Ann. She had blond hair and fair skin. Her ready smile and cheerful disposition had made it easy for her to attract boys as dance partners during last year’s Harvest Dance.
***
Back in Lowell, it was almost nine o’clock. Jake’s flour was sacked and loaded in the back of the wagon, along with his wife’s order from the general store. He was eager to get home; he had work to do there today, too.
Before they left town, though, Jake told Ann he was worried.
“You’re sure you got everything on your mother’s list, Ann? I don’t want to get home and find we have forgotten something. If we did, we’d hear about it from your momma until we got back to town next Saturday.”
“Yes, Papa,” Ann insisted, “I understand. I still have the list in my pocket. Do you want to stop the wagon so I can unpack the box from the general store? Then you can check each item. For heaven’s sake, Papa, don’t you trust me?” Ann was a very pretty brunette, almost five-feet-six inches tall. Bright and serious, she did not put up with foolish questions, even from her father.
“Yes, yes, I trust you, Ann,” Jake assured her. “I just don’t want your momma after me all week if we forgot something.”
“I don’t either, Papa,” Ann agreed. “I double-checked the order before you loaded it on the wagon.”
The Drieborg wagon was now outside Lowell, headed west on Fulton Street. Jake and his daughter would be home in less than an hour. “Papa,” Ann said, “did you see the man who was unloading those boxes at Mr. Zania’s store?”
“Yes, daughter, I did.”
“He’s a Negro, isn’t he?”
“How do you know dat, Ann?” She sometimes surprised him with her questions. But he admired her inquiring nature.
“I learned about them at school, Papa. Mr. Clingman, our teacher, showed us pictures of slaves. They all looked like the man I saw today. Do you think that the Negro man I saw is a slave?”
“No, Ann. He’s no slave. At da elevator today, I heard dat da Negro man you saw works for Mr. Thompson’s freight company. I heard dat he was a slave, but he escaped and arrived in Grand Rapids a few weeks ago.”
“He probably came on the underground railroad, Papa. Mr. Clingman said that Negroes who have escaped were once owned by somebody. He said that our Marshal Chapman is supposed to arrest the runaways so they can be returned to their owner. Is that true, Papa?”
“Yes, it is, Ann. In da South, Negro people are considered property. Dey is called slaves. Dey are bought and sold just like we would buy horses or cows. Slaves must do whatever da owner demands, too. Even da children become slaves when dey is born. Da owner can break up slave families and sell da parents or even da children if dey wish.”
“How terrible, Papa. And this is allowed in our country?”
“Yes, it is. Ask your teacher, Ann. He will tell you dat it has been allowed in da United States for over two hundred years already.”
The two were silent for a while.
Ann broke the silence. “Do we have slaves in Michigan, Papa?”
“No, Ann. Slaves are only found in da South, mainly where dey grow cotton. But slave owners want to be able to take slaves everywhere in da United States, Even to Michigan. Mr. Lincoln’s Republican Party opposes da spread of slavery. I read dat da argument about where slavery will be allowed is a big part of da election for president dat is coming in November.”
“Well, then, I hope Mr. Lincoln wins. Don’t you, Papa?”
“I am thinking of voting for him in November, Ann.”
“How do you know so much about this, Papa?”
“Your momma and me, we read da Grand Rapids Eagle newspaper. Der are stories all da time about da coming election and what da candidates are saying about important things like slavery.
“Momma likes Mr. Lincoln, too.”
“But Momma can’t vote, can she, Papa?”
“No, Ann. Women can’t vote in da United States.”
“That is so wrong, Papa.”
“Maybe so, Ann. But even men like me had no vote in da old country or anywhere else in da world for dat matter. Only in da United States can ordinary people like me vote. Women’s time will probably come. Just now is not da time.”
“It can’t come too soon to suit me, Papa.”
“When it does, I’m sure you will be da first person at da voting place on Election Day.”
“You can count on that, Papa.”
***
Rose Drieborg and Susan were finishing up with the chicken canning at home. The last of the jars were sealed and in the boiling water. 
“Momma, this is only the second time I remember you canning chicken. What did you and Papa do before that?”
“Before we started canning things last year, we dried fruit and stored it in the cellar and cured chickens in the smokehouse. We had potatoes, carrots, and onions most of the winter, but we had to do without other vegetables and fruit or buy them packed in tin cans.”
“Two years ago, though, the Zanias brought a man to our church. And, after Mass one Sunday, he gave some of us a demonstration of a new food preservation process called canning. It was invented in 1858 by a man named Mason. Using his special lids to seal the bottles, food of all sorts can be stored for rather long periods of time. So, your papa and I decided to try it.”
“Papa is so set in his ways. I’m surprised that he would allow even trying such a new method.” 
“You don’t know your papa as well as you think you do, Susan. He is a stubborn Dutchman who is comfortable with things being done the way they have always been done. I’ll grant you that. But he is always looking for ways to improve the farm and our lives. He saw this canning process as a way of making better use of the food we produce. He agreed with me that if this process worked, we would eat better, too. So we tried it, and I believe it has helped us a lot.”
“It sure has, Momma,” Susan agreed. “We still haven’t opened all the jars in the cellar. I’ll bet we’ll have a hard time using all the fruit and vegetables you canned this summer before next year’s harvest.”
“Maybe you’re right, daughter. But it is nice to have that problem rather than having too few jars full or none at all.”
But now Rose and her daughter had to clean up the mess.
“Phew!” Rose said as she wiped the perspiration from her brow on her apron. “This was a good job done today, Susan. We should have just enough time now to clean up and fix dinner.”
“Some people in town call the noon meal lunch and the evening meal dinner. Why don’t we, Momma?”
“I can’t explain what other people do, daughter. All I know is that since your papa and I have been in this country, we have called the noon meal dinner. Maybe it is because we still have so much work yet to do in the afternoon that we need the energy we get from a big meal. Our work is over by the evening, so we have a lighter meal and call it supper. Does that make sense?”
“Yes, it does, Momma,” Susan agreed. “What are we having for dinner today?”
“What else? We’ll have chicken.”
“Ugh! After killing and skinning so many of them this morning, I don’t think I will ever be able to look at another chicken without gagging.”
“You’ll get over it, sweetheart. Just because you peeled the apples last night, does that mean you don’t want to eat any of the apple pie you fixed this morning?”
“Oh, Momma! That’s funny. Of course, I’ll want a piece of pie.”
“Well, you best get a move on, young lady. As soon as we clean up the kitchen, you have to peel the potatoes. I’ll fry the chicken. Does that sound like a good plan?”
“Fine, Momma,” Susan responded. “I must say, when Ann went to town with Papa this morning, she missed all the hard work of canning.”
“It was her turn to go with Papa today,” Rose reminded her daughter.
“It just seems that she always manages to get out of the dirty work. Like, when we’re hoeing the garden, I’ve seen her leaning on her hoe, daydreaming most of the time.”
“If you were watching your sister, you must not have been hoeing either, eh? Come, you take care of Susan. Ann is my concern, not yours.” 
“Oh, all right, Momma.”
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