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Autobiography 

1955 

Being urged on by my wife, children, and grandchildren to write a history of my life, I have consented to 

write an outline of GodΩs leading from childhood to maturity of life. 

I was born May 28, 1868, in place called Brodland, about 25 miles northwest of Mandal, the city, farthest 

south in Norway, and about the same distance north of Lindes Nes, the point farthest south in Norway. 

The county is covered with forests of pine, birch, and many other kinds. It is a good hunting ground for 

wild animals and birds, also many waterfalls and lakes with an abundance of fish. 

 

Hans and Torborg Brådland 

My parents, Hans and Torborg Brodland, were hard workers and did all they could to support their 7 

children, of whom I was the youngest. A little brother died before I was born. My brother Ole Tobias, and 

my four sisters Ingeborg, Marie, Oline and Anne had to go out and work early to support the family.  My 

grandparents were what they would call well to do; ōǳǘ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎǘŜŘ DǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

property by making and using strong drinks, so my father did not get much inheritance.  In a road 

contract my father had an unavoidable loss.  This left the family rather poor. Many times have I thanked 

God for not getting an inheritance. 

When I was 2 years and 5 months old my two oldest sisters were married, and mother went to their 

wedding about 50 miles from home. This I remember very clearly, as well as many other things that took 

place, when Mother was away, and Father took care of me. 
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ά5ŜǊ IŜƛƳŜέ ŀǘ Brådland 

At the age of 3 ½, we moved to another home not far away. We had very good instruction in religion. 

God's word was read in my home every day. For many years we went from one home to another at 

school, a week at each place or less; and for some years a part of our house was used for school until a 

schoolhouse was built. Our schoolteacher lived with us as long as I went to school. This gave me a better 

chance to learn more. I also had some private instruction. 

When I think of all the fun we had in the hills or on skis with the frozen lakes, so fine for skating, I pity 

the children having only the ball to play with. Before the age of 10 years, I had memorized all inside the 

covers of the Catechism, Bible History, and the Explanation one time; but it had to be reviewed many 

times. 

Later, we learned many hymns and parts of The New Testament. 

My confirmation instruction was very complete. Rev. A. Gunderson was very strict, every letter had to be 

just right and much of what he told us I remember yet. In the years 7-15 I took care of sheep & young 

cattle on the mountains from early spring till late in the fall. Fishing in summer and hunting in winter 

were very interesting, but there was not much time for it. I had to help on the farm. We spaded all our 

fields as we had no horse at that time. All our hay had to be carried on our backs, also what we stacked 

far away. Our wood also had to be carried this same away, except in Winter, when we pulled it on sleds. 

The work on our sawmill took much time in winter. We also had our own flour mill, which like the 

sawmill was run by water as well as our thresh machine. 

My parents were kind and did all they could for us. But they made us obey them. Father spoke only once, 

and we obeyed him, but mother spoke twice and no more. My brother was much older than I and had 

his right to the home place. My parents lived with him; he and his wife were very kind, so my parents 

had it good with them. 
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Oline Brådland 

When I was 11 years my sister Oline died. She was some over 21 when she died. She was a wonderful 

girl and very religious; her influence in our home was very great. At first, she did not like to be the first 

one to go, she wanted to see us saved first. In a dream she was struggling up a mountain, many things 

were lost; but when she got to the top all was well, and she saw all of us coming after. Then she was 

satisfied to go first. At this writing father, mother, brother, and sisters have all come after her. Only one 

left and he is coming. 

My home was very dear to me; when the thought came to me that sometime I had to leave, I got very 

sorry.  At the age of 14 I hired out to herd sheep and cattle in Redal near Grimstad, Norway. They paid 

me 12 dollars for the summer. 

The next year, I was home, then I hired out to do farmwork in Redal for 25 dollars a year, and also 

thereafter for 30 dollars. The first winter I was there to take part in two ski tournaments. The first time I 

got 2nd prize and the next time 1st prize. This made me feel good, as it was quite an honor. When I came 

home for Christmas my father said, "You should not risk your life for such things, it is not worth it." 

Father surely was right. Many times in life, when there was dangerous weather or other dangers in my 

work, the thought came to me: you risked your life when young for things of no value, why not risk it for 

what is good. 

In the Fall of 1886 father died Nov. 27th at the age 56 years 11 months and 8 days. My brother walked 

about 84 miles in two days to tell me about it. When I came home and saw my father dead, it made an 

impression on me that never left me. Life is not for worldly pleasure, but life is serious. Worldly pleasure 

among young lost its attractions from then on. Many of my childhood friends were going to America, but 

I would not go for any prize. Therefore, I went back to work and hired out again for a year.  A beautiful 

and very good girl loved me much and she inherited a farm; but for reasons I did not understand then, I 

could not settle down. 
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  Leaving Norway 

When I was going back to work, Brother followed me a long way. When I said farewell, he said: "If I had 

been young I would have gone along to America".  As an excuse I said I had no money, but I never gave it 

a thought I would not go. The Lord's ways are not always our ways. 

About April 1st, 1887 Tønnes Bergstøl, a childhood friend, came to say farewell to his sister before going 

to America. He also came to see me before he left. My brother sent word with him for me, that if I 

wanted to go with the others to America, he could get money from me in a bank. Why bother me with 

that again? This time it went straight to my head, and I felt an inside shivering, and after what I thought 

was a ƳƛƴǳǘŜΩǎ time, I had decided to go to America.  A strange force came upon me, and then it seemed 

to be no other way for me. 

In a great hurry I notified the family I had hired out to that I was going. The next day I walked to 

Grimstad, about 7 miles, and took a steamer to Kristiansand where I visited my sisters. From there I 

walked over mountains and streams in much snow, about 40 miles, and got home to find some of my 

family sad because I was to leave. In a great hurry I got ready, and in about 2 weeks after my decision we 

were on the ocean. 

Nine or ten from my home district were now ready to leave the dear Norway, and to go to a strange land 

and a strange people.  ά{ad was the hour of partingέ and little did we understand what it meant. I had to 

part with Mother, brother, sisters and many relatives and friends. Father died in the Fall the year before. 

The youngest child was leaving never to be with the dear ones much anymore. Some followed as far as 

they could, others waved from their home. My father's sister, Signe, followed about a mile but there she 

cried out "Now I shall never see you anymore." I hope we meet in heaven. We all walked to Mandal, 

some over 20 miles, and by steamer to Kristiansand. In company with so many we partly forgot our 

parting pain. 

 

The Steamship Geiser 

The steamboat Geiser was ready and took us to New Yorkin 15 days.  Not much of interest can be told 

about our journey over the ocean, no one was very sick. Many, after they got on the ocean regret that 

they went.  I did not regret it. 
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DŜƛǎŜǊΩǎ tŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊ [ƛǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ hLŜ IŀƴǎŜƴ ŀǘ Іпт 

After landing in New York there were so many things to see. Some of the company did not go any farther, 

others to Inwood, Iowa. By DƻŘΩǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ L ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ōƻȅǎ ǘƻ ¸ŀƴƪǘƻƴΣ {Φ5Σ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŘƛŘ 

not know a single person, not even in S. Dakota did I know anyone.  God wanted to train me far away 

from my relatives and friends. 

The other two boys did not stay long. Tønnes Bergstøl died soon, and Gunder Bergstøl got mentally ill 

and was sent back to Norway. 

 We came to Yankton about  May 1st, 1887, at 10 pm.  We were taken to a boarding house where they 

could speak Norwegian, that sounded good. The other boys knew some Helle names, but no one knew 

such a name. Their names were Hill now. After we had gone to bed, Gunder L. Hill came to meet us. He 

could give us much information. Soon he went to get a glass of beer for us, and that was the first gift we 

got in America. 

The next day we were presented to many people in stores and other places as: "New-comers from 

Norwegian." They thought we were so white. 

Another day came and we had no place to go, but Gerald Geraldson came and took us to his home, and 

we were quite happy. There we found the Hill family also. We were given a room to sleep in, all 3 of us, 

but then Gunder Bergstøl did not come, so we thought he was given another room. In the morning, he 

could not be found, and we all hunted for him. In the afternoon we came back with him from 3 miles 

north. He told me later that when he was out a strange fear came upon him, and he started to run away 

with the dark. He developed insanity, and after some years he was sent back to Norway, when he got 

worse all the time til he died. 

The two boys got work at once, but the place intended for me was taken by a boy, who unexpectedly 

came back, where he had worked before. By DƻŘΩǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ I got a place on a farm owned by an 

American; there I started to study the language. Tønnes Berg was very strong; soon he married and 

bought a farm. A little boy died and that changed his life; he was converted. 
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After a year or two he got sick and died in a few days and was laid to rest in Salem cemetery, south of 

Freeman, S.D. The two I followed to Yankton had now left me alone. 

How I Came to the Miner Farm 

Since I had no work a few days, they advised me to go on the prairie and ask an Irishman if I could break 

stones for him; he did not know Norwegian, and I knew nothing else. How could I make them 

understand me? As I was walking at the Jim River, studying about what to say, two men called on me 

from below. They drove horses, one was Peter Peterson, a Dane, who was manager of the Miner farm, 

south of Jim River and east of 81. The other was Helge Sandven. They wanted to hire me for the summer 

and pay 15 dollars a month the first two months or $30.00  and 18 dollars a month after that. In Norway 

I had 25 άŘŀƭŜǊέ for one year and 30 for the other year. 

The next morning, I walked with my hands in my pockets, looking for my trunk. The boss told me to get 

my hands out of the pockets and go to work. I worked there 6 months, and the work was not too hard. 

What shall become of me in this great land? Even Carter had promised me that I could come there 

during the winter, work for the board used to go to common school. I understood that I had to learn the 

language first of all. Some of those I worked with on the big farm, when they had made some money, 

they went to the city, and lived a sinful life. That might be fun, but what will the end be? To get a job to 

sell strong drinks would be easy work, but what will the end be? I often remembered my father that 

summer. 

When one of the workers heard me talk about school, he laughed and said: άYou can never be a 

ǇǊŜŀŎƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪΗέ ²ƘŜƴ L ƴƻǘƛŦƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǎǎ that I was going to school, he started to sing at the 

top of his voice and then told me that was of no value.  We were good friends; he was kind to me and 

wanted me to stay. 

Starting School 

Both in Norway and here I wanted to be a mechanic, but I did not have much chance, before the Lord 

had given me another plan, and then it was too late. About Dec. 1st of 1887 I started school in a 

schoolhouse a few rods from where Oscar Carter now lives.  Anton Carter was the teacher. The smallest 

children were proud of having a big boy in their class, but I did not fit in so well of that place after a 

while. Among those attending was Hans, Inger, and Anna Mosby. This district is yet the home of my 

children and grandchildren living there. 

