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soldiers (and officers) ardent spirits‘and wroughﬁ such havoc among the soldiers
that the commandant at the Fort told him to "move on" with his merchandise,
Whereupon Parrant moved on and established a new stand several miles farther down
the Mississippi at a place for many years known as Pig's Eye.

At this time a few of the Pembina immigrants had fixed their abode on the
present .site of St, Paul, Parrant continued to supply the wet goods in conse-
quence of which the place was named - or called - Pig's Eye, which ugly name it
bore 'til the first newspaper man who came here —.Mf%SE;;dhue - brought about a
change, That is to say, he alone did not bring it about. To understand this it
will be necessary to know a few more historical facts. .Bishop Matthias Loras was
bishop of Dubuque since 1838, Now at that time his dioceée extended far up
beyond the present state of Iowa, as far as the northern boundary line., Minnesota
lying West of 0ld Man River;inciuding therefoie Mendota and the Fort,were subject
to his spiritual jurisdiction. The latter did not, of course, reach across the
Mississippi River., Hishop Loras visited St. Peter (or Mendota) and the Fort in
1840 and left the Rev, Lucien Galtier, the youth “with the heart of a man and
the face of a Madonna" to be pastor of Mendota, That was in 1841, Now one day
someone - told Father Galtier that across the River some men needed a priest to
polish their religion, for most of them were of his faith, So Father Galtier
got into a canoe gnd had himself paddled across to the other bank,

At that time the place known as Pig's Eye was in the Territory of Ouis-
consin as the early French maps call it, But folks who could spell better made
it Wisconsin and Pig's Eye was in Crawford County,:Wiseonéin mdﬁévthan 200 miles
from thg county seat which was in Prairie du Chien! Ecclesiastically, it was
underAtthéur{sdictienwof thelBishop of Detroit(!) in Michigan, Consequently it

was outside the proper jurisdiction of the Hshop of Dubuque. The matier had

presumably been arranged between the two prelates, Be that as it may, it is too
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late for the present historian to investigate what canonical steps were taken to
authorize an Jowa priest to ereci a miésion in the diocese of Detroit, We can
only speculate that the bishops exchanged jurisdictions with respect to border
places as they frequently do to this day,

At Pig's Eye Fathér Galtier built a chapel of logs on Bench Street near the
Wabasha Street bridge(then, of course, non-existent) and called it St. Pau;fs for
was not.the church on the other side, at Mendota, dedicated to 5t, Peter? And
were not the two Princes of the Apostles to remain united even after Death?
Bishop Loras sent Rev, Augustine Ravoux from Dubugue to establish an Indian
mission on the Minnesota River in 1841, He spent some time at Mendota and also
visited the mission of St, Paul alternately with Father Galtier, The latter left
for another mission and Father Ravoux was in charge of both places, eventually
attaching himself to St. Paul, néVer to leave it again,

In 1844 the diocese of Milwaukee was created and “St, Paul's" came within
the jurisdiction of the Bishop who felt little inclination to travel across
Wisconsin for the purpose of confirming "a few half-breeds" as long as the

Bishop of Dubuquevcould so easily go up to St, Paul's by a river boat. The
settlement slowly grew. In 1848 came M;‘};rasgéhue, a newspaperman, who wished to
start a local paper. In an irreverent state of mind he thought of calling it
"The Epistle of St. Paul"”, Some of the people were as bad as the Corinthians
and deserved an epistle from St, Paul but not such a one as Mr, Goodhue would
- print! .Two years earlier, the people of the Territory of Wisconsin applied for
recognition, They had made the St. Croix River their western boundary, When the
news reached St, Paul the people were puzzled, not knowing where they belonged;
they were no longer in the Territory of Wisconsin and there was as yet no Terri-
tory of Minnesota, and the region west of the Mississippi and Minnesota Rivers

was Iowa if anything, so that the wedge-shaped strip between the Mississippi and
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g4, Croix Rivers was, as a matter of sober fact Utopia, which means literally
No-man's-land., So there they were! Still the people did not despair, They de-
cided to create a new territory and‘call jt Minnesota, Comgress made some diffi-
culties, It was to be a real Territory, a potential empire ~ large enough for one
at all events, It was to extend westward from Lake Superior as far as the Missouri
River, without éte?ying upon the toes, or head, of Iowa., Did Congress realize
what a vast tract of country it had added to its other worries? The big poli-
ticians did not worry much for in the new Territory there were so few white men
that their votes would not cut much of a figure in a national election, The real
trouble,would come when the question of statehéod would be mooted - would it be a
free or.a slave state?

