How Mom Raised 4 Youngsters and an Infant Largely Alone
By
Loren G. Flaugh
Dad, Bernard G. Flaugh. migrated from the Hartington, NB. area to NW Iowa's O'Brien County in the early 1940s to work as a hired farmhand. Overtime, he became acquainted with a Primghar area young lady named Lillian Stangeland, of Norwegian descent. The two quickly became a couple and marriage appeared to be the obvious next step.
The couple set out for Hastings, NB on Nov. 8, 1942 and got married. Due to World War Il, they were only able to enjoy a month of wedded bliss when Dad enlisted in the Army at Camp
Crook near Omaha in Dec. of 1942. Dad boarded a troop train bound for an Army Recruit
Training Center at Camp Callan near San Diego.
[image: ] Upon graduation in April of 1943, Dad headed east to Fort Bliss, Texas, then on to Fort Dix, New Jersey and then Algeria, Sicily and Southern Italy with Patton's 7th Army. While at the Bagnoli area near Naples on Thanksgiving Day of 1943, Dad, and two other men from the 410th Anti-Aircraft Artillery Gun Battalion were wounded when a German bomb landed near them. Dad recovered from his blast wounds at a Naples hospital and returned to his unit.
Dad's journey continued to Corsica in early 1944. It was while at Corsica, Dad and the two other men wounded at Bagnoli were awarded their Purple Heart Medals. After the landings in Southern France, then it was on into Southern Germany in early 1945 followed.
Dad boarded a troop ship off the west coast of France in Sep. of 1945 bound for the USA and Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. Dad was Honorably Discharged in late October and headed back home to be reunited with Mom after over 34 months of separation.
Dad and Mom started farming and eventually settled on the old Henspeter farm 4 miles south of Archer. By October of 1959, Dad and Mom were the parents of 2 boys and 2 girls with Mom 7 months into her 5th pregnancy with another girl on the way.
In the morning hours of Sep. 4, Dad was experiencing pain as us kids were boarding the Archer school bus. Mom had neighbors helping her cope with an apparently serious medical issue. When us kids came home that afternoon, the pain Dad was enduring seemed worse.
However, us kids were far too young to grasp the gravity of the dire situation.
In the middle of the early morning hours of September 5, 1959, Dad's life-threatening battle took a turn for the worse when a massive coronary occlusion entered his heart and stopped it dead. I can remember waking up and seeing a couple of Dad's brothers and other relatives out in the living room visibly saddened by Dad's premature death at only 41 years of age.
When Dad's funeral service was held at the Siloam Lutheran Church in Paullina, I can still recall being seated in a front row pew right next to the center aisle and looking all around at Dad and Mom's relatives and close neighbors attending Dad's somber funeral service, I couldn't stop crying. At only I I years of age, I knew fully what death meant.
Our Growing Up Years, the Trials and Tribulations
Two months later, us kids welcomed a little baby sister, Loretta, into the Flaugh family with open arms. All these circumstances left our Mom with a seemingly insurmountable task that laid ahead of her. How was Mom ever going to possibly cope with raising four young children and an infant baby to adulthood largely by herself. Raising 5 children into becoming responsible adults may seem to some people a goal that was too far out of reach. However, you can never know how much inner strength a Mom can be possessed with. All five offspring are
still living.
During those yearly years after Dad died, us older kids got to know what diapers were and how to look after our infant sister. That left Mom do all the important work like making our meals, keeping our laundry and the house clean and then getting the four of us off to school every day. Life must have been one hectic day followed by another for our Mom. How can one possibly ever fully appreciate the effort Mom exhibited day after day?
Barb and f were the first to reach our teen years in 1960 & 1961. My grades throughout my four high school years were nothing stellar but as average as they could be with mostly C' s and an occasional D and a B now and then. Perhaps the high point of my teen years was when tough Grampa Stangeland showed his kindness and took me on a drive to the Minnesota State Fair in Minneapolis. We slept in a tent for the few days we were there.
Being the oldest boy, I started learning a lot of what it was like to be a farmer. Grampa was a passenger one day on our orange Minneapolis-Moline tractor as I set out across the field of corn stalks pulling a disk. Shortly after, Grampa departed and left me alone. Uttering his parting words of wisdom, he said, "Disk the Hell out of it."
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