The next 3 summers I broke sod with 4 oxen, two months each year, besides doing many kinds of farm 

work for many farmers to make money for school. Towards the fall of 1888 I was asked to come to Arent 

[ŜǾȅΩǎ home and help put up hay.  When I had been there a few days he said: "You are welcome to have 

your home with us until you get a better one; you may go out and work, but you may have your home 

here." This sounded good for a newcomer. I had my home there 5 years until he died.  After that my 

home was with Markus Johnsons 5 years.  These families were very kind to me. 

To Augustana College 

After another month of public school, Salem Township, district No. 8, I started at Augustana College, 

Canton, Jan. 2, 1889. 
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Augustana College                                                        O.H. Brodland in Canton 

After attending school there 12 months, a part of 2 years, I attended a teacher's institute in Hurley 3 

weeks and there took teacher examination, when I had been in America 3 years. 

The Lord has protected me so many times, and it is hard to remember all there is in one experience that 

might interest the readers. It was in 1890 that I was with Arnt Levy building schoolhouses, that Paul 

Svartoien came and wanted me to teach the Downer School. That I wanted to do, but I had to get a 

contract from the clerk, and he lived at what is now the Schweitzer's place. At the same time, I wanted 

to do see my sick friend, Tønnes Berg, who soon was laid to rest in Salem Cemetery. This was about 8 

miles from the Levy place, where I got a black horse to ride on. He was not half tamed and full of tricks. 

We did not follow any roads those days. My horse walked slowly and lazily up a long hill, when the 

thought came to me: what shall I do if that tricky animal should throw himself around to gallop away. 

Yes, I would do as I did when sliding on skis down from our house, barn, or any other high place to take 

the jolt or shock away when reaching the ground. 

A few seconds later the horse jumped up, throwing himself to one side, where the hill was very steep, 

put his head down and galloped away. So, with my short lines I could do nothing. I jumped off and 

landed on my feet as planned; the height was great and the weight was too much for my feet, and I went 

to the ground with quite a force. The only effect of the experience was that I felt the head was shaken 

too much, and I felt that a few minutes. The horse went home, and I walked the rest of the day and had 

my work done. This is one of the times God saved me in great danger. While helping A. Levy build a 

Schoolhouse a man came and wanted me to teach the Downer School beginning the next morning. I was 

glad to get that; the school year was 5 months and $25 a month. The Hulhus family opened their home 
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for me, and I lived there during the school year for $10 a month. Every Friday after school I walked to the 

Levy home 6 miles away to help him with his work at home, and drove with oxen to Centerville, Yankton, 

Jamesville, Maxville, and the nearby towns with loads most of the time. 

 

Inger Mosby 

In the school were 7 nationalities: Americans, Irish, Canadians, Germans, Swedes, Danes, and 

Norwegians ς in all 44. Our school got started late so other districts were through before we were, and 

the children came to our school. Among those from other districts were: Hans, Inger and Anna Mosby, 4 

miles; Minnie Hanson walked 6 miles. Others were: Severt Olsen, Peter Vogland, Olaus, Julius and Albert 

Gullickson.  The following summer I taught religious school 2 months west of Centerville after a 3-month 

spring term at Augustana College. 

To School Again 

Late in the fall I started school again in Canton and stayed till spring. The following summer I taught 

religious school in Levy schoolhouse and 5 months public school they are in the winter. There also were 

44 children, as well as in Downer School, no doubt the largest schools they have had at those places. 

The next school year, 1893-1894, I was at Augustana College all year and graduated from the academy in 

the spring. I did not graduate from the college Department, but I had many studies in other subjects 

especially preparing for teaching. Much of my study had to be done outside of the school. 

Admitted to the United Church Seminary 

In the summer of 1894, I applied for admittance into the Seminary for the study of God's word. Even 

though I had been afraid of this all my life, I did not have the assurance of salvation and that had worried 

me for years, and I thought if I studied God's word it might help. The word of God fell like rain in a dry 

land. From childhood I so often heard that one must go through a violent experience, and that time 

never came. With all of my knowledge of God's word from childhood, and all through school, I never 
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took second place in religion. I still felt I did not know anything about how to be saved. Perhaps God 

wanted me to go through that experience in order to help others who had the same experience. 

On Nov. 30, 1894, a boy came to me to help him with an algebra problem. That was easy as I had taken 

examination in that study not long before and was the only one that passed of the 3 students taking the 

study. The other two were more advanced in school than I was. As I explained he said yes, yes, but his 

heart was not there. After a while he said: "You must pray for me." Yes, I could help him while I was 

helpless. It stirred me up so I could not study but walk the street until: 7:30 in the evening. Then I came 

to my study and opened a little book received from my brother years before. There was written that 

longing faith is true faith. I was quite small when I learned that and answered that question many times 

since. Now it cheered me up in a moment that I was a Christian and did not know it. With joy I got up on 

the floor intending to jump as high as I could; but president Bokman was in the other room, and I had to 

be still. 

My understanding now is that God never left me, but that I was still his child all the time, even though I 

was rather worldly the years 15-17. I had decided never to enter a pulpit if things did not clear up. Now 

the road was open. 

Besides the regular studies we had to have, I took Hebrew grammar and much Bible translation into 

English. Some Greek I learned there, but more by private lesson by Dr Vigeland. Latin, German, and 

Norwegian I learned in Canton. Only three of us in our class to a Hebrew. 

Teaching Religion Next Summer 

The winter and spring were soon over, and the summer must be used well so as to get money for the 

next school year. I was offered a month of school for the children in Bang Church, southeast of Freeman 

and after that, 2 months at Albaton, south of Salem, Iowa. There I had 50 children to teach in a church, 

and every other Sunday I preached in the church, also led the choir, and took part in the young people's 

Society. 

When I had about 2 weeks left of my school malaria fever took hold of me and I was quite sick but did 

not give up the school-but walked 1-2 miles morning and evening to some farmhouse, where I stayed. 

Some old people invited me to visit there, and they gave me some small unripe apples. This made me 

worse when I had eaten 2 to please them. From this I learned that I cannot eat all the people want to 

give me just for to please them. 

The same evening, they surprised me with money, coffee, and cake. Sometime after I had retired, the 

ears began to feel funny and soon they started to ache and kept on day and night for 2 weeks. The next 

day I went to Sioux City, there I should have taught one month school; but I had to give that up. Rev. and 

Mrs. H.T. Lee took me in and were very kind. For some time, I doctored for malaria and for the ears, as I 

did not hear much anymore. The average amount of sleep those two weeks was about one and a half 

hours for every 24 hours. One night I went down to the Parlor, sat down on a chair, and had laid my head 

on another chair and fell asleep that way. When I woke up, I felt as wet as if I had been under water and 

shivering from colic; but all pain was gone; then I could sleep. It did not take long before my strength 

came back. 
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O.H. Brodland and Inger Gunille Mosby 

It was now the latter part of August, and Miss Inger Gunille Mosby and I were to be married September 

4th. The whole Salem congregation was invited, and it was a beautiful day. Rev L.A. Breen officiated and 

gave a dark picture of the future. I was longing for a home of my own and hoped to do better in my 

studies and perhaps receive a little help. A home like my father's and motherΩs would be fine; never an 

unkind word between them and they never discussed together. 

On the Way to School Again 

Soon my wife and I were on the way to school. We came to Minneapolis after dinner in the middle of 

September and before bedtime we had rented room, got the furniture we needed and ready for 

housekeeping. During that school year I did some Mission work in Sunday schools in hospitals in 

Minneapolis and St Paul, as I had done year before. One ear was draining until the Christmas Vacation, 

after that my hearing was good. 

Brother-in-law Hans was with us that winter attending a business college, In the spring Inger went to her 

home, and I went to Albaton, Iowa, again to teach my 50 children in the church, preach every other 

Sunday, lead choir, etc. After 2 months there I had promised to teach in Onawa, Iowa, and preach on 

Sundays sometimes. After about 4 months I went back to South Dakota 
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To School Again 

In September we again went to Minneapolis, and I started my last year in the Seminary at the usual time. 

Hard work awaited me this year also because I took all the studies I could get. 

 

ά!ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ wŜǿŀǊŘέ όŎƻƭƻǊƛȊŜŘύ 

On the 21st of January 1897 our son Henry was born. For another reason, I remember that day. I had to 

pull a tooth. From then on, I had no work done on my teeth for 47 years. Sometime in the winter my 

sister-in-law Anna got sick. My wife went to South Dakota to take care of her, and I had to make my own 

meals, take care of the house besides the hard work at school; so many trial sermons and preparations 

for 3 years examination. It was not easy to remember all we had gone through in 3 years. The final 

sermons and written examinations on all the branches we had studied had to be completed first. 

The Oral Examination 

This was looked forward to with some excitement besides our professors, the president of our church, 

three judges from some leading pastors and many visitors were present. Early in the morning I woke up 

at 4:00 nervous and shivering a little. How could I stand the examination today? After some more sleep 

breakfast had to be ready. Soon after breakfast I walked the street a while, until it was time to go to 

school. When two had been examined in the Bible, the only book we were permitted to have with us, my 

turn came. By that time my mind was clear, and it went good. 
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A Class of 13 

 

We were only 13 in our class that year. In 1952 they were all dead as well as all the professors. I am left 

alone; in 1955 my health is still good. The graduation took place after a few days. It happened so that I 

was called to the platform first to make my confession, give my promise, and get my diploma. When the 

festival was over, we were in a great hurry to see our standing. I was well satisfied to find that I was 

number three in the class, one was a fraction above me, and one was some numbers ahead. He was my 

best friend; but he did not have any language study that we got one credit for. If I had used the 2-3 hours 

a day the 3 years, on the branches we got credit for I see no reason why I could not have been the first. 

Where is Now our Field of Labor? 

The great question now was where God wanted us to serve, we had some knowledge but very little 

experience. The annual meeting of our United Church was soon to be held, so we waited for that. During 

that meeting I was offered four places, but I wanted a place in South Dakota. One congregation was at 
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Westerville and one near Centerville. Talks about rearranging the parish caused great disagreement, and 

to make a long story short, I never got started there. I had recommended the other places to some of my 

classmates, and I had nothing left for myself. That was a severe trial, but I needed it, things had gone too 

good a while. 

In the fall of 1897 president Hayme wanted me to take temporary work in Ashland, Wisconsin. The day 

before I was supposed to go to Ashland, my sister-in-law Anna was married, and I was to leave 2:00 a.m. 

the next morning, drive with horses to Viborg and take the train from there. At 10:00 that evening I 

received letters of call from two congregations at Nielsville, Minnesota. This I intended to accept, but as I 

had promised to go to Ashland, I went to that place and worked till February 1898. 

Ordination 

Since I now had a call, I had the right to be ordained. This took place in Eau Claire Wisconsin January 

19th, 1898 in the evening by president Hayme. 