Minnesota was admitted as a Territory in 1849, What about Frogtown? Still
in the womb of Time., Just wait, Events began to crowd, The old log chapel was
there still,vmirroring jtself, if that were possible, in the river at the bottom
of the bluff, Counties wére created and the Government began to survey the pub-
lic domain, Then in the summer of 1851 arrived Bishop Cretin, the first bishop
of the diocese of St. Paul, a real Frenchman who must have felt lonesome among
the rugged Canadians, but was no doubt consoled by the presence of Father Ravoux,

Father Ravoux, in view of his Lordship's coming, had bought some property
for a Cathedral at the corner of Sixth and Wabasha Streets, The reader is pri-
vileged to harbor a doubt whether there really was a Wabasha or a Sixth Street
at the time, but that is the locality. Eventually, a fair-sized building was
erected upon a foundation of stone, all three stories to serve as a cathedral
pro tem, Bishop's: residence, priests' house, seminary and church, Most of his
earliest spiritual wards were Franch-Canadian but only for a short time. Early
in the 1850's came a number of Irish and, especially, German immigrants, many

of whom got stuck at St. Paul and set up their hearths there, By 1854 the

number was so considerable that it was necessary to hold three services on
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Sunday - one for the French, one for the Irish an& one for the Germans., FEach
group heard a sermon in its own language.

Some of the Germans remaihed in "Lowertown"; others went to that part of
Upper Town lying west of the old Capitol and reaching to Seven Corners. This
district between Wabasha on the east, Sixth on the south, Summit Avenue on the
north and Seven Corners towaid the west was known among the German settiersvts
“Béhnenviertel" (Beanville), The German women specialized in raising beans, Why
not? Every little garden, for every little house had a little garden, bristled
with beanpoles, If the reader is curious to learn why so much attention is
bestowed by the writer upon this spot or district, let him know that the writer's
cradle stood, if not among these beanpoles, at least in a small house fronting
on St, Peter Street, left side going up the hill, halfway between Tenth Street
and College Avenue, |

Yes, patient reader, that is the place where I saw the light(lamplight)one
winter's night in January (the 31lst to be exact) 1863, during the Civil War,

The exact hour was a point of contention between my parents; Mother asserting I
was born . just before midnight of January 30, Father that it was just after that
hour, Be that as it may, I was there clamouring for lunch. I took no part in

the Civil War for obvious reasons, the main one being that they had no uniform
small enough for me else I would have fought at the Battle of Gettysburg and
possibly would never have seen Frogtown,

Our .1ittle home was a frame house; the bullders were Richard Ireland(the
father of the archbishop-to-come), Tom Grace (brother of the then Bishop of St.
Paul), my father and perhaps.a plasterer. The "house" was about 12 feet long
and 10 feet wide; this was in 1861 when it was built at the time of my parents’

*; marriage. lLater an addition of the same dimensions was added, also a shed in

which the kindling was kept and where Father did his home tasks in wagon making.




There was no well or pﬁmp and Mqther got her water ‘from a sort ‘of communal pump
and well about fifty yards away "doﬁnhill empty, uphill full" she told me,

Our house was a drab color with brown trim, two rooﬁs - g front room or
"parlor" and the living room in which cooking and all else was done, I began
to study the world frém my cradle as Mother sat sewing by kerosene light,-making
uniforms for the Union soldiers. She was well-paid for this work but it was hard
work for in a day when very few had sewing machines she had none, As she sewed
Father would read the newspaper to her,

There we lived for about four years of my life, Now it so happened that my
step~grandfather had come from Philadelphia to St, Paul with his wife and her
daughter, Mary Magdalen, who became my mother, They settled in St, Paul in 1858
three weeks before Minnesbta became a State and established themselves in a
"shanty" near the old Capitol somewhere between Cedar and Wabasha Streets, Three
years later Father married their daughter and the two set up housekeeping. About
1864 the shanty fell prey to flames and my grandparents bought a house on Rondo
Street between Rice and Josette(later Cathedral Place)., The house was a two
story or rather one and a half story frame building, It was a medium sized
house with a cellar having a pump in it, Another smaller house stood next to
it.

