
  

 
From the President 

 
 The main thrust of the charitable  

challenge is winding down and as the saying goes, 
“there is good news and bad news.“  The good 
news is the friends of the Phelps County Museum 

have come through to help us raise enough money 
to achieve four out of five of our priorities.  Those four are: 

1.  Replace the heating and cooling system in the original building. 

2.  Add concrete to the parking lot area and add a new sign. 

3.  Enlarge the genealogy library.   

4.  Replace the old sound system in the conference room. 

 The bad news is we didn’t raise enough money to refurbish the 
front of the Museum. 

 The board of directors is very excited to be able to finalize 

plans for the four priorities. Some of the plans will be implemented 
almost immediately while others will require more time to get bids 
and have design plans drawn up. The final figures aren’t in, and of 

course we are always happy to receive additional gifts, donations,  
bequests, and other financial help. Operating a museum as extensive 
as ours requires continual refurbishing and upgrading. We can’t thank 

those of you enough who have given us the support to under take 
these projects. 

2/2008 

PHELPS COUNTY  
HISTORICAL SOCIETY 
BOARD OF DIRECTORS 
Bob Butz, President 
Eileen Schrock, Vice President 
Joan Burbach, Secretary 
Dick Anderson 
Leland Anderson 
Ben Boell 
Warner Carlson 
John Ivey 
Larry Lindstrom 
Nancy Morse 
John Thorburn 
Bob Vandell 

STAFF 
Dan VanDyke,  
 Executive Director 
Cheryl Mill, Office Manager &
 Records and Research 
Keith Weaver,  Maintenance  
 Supt. 
Sandra Slater, Genealogy  
 Librarian 
Patti Simpson, Stereoscope  
 Editor 

FALL AND WINTER HOURS 
Monday - Friday,  9 to 4 p.m. 
Saturday - Sunday,  1 to 4 p.m. 

PHONE 
308-995-5015 

WEB PAGE 
www.nebraskaprairie.org 

REMINDER 
The PCHS Quarterly  
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John Thorburn  

will present the program: 
“The Changing Face of  
Downtown Holdrege” 
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 Executive  
Director’s  
Message 
 
 T h i s  y e a r  t h e  

Holdrege community will 
celebrate the 125th birthday 
of a town that started with 

aspirations of becoming the 
county seat in October of 1883. So confident were 
the residents of Holdrege of the county seat  

election results that they purchased a block of 
ground to build a court house and lay a corner-
stone. The election results favored Holdrege, but 

the residents of Phelps Center contested the  
election results. As was the case in many disputed 
county seat elections of the day some residents of 

Holdrege went to Phelps Center and removed the 
official records, returned them to Holdrege and 
kept them in a safe place until county officials 

could arrive. Then on a wintry day in December of 
1883 the Chicago, Burlington, and Quincy Railroad 
Company established a new railroad destination 

point in Nebraska. The destination point was  
Holdrege. So, on January 1, 1885 the county officials 
arrived in Holdrege to certify Holdrege, Nebraska 

as the new county seat. 

 The Nebraska Prairie Museum and the  
Genealogy Library has a lot of good history for  

research and reading for pleasure. One popular 
book in the Prairie Store Gift Shop is Happy As A 
Big Sunflower, Adventures in the West 1876 – 1880 

by Rolf Johnson.   

 Take a time out and visit the museum  
during the 125th celebration year. 

N E I G H B O R H O O D   
G R O C E R Y  S T O R E S  

 

T E S T  Y O U R  M E M O R Y 
 

Question – Who owned the grocery store 
or what was the name of the store at: 

1.  521 Sherman Street 

2.  130 W. 4th Avenue 

3.  610 7th Avenue 

4.  806 11th Avenue 

5.  11th and East Avenue 

6.  221 6th Avenue 

7.  320 6th Avenue 

8.  623 West Avenue 

9.  1013 4th Avenue 

10.  4th and Burlington 

11.  411 7th Avenue 

12.  1114 6th Avenue 

13.  on the east side of alley east  

       of the Pizza Hut on 4th Ave. 

14. corner of Logan and 4th Ave. 