The ordination committee came evening before, they had nothing to do all day, so president Hayme gave 

them a chance to examine me as they pleased, for he said I did not care if they did. Having taken my 

examination in the late spring everything was clear in my memory. Therefore, it was easy and very 

interesting. 

 

In the late afternoon the committee met in a room and left me alone a while. They were to decide about 

my ordination. After a while President Hayme came in and stood over me - tall as he was and asked this 

question: " How can you think of living on 200 dollars a year?" Scandia congregation intended to pay 

100, but those rich people did not want to make any promise. They left all the responsibility to me alone. 
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Hayme stood over me some more long seconds, then he turned and went without saying a word after I 

said this: "I think the Lord has called me to that place, and he will take care of me." 

There is not so much to say about the ordination. About 800 people in the church and Rev. Satterlie 

preached on the law of God, that taketh away the sin of the world. All I did was to give the ordination 

promise. Hayme spoke on: Exodus 4:12: "Now therefore go, and I will be with your mouth and teach you 

what you shall speak." These words have reminded me often. 

On the Way to Nielsville 

From Eau Claire I hurried back to Ashland to complete my work there and leave for Nielsville, Minnesota, 

where I had accepted a call to serve them as Pastor. Now I was ordained and could do all the work of a 

pastor. The first baptism was not so easy as it might look to be, but I got through without any serious 

mistake. I do not know if I saw as much interest in my work anywhere as in Ashland. The church was 

filling more and more all the time. The farewell service was rather sad, it was hard to part with so many 

dear friends, even if we had been acquainted only a short time. 

Inger and Henry were in South Dakota, and I had to go that way to take them along to Nielsville, where 

we came the last part of February 1898. We lived in a rented room until a new parsonage was built; no 

pastor had lived in Nielsville before. St. Petri congregation had been served from Grand Forks, Fisher, 

Crookston, and Climax. So many things had to be bought at first: horses, harnesses, buggy, household 

goods and many other things. I started with hard work at once. The roads were bad, especially to 

Scandia when the mud fastened to the buggy wheels. Once when the wheels had turned around once or 

twice, they stopped against the box. Sometimes I drove in water for miles. Once the water had cut a 6 ft 

deep and 6 ft wide cavity in the middle of the road, that I could not see, because the water was running 

over the road; but John Eidsmoe managed to stop me in time. It was a little west of his home. Farther 

east I drove the horses over quite a big stream on a bridge. As soon as the wheels got across, the bridge 

went downstream. 

I also had some time in North Dakota as a part of my field. There was no bridge over Red River at first, 

and I had to go over with the horses on a ferry boat, or in a small boat when I was alone. It was very 

dangerous when ice was coming with the stream. After a while a bridge was built, one they took to the 

shore in time of high water. 

The parsonage in Nielsville was built in a plowed field. This gave me much work. A fence had to be put up 

around the lots and trees planted. After a while I bought three lots in order to have a little more room 

for horses and a cow. We could not buy milk in or around Nielsville those days. The wages were low, but 

the people were kind and gave us much food for ourselves and for the horses. By surprises they gave us 

furniture and once they gave us a surrey. 

The work in Scandia was very difficult; the settlement was divided in two, a pastor from Lutheran Free 

Church had the north half, he was Rev. Sundal, and I had the South half; the two congregations used the 

same Schoolhouse as their meeting place. After a while the other Pastor left and the congregations 

United. 

They called me to serve them one year; a few thought in that way to get rid of me and get a Lutheran 

Free Church Pastor in my place. At the next annual meeting a vote was taken about whether I should 
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continue or not. 13 voted for me and four against. So, I continued my work there, but it cost me more to 

serve them than they paid me. The Only Hope was for a better future, and now I am not disappointed. 

In St. Petri congregation there was much work to do, besides in the church. I had services in at least 4 

schoolhouses and in some private homes. For some time, I had 6 ladies aids to attend to, some of these 

were united. Dances were enjoyed in some homes in the congregation and three times a week in 

town; drinking was common.  The Modern Woodsmen caused me much worry, as they continued their 

masquerade balls very often. After a few years there was very little dancing or drinking and Sunday 

work. 

When I had been in Nielsville one and a half years, I was called by Augustana East Marsh River and 

Pontoppidan congregations to help them in their distress because of things they blame their former 

pastor for. I was working here till they got a permanent pastor within a year. In another vacancy I also 

served them about a year. From then on - that is after I had been in Nielsville one and a half - I served 3 

parishes, more than I served one, until 1911. We were so short of pastors and so many came to me for 

help. 1900 - 1901 my strength began to weaken because of overwork. Often, I worked in the daytime 

and drove home in the night in bad roads, coming home often as late as 1 ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ; but in my 43 years as 

pastor for congregations I never lost an appointment because of not being well, and only a few because 

of bad weather. My full strength came slowly back. 

 

Inger and O.H. Brodland with sons Henry and George 
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In 1899 the 7th day of September, our Second Son, George Herbert, was born, and December 9th, 1901, 

our twins, Tilda and Theodora, were born. They came about 7 weeks too early and weighed 3 

pounds; before they gained, they went down in weight to 2 pounds. Brother's daughter Thora had come 

from Norway and helped us take care of them. Only the parents and the children knew them apart. 

 

The twins, Tilda and Theodora, with Olina who helped take care of them 
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Visiting Norway 

During the 15 strenuous years in America, I had longed to visit my dear Mother, brother and sisters in 

Norway, and now it seemed possible to go. My wife and four children could stay in the Mosby house, 

while I was away. I started out from Freeman June 2nd, 1902, about 11:50 a.m. And came to Minneapolis 

the next day by way of Mason City, Iowa.  That evening at 8:15 we started for Chicago and on the Lake 

Shore train to Toledo, Ohio, Niagara Falls, Rochester, Buffalo to New York, where we came June 7th in the 

morning. 

 

RMS Celtic 

I was to go with the greatest boat on the ocean at that time to England, and the big Celtic began to move 

at 5:15 p.m. We met no hard storm, but many were sick. I was well, but never feel so good on the ocean 

as on the land. Sunday June 8th was a rainy day and no service that day. It was difficult to believe that I 

was on the way to Norway after 15 years away. In my little notebook calledΥ άhn the Way Homeέ is 

written some for every day. 

On the train I met Rev. Texe of Amery, Wisconsin, and we kept company over the ocean. Some of the 

people wanted us to have service and June 11th we met at 10:00 a.m. for the service. We started to sing, 

and many people came. An Irishman told me to go up on a high stump, but I told him I would stay where 

I am. The 14th of June we could see Ireland and at 10:00 a.m. we again had service, Texe and I again 

spoke. 

From Ireland we again could see land all the way to Liverpool. Sunday morning, we were in Liverpool, 

there we attended a Swedish Lutheran service 11:00 a.m. and 4:00. 

Again, in the evening we attended another church, where we also wished to be unknown, because we 

were tired and had not slept enough; but that did not work out. The pastor announced that there were 

two pastors from America present and he commanded us to take the platform at once, I first and then 

Texe. The compliment I got was that it was good but too short. Texe spoke good and longer, so I think he 

was satisfied. We thought the day was well spent, but some drunkards followed us all the way, and it was 

always late before we could sleep. 
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The Steamship Eldorado 

On Monday the 16th we visited the old city of Liverpool and the next day we started for Hull, going by 

train through a 5-mile-long tunnel and a fast drive About 5:00 in the afternoon, we boarded the 

steamship El Dorado for Stavanger. To save money I took a poor place in front of the boat. It was quite 

stormy, and I was seasick all the way. A kind seaman from Vigmostad Parish gave me much advice to 

avoid getting sick; but when I met him in the morning, he did not think anyone on the boat had been as 

sick as he had been in the night. 

Stavanger 

About 1:00 in the night, June 19th, we were permitted to land. I was very weak but when I got some 

bread and hot milk much of my strength came back. I had promised to bring greetings from Mrs. Olaus 

Hauge to her parents in Stavanger. She was their only daughter and now dying. They were very glad to 

see me, but best of all that I could tell them that their daughter was earnestly seeking God. They both 

sat up in bed and we talked till 5:00 in the morning, when I had to go to St. Olaf, the boat that should 

take us to Kristiansand where we came 3:00 a.m. the 20th of June. 

Sisters 

After we found a hotel, I slept a little while.  On the ocean it was cold, now it was summer and the heavy 

clothes had to be taken off. From there I took the train to Vigeland, where my three sisters were. The 

first one to see was my oldest sister Ingeborg and then the other sisters, Marie and Anna. I cannot begin 

to tell about my many feelings, when I met my sisters after having been away 15 years, worked my way 

through school and as pastor 5 years. 

Away to Mother 

Can it be possible now after 15 years that the baby can meet Mother once more? It is hard to believe; is 

it not only a dream? Mother lived about 50 miles away now. Sisters Ingeborg, Marie, and her son Anton 

and daughter Hansine went with me Monday June 23rd, 1902. We took a steamboat to Mandal and from 

there, one horse and a light wagon took us to the old home 25 more miles. We drove all night; it was 
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Saint HansΩ Eve and bonfires were burning all night in low and high places. Being the middle of summer it 

was light enough, so I could read all night. 

Meeting Mother, Brother, and His Wife 

About 4:00 a.m. we came to our destination.  While I helped the driver to get some grass for the horse, 

the sisters went in. When I came in, Mother, brother and sister-in-law stood in a line ready for me. This 

experience was too much for me. It took some time before I could say a word. Mother looked older as 

she now was 77 years, but she was quite strong, and her mind was clear. 

 

Standing: Marie, O.H., Anna 

Seated: Mother Torborg, Ole Tobias, Ingeborg 

Such days I had never in all my life had before, that was at least the way I felt after meeting my folks and 

many other friends. On Sunday we went to church, all the people walked to church that time. There I 

met many and on the way home people were waiting till I came, so they could meet me. 
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The Pulpit in Vigmostad Church 

Pastor Fjeldstad announced service for me in the church after 2 weeks. Those weeks went too fast. Soon 

it was time to go to church again, and this time to preach from the pulpit, where so many came to listen 

to one who went to America as a hired man and came back as a pastor. One of my listeners was 

Mother, and through the window I saw father's grave and where many near relatives were resting; there 

was the font in which I was baptized and the altar where we knelt and made our decision for life. 

The Gospel for that Sunday was Mark 6: 34 about Jesus feeding 4000. What I emphasized the most 

was the sympathies of Jesus. He said: άI have compassion on the people.έ It was nothing but a common 

sermon, like most of the rest I have given, yet it made a great impression on the people. Many old 

people wiped their eyes. It was said that it was the best sermon preached in that church. Mother was 

there. 

I had many services in schoolhouses and in private homes that summer. During weekdays I helped my 

folks with the farm work, it was interesting to cut hay with a scythe, carry the hay on our backs to the 

barn, work in cutting timber, fishing, and many other things. Visiting the mountains and lakes where I 

had been hunting must not be forgotten. Sundays, I took part in a number of mission services, and many 

people met at those meetings. 