Shortly after my grandparents moved out to Rondo Street, my father who was
a wagon-maker and cabinet-maker felt that he needed a change of occupation,

He decided to open a grocery store on Rondo Street the fact being that at this
time the street had no mercantile establishment, not even a saloon. What
Mother thought of it I cannot say, I only knew that we were going to leave

St. Peter Street and move to Rondo Street in FrSschenburg. Here we are in

Frogtown at lastl
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Here it is my duty to speculate a few minutes, For one thing the name of
Frdschenburg was certainly given by Germans just as they had named Bohnenviertel
already described, and “angst undBang", later Bunker Hill where the State Capitol
stands now, Why was "Angst und Bang" so called? That takes us back to the year
1862 or slightly before when the Indian troubles were brewing, The denizens of
Bunker Hill dreaded the Indians; whenever any Indians were seen out that way the
men would form night patrols while the rest of the family quaked in their shanties,
"De wild es einen Angst und Bang" some one said (loosely-"The savage is all fear
and énxiety? - MEH) and the phrase stuck until the Indians had all been corralled.
Not so Frlschenburg! That name was not an aspersion upon the nationality of the
people for not all were Germans; there were also Irishmen and Canadians,

That it was bestowed by a German is beyond doubt. That it was:made up by deni-
zem;tizBEhhenviertel is most likely for in the absence of street names in a wild

region there people here helped themselves even as they did in New York City
of 0ld where they had Manhattan, Harlem, Bronx and the Bowery,

The German settlers were not frog fanciers nor frog-eaters - the Canadians
may have been, The French are nicknamed Johnny Crapaud(frog) because, it was
said, they ate live frogs, Froschenburg is meant to mean a burg or borough
inhabited by frogs, jumping, trilling frogs.

The frog habitat was a swampy area from Rice Street wesiward almost to

Western Avenue, When our family settled on Rondo the swamp still extended
westward to Farrington and from Rondo to Martin Street(later Central+-MEH), A

considerable part of the area was covered with scrawny tamaracks or larches, and:

a few bushes, As the years flew on, drainage put an end to the swamp, Today

there is no trace of it,
This swamp country was the place where the frogs lived and "croaked", As

you walked on the road on a summer's day, the frogs and froglets which had come
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out of the " jungle" to bask in the noonday sun would jump off in all directions
as if they had pressing business elsewhere,

At night they were domiciled in the pools, puddles and mud, As darkness
fell they would decide to have evensong; one was the “choragus”, he started the
chant, Sad to say, de#pite years, milleniums of practice, the frog managed to grow
proficient in singing but one note as far as I could discover. He would intone a
trillaﬁoﬁ: sustaining the note and the quaver. Sometimes I would hold my breath
instinctively, waiting for him to take é breath but he would not do so, He was
followed by a neighbor and in due course of time the whole swamp was musical: big
frogs with a tenor; little frogs with a soprano voice - and they ngéééé“a long
programme consPicQous for its noise rather than its harmony. There were not as
many different notes, or keys, as frogs, for frogs of the same age and training
(1 surmise) held about the same note, At intervals a shrill voice would suddenly
stop, The owner may have been outdone by some other virtuoso and gone to wet his
whistle in aopuddié, or some homunculus may have thrown a stone at the choir.

As the frog sits stolidly hunched up on a log or stone his proportions are
inartistic and inelegant., One would not surmise that in such a lump so much
elasticity and vigor are stored up, Suddenly break in upon his philosophizing
and see him jump. Say, six feet! and he may be only six inches long, That would
be twelve times his length" Man, could you equal that even if you were a tumbler?
You are, say, six feet tall: try to jump seventy-two feet, It will always be true
'that greatness must not be measured by inches of stature but by magnitude of
achievement, The frog is certainly an achiever!