(Find the answers elsewhere  

in this issue of the Stereoscope) 
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Thank to Volunteers 

 The museum has looked very festive over the 
holidays and we thank Eileen Schrock, Janet Erickson, 
Phyllis Vandell, and Janice Carlson for decorating.  

Everywhere visitors looked, old ornaments, decorations and Christmas center-
pieces were on display. It is hard to imagine just how much is used until one looks 
on the shelves at the many boxes stored until another holiday season. 

 Sherry McClymont gets thanks from the board for the creative appropriate 
signs that have been made for the new businesses on the square.  They give each 
place a finishing touch, and help identify each one. 

News From The Library 
 
Harry Stuart  
Plays An Important Role As  
A Library Volunteer 

by Sandra Slater 
 The Don O. 

Lindgren Library 
serves many purposes 
for the staff and visi-

tors who come to visit. 

 One of our 
most important tools 

is getting as many of 
the books and other 
records in a computer 

databases so that a 
name or item can be 

called up and located. 

 Harry Stuart has worked several years cre-

ating indexes for the library and records room.  He 
has created master indexes for all our obituaries, 
weddings and special people books. These particu-

lar books are used several times a week.  Harry has 
also created a database for many business ledgers, 
church records and court records housed in the re-

cords room.  Every book that is indexed creates op-
portunities in locating information we have to 
spend hours to find.   Harry not only works at the 

library but also is creating data bases on his home 
computer. This information then added to the li-
brary computer. 

 The library alone has over 4,800 books and 
there are thousands of records in the record room so 
this volunteer job will probably never get completed.  
As I tell all our volunteers, every project that is done 
makes the library more user friendly and will be used 
for many generations. 

 Thank you Harry Stuart for the thousands of 
hours you have donated to Nebraska Prairie Museum 
library. 

Harry Stuart - Library Volunteer 
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Above - Window from inside.  

Below - Tractor in place ready to begin 

taking the window out. 

Transfer of the stained glass window  
from the Congregational Church  

in Bertrand to the Nebraska Prairie Museum  
on October 24, 2007 

Below - Arrival of stained glass window at the Museum. 

Right - Loading the window 
on the trailer. 

 
Left - The helpers in moving the  
window: 
 
Ralph Stehl, Leland Anderson,  
Dean Dahlke, Keith Weaver,  
Josh Evans, Jay Johnson and  
Dan VanDyke 



5 

In Memory of Keith Claar  

 Keith Claar was 
fascinated with Indian 
artifacts and his collection 

shows it. Before Keith 
passed away on August 29, 2007 he donated his 
collection of arrow points, scrapers, spear points, 

knives, awls, pipes and clay pots to the Nebraska 
Prairie Museum.  

 We are pleased Keith thought enough of the 

Museum to donate his life-long collection to us. 
Please stop by and see his amazing collection.   

Great Blizzard of 1888 Furnished 
Thrilling Experiences Both For  
Parents and Children 

By Sandra Slater 

  An early incident of pioneer history will 
show the present generation something of the  
conditions under which school sere started in that 

period, and will also show the great contrast with 
the educational facilities not existing. 

  The first few families north of Bertrand,  

Nebraska felt they should have a school for their 
children so one was started. The only “building” 
available was a dugout five miles north of Bertrand.  

This dugout was on the land directly across the 
road west of Paul Lavene farm. Three families---
those of H. O. Morine, Frank Bower, and another 

name Nylander----furnished the children for this 
humble school beginning. 

  One morning Mr. Moline started to take the 

children to school and on the way stopped for the 
Nylander children. He was using a sled, as it was in 

the winter and snow was on the ground. While he 
was stopped at the Nylander home, a younger child 

of this family, about three years old, who had often 
wanted to go along to school with the other chil-
dren went unobserved to the sled and crawled in 

under the blankets. For some reason his  
presence was not discovered until they were on 
their way or until they had arrived at the school 

house. A storm was beginning that morning and by 
the time the party reached there it was rapidly  
developing into blizzard. 