There was an awakening among the people, so when they met, they talked religion. When I came 

outside of a home, where I had service, a girl of my age and from my confirmation class took hold of my 

arm and led me behind the house.  She wanted to tell me that when I herded in the mountains, she 

found my lunch and took a piece of bread from me. This had bothered her conscience 20 years and she 

asked for forgiveness. A man came to me and told me that he had stolen a piece of lumber from a man 

now in America. He asked me to take along a crown and pay him.  The man in America was Ole Akland. 

It was always my intention to take a trip to the eastern part of Norway, so I went to Kristiansand, Oslo, 

Drammen, Frederickstad and Sandefjord. In Frederickstad I visited pastor A. Gunderson, who confirmed 

me.  He was not proud anymore, as I thought he was when young. After we had talked a while, he sent 

his eldest daughter with me to look over the city. Soon I left for Sandefjord, where I wanted to visit my 

teacher, Bulien. Coming to Oslofjord I had to take a steamer across. Who is this walking on the deck of 
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the boat? I sat down looking at him, then went up and spoke to him asking if that was Bulien.  He did not 

answer, only looked at me, finally he knew me, and I followed him to his home and was there overnight. 

A short but wonderful visit. 

From there I came to Grimstad, Redal, Koxnes and Svenevik. In Narebo, Redal, I herded cattle and sheep 

one summer, and Jorvold or Jomvold I worked as a hired man for 25 άŘŀƭŜǊέ the first year and 30 the next 

year. In their schoolhouse I had one service, where I was a poor herdsman and servant from before. This 

made an impression on many and they could not hold their tears back. 

The next place to visit was Koxnes. There lived my cousin Ole. He was kind to me when I was young, so I 

had to see him. His family attended my service at Redal. They did not forget that service. Mrs. Rev.  N. J 

Holm, Minneapolis, was quite small when she attended that service, but she remembers it yet. From 

Koxnes, I walked to Svennevig. There I visited the Stendals, Clara, the wife in that home, came from 

Jorvold. 

  
Vikeland Bedehus 

 

The next stop was Kristiansand. There lived my sisters and their families at Vigeland, some miles north. I 

had visited them before. This time I had a service Vikeland in their house of prayer όάōŜŘŜƘǳǎέύ, built like 

a hall. That service also made an impression on my sisters and others. One married to my sister's 

daughter, Adolf Ellingson, is yet after 53 years talking about that service. In Mosby we also had service. 

At my service in 1928 Ellingson was awakened. 

  

Mosby Bedehus 
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Now I must be with mother all the time I have left. Part of the way I went with a steamer and walked the 

rest. The time went too fast and when the baby was with Mother, soon it would be time to go again. A 

little time to be with the family; not all the grass was cut yet and in the house. 

   
Vigmostad Skolehus 

The last service was in our schoolhouse there. A great number of people and not room enough inside for 

all. Mother was there and she thought it was the best sermon preached there. It was hard to say farewell 

to so many good old friends. Blessed be the memory of home and the many friends. 

On the Way to America Again 

August 26th was the day I had to start from my dear ones. Many followed along as far as they could. 

Others waved their farewell from their homes. The saddest moment of my life so far was when I looked 

at mother the last time, never to see her again in this life. The expression in her face at her last look at 

me is pictured in my mind for all time. How will it be when we meet again? Some said to Mother that it 

would be hard for her when I had to leave again. Her answer was that it was good I could go where I 

wanted to go. I have thought of that many times. 

 
Lise, Ole Tobias, Mother Torborg 
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As I have said before, there was an awakening among the people, and those following farthest wanted to 

talk religion and learn how to be saved; a wonderful chance I had to help them. 

My brother followed me to Mandal and his daughter Oline followed me to America. The other daughter 

was there before. At Kristiansand I visited my sisters again, and the 29th of August we left Norway. There 

were quite a number from our home district. The weather on the North Sea was very nice. We went 

through England and left there the second day of September, on the liner Ivernia of the Cunard line. So 

many people I have never seen before or since. It was very hard to get into the boat with my two 

satchels and a crippled girl sent with me to relatives here. 

 

Memories from Norway were yet fresh in my mind, and the things that took place on the way were so 

insignificant and not much to write about. Those of us who were acquainted had our coffee party on the 

boat and the weather was nice most of the time. The 10th of September we landed in Boston, but 

because of the crippled girl, I had to meet up for a board before we could go on. I worked hard to help 

an old man, Lars Hægebostad, to land, but my train was there, and I had to go before I was through with 

him. He was sent home. 

From there the next stop was in Canton, South Dakota. Mrs. Rev. Tetlie was with us over the sea, so we 

stopped there overnight, as there was no train that day to take us farther. After leaving Norway my 

thoughts went to my family here. September 15th, I came to Mosby's where Inger, Henry, George, Tilda 

and Theodora were. The twins did not look good, so I thought something had to be done for them. We 

made some visits, and I had two services. The 24th we left South Dakota for our home and work in 

Nielsville, Minnesota. We were glad to be back again and thankful to God, who had watched over us, and 

I was strengthened for my work. 

At Work Again at Nielsville 

We were not by far enough pastors in Crookston circuit and other circuits near there, so I was asked to 

help many places. In 12 years, I served three parishes more than I served one alone. God gave me 

strength so that I never missed an appointment the 43 years I served congregations because of not 

feeling well. Very few appointments did I miss for any other reason, if I could not get through with 
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horses. I used my skis and sometimes driving with a car as far as I could and by skis the rest. Once I 

crossed the Red River on the ice, and after a while I wanted to return the same way; but less than a 

minute before I should step on the ice again, the ice went downstream. 

Elected Visitor by the Annual Meeting of the United Lutheran Church 

When I had been a pastor 6 years in the ministry, I was elected visitor in what was then Crookston circuit 

but took in also Thief River circuit as it is now. The duty was to inspect the work of every pastor and 

congregation in the circuit and give a written report to the president of the church. This was to be done 

every 3 years. I was re-elected three times and served 7 years in Minnesota and three in South Dakota, in 

all four circuits now. 

After the union of the three synods in 1917 that office was discontinued. I had then served 10 years. In 

Minnesota I had then organized or prepared the organization of four congregations far apart and three 

parishes. One congregation they organized in North Dakota. I look on those 10 years as among the 

brightest of my life because I was not paid for that work, most of the time I got railroad fare. The only 

time I could spare was in the coldest part of winter. 

The first time I visited Wallace and Grygle I took the train to Three River Falls. There at the station met 

me Oluf Ramstad with a horse and a cutter. He was a good driver, but the streets were high and rounded 

and icy, so the sled skidded and rolled over. The driver fell on top of me, and my foot was twisted. Seeing 

the horse was about to tramp me down, I crawled up on the sidewalk. The driver held onto the lines and 

soon we came to his home. Later on in the evening I conducted a service in a hall, where there were 

many people. It was hard to walk one half mile for one who limped as I did. 

The next morning a man took me in an open sled to Rollis 40 miles.  There I had several services. From 

there we went to Grygle, where I had services. On Sunday there were so many people in the 

schoolhouse that I could hardly move my feet without stepping on someone. Sunday evening a man took 

me in an open sled over 20 miles to Germantown to a hotel. Then I was very cold, but two cups of hot 

tea warmed me up. That night, 40 below, some of us slept in a big northwest room upstairs, where we 

could see through the wall at several places. When I woke in the morning snow was lying around on my 

clothes, caused by the breath of my mouth. Every winter I was visiting congregations far from home, and 

it was often very cold and several times in danger by runaways and other things. My own congregation 

permitted me to do that blessed work. 

The first time I ever visited Oslo, Minnesota, was to take part in a church dedication near there. In the 

evening, I was to preach in Warren, Minnesota, 20 miles east. Therefore, I should have a ride with Rev. 

Skunes, who had the fastest horses and a light wagon. When we came about 2 miles the bolt in a single 

tree broke and the tree fell on the legs of the wildest horse. The horses started to gallop at once, Skunes 

was dragged by the lines, and I saw him roll under the wagon. Rev. Gjevre jumped and both those 

pastors were badly hurt but not serious. I jumped out and was not hurt, and another man, Lodon, sat in 

the wagon, as that was soon left on the road. Our horses had only the neck yoke left to run with. 

In front of us was a man, his wife, and one or two children about 1/4 of a mile away, driving in a lumber 

wagon, all sitting in a spring seat. When our horses came to the wagon, they ran one on each side and 

the neck yokes sliding forward, and it looked as if the family would be swept into their horsesΩ heels; but 
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the wife screamed and their horses started to gallop and ours could not do more than keep up, as they 

were hanging over the wagon box and soon stopped. We came to Warren too late for service that night. 

After some years I organized the Oslo parish and prepared the organization of a congregation in Oslo. 

They called me as their pastor, but I was not ready to leave Nielsville. Rev. Sigurd Olsen was called and 

took up the work. A year or two later I came and inspected the work there. All was well and Rev. Olson 

took me to another congregation 35 miles northeast. His horses were very lively and scared of 

everything on the road. When we had driven about 30 miles one horse jumped a little again as so many 

times. Olsen gave a little jerk and the line on the side of the wild horse broke. In a gallop they went in a 

wide ring. I jumped out, but Olsen was in the buggy. It was in the middle of winter, and I had two very 

heavy under suits on, a heavy outside suit, a good overcoat and outside a very good coonskin coat. That 

way I stood ready on the road to stop the galloping horses when they made the circuit. At the strength of 

my voice, I commanded them to stop, and they slowed up so I could grab them. It was well worth risking 

my life that time, for Rev. Olson said I saved his life. 

As far as I know, I had inspected the work of every congregation belonging to the United church north of 

Nielsville and South of the Canadian line, what is now Crookston and Thief River Falls circuits. On the 

south of Nielsville as far as Hendrum and east toward Ada, I had helped a number of congregations, 

when they were vacant. In my own parish improvements were made; the two congregations in Scandia 

were united and there was good harmony. Salem congregation was organized in 1907 and added to the 

parish. Saint Petri church was much improved inside and outside, and the basement was built in 1909. 

While the basement was in building a fearful storm came and moved the church 6 feet South and two 

feet east, and much of the foundation fell down. 

I had worked hard to get that basement and did not feel good when at 10 in the evening I went to see 

what the storm had done. About a month before the storm, we had a business meeting of the 

congregation. At that meeting I suggested that the church would be insured for storm. This was done at 

once. Therefore, a company from Fargo could fix up the church again much better than it was before the 

storm. 

Since I did much mission work, and got acquainted with many people, they sent me many letters of call 

or invitation to calls from congregations; but I had no reason to leave Nielsville and turned them all back. 

