
Florence (Barthel) Isenberg 
 
Florence was born on August 23, 1917. She died June 6, 2011. 
She was one of Ernest Barthel’s older sisters. 
Ernie, my father, was born in 1920. 
Her middle name was Aurelia. Isn’t that a beautiful name? 
Her parents were my grandparents, Albert Barthel and Lena (Kasper) Barthel. 
She was born in St. Michael. 
I suppose she was born at home or at a midwife’s home. 
When I was born in 1946 it was at a midwife’s in Elk River. 
Few people were born in hospitals until the 1950s. 
In 1917 Albert’s farm was about two miles south of St. Michael. 
That farm site is only about a mile from where Sarah, Jordan and Saul rented a home for a time in 2010. 
I recall that Pa told me he was six when they moved from the St. Michael farm to the Albertville farm. My uncle Louis 
and his wife Sylvia still live on that farm. 
Louis is my Pa’s younger brother. 
We went to a party there a few weeks ago for Sylvia’s 80th birthday. 
Florence moved to New Ulm in 1938 to work at the Wear Well Clothing Manufacturing Company. 
She moved there because her oldest sister Alicetine was living there with her husband, George Schroepfer. 
George was from New Ulm. He and two buddies were making a living clamming on the Crow River when he met 
Alicetine. (those two may have been George’s brothers , Frank and Henry.) 
The Crow passes near St. Michael and enters the Mississippi at Dayton where I was raised. 
When we were boys, we could walk to either the Crow or the Mississippi to fish on Sunday afternoons. 
Back to George. 
In those days of the Great Depression, people made a survival living in any way they could. 
What fun it might have been, living on the river with a couple buddies, eating gathered food, fish you caught and 
working for farmers for a meal. 
The clams were sold to button factories. There are places on the rivers where giant piles of clam shells still exist. The 
pieces were the waste from the button manufacturing operation. I remember seeing such piles on the Mississippi. 
Alicetine was taking care of children for some family when she met George. 
After George and Alicetine married they moved back to New Ulm where George got work as a carpenter. 
That became his lifelong occupation.  
Later they moved back to Albertville and owned a 40-acre farm just south of town. George did not really farm much. He 
made a little hay, and I remember milking his cow and feeding his hogs. 
Their oldest son Melvin is 74.  
He too was a lifelong carpenter. 
We just buried Melvin’s wife Edith about a month ago. 
I remember their wedding very clearly.  
My brother John and I were the mass servers. 
In those days kids would frequently stay at a relative’s home for a week at a time in the summer. 
Usually, to help out with some work. 
I remember helping George build houses.  
He, like other carpenters, would pretty much build the entire house.  
It would take three or four months. 
Of course, houses were much smaller then. 
Melvin was about 15 then and he took me along into the woods to hunt with his 22-rifle. 
Both George and Melvin were uncommonly soft spoken and gentle men. 
One day Melvin shot at something on a pond.  
The 22-bullet ricocheted off the water, traveled a good distance to the house, broke a window and hit his mother in the 
stomach.  
She was sitting in her kitchen, podding peas. 
She was not really hurt.  
A 22 is not much of a bullet, the distance and energy loss was substantial and Alicetine was a big woman. 



George made a bow for me.  
I used it for years. 
He also made the little kitchen cupboard that is still in this house.  
He made it for my sister Judy.  
Judy loaned it to Shannon when she was little. 
On Saturday evening we drove a mile to town and watched a movie.  
The movie was projected on the outside wall of the three-story schoolhouse in Albertville.  
It was not the best.  
The wall had windows.  
I thought it was magnificent. 
It was just a government movie but in those days any movie was a big deal.  
It was free. 
This was before television of course, and even a couple of years before somebody got the idea of drive-in movies with a 
big screen. 
Back to Florence. 
She married Gilbert Isenberg on May 10, 1947. 
We always called him Pete.  
Oddly, his relatives always called him Gilbert.  
The name “Pete” was unknown to them.  
Pete was a farmer from Lafayette which is close to New Ulm. 

Their farm was virtually surrounded by other Isenberg farms on the northwest side of town. 
Pete is still alive.  
He is old and getting slow.  



He is two years younger than Florence. 
He was a good farmer on good land. 
They had only one child, Charles. 
Charles and his wife Judy have four fine children. 
They were both educated as teachers but worked their careers at Anderson Windows in Stillwater. 
Florence was a nice person.  
So is Pete. 
When I was about four, I was sent to live for a time with my grandmother Lena and other relatives. 
I do not know exactly why.  
I remember that my mother could not take care of me.  
Perhaps she was ill or having another baby. 
It was a hard time.  
I remember being lonely and scared. 
Grandma was nice but old and she had raised 13 kids. 
My then bachelor uncles, who lived with grandma and grandpa, teased me a lot.  
I did not enjoy it. 
Lafayette is about 100 miles from Albertville.  
In those days that was a four-hour drive. 
Grandma and I lived a week with Florence and Pete.  
It was summer. 
Charles was two years old. 
I spent a lot of time outside.  
Mostly in the woodlot.  
It was big to me. 
I made trails in the pig weeds.  
The weeds were far over my head. 
Sometimes I went into the barns and sheds.  
They were enormous and dark. 
This was soon after farms got electrified.  
Most out-buildings had one hanging light bulb and a sting switch that I could not reach. 
On Saturday we went to a musical performance at the little band shell in town.  
Most towns had one.  
In Elk River where I was born it was called a band stand.  
Those band shells were used every Saturday in the summers. 
They always occupied the center of a wooded block where people could sit on the grass. 
One warm evening we drove to visit a man who was using a gigantic dragline to make a drainage ditch. 
Draglines operated a big dirt bucket with pulleys and cables.  
This was before modern hydraulics were developed to power scoop shovels. 
It was the biggest machine I had ever seen.  
I was impressed. 
I mentioned about visiting the dragline to Charles at the funeral.  
He said his uncle ran a dragline about 1950.  
I suppose Pete was visiting his brother for some reason. 
There farm outside of Lafayette still stands, in part.  
We passed it on the way to the country cemetery just north of town where we buried Florence. 
The cemetery has a big Isenberg plot.  
They were pioneers there. 
After the burial I drove into the farm. 
It was much as I recalled.    Love, Dad 
 
 
 
 