 Mr. Morine saw that he could not make it 
home and his only alternative was to remain there 
for the day.  But there was no shelter of any kind for 

the team. As the animals were only ponies it was 
decided to take them into the school room.  
Remember this was only a dugout. There were two 

or three steps to the descent, and the ponies proba-
bly did not abject seriously to going to school when 
such a storm was raging outside. So the school 

room became a stable as well, and the ponies, the 
regular pupils. The little stowaway, together with 
the teacher and Mr. Morine, occupied the shelter 

until the falling day. 
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N E I G H B O R H O O D   
G R O C E R Y  S T O R E S  

 

T E S T  Y O U R  M E M O R Y 
A N S W E R S 

 

 ____ East Side Grocery – In business in the early 

to late thirties. We are thinking that the 
grocery is the same one listed at 1114 6th 
Ave., as the house on the corner has always 

been a residence. Was run by Cliff  
Nelson's mother. 

 ____ DLD Grocery – E. H. Timme purchased it 
from Mrs. Ida Nelson in 1940. 

 ____ Stop & Shop – At one time owned by M.R. 
Johnson and known as Keystone Grocery 
under his management. Was later run by 

Clifford and Inez Anderson. 

 ____ The building is still there, is a residence 

now. Does anyone know the name it went 
by? The store was run by C.R. During who 
spent many years in a wheelchair and who 

retired in '38 for health concerns. In 1933 he 
said that he had been in the grocery business 
for over 30 years, in "several different  

locations." 

 ____ This was the Bungalow Grocery run by the 

Simpsons. When closed it was the VFW 
building. Paige Lindgren bought it in 1961, 
reopened it as Paige's Bungalow and  

expanded and remodeled it in 1969. Dennis 
Remington and G.E. "Bud" Derr bought it in 
1976. 

 ____ Ideal Grocery – Owned by C.W. Johnson in 
1924. Known also as Oscar Ahlstrom  

Grocery (1931) and Petersons Ideal Grocery. 

 ____ J and R Grocery – purchased by Paige 

Lindgren from Ruth Johnson and renamed  
Paige's Superette. 

 

 ____ Keystone Grocery – Listed in the Holdrege 
Directory in 1924. See 3 above.   

 ____ Hellers East Side Market – renamed Hellers 
IGA by owner. In 1946 purchased by  V. M. 

Armstrong and the business became  
Armstrong IGA. 

 ____ Atkinson Bros. Grocery – Opened in 1946 in 
newly remodeled building. 

 ____ In 1922 this was known as the Economy 
Grocery, owned by C.L. Lindwall.  In 1933 it 
was owned by Tull and then was  

Winquest's West Side Grocery in the  1940s. 
Later, a beauty shop occupied the building 
for many years. 

 ____ Arnolds Grocery See note on number 1. 

 ____ This was known as Maddox Grocery and 
was bought out by Maxfeldts. 

 ____ This is Priscillas. Her house had food staples 
for sale. 

 

 MYSTERY GROCERY STORE There is ref-

erence to Draper Grocery in one of the county di-
rectories. Can anyone help with any information 
about this business? 

 Evie Abramson supplied the initial list of 
stores, and he and Bob Anderson added details that 

they remembered. The additional information was 
found in the research library, with assistance from 
their helpful staff. If anyone has more information 

about any of these businesses, the research library  
personnel would appreciate hearing from you. They 
are on site on Tuesday and Thursday afternoons, 

and can be reached at 995-5015. 
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A Fourth and Final Letter from  
ULRICH SCHLOSSMACHER  
on his narration of his POW Experience at 

Camp Atlanta 

Note from Nancy Morse: 
Ulrich Schlossmacher worked on 

my parent's farm for several 

months following his arrival at 

Camp Atlanta. He developed a 

strong friendship with my  

parents, Forrest and Violet  

Morrison. After his return to 

Europe, first to a POW camp in 

England and then to his home 

area in what used to be East Germany, he lost touch with my 

parents. The East German Government did not encourage 

contact between its citizens and Americans. Ulrich contacted 

me in November 2000 and he and his daughter, Kerstin,  

visited us in September 2001. We developed a strong friend-

ship and I have since visited them 4 times in Germany.  