One evening as I was sitting by my desk studying, the question came so clear to meΥ άHow do you know 

you are not to moveΚέ My answer in my thoughts was that if God wanted me to move, I wished or 

prayed that he would give me a call that I knew nothing about before, because it was so hard to refuse to 

serve so many good people that wanted me. The next minute I had forgotten the thought and continued 

my study. 

One month later or about that time, without any foreknowledge, I received letters of call from Salem, 

Bethany and Norway and James River congregations, with the understanding that I should also serve 

some people east of Bang church. It was called a mission district. The field was between Parker and 

Hurley and Scotland. At once the thought about getting a call without knowing anything about it came to 

me, and it was easy to understand that God wanted me to move. It pleased me to get a call from the 

people I learned to know first, after I came from Norway in 1887, where I had worked for so many, as 

they wanted help only a few days each in haying and harvest. There I had broken sod with oxen three 

summers, 2 months each summer, taught common school 2 school years, taught religion school and 

Bible class in summertime, and in that way was acquainted with the young and old. 
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Moved to South Dakota 1911 

It was not easy to leave the people of Nielsville, as I had learned to love them after working with them 

over 13 years; but it was nice to come, where you were so welcome, and where we were well 

acquainted. We were nine in the family at that time and we were to live in the parsonage south of Salem 

Church. The field had been neglected. Rev. Quale was sickly sometime before he died, and no record was 

made of any work there. 

Even before I reached South Dakota I was elected president of the Mount Vernon circuit, and the same 

summer the annual meeting of our church in Minneapolis elected me visitor for the circuit. The circuit 

went as far north as Alpena and West to Rapid City, so I had to travel much also in South Dakota. 

 

Salem Church 

In my own congregation I took hold of the work with all my strength. One of the things I had in mind at 

once was to get Jim River and Norway congregations reunited. With the experience I had in that work it 

should not take long to have that done, but it took me 4 years. Now some of the families had not visited 

one another the last 30 years after they were divided, and now they visited again. 
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After a year or two the congregations gave me money to buy a car. On recommendation of others, I 

bought a Velie.  That was no good in the bad roads we had then. After a while I had to get a Ford, but it 

was no fun to drive a car in those roads and be stuck in the mud and find someone near or far to pull out  

the car. 

 

Once I was driving the horses over a narrow grade crossing a lake on South Menno Prairie, some drunken 

men met me and refused to permit me to get across. They did not know me and said I had no right 

there. I asked them to let me across anyway, and finally they did. Another experience as I drove with 

horses on the way to Bethany, a big black bull was grazing by the road; he shivered like a leaf, I did not 

know why. In the next second his head was in the side of one horse and turned both horses around, so 

they galloped away in the opposite direction. As I reached forward to get the whip and hit him, the 

horses jerked the buggy from under me, and I fell down at the bull's feet. His tongue was out at least 8 

inches and foaming. When I fell so near him, he got scared and jumped into a fence and it was tangled 

up long enough so I could go or run away from him. The next was to run after the horses and in a 

hillside, they slowed up, and I got ahead of them, but did not dare to speak to them before I was ahead 

because I expected to have a funny voice, if any, so they would not have known me and got scared. 

One evening I drove from Spring Valley on the way home. It was so dark that the horses could not be 

seen, or the road and no light in windows for 7 miles. Only the top of some telephone post was in sight. 

The horses could not see the road and were often in the ditches. 

Union of the United Church Norwegian Synod and Hauges Synod 1917 

Our circuit then was called Vermillion circuit extending from Fairview and Vermillion to Platte. Some of 

those on the east of the circuit wanted to have it divided and have only all that is east of Irene, Volin and 

Gayville, which the other part should have Irene, Volin and Gayville and all west from there. The east 

part kept the name Vermillion, and we had to get a new name. I was secretary of the Vermillion circuit, 

but now we had to get a new organization. The office of visitor was discontinued, and that work was 

supposed to be done by a district president. A committee consisting of the president and vice president 

pro tempare were elected to write the rules for the circuit and give the new field a name. The president 

moved away from South Dakota. That left me alone to write a constitution and give the new circuit a 

name. The following meeting adopted what I had written, and that is the way we got Yankton circuit and 
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its rules. In Yankton circuit I was vice president, finance secretary a long time and president a short time. 

For some time, I served the people at Bridgewater, and we had meditations and prayer in private houses 

in some of the congregations. In the district I had much to do which we will see later on. 

In South Dakota I had the greatest trial of my life while I was pastor. I could not understand God's 

leading. Once I attended a circuit meeting in Ebenezer congregation, where I introduced the subject and 

had to speak much. I went out for a walk at chore time, and it looked so hopeless; but in less than a 

minute a soft air surrounded me, and I felt that I cannot sink, because the pierced hands held me up. 

Why such trials and many more not mentioned? As pastor I needed the experience in order to help 

others in their trials. Never have I felt the power of the spirit as I did those years. This helped much in my 

work in the largest field I took care of as well As for work in the district. 

Some of My Work in South Dakota District 

Only the direct religious work will be mentioned in this connection. Once I was asked to come to 

Fairview South Dakota and give a mission sermon at a circuit meeting or some other meeting there. This 

sermon was well received. The next summer at the district pastoral conference in Vermillion I was on the 

program for an address on prayer. Many of the professors from the university were supposed to be there 

as well, and the pastors from the district. I said about all I knew on the subject. 

For the pastoral conference the next summer in the First Lutheran Church and Augustana College, Sioux 

Falls, they had me on for two addresses on prayer; there were about 300 pastors and professors present. 

The next year they put me on again for two addresses on prayer. At that meeting professor Brandt also 

gave a talk on some subject as well as several other pastors and professors. The question was asked, how 

long each lecture should be. An old pastor rose up and said: άIf we can have talks like Brodland and 

BrandtΩs, one and a half hour would not be too much.έ Remember the extraordinary help I had from the 

spirit those years. I also took part in other discussions at the meeting in First Lutheran and Augustana 

College. 

When it was 100 years since Hans Nielsen Hauge died the district wanted to celebrate his memory by an 

address at the meeting in Watertown. This work was also given to me. Soon after these addresses, I left 

for Minnesota, but I have to go back in time and talk about the family and other things at home. 

Building a New Home 
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In 1913 we built our own home. Inger's parents Jorg and Tomine Mosby were now old and could not 

farm anymore, therefore the land was to be divided between the twin brother Hans, Inger and Harry 

Hanson, a half-brother. He was paid $6000 for his share and the land was divided between Hans and 

Inger. Each paid $3000 to Harry Hanson. We were given the east half of the land. There was very little 

field and no good fences. When we had built the house, barn and other houses or buildings, got some 

new fields and a little machinery so we could begin a little farming, we were in debt $7000. We all 

worked together until all was paid. 

All the children attended school in Augustana Academy and some in Augustana College in Sioux Falls, 

and all the girls became teachers. Soon we did not owe the bank any, only our own children and $2200 I 

had paid. I lived on the farm, but I did no farm work. My pastoral work was more than enough. My 

income was not mixed up with the farm accounts. The managing of the farm was my work, but the boys 

did the rest of it. In 1911 Esther was born and then we had four boys and four girls. A stillborn boy was 

born some years later. Inger was sickly many times in South Dakota and in 1912 she was operated on for 

gallstones in Chicago. After that she was quite well seven years, though she was very sick a while. Doctor 

George Vigeland had given me a ticket to Norway and back, and I intended to have gone that year, but 

had to give it up. I had paid for the ticket - got most money back. 

When the Nazarenes Came and Disturbed Salem Congregation 1924 

One Sunday, when I was at other congregations, the Nazarenes came in great numbers and gathered in 

the schoolhouse 1 ½ miles east of Salem Church congregation and had meetings day and part of the 

night. They advertised and gathered people from far and near. Mr. Croutz was the speaker. He could 

sway the audience at his pleasure because he had the gift of hypnotism; but this no one seemed to 

understand. The people of Salem also got interested and the congregation was in great danger of being 

torn to pieces. 

The people were so stirred up and confused that they did not know what to believe. Most of the people 

trusted me, and that was a great help. Some asked me to come to their house, some came to our house, 

and some stopped me on the road to question me. One evening I was invited to a home, and I worked 

explaining to the people from 8 till 12 in the night; but we did not get ready, so we decided to meet with 

one other family the next Tuesday. There I hoped four or five families perhaps could meet. Without my 

knowledge they had decided to meet in the church. I expected very few, but when I came to the church, I 

could hardly find a place for the car. A few minutes after it was lit up the church was filled with people. 

We kept on two hours every Tuesday evening nearly all summer with Bible study and singing. A plan of 

instruction came to me starting with what we are by nature and what we are in Christ. Whole families 

came, the babies they placed inside the altar ring, and they slept all the time those two hours, not a 

sound from them. 

When I was through with the instruction in the fall, I had gone over the whole catechism without directly 

mentioning any part of it with one word. This instruction was enough for those who wanted to be 

baptized or confirmed, and I told them so, what I wanted to read with them alone three times. Eight 

wanted to be confirmed and three wanted to be baptized; All had families and their children were 

baptized before. The candidates for baptism and confirmation were all between 30 and 40 years. 

When the day for baptism and confirmation had come many people were present and the service made 

a great impression on them. I was told that there were not many dry eyes in the audience. Before this 
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time, I had instructed many smaller classes that were baptized every year, but this time they were all so 

well known. The congregation almost doubled itself within a few years, and there was some talk about 

building onto the church to get more room. We did build an addition. 

It was a wonderful summer, but my strength was almost gone, not only for all the work in my large 

parish and the extra work in instructing a whole congregation 2 hours every Tuesday evening, but it was 

more because some favored the Nazarenes and caused much trouble and sorrow, as they were hard to 

please. I called together all the officers of the congregation in hopes of getting some help and 

encouragement; but instead of getting help the burden was felt heavier than ever. Coming home late 

that evening I walked the floor till 2 ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ in the night. Then God told me in some way that I could 

resign; this made me so happy that another hour was spent walking the floor rejoicing. Next morning I 

was in Mission Hill to circuit meeting. 

At the first service I presented my resignation, but the people were not ready for a change of pastor at 

that time. Mr. A.J. Anderson went around with a petition to get signers to ask me to take the resignation 

back. All except two signed, so I was there another year. 

Several of the children attended school, and it cost much to keep a big family supplied those days. My 

wages were only $1100 and there was little income besides. My debt on my private account was then 

$1000 and this could not go any longer. The last year, I gained some. $200 were added to my wages and 

surprises helped much. 

Called to Nielsville Again in 1925 

The president of our district and the mission Superintendent wanted me to take up the work in Lake 

Andes, and I would have been glad to do that, as I thought there was a field that could be improved and 

built up especially in town; but the Lord had other plans for me. One morning as I sat in my study the 

mail was brought to me. I sat down in a chair to enjoy my morning mail. There was a very big letter from 

Nielsville, and I had not heard from them for years. I must open that first.  To my great surprise there was 

a letter of call from Saint Petri, Scandia, Salem, Norway, and Highland congregations. I had not heard 

from them for years and did not know that their pastor had resigned. I offered myself to the Lord to do 

with me as he pleased. The call came December 19th, 1924, and with it a longing to take up work in and 

around Nielsville again. It was so nice that they wanted me again, where I had worked over 13 years in 

my younger days. 

