
























































with Company K of Dickinson. Of the eighty-three who
had volunteered, more than half were gone. Some
stayed in San Francisco, two were killed in action, and
some died of their wounds or through sickness. Very
few of us who had all been healthy returned that way.
Almost every one had some affliction. So it goes in the
war.

The nextday, l arrived in my home town of Richardton
and was reunited with my family. Shortly after I came
home I lost my hearing completely.

It has been forty years since the war. As I sit and
reminisce, I am thinking. The voice of your loved ones
you cannot hear. Where there is music and singing, you
can only see, and in company, you sit like a stupid
creature. Some people think that because one cannot
hear, he is blind and dumb as well.

Where are the old comrades of war now? How have
you fared? If some are in eternity, so rest in peace. It
would be nice if [all?] our governments could settle
their differences peacefully. Then we veterans could
truthfully say to ourselves, "We have spent our best

years not in vain, but for Liberty and Americanism."

Conclusion
When Adam came home from the war, he traveled to
Hannover, Kansas, where his father had bought a small
farm. His mother was in ill health and the family
struggling. He helped them move to a farm in Minne-
sota, but when his father developed cancer, they wanted
to return to Richardton. Adam brought his family back
to North Dakota where his father died in 1905 and his
mother a few years later. Adam joined the family
business, first in partnership with a cousin, and later, in
1907, on his own when the two cousins divided the
merchandise and Adam stayed with the lumber and
building materialsbusiness. His marriage to seventeen-
year-old Elizabeth Hatzenbuler in 1909 produced four
children: Sebastian, Alice, Edmund, and Hildegarde.5!

In spite of his hearing loss, Adam's great-granddaugh-
ter described him as a very active man, stating that “he
was capable of communicating with others through
sign language with the few who knew it [and], by
reading lips a little and written notes, he was still able
to speak well enough to be understood."

In the years after his return he built, operated, and
sold a movie theater, a bowling alley, and a tavern. He
also built four homes in Richardton, including the one
he and his wife lived in, as well as several churches and
business places. Upon retirement, Adam passed on the
mainstay lumber supply to his son Sebastian in 1942,
and devoted his last years to a carpentry shop, farming,
and contributing occasional articles to the Herald, a
weekly newspaper published by the Roman Catholic
diocese through the Richardton Abbey. He died in

Adam S. and Elizabeth Mischel in front of their family home that
Adam built in Richardton. They are wearing veteran organization
hats. Courtesy of Ruth Hoerner Wessner.

October of 1955; his wife, Elizabeth, died seven years
later. His youngest daughter, Hilda (Mrs. Val Hoerner),
first translated her father's journal for family members,
before her death in 1974.

Time never completely soothed the searing memory
of the diary's source. It influenced and channeled the
course of Adam Mischel's life, impelling him to cling to
his religious faith, and to identify with his wartime
brethren. Upon nearing sixty-two years of age in 1939,
it saddened him to count fewer than a half-dozen

remaining comrades, two of whom lived in Dickinson.*
|ND

Acknowledgments
Together with the State Historical Society, I wish to
thank members of the Mischel family for their help and
cooperation with this article, particularly Pamela
Frederick, who submitted the diary for publication,
and to Ruth Hoerner Wessner, who provided family
photographs and biographical history.

James F. Vivian is professor of history at the Univer-
sity of North Dakota, where he specializes in U. S.,
American diplomatic, and Latin American history. The
Romance of My Life {1989), among the more recent of his
several publications, is an account of Theodore
Roosevelt's later visits to North Dakota.

21

Copyright © 1993 by the State Historical Society of North Dakota. All Rights Reserved.