FOURTH PART OF MY REPORT  

From my diary, started on 3-26-1946 at  

TIVERTON, Devon, POW Camp 92: 

 

AS A POW IN GREAT BRITAIN AND FINAL 

RETURN TO GERMANY 

 From Liverpool-Riverside we German 

POWs were carried, guarded by barret-wearing 
BORs (i.e. BritishOther Ranks, corresponding with 
your GIs) to Moreton-in-Marsh. After a three miles 

march we arrived at POW-camp Bourton-on-the-
Hill with our well filled saylors' bags, their  
contents profoundly ransacked by British  

personnel, pretty soon. Exactly then our illusions of 
a fast return to Germany have completely been  
destroyed. 

 Exactly one week later fifty of us were put 

on a railway train again which took us to 92. POW 
Camp Tiverton, Devon, in the South West of  

England, not very far from the Channel coast, near 
the bigger town Exeter. Imbedding in a lovely 
landscape we had a much better impression of the 

camp on the banks of the river Exe than of  
Moreton-in-Marsh. A couple of days later 23 of us 
were carried by lorry ("truck" with you) to the 

branch-camp Crediton. Without any British Guard 
we lived in the rooms of an English landlord's 
house. Soon we highschool scholars renewed our 

contacts. Among us there were Hessians from near 
Frankfurt on Main, Swabians from Stuttgart or 
people from the middle of Germany like me, their 

families inhabitants of the different zones of  
occupation, the US, British, French, Soviet by now. 
The first POWs who had arrived at hostel  

Crediton had made very useful contacts to British 
civilians. One of them had borrowed his Contax-
camera to a professional photographer among us. A 

group of nuns had lent their record-player with the 
complete set of Beethoven's symphonies to us this 
providing us with cultural events on Sunday after-

noon. 

 My first employer's been the ginger haired 

Miss Edith Barnes at the near Colebrooke. Her 
house's been above 
the road hidden be-

tween big bushes. 
Opposite to her house 
she owned a big 

fenced in meadow 
deeper than the road. 
She wished me to 

turn a part of the 
meadow nearest to 
the road into a  

garden. After the big 
i n t e r r u p t i o n  o f  

Ulrich Schlossmacher 
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corporal labor between October 1945 in the USA 
and the now beginning April 1946 it's been a hard 

job to dig out the thick sods of grass and to pile 
them on a heap for later rotting. When Miss  
Barnes served me hot tea with milk as usual in 

Great Britain at noon she surely had a glance at my 
poor meal I'd brought along from the camp. Hence 
she served me a hot meal besides the tea, mostly 

scrambled duck eggs, vegetable out of green leaves, 
maybe spinach and boiled potatoes. I had to  
presume duck eggs for I could listen to the ducks' 

cackling behind the bushes but no sounds of  
chickens. 

 On 5-21-1947 the first letter from my folks 
dropped in since I've been captured in January 
1945. These days a letter from Forrest Morrison 

came in. It told me of the first teeth of his daughter 
Nancy May, her first steps and the results of 
Forrest's agricultural endeavors. 

 Here plenty of rain in May and the first half 
of June. My job with Miss Barnes came to an end. 

Because of the rain? We never had much of conver-
sation except on her wishes regarding her garden. I 
never saw her smile. Commonly she showed a 

closed up face. For farewell she presented me with 
a tobacco pipe. I took it as a sign of agreement 
with my job. 

 On 6-17-46 the lorry carried me to the 
Moor-Farm, owned by Mr. Glanville at Crediton. 

Maybe one of his ancestors named Gran (de) ville 
came with "William the Conquerer" to England 
(Battle of Hastings 1066). Like many French males 

he's been entirely black-haired, his freshly shaved 
cheeks showed a blue-black color. I started my job 
with him by hoeing marigold on a small field 30 by 

30 yards, surrounded by hedges, typical for  
Devonshire and Somerset, which make their  
landscape so picturesque. 

 On Sunday 6-30-46 I've been sitting up to 

11:30 p.m. near the radio in order to listen to a  
report dealing with the first bump of an A-bomb on 

the Japs for a soon ending of WW2. Sorry, the 
transmission suffered from a bad quality. 

 My agricultural labor followed the rules of 
nature, if weather allowed we tried to get the hay 
dry. If we were lucky enough the farmer, his  

Britishhelper Charles and me piled the hay on big 
cylindricheaps with our forks, their diameter the 
length of two adults as well as their height. The 

finish was done by a thatcher who created a conical 
roof out of cane in order to prevent the hay from 
being spoilt by rain, certainly not rare in England. 

