
Memory of La Farm written by Sharon Henneman September 4, 2013 

“If the original part of that house could tell tales”  Dick, this quote from your blog 
started my memories dancing and I remembered a story told and retold, as good 
stories live; about this house at La Farm.   My aunt Glo, a singer, songwriter, called 
it “The house that love built”.  She wasn’t born when the following incident took 
place but heard about it often. 

My grandparents moved to the farm about 1921, our father “Bud” was 2 years old, 
he had an older sister, Goldie, she and our grandmother were down by the barn, 
feeding and watering the chickens, Bud was up taking a nap when Grandma looked 
up at the house and there was smoke pouring out of the windows.  She yelled at 
Goldie to stay right by the barn and she ran up to get Bud.  He was hiding in the 
closet under the stairs, she found him and they got out but the house was burned 
to the ground.  Grandpa was gone. maybe in the field, that part wasn’t clear.  

They had recently moved up to the farm from southern Minnesota and money was 
tight, but Grandpa had a bumper crop of potatoes and he thought if he got a good 
price they could still make it through the winter.  Grandma was “making do” with 
the two kids living in the summer kitchen. 

Grandpa harvested the potatoes and brought them to the train station in Ashby 
for the trip to southern Minnesota where he knew a place to sell them.  When he 
arrived to sell the potatoes, he found that they too had a bumper crop and he sold 
the potatoes at a huge loss, paid the freight charge on the train and had $20 left 
over.  It started snowing and he bought an overcoat.  The train people knew his 
story and let him catch a ride back free.  He knew he had lost the farm, they had 
no place to live, no money and he went home a broken man. 

The farm is about 4 ½ miles from the town of Ashby, in the land of rolling hills, oak 
trees and water.  He got to the station in Ashby and walked home.  On the last hill, 
he looked through the oak trees and saw a house where the burned out home had 
stood.  While he was gone, the neighbors had moved a granary over to the  
property and set it on the original foundation.  Now for you city dwellers, a granary 
was the best built building on a good farm site.  Built to keep out the weather and 
varmints.  

Grandpa sat on that hilltop and wept.  He was truly home. 