Not all the children favored this move. One said: άThe idea of breaking up the home,έ but it could not be 

helped, as I had no choice, when the Lord called me, and I was glad to go. Therefore, the resignation and 

farewell sermons were not so hard. Some of the children had settled down in South Dakota, and some 

had their work there and could not be with us. The last sermon with confirmation and communion was 

held in James River church June 21st, 1925 and on Monday we started for Nielsville and got there the 

next morning 7:23 by train. 

A great deal of work waited for me in the congregations, some of the work had been neglected for a long 

time. There was no time for much work outside the parish like the first time I was there, for the field was 

much larger. The roads were all bad for car driving and much of the time it was very difficult to cross the 

Red River. 
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Visited Norway in 1928 

There could be many things to report about the work in Nielsville up to this time, but it was the ordinary 

work in the congregations. For about 15 years I had longed to go to Norway and make use of the 2nd class 

ticket Dr. Vigeland had given me for favors shown him in his school days, as he called it. I had lent him 

some money those years. My brother and three sisters were living yet. Finally in the spring of 1928 it 

seemed possible to take the trip. I hired 2 pastors to attend to my work and paid them $75 each, and 3 

girls to read with the confirmation classes. It was no vacation given by the parish. By the way, I can say I 

never had a vacation except once Saint Petri congregation alone gave me one month one year, but not 

the others. Part of that time I used at a Bible camp and the other part was used for visiting and some 

sermons. 

We were to start for South Dakota the day after Pentecost. On that Sunday I had four services and one 

on Monday. When we were ready to go on Monday the clock was 5, and we got as far as to Moorhead 

that night. On that day, May 28, I was 60 years old. The family was left in our home in South Dakota, and 

it was hard to leave the people of Nielsville, but much harder to leave the family. 

June 1st, 8:00 PM, I boarded a train at Viborg for Minneapolis. (In a little book called άhn the Way Homeέ 

I have written some for every day on my three trips to Norway). June 2nd, we started from Minneapolis 

by way of Washington DC, where we saw many things on the way to New York. The 5th of June I entered 

Stavangerfjord in the morning. As I stood looking back, for it was not so pleasant to leave US, Rev. and 

Mrs. Stromme surprised me standing by my side before I saw them. Rev. Stromme was pastor in 

Nielsville before me the last term. 

The sea was not very strong, so there was no chance to get seasick. By the Hebrides and Shetland 

Islands, rocks were putting their heads up out of the water. They were polished by being washed so 

many times. As I was looking at those rocks and remembered that the Danish liner ran against one called 

Rockall.  A man stood by me and said: ά¢hose who steer here must know the way.έ This also applies to 

many leaders in our livesΩ voyage. 

On the 14th of June we were looking for land. The first we saw was glittering snow mountains. It looked 

so cold. The islands outside of Bergen were also covered with snow the 14th of June. We landed in 

Bergen 5:00 PM, after having been on the ocean 3455 miles from New York. After unloading we started 

on the way to Stavanger and Kristiansand. Early in the morning I watched the land and about 9:30 we 

came to Kristiansand. 

Mine eyes were strained to watch for some of my folks among the many hundreds of people standing 

there. Finally, I saw a woman waving and there was sister Anna. The people were roped off so they 

should not be in our way, but that did not stop sister Anna. She made her way through the crowd, bent 

under the rope, and came right to me. We had not met for 26 years, and it was wonderful to meet again. 

It can be felt but not so easily explained. 

After a lunch at SigurdΩsΣ !ƴƴŀΩǎ son, we started for Vigeland to meet the other two sisters, Ingeborg and 

Marie, and their families. I found them all quite well, most of the sistersΩ children had never seen me. 

This was a Friday, and Sunday we went to the Vennesla church and heard a good sermon, and on 

Tuesday sister Anna and I boarded a bus to take us to the dear old home about 50 of our miles away, and 

we came there in the late afternoon. What an experience to see the familiar places: the mountains and 
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lakes; but now we are near home, there we see the dear old home. Let me stand here a while and look 

at it, no we must go in. The door is wide open, and I walked in, while sister waited outside a little while. 

There was brother, separating milk. I stood and looked at him a few seconds, he did not see me. άGod 

dag broderΣέ I said. He stopped the machine, stretched out his hand for a hearty welcome. His wife Lisa 

was there now, and it was too much for me. I could not speak for some minutes. It was 26 years since I 

saw them last; But where is Mother? She died Thanksgiving Day 1909. Father died in 1886. 

Wonderful days were spent at home. Nothing was spared to make the days as pleasant for me as 

possible, and brother had decided that they should leave the work as much as possible for one month. 

There was not much rest for me. Soon nearly all the Sundays were taken up by mission services and 

other meetings. This was what pleased me, to have a chance to bring the word of salvation to so many of 

those I had known before. The local pastor had vacation at that time, so I spoke three times in the 

church while at home. It was for me a holy place, as I have said before in this writing. 

In the weekdays when at home I worked with the others in the field gathering in the hay for the winter. 

Most of the people that knew me the best had fallen asleep.  A new generation was there now, so I 

missed very much some old friends. It is a joy to meet the dear ones after 26 years away from them, but 

what will it be when we meet in glory? At this writing in 1955 it is 27 years since I saw any of them, 

brother or sister. They have all fallen asleep. 

On the Way to America again 

The summer with its quiet days at home with the folks, the visits and all the services went too quickly. 

The 24th of August was the day set for my starting from home. I had then had my farewell sermon in 

church, also in the schoolhouse, where they had a social party afterwards. All did what they could to 

make it pleasant for me. It was even hard to look at the mountains for what I thought would be the last 

time I saw them; but it was a comfort to know that they will be there whether I was there or not, and I 

had them all with me in the pictures. From the homes they were waving their last farewell. 

 

The oldest generation: Ole Tobias, his wife Lise, Maria, Ingeborg, Anna, and O.H. 

.ŜǘǿŜŜƴ !ƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ LƴƎŜōƻǊƎΥ LƴƎŜōƻǊƎΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ aŀǊƎǊŜǘƘŜ 

.ŜǘǿŜŜƴ LƴƎŜōƻǊƎ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀΣ aŀǊƎǊŜǘƘŜΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ aŀǊƛŜ 

Lƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ LƴƎŜōƻǊƎΥ aŀǊƛŜΩǎ ǎƻƴ aŀǳǊƛǘȊ 
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Brother and his wife were with me to Kristiansand, where we visited our sisters a few days. My last 

sermon in Norway that time was held at Vigeland in a very large hall or House of prayer (άōŜŘŜƘǳǎέ) and 

many people were there; the best of all was that my brother, sisters, and their families were there. Some 

of what I said there that time and in 1902 is yet remembered by some, as I learned lately. There are so 

many confessing Christians among our relations that we have much to thank God for. Some must have 

power with God in prayer. I am the only one of the old family living, so nephews and nieces feel that I am 

a center among them. 

Leaving Kristiansand 

On the 29th I was to leave Kristiansand for Oslo, one of the saddest days in Norway. My brother and 

sisters followed me as far as they could, and we took a picture in Kristiansand. 

 

Standing: Ole Tobias, O.H., Anna 

Seated: Lise, Ingeborg, Maria 

Then they followed me to the boat that should take me to Oslo, and there we had to part never to meet 

in this life anymore, but with the hope of reuniting in heaven. I tried to be brave and walked with firm 

steps into the boat, where I pointed to heaven as our next meeting place. When all were out of sight I sat 

down, and my head was very tired. This I cannot stand anymore, and it was the last time we met. 

In Oslo 

The next day I came to Oslo. There I met Siri Foss, Bulien, my old teacher, and his wife. Stavangerfjord 

was lying there ready for the sea. I talked to Bulien so long that I had to hurry to get in on the boat and 

that was not so easy, for there were supposed to be 7000 people. I walked as high up as I could and 

stood by the railing looking for those I left. After a while I saw a man standing with in his hand making 

signs to me. That was Bulien. There he stood, never moving except when he often pointed to heaven ς 

20 -30 minutes. When the boat stirred and began to move. Bulien grew pale and his face seemed to be 

shining. The next minute we were out of sight; how will it be when we meet again? 
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It was good to get a little rest on the boat after those hard days. We came to Bergen September 1st and 

left from there 4:00 PM. The North Sea was not stormy, but the Atlantic was bad four days until we came 

near Newfoundland; there it was still. We came to Halifax September 8th and to New York September 

10th and home the 12th. In South Dakota the family were all well, and now we had to hurry and get 

through Nielsville again. Everything had gone so wonderfully well on the trip; many no doubt had 

followed me with their prayers. 

Back to Nielsville Again 

Much work waited for me even though I had five workers to take my place. It became one of the busiest 

seasons I ever had in the congregations, so many died the last part of 1928 and first part of 1929. Sister 

Ingeborg also died September 30th, just one month after we parted in Kristiansand. My son, Arthur, died 

in South Dakota October 12th 1929. My brother died February 3rd, 1931, and sister Marie on October 4th, 

1933. 

The Year 1935 - 1936 

Outstanding are the years 1935 - 1936. The summers were so very hot and the winters so very cold. 

About the middle of October snowstorms started in 1935, and continued with snow covered ground till 

April 12th, 1936. For 29 days ς one after the other ς it was 30 below every night or day, and once I went 

to Crookston in my Ford it was 52 below. It was often 40 - 46 below. 

Christmas Eve 1935 

Snowstorm was raging all day. Some of our children were expected from South Dakota, Joseph, Myrtle, 

Esther, Juliette and Lewis Jorstad. One they picked up on the road was with them. These were coming. 

They can tell of their experiences better than I can; but as I remember it, they were on the road from 

Wolverton Minnesota, to Comstock, when the snowstorm got so severe ς more than in 19 years was 

written in the Fargo Forum ς and darkness came on them. One had to walk before the car with flashlight 

held close to the road. Coming too near the ditch, they were fast in the snow. A small car driven by one 

man came, and all six went on north in that car with only one seat, but they had to turn back, and the 

car could not go. They had to get out and it looked hopeless, for they came from south and were not 

prepared for such weather. The girls had about given up hope of life. Esther started to sing: άJesus Savior 

Pilot Me,έ and they all joined in the singing. While singing Joseph thought he at times saw a faint light, 

but it was perhaps at least 2 miles away, and the others saw it too, but how can they get there? The Lord 

had stopped them where there was a road in that direction. They all started and found the house where 

the light came from, not two miles away, but only a few rods away. There they were taken good care of 

overnight. They were not hurt so very much by the frost. 