Later in the summer the same procedure followed 
with barley and wheat. For necessary transports 
there only was a heavy wooden cart with two 

wheels trailed by a similar heavy heavy cold blood 
horse. Because of the tiny fields no trucks were 
necessary. 

 At the break at noon I was offered a seat on 
the terrace of the farmhouse, two steps above the 

lawn. Before my eyes the fenced in meadows raised 
to a small forest. If sunlit, a nice impression. Then 
there've been three or four beehives on the lawn 

belonging to "Uncle Bee", called by the farmer's ten 
or eleven years old daughter. "Uncle Bee", a  
town-man, mostly dropped in on Saturday  

afternoons for work on his bees. In this bucolic 
place I was served a big pot of tea with milk, and by 
the open windeow of Mr. Glanville's living room I 

could listen to the then actual radio music. I  
remember the then "in" "No doubt, she favors me" 
from "My Fair Lady" by a smooth male voice. 

 One day Mr. Glanville came down the hill 
horseback on his daughter's three feet high pony, 

"Topsy", he the tall man, not using the stirrups, his 
long legs in rubber boots hanging aside of the 
horse. This picture still reminds me of SANCHO 

PANSA, the servant of the Spanish knight DON 
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QUICHOTE from La Mancha (by Cervantes). Mr. 
Glanville had returned from watching a fox or  

steeple chase uphill. 

 Later in the year potatoes and turnips had 

to be harvested with unfortunately plenty of rain. 
The gluey heavy soil stuck to the fruits quite  
different from the lighter soil of Nebraska or back 

at Germany. The hot showers at Hostel Crediton 
have been a treat after rainy days. 

 Later in the year at noon break I was invited 
to share a hot meal with the farmer's family in Mrs. 
Glanville's kitchen. There were cold slices of a 

previously boiled ham, served with an Indian bottle 
sauce and boiled potatoes, tea and a cooky. In the 
evenings near sunset I could watch some of the 

farmer's poultry roosting in the then leafless elm 
trees that surrounded his orchard, before I went 
down the road where I had to meet the lorry  

picking me up for the camp. Reading one of Roald 
Dahl's short stories nowadays about drunk  
pheasants roosting in trees, falling down, being 

picked up and carryed away in prams, getting sober 
again and flying away near a filling station, I'm  
reminded of Mr. Glanville's peacefully roosting 

chickens. 

 On 8-18-46 I wrote a congratulation to 

Richard Morrison's birthday. About this time I 
made a clothbrush out of the tailhairs of Mr.  
Glanville's horses for which I'd begged him! 

 9-12-46 in the Radio News: "The British 
Government intends to return up to 15,000 German 

POWs to their homeland." When will come true 
the words of Mr. Byrnes, US Secretary of State for 
foreign affairs: "There will be no iron curtain which 

the common feelings of mankind can't penetrate!" 
On 9-24-46 an elderly English couple payed a visit 
to the Glanvilles. They shook hands with me and 

obviously delighted told me of their son, a member 
of BOR (British forces Of river Rhine) now  

stationed at CELLE, a small town near  
HANNOVER where he has made friends with 

some Germans. On late 9-26-46 the hostel  
Crediton was closed down and part of us returned 
to the main camp Tiverton. Now I had to absolve a 

one and a half hours ride daily on the lorry with 
the big O.H.M.S. (On His Majesty's Service) 
painted on its sides, for further harvesting with the 

Glanvilles. Noe threshing of wheat and a mixture 
of barley and oats was in. I felt a kind of  
satisfaction when I succeeded carrying some two 

hundredweight bags on my shoulder upstairs to 
the upper story of the farmer's barn. The days grew 
colder and colder. 

 Some time ago I was offered a nice small 
slide-rule, made in USA brought along by a fellow 

prisoner from over there. He had payed one dollar 
for it in the US camp's Post-Exchange and he 
asked me for one English pound, the then rate of 

exchange. 

 A hard blow: "A man's desire is his divine 

realm," we say in a German proverb. 