Some of the lads in my day used to go out "frogging": kill them with sticks
or stones, then cut off their hind legs, skin them and sell them to hotels "down-
town". It required many a frog to make a mouthful, The meat was white, almost

transparent, and toothsome., I ate some and found them delicious but I was too

uppish to catch frogs and murder them just for the sake of their legs! Then there

Ly
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were toads, the bufo palustiris vulgaris, the color of charred wood, warty, hideous,
They were bad customers; if one of them hopped acfoss the road in front of you
something was bound to happen to you for sure and often something did happen, If
they sprinkled a certain fluid upon your hands you got warts, So we avoided toads
and got warts nevertheless. To us dwellers in Frogtown, the frogs were not by any
means an annoyance. They did not, as a rule, come into our houses to keep us
company though some of them‘would come into our gardens in search, I presume, of
the insects that preyed upon it.

A word about the geology of Frogtown, St. Paul has a rock bottom over which
is spread a good deal of black soil which accounts for the small marshes and lakes
Within the limits of the city. Every duck pond was solemnly dubbed a "Lake", They
are all gone now, such as Lake Lafond where the church of St. Agnes now stands;

- Larpenteur's Lake near what is now Dale Street, The latter lay in a bowl and was

fed, by the rains so that it flourished for a pretty long time, while Lake Lafond
had flat shores, was shallow and passed out when drainage was begun.
You will have observed that both these "sheets" of water bore French names,

They were, in fact, named for French-Canadian pioneers of Minnesota and St. Paul,

At the northern extremity of Ramsey County are Lake Gervais (pronounced Jarvis)

and Lake Vadnais(pronounced Vadnis) also named for French-Canadian pioneers.

But it is time for me to resuse my account of Frogtown.
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In which will be found an authentic reconstruction of Frogtown or Frgschenburg

In vain will the feader search the maps or plats of Ramsey County for the
bailiwick once unofficially known to a group of German settlers there, The
various additions to the city by speculators bore the names of these gentlemen; no
alderman ever ventured to pin the name of Frogtown to our sector of the Metropolis
of Minnesota, And so the name vanished but the place is still there,

Coming up Ri?eVStreet you reach a point where Iglehart and Carroll Streets k{/
meet, There, on é’rising ground, stood the Chateau Rondo, belonging to old Joe
Rondo, an early settler who had come from Montreal to Pembina to St, Paul before
there was a St, Paul, He was a stocky, sturdy Canadian with an Indian wife and
half a dogen of sturdy children,, boys and girls. In 1868 I ueed to think his
house was: very large: it was s@uare with a hip roof. Two stories high, brick,
as plain as might be, There were no fencés to keep out dogs or cattle, not an
attempt at begutifying the surroundings, not even a tree, By avocation, Mr,

Rondo (I surmise the name was Rondeau but the Americans planed it down to Rondo)
Was a teamster and so was his eldest son., In his leisure hours he devoted himself
to bibulosity, studying the contents of a keg of whiskey, Yet I eannot say he was

ever drunk in the sense of challenging the law. He was of the Prisca gens mor=-

talium who had the enviable faculty of identifying himself with oodles of ardent
spirit without abandoning rectitude of gait, In fact, when he had meore than was
advisable he would remain in his "chateau" and vent his hilarity upon his wife

and children with a "blacksnake” which was a vicious whip of black leather used

to correct stubborn mules,
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Joe Rondo might have been a capitalist, There was a time when he owned a
goodly portion of the upper part of the city but traded it off for a few dollars
and a keg of whiskey, then moved to where I found him while the other Canadians
like the Bazilles, Larpenteuré, Michauds, Gervaises etc. became fairly wealthy,
But they are outside of my picture. I shall dismiss Joe Rondo in a minute,
Suffice it to say that the city fathers saw fit to bestow his name upon our
street, St, Paul grew beyond his dreams and he seems to have suffered from
ennui and could not fit himself into such Phlegmatic society. So he s0ld out and
moved to Crookston, Minnesota where he died at the‘age of eighty or so about 1884,
(See Minnesota Biographies in the Minnesota Historical Collection,) .