The two strangers got the little car started and came back to Wolverton, and there they phoned us late 

in the evening, so we learned that they were out of danger. On Christmas Day they came. Some 

frostbites were all that had hurt them. 

The Winter of 1936 

The storms continued, and I had my five congregations to serve. To reach Norway congregation I had to 

go by Halstad and Hillsboro, that made it 37 miles each way. Friday, Saturday, and Sunday we most of the 

time had storms. I reached the congregation nearly all of the time by car, horses, skis, or snowmobile. I 
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met a pastor March 15th.  He told me he had not been 8 miles to a congregation since Christmas Day. 

Now that day he was going, and it was the middle of March. Between Hillsboro and Halstad there was a 

drift of snow at least 1/2 mile long and the snowplow had made very high banks on each side. It was 

getting dark, and I had the lights on. We could not pass any car there. Soon after I got into the narrow 

pass, I met a car without lights. After some work he got by me and went. After getting near the middle of 

the drift I met two or three boys in a dark car. What should we do now? They asked me to back up all the 

way and they would help me. That went fine and I got home without further trouble, tired but feeling 

good that the day was well spent in 30 below. 

One Sunday 7:00 AM, the thermometer stood at 46 below. When I started on way to North Dakota in 

deep snow walking against the storm 2 miles. There a boy from Dakota met me with horses and took me 

the rest of the 11 1/2 miles to Highland Church. The snow was too deep in the road, so we had to go 

through pastures and wherever we could. Coming to church we found no people there, so we returned 

to the boyΩs home for dinner. In the afternoon I should be in Scandia Church. As we came to the Red 

River banks with horses, Ole Ronningen was there with his snowmobile to take me the 12 miles to 

Scandia. There the church was full of people. After service we started on the way home in the northwest 

storm, and drifting continued all day. Coming as far as 1 ½ mile east of Nielsville, the snowmobile did not 

work good, so I sent the driver home and walked carrying my weather heavy satchel. Coming home after 

dark, I felt good that the day's work was done. 

The sun seemed to have no power between the middle of October and Easter day the 12th of April, 

before the afternoon that day; but then the water was streaming everywhere. 

So many services had to be attended to at Easter time and it was hard to get through this snow. 

A Great Change in the Family 1936 

 

Back Row:  Arthur, George, Henry; Middle Row:  Myrtle, Joseph, Esther; Front Row:  Theodora, Father 

O.H. Brodland, Mother Inger Brodland, and Tilda 
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Mother Inger Brodland, and Tilda My wife had been poorly for many years. She visited doctors and 

stayed at Bethesda hospital, Crookston, some time, but nothing helped. At Easter time it looked as if she 

could not survive very long. We tried so hard to get a doctor, but the snow was too deep, and I could not 

get anyone before Monday the 13th. I told the doctor not to give her insulin, for that was tried at the 

hospital and she almost died from that then. Still in secret he ordered a good dose for her; she soon fell 

into a coma, never to awaken anymore, and Wednesday morning 7:15 she went to her heavenly home. 

As I understood her, she had never fallen away from her baptismal covenant, and she was a good mother 

for the children. Besides her husband, she left eight children, as she passed away April 15th,1936. 

The following Friday we went at 1:00 in the church for Inger's funeral in Nielsville, where 8 pastors and a 

layman spoke. 

The next day we went to South Dakota. On Tuesday the funeral service was conducted in Salem church, 

Rev. Runestad officiated, and six other pastors spoke. The remains were laid to rest in Salem cemetery till 

Jesus returns. Some of us went back to Nielsville, where I continued my work period. The summer of 

1936 was very hot 100 - 115 above, and the winters were very cold those years. 

There is not much to write about the following years. It was to attend to the 5 congregations, yet there is 

one thing of great importance that took place June 16th, 1937. I was married to Mabel Amanda 

Gunderson in Our Saviors Church by Jim River. Rev. Runestad officiated. After the wedding we moved to 

Nielsville where we worked the 2 years and 3 months more that I had left to serve in Red River Valley. 

She helped me much those years. 

 

O.H. and Mabel Brodland on their Wedding Day 
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We remember well a Sunday after my three services in Dakota. A thunderstorm came upon us, we got 

across to Minnesota side, when a fearful storm and lightning overtook us. The rain stopped the car, and 

we sat there in one place 1 ½ hour.  Scandia Church burned down by the lightning that day.  

Another day soon after we went to Scandia, we intended to have a business meeting of the congregation 

about rebuilding the church. We came to the Nornes family, and Mr. Nornes and I drove to the 

schoolhouse for the meeting. No one there. On the way back ǘƻ bƻǊƴŜǎΩ rain and lightning and Thunder 

stopped us in the road, and we sat there a good while, before we got to the house. 

Thinking of Quitting my Work in the Nielsville Parish 

I had served five congregations most of my life as pastor for nearly 43 years, and as I now was 71 years it 

seemed time to close my work, even though I was strong and always did a full day's work. I always 

intended to quit at 70; but now I had such a good help it was possible to continue a little longer. In the 

spring of 1939, the resignation was given to all congregations, but there were many things that had to be 

done before we could go away. 

The time set for closing my work was October 1st and that date soon came. It was hard to say farewell to 

my kind people. Every congregation was in order in harmony now, so it was a good time to leave them. 

The farewell was said in all congregations now except St. Petri in Nielsville, and I would have only one 

service there the last Sunday and take it easy that day. This did not work out so well. This is the way it 

got to be that day: married a couple at 9:00 AM in the parsonage, and the farewell sermon was 10:30. At 

2:00 an address for young people in Dakota; a 35th anniversary to address for a couple northeast of Ada 

at least 30 miles away; baptized 3 girls about three years old; then hurry back to Saint Petri church and 

marry a couple at 8 in the evening. The church was filled, and when reception in the basement was over 

the time was 11:00. Coming out to the car, there was a flat tire, and no one to get to work then. At last, 

someone helped me. We had promised to take a girl 7 miles to where she worked, so when we came 

home the time was 12:30 in the night. 

Left Nielsville October 4th, 1939 

Now I had retired after a long life's hard work, and rest was needed very much; but as long as we were 

there three more days there was a chance to do some work. Wednesday October 4th at 5:00 PM a big 

van was filled with our furniture, and we started from the dear old place, while friends looked at us 

leaving. We've got only as far as Moorhead that night on the way to South Dakota. The next day we 

reached our home. 

As soon as we came to South Dakota I was offered temporary work in congregations, but I answered I 

could not take on any responsibility as I was too tired. The Salem and Bethany congregations I served 

about one year until they got a pastor after Rev. Runestad. Otherwise, we had no plans, only to do some 

work on the home place, as the buildings and things around the place had been neglected for some 

time. We also planted many trees and raised chickens.  

Got Sick November 18th, 1941 

After a business meeting in Salem Church and a lady's aide there, I did not feel well. We came home and 

I was not well all night. In the morning, we called Dr. Redding at 7:00 but he did not come before 10:30; 

it was supposed to be appendicitis. 
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Off we went in a hurry to Sioux Valley Hospital, and I was operated on at 5:00 PM by doctor Kittelson. 

Nothing could save me from that experience. Some suffering afterwards until the 7th day, then I felt well, 

and the tenth day I was home again, weak but feeling good. My strength came back slowly. The strength 

of my body even at 73 1/2 years helped me to get strong again; but above all, the many prayers by 

relatives and friends did much for me, and God by His mercy had a work for me yet. 

Called to Bethesda Home for Aged, 1942 

All the time since we came to South Dakota we took part in the church work and helped pastors some 

Sundays as well as taking part in the work of the circuit like the other pastors. On September 4th, 1942 

our friend, Superintendent J.O. Johnson, came to us. He looks so tired and there was no smile on his face 

as it used to be, but he at once said to my wife: άI want you to be matron for the old people's home,έ 

then he turned to me and said: άI want you to be pastor for the home.έ Many surprises have come 

during lifetime, and this was not the least one. They were in great need of help, so we gave it a serious 

thought to find out the will of God, and soon it seemed to be our duty to help. We had decided to go to 

Nielsville and then get ready as fast as we could. 

We decided to start our work November 1st, but the former matron was so tired that Mabel had to start 

her work as matron October the 19th. I came there October 30th to have my opening service November 

1st. It took three ŘŀȅǎΩ work to get acquainted with the old people, and to gain their friendship was the 

next. We started by having services at 9:30 Sunday morning and at 3:00 in the afternoon. Thursday 

evening at 7:00 we had our meditation and prayer, and many took part after I had spoken 15 - 20 

minutes. According to an old arrangement, a pastor from Beresford came here and had a service every 

two weeks. Otherwise, I was alone with this work most of the time. 

The first Thursday in each month we had mission service, the pastor in our town gave the mission 

services much of the time. The offerings have gone up from $10 or less between $35 and $50 in 1955. 

The visit to the rooms of the sick and helpless and have devotion with them also belonged to my work. 

Outside I took care of about 400 fruit trees and many other trees for both of the homes. Soon I was 

asked to take loads of people to Beresford every Wednesday. The home paid driving expenses, but soon 

there got to be so many Wednesdays in a week, and I did much of the buying for the house as well as 

getting and distributing the mail. Grass and weed cutting took much time. 

Sundays I helped out in many churches in Beresford and in the country churches. I noticed so many 

things in regard to the home that should be improved. The Superintendent J.O. Johnson tried to do the 

work of three men, therefore I suggested that a farm manager should be hired to help; also an 

improvement in the accounts. This made some opposition at first, but after a little while we had a farm 

manager and the accounts improved. After about five years Johnson quit his work after about 27 years 

of hard work for him and his wife. She was the matron at the children's home. 

Rev. A. J. Brakke was called as superintendent of both homes.  For some years I had talked about that we 

needed more room for the needy, who wanted to come to the home. Someone almost every day came 

and asked to be admitted to the home; but so many were ahead that it would take 2 ς 3 years to wait for 

some to die, and many applicants died without getting here. I felt so bad to see so many turned away 

because of room. 
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The Board Decided to Build an Addition 

The question about building an addition to the home I brought to the board several times; but there was 

no interest, no one cared to do anything. I went to the district meeting in Huron and in 15 minutesΩ talk ς 

that was all I could get ς I placed the need before the people. The Women's Federation agreed and 

recommended the matter to the society; but our district meeting did nothing. It looked very hopeless. I 

did not know that God had a man working hard 40 years to gather money for an addition. 

Halvor Haagensen of Presho, South Dakota, wanted to give $42,000 and stay in the home his lifetime. 

Then the board almost had to do something. No further in gathering could be made yet, because 

Augustana college was ahead of us with their building program. Supt. Brekke did much to get the 

addition built. The first gift was from my wife and me, we gave $100 before we knew of Mr. Haagensen 's 

gift. 