 Before Christmas 1946 we were allowed to 

leave the camp at fixed times for strolling around 
in the small town Tiverton and its surroundings. 
Meantime I got the aquaintance of Miss Eunice 

Heirson, a courageous unmarried lady, born in 
1900 like Queen Mum. She, 21 years older than me, 
had lost her boyfriend in WW1. She worked with a 

nursery near our camp. One day she invited me to 
have a look at the nursery. I remember how 
amused I had been by watching a sweet little baby, 

a mixture of Black and White. In the following 
time she arranged us to join the "Workers'  
Educational Association", then dealing with the 

music of famous composers. On our common 
strolls we had severe debates on all current affairs. 
Once she took me by bus to the near bigger Exeter 

where we attended a service at the cathedral. I  
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didn't expect a service like in a Catholic French 
Cathedral as Notre Dame at Paris, at Orleans or at 

Reims. I didn't realize up to then that the Anglican 
Church has only been the result of a separation 
from the Roman rule by King Henry VIII in the 

16th century. 

 Mrs. Henson and I've had a lively  

correspondence up to 1990. My family including 
me had a lot of benefits by her. After the re-union 
of Germany my wife, my daughter and I started in 

1991 an excursion to England with our new  
Volkswagen (after three cars TRABANT of the  
former GDR) by crossing the North Sea on a ferry 

from Vlissiorgen (NL) to Sheerness (GB). We 
payed a visit to the famous cathedral at Canterbury 
and to the rocks at Stonehenge on our ride to 

Tiverton. Here no trace of a former POW Camp. 
But we've found Mrs. Henson in her house lying on 
her bed. Sorry, she didn't recognise me at all, aged 

90 by then she must have lost all  
remembrance of me. When we entered our car 
again for leave Mrs. Henson waved a good-bye  

behind the curtains of her window, last sign of her. 

 Now back to my life as a POW. On 1-29-47 

the German camp leader took me to the Royal 
Quartermaster's office outside of the barbed wire. 
Here I took over the duties of a repatriated German 

POW. Since I belonged to a late group of people to 
be repatriated I've got the chance to work with the 
RQM up to the last day of my prisonship. These 

days England had a strong winter with lots of cold 
and snow. On radio we listened to the reports by 
German stations on the cruel winter 1946/7 back 

home. I got feverish by "flu" and therefore contacts 
to our German physician, Dr. Philipp 
"Lachenicht" (translated "don't laugh"), ranked a 

captain. With him I later had a lot of sportive  
contacts. We liked to move at the self made  
horizontal bar in our sport-grounds. 

 Now to my jobs in Cpt RQM Reginald  
Atkinson's office. He's been a quickly moving  

Yorkshire-man, whistling or humming the then 
popular tango "I hold you in my arms..." whenever 
he entered the office. I had to type all his  

correspondence e.g. with the Ministry of Fuel who 
had to pay for the coal used by the whole camp, the 
weekly bill of fare for the BORs,to translate and 

type the list of personal belongings of the POWs 
being repatriated, weekly lists of payment for the 
POWs occupied in the camp's own bakery, 

kitchen, joiner's, tailor's and shoemaker's shops. 
The Cpt. and his RQM-Sergeant called me "Fritz". 
They refused to speak my German name. I'd to call 

them "Sir", of course. 

 We had an exceptional marvellous summer 

1947 with lots of swimming in the near river Exe, 
contests and water-polo by invitations of the  
Tiverton Swimming Club in their pool. 

 After another Christmas (1947) with many 
remarkable contacts to British people my turn for 

repatriation had come. On 4-30-1948, a sunny 
morning, I arrived at home in the Soviet zone of  
occupation, glad to see my parents and my brother 

again, grown older and obviously very slim by  
previous years of starvation. 