The block on which, I believe, Mr, Rondo was the first settler was and

still is a very abnormal one somewhat of this shape:

N é RO‘A(‘DO —
Ed-w 8 &
s S T CARRSIL

It was at the upper end bounded bounded by Rondo St., on the east by Rice %
St, which here takes a turn due north, on the south by Carroll Avenue and on the
West by‘Josette St.. It was two ordinary blocks in length along Rondo and some-
what thééér along Carroll, The other streets in Frogtown were Ravoux, a mere
stump of a street that stopped at our doorstep, Josetﬁefn Léﬁis Street, Nina and
Farrington Avenues and Western Avenue, The East-West streets were Carrqll, Rondo,
St. Anthony and Martin(Central), . Just when these streets were named I dé not
know but it was before 1874 when I was living there and cognizant of such things.
(The area is now taken by the freeway and the Vocational School,and Ravoux now
runs east and west instead of north and south - MEH)

And now I am confronted'with the magnum opus of telling who dwelt in Frog-
town, First of all I will say what could not be found in Frogtown: there was
no church, no school, no store, no saloon, no theater, ho library, no photo-

gallery, no engine house, no police station.....from which you may gather it
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was a very peaceful community and a nice place to live. But the streets were not
paved and were neither straight nér ievei. The street signs were nailed to the
fence cornerstthere was no sewerage, no waterworks, no street lights except a
kerosene lamp on a pole at the corner of Rice and Rondo, no electric light, no
streetcars, no drinking‘fountains, no billboards, no parade ever passed through
the streets = if you count out~funerals - not a single house was built of brick
or stone until you got out to Larpenteur's baronial (I thought) mansion of stone, kﬁf//
Yes, there was one brick house - Joe Rondo's, I do_not recall seeing a log:
building though the shanties were worse in many respects,

What then did Progtown have in those days? It just consisted of little
houses or. shanties, The former were usually one story, generally facing with
the gable to the street from which they stood only a few feel distant so that
one could step readily from the door into the street, The shanties were plain

board structures, the boards set vertically. Some roofs were shingled, others

covered with boards., Most of the shanties were one room affairs with a shed
or "lean-to" serving As a kitchen and woodshed,

Joe Rondo, &s I have said, lived near the corner of Rice and Carroll.
Streets, A few steps nearer to Rice was the home of Mr. Schwab, a German
Lutheran; next to him was the 1little frame house, painted white, of Mr, Shortall,
an Irishman whose son fell to his death while plastering in the new Assumption
Church., On the corner of Rice and Rondo stood the house of Petex Hauperé, Ger=

" man.Catholic, a one and a half story house, well-built and also painted, Mr,
Haupers was by trade a disciple of Vulcan and worked in a blacksmith shop down-
town for George Mitsch who had a wagon and smith shop near the present Post
Office (01d Fed.Courts Bldg.-MEH)in the triangle formed by St, Peter, Washing=
ton and Sixth Streets, He was a tall, vigorous man who wasted few words but

saved his energies to meke the anvil ring, A man of most regular habits, you
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might have set your clock by him, His wife was not so tall, a typical "hausfrau®
who cooked, washed and mended for her family and though always cheerful was not
accustomed to air her thoughts in house to house gossip, When I last saw;ﬁigtand
Mrs, Haupers they attended a banquet commemorating the 75th anniversary of Assump-
tion Church, their parish chur?h, in 1931. They had paid fifty cents each for the
privilege of taking part in the banquet which was held in the Hotel St. Francis,
corner of.Seventh-and Wabasha, Mr, Haupers must then have been in his nineties,

I sat not.far from them on the other side of the festive board. I only wish to

say that he certainly took his money's worth out of that feed! And he was en-
titled to it!

.When the automobile came in and there were neither wagons nor buggies nor
horses to shoe, Mr., Mitsch's business faded away and Mr. Haupers went into the
blacksmithing business on his‘own “hook"., He kept on kammering and weldipg until
the bottom fell out of that business, too. For several years prior to his death

(19337) he still went to Minneapolis by streetcar everyday to work in a foundry

of some kind, Rice Street must have felt dreary when he passed away!

Next, to the Haupers lived Mr, Venne and his tribe in a shanty with morning
glories decorating the entrance and windows, I used to think morning glories were
queer flowers because they curled themselves.and siept from sundown to sunrise,
When they awoke they got no breakfast and yet lifted their trumpets .and blew quiet
concerts only the eye could hear! The Venne family had emigrated from Germany,

- from Westphalia, Mr, Venne was a tall, raw-boned bewhiskered man with a strong
arm and a soft heart, the kind of heart designed for so small a woman as his
patient, industrious helpmeet., We associated with them on the best of terms,

Inasmuch as my folks were not from Westphalia -~ my father was from the western

bank of th Rhine and my mother from Bavaria and we spoke a shade of High‘German























