A Trip to Norway 

In the spring of 1947, Mabel and I began to think of making a trip to Norway. Mabel was told so many 

things about the land of the north by her grandmother, and a longing to see that wonderful country 

never left her.  We wanted to leave sometime in the spring by Stavangerfjord, but it was hard to get a 

place on the boat those years and not until December that year could we have the time set. Then at last 

it had been decided we could go July 31st, 1948. I was then over 80 years. 

We started from the Bethesda Home July 29th and came to New York in the morning of the 31st. We 

entered the boat at 10:00 AM and left at 1:00 PM. In the evening that day we were in our room and the 

sea was quiet. In the evening the same day the chief steward came and wanted me to preach the next 

morning at 11:00. It was Sunday, and as I was the only ordained pastor on the boat, he wanted me to 

have the service. A very big audience met up and I spoke on the text: ά!nd the sea was no more.έ 

Revelations 21:1. 

During that week I took part in religious meetings. Mabel's time was taken up much of the time by 

helping some with their children or some other help she could do. 

The next Sunday at 11:00 I was to preach again. We began to enter the North Sea. It was not stormy but 

big waves were rolling. I was seasick all night before Sunday, and in the morning I could not be up. What 

should I do about this service? If God wants me to serve, He will give me strength. When the time came 

to go to the meeting, I got up and went to the meeting place trusting in God's help and conducted the 

service. The floor was moving so much that I could not stand without holding on to something. The 

pulpit stood loose, so it did not help much to hold on to it. With the strength God gave me I conducted 

the service, and some officers said it went fine. Very few people were there, most of them were sick and 

could not understand how I could have service. The day before, I had asked some missionaries to open 

and close with prayer, but they were all sick and did not show up. 

(In a little book called άhn the Way Homeέ I have written some for every day or nearly so, on all my trips 

to Norway.) I had no breakfast that day nor did I eat for dinner; instead, I went to sleep and slept all 

afternoon, until we were in Bergen. Then I was hungry at 5:30 PM. 

We left again Sunday 11:00 PM on the way and came to Kristiansand 4:30 PM on Monday. When we 

came down from the boat Sigurd and Annie Berntsen grabbed our hands and gave us a hearty welcome. 
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As soon as we could get ready, we followed them to their home. Only a few relatives met us at the boat, 

but a little later many more came. We stayed at SigurdΩs that night. The next day we took the bus and 

visited at Nabben, Sagedal, Skåre, Homme, Fenstad, and Moseidmonen. Karl Homme took us to 

Kristiansand in his car. 

The 12th of August, Karl took us to Brådland and we had a home at Tobias, my brotherΩs sonΩs home. 

Also at brotherΩs daughterΩs place we were much. That was at Tobias JohnsonΩs place. We visited places 

where I had walked so much in my childhood days, both in the woods and on the mountains. On the 17th 

we attended my cousin Rebecca's funeral in the House of Prayer, were they also served lunch. At that 

place I spoke. 

It was interesting to be along and set out nets and catch that wonderful tasting trout. 

Sunday, we wanted to go to church, but it rained all day and nearly every day. We visited many places 

when it did not rain too much. On the 28th we went back to Kristiansand. Karl Homme came and took us 

in his car, and we stayed most of the time at {ƛƎǳǊŘΩǎ and AnnieΩs. 

On the 29th we had a family gathering at Homme. They were about 70 there. After a good lunch we had 

a devotional. I spoke on Psalms 78:1-8. Afterwards others gave a testimony. Ellingson, Bjarne, Mabel and 

others spoke. Ellingson is married to my niece Hansine Turine; he said in his talk that he was awakened 

by one of my sermons in the House of Prayer (Bedehus) in 1928, 20 years before that day, and he is yet 

in 1955 talking about it. 

After a day in Kristiansand we went together with Sigurd and Annie to Oslo. There we met their son, 

Finn, Sigri Foss and Fru Nora Waaler, a sister-in-law of Ebba Waaler, our night nurse. From there we went 

to Brumendal, where we visited Høiby, Bernt Gundersen's birthplace, Veldre and Ringsaker Church, one 

of the nicest places I have seen, and for the night we reached Halvarost by the Rausfiord. There lived a 

sister of Jarle Foss and her husband. They took us around many places the next day, to Grandpa Peder 

Larson's birthplace in many other places and we came back to Oslo 9:00 PM. Together with Norma 

Waaler we visited old people's homes, hospitals, Bible School and other places. The next day was 

Sunday, and we went to Sagene Church in the morning where pastor Bulien preached. He and his mother 

came and visited us in our lodging place for a long time the same afternoon. 

Monday Mabel went back to Brummendal to complete her visit with relatives and hunt for more, while I 

went to Kristiansand, visited Bjarne, and was there overnight; also visited Anton and Thomas. On 

Saturday in the morning pastor Gunderson spoke in Kristiansand, and Bishop Snemo, but now he is in 

Oslo. On Monday morning Mabel came and we visited Ravnedalen and Eig Insane Hospital. 

I was longing to take a trip to Redal, where I worked three years, so one day Karl Homme took Bjarne, 

Mabel and me by way of little island to Coxnes. There lived and died one of my cousins; a son lives there 

now, a brother of Mrs. N.J. Holm in Minneapolis. 

In Redal we did not stop anywhere, only looked at the wilderness where I herded one summer, and 

Jorvold, where I worked two years. It brought many memories and thanksgiving to God for making use of 

me in another field and had guided me wonderfully all my life now at the age of 80. 

On the way back we stopped at a place called Svennevig. There had been at the home of Clara Stendal 

from Jorvold and married there. Her only daughter was living there now with her husband and two sons. 
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She was indeed surprisedΦ  ά9Ǌ ŘŜǘ ƳƻǊǎ prest? Er det mors pǊŜǎǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ όLǎ ƛǘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇŀǎǘƻǊΚύΦ Her 

mother was always kind to me when we worked together at her old home. From there we went to 

Kristiansand. Sunday, we went to Vennesla Church, then after service we visited sistersΩ graves, and later 

made some visits in other places. 

The 14th of September we returned by bus to my old home, a good place to rest, and we were quiet 

there for some time as it was raining and blowing every day. On Sunday my brother's son, Tobias, took us 

to Vigmostad church, where Ulrik Olson was pastor, and he preached the sermon and conducted 

communion; Mabel and I took part in communion. It rained most of the day, and as we drove in an open 

buggy, I got wet and froze in the church. At the close of the service the pastor called me up to speak so I 

did not freeze anymore that day. So many memories, as I have written about before, and I said that it 

was for me a holy place. The church and the childhood home will never be forgotten. 

We did many visits these times when it did not rain. Our trip we will never forget. We walked far into the 

mountain to Digervaren, a landmark dividing three parishes, built up of stones. On the way we came to a 

big stream. The creeks were so big because of all the rain. There was a big round stone in the middle of 

the stream, so I jumped first and Mabel after. If we had lost balance, we would not have had a dry thread 

on us. We also made it to the other shore, and on the way back we also made it. Mabel learned to spin 

by brotherΩs daughter, Sophie, and I sawed and split wood. 

We had to go back to Vikeland to !ƴǘƻƴΩǎ daughter's wedding. We ran against another car, but no one 

was hurt. At the house I gave some remarks. This time we made many visits and October 3rd there was 

confirmation in Vennesla, and we had dinner in Sagedalen; one of their sons was confirmed. On Monday 

we went back to Brådland, attended services and other meetings also an old people's gathering. My old 

schoolteacher, Elias Vrålstad, spoke. Then he called on his schoolboy to speak, so I had to get up. The 

17th I conducted service in the House of prayer. The church was under reparation and could not be used. 

A busload of relatives came from Vikeland and Kristiansand to service, and we had a pleasant social 

gathering afterwards. 

On the 17th of October I again preached in the House of Prayer (Bedehus). We made many visits a longer 

time and spoke again in the schoolhouse. November 7th was my last sermon given in Vigmostad Bedehus 

and also in the Brådland schoolhouse; Mabel and Samuel Bergstøl Brådland spoke.  On the 12th of 

November I conducted funeral service for Gunder Rødland in their home. 

Farewell Norway 

The next day we had to say farewell to the old home, the mountains, and lakes and all the relatives and 

friends. Karl met us at Tryland with his car and we went to Mandal. There we visited Olaf and Gunleif 

Brodland also stopped and said goodbye to Elias Vrålstad in Einarsmonen. We came to Kristiansand after 

dark and the next day we attended to church. The next day we had a family reunion now Adolf and 

Hansine Ellingson's place at Moseidmonen. Then we stayed at {ƛƎǳǊŘΩǎ a couple of days to rest up for the 

trip. 

The 19th of November will never be forgotten. A great number of relatives met at {ƛƎǳǊŘΩǎ and !ƴƴƛŜΩǎ 

home. At 10:30 PM we said farewell to all at the home. Some did not want to release our hands and it 

was sad to part. All followed to Stavangerfjord; it was to leave at 11:00 PM, and there again we parted. 
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Sigurd and Annie stayed longer than the rest; a picture remains in my mind of when I saw them last. The 

boat did not go before almost 1:00 AM. 

Mabel enjoyed our stay in Norway and got friends everywhere. She learned to spin and many other 

things. I would never have enjoyed the visit alone nor would it have been good on the boat or on train at 

the age of over 80 years. The sea was rough. We came to Bergen in the evening and left at midnight. The 

storm continued and I never feel good on the sea. No service in the morning of the first Sunday, but Rev. 

Ole Thompson spoke in the evening, but I could not attend. On Thanksgiving Day, the 25th, Rev. 

Thompson and a layman spoke. The next day was fine. We were near the Newfoundland Banks; the sun 

was shining, and land was in sight. The next Sunday I spoke at services Luke 4:18-19. 

We landed in New York about 9:00 AM the 29th. On the way to Chicago at 2:30. The next morning we 

came to Chicago between 7:00 and 8:00 AM and left at 1:25 PM. Mabel informed to the Old Home 

(Bethesda) that we were coming to Sioux Falls about 12 in the night. When we came there Rev. and Mrs. 

Brakke were there to meet us and glad we were. We came to Bethesda Home for Aged at 2:30 AM. A 

number were up to welcome us back and Brakke took me to the foundation of the new addition and 

showed me how far they had got that time. Thus ended our Norway trip, and it was with thanks to God 

that everything had gone so well, and many prayers were heard for us. I stood the trip well because next 

to God my good companion made the trip pleasant and profitable, and we were glad to start work again. 

At Bethesda Home for Aged Again 

 

O.H. and Mabel Brodland at Bethesda 

After the Norway trip we started our work again at the old ŦƻƭƪǎΩ home December 1st, Mabel as matron 

and I as pastor for the house as before we went. As Christmas was drawing near it was very busy for us 

at once. My three services a week except when the pastor from Beresford was here every other Sunday 

afternoon, then it was only two services together with extra gatherings. On December 3rd, John M 

Johnson died, and I took part in his funeral the 7th. 