 Finally I owe many thanks to the readers of 
the STEREOSCOPE as well as to the Board of 
NPM, to my friend Mrs. Nancy Morse who  

transmitted my handwritten narrative into a useful 
scripture. Thanks too to Mr. Thomas E. Nagele, 
New York, who encouraged me to go on by his  

letter to the Board (see Stereoscope 4, 2007). Good 
luck to you all! Have a peaceful time soon! 
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Phelps County  
Historical Society 
Memorials 

Oct. 15, 2007 ~ Dec. 31, 2007 

IMO Chandler Olson 

Mr. & Mrs. John Abraham-
son 

Harry Dahlstrom 

Virginia Lindstrom 

Douglas McNiel 

IMO Rodney R. Johnson 

Harry Dahlstrom 

Lucille Erickson 

Mr. & Mrs. Wilbur Black 

IMO Lee Charleston 

Holdrege High School Class 

of 1947 

IMO Bill and Marge Rich-

ards 

Mr. & Mrs. Moe Miliken 

IMO Lillian Gustafson 

Mr. & Mrs. Jim Ostgren 

IMO Lyle Johnston 

Mr. & Mrs. Jim Ostgren 

IMO Sonja Peterson 

Mr. & Mrs. William John-
son 

IMO Lorena Smith 

Mr. & Mrs. Vernon Nelson 

Mr. & Mrs. Bernie Shefstad 

Mr. & Mrs. Michael Brayton 

Mr. & Mrs. Robert Williams 

Mr. & Mrs. Elden Pouk 

Mr. & Mrs. Carroll Pouk 

Mr. & Mrs. Keith Heniz 

Mr. & Mrs. Danny O’Connell 

Shirley Nyberg 

Nancy Morse 

Faye Wilcox 

Doris M. Thorell 

Ruth Meadows 

Paul Nylander 

IMO Marva Teter 

Joan Burbach 

IMO Ruth King 

Joan Burbach 

Mr. & Mrs. William Johnson 
& Sharon 

Dr. & Mrs. Robert Anderson 

Harry Dahlstrom 

Jane Dahlstrom-Quinn 

Mr. & Mrs. Keith Nelson 

IMO Doris Sweeney 

Mr. & Mrs. William Johnson 

Mr. & Mrs. Sam Stroup 

IMO Joy Lindstrom 

Zoe Darner 

Mr. & Mrs. Harold Graf 

Mr. & Mrs. Ross Winz 

Harry Dahlstrom 

Mrs. Gail Clay 

Mr. & Mrs. Bruce Anderson 

Mr. & Mrs. Tom Munn 

Mr. & Mrs. Jim Brown 

Rex A. Woollen 

Mr. & Mrs. Jim Rutt 

Mr. & Mrs. Larry Mattson 

Mr. & Mrs. Glenn Lindstrom 

Mr. & Mrs. Bill Perry 

Dr. & Mrs. Wallace Simpson 

IMO Donald Lanham 

Mr. & Mrs. Keith Nelson 

Mr. & Mrs. Bill Perry 

Virginia Lindstrom 

IMO Merle Freeman 

Virginia Lindstrom 

IMO William M. Wilson 

Mr. & Mrs. Robert Wilson 

IMO Mike Lane 

Mr. & Mrs. Warner Carlson 

 

 

Phelps County  
Historical Society 
Honorariums 

Oct. 15, 2007 ~ Dec. 31, 2007 

IHO The Robert McCormick 

Family by  

Tom and Linda Schwarz 

IHO Joanne Carlson by  

Brad and Beth Carlson  

Warner and Janice Carlson 

IHO Wayne Carlson and John 

Carlson by  

Warner and Janice Carlson 

IHO Marvin and Carolyn 

Klassen by  

Warner and Janice Carlson 
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P.O. BOX 164 
HOLDREGE, NEBRASKA 68949 
 

The New OLD Fire Station 

 The Town Square has another addition-a fire station 
which surrounds the old fire truck. 

    The first step to building this structure was to put the 
truck at an angle, so it looks like it is leaving the station.  
Leland, Keith, Warner, Marv, Bill and Dan were all involved 

in the move, which included blowing up tires and using 
heavy jacks. 

 Ray and Ruth Nelson had offered siding and windows 
for the project, so Warner and Bill "raided" their storage 
building for much of the material that has been used to  

construct the station. 

 After these 

preliminaries the  
actual structure began 
to take shape, and it 

features a balcony 
with brass pole and a 

bell tower.  Fire Chief Jim Wagner has donated a fire plug, and has 

fashioned the brass pole and the bell for the cupola made for it. 

     So through the efforts of many, the Town Square now has  

another facility to complement the other businesses in the square. 


