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  MCHS NEWS FROM THE DIRECTOR 
  
 If you’re reading this you’re probably wondering what MCLEOD is, and also 

wondering where your McLeod County Historical Society Newsletter is.  Well, let 
me be the first to tell you that we’ve decided to discontinue the MCHS monthly 
newsletter.  Moving forward, all members of the organization will be receiving 
MCLEOD, a bi-monthly magazine attainable by membership to the MCHS.  It’s 
bigger, it’s bolder, and it sets a new standard of quality that the longtime members 
of the MCHS deserve. 
 
Of course, some things will stay the same.  You’ll still receive museum news 
through the publication, you’ll still find out about the latest events and fundraisers 
being held at the MCHS museum, you’ll still see your name in the donation and 
memorial section, and you’ll still receive notes from myself and Bayley Schluter, 
our Partnership Director. 
 
At any rate, on with some news. 
 
I’m going to go out on a limb and say you probably haven't been to the museum 
lately, and rightfully so as we’ve been closed due to construction.  The good news 
is, the HVAC and window installation project is complete!  Yet, that’s not all.  Stop 
in and you’ll see that we have a new look.  We’re working on a new exhibit space, 
there’s some new color on the walls, a new look to the offices, and a warm 
welcome each and every time you step through our doors.  In addition, we’ve 
upgraded all of our outdoor light poles with new globes and have upgraded them 
to allow for LED lighting.  We’re also updating all of our interior and exterior 
lighting as well. 
 
Something else that’s new is a members only Breakfast Club.  On the fourth 
Tuesday of each month, at 10:30am, members of the MCHS are invited to the 
museum for coffee, donuts, and we might even throw in a guest speaker now and 
then.  In addition, we’ll be choosing a monthly historical topic for discussion.  
There is no admission fee; this is our gift to you.  The first of these monthly events 
will be held in February.  
 
So, with so many new and exciting things taking place at the MCHS, I’m going to 
go out on another limb and say that I’ll probably be seeing you soon.  Until then, 
enjoy your first copy of MCLEOD, and make sure to stop in soon! 
 
 
Brian Haines—Executive Director 
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With bullets cutting through 
the air, and whizzing over his 
head, Albert H. DeLong ran 
for his life.  The Indians were 
attacking, firing bullets that 
ripped at the ground in front 
of his path, bullets that sent 
dirt and rocks flying through 
the air, yet he and the rest of 

the scouts of the Ninth Minnesota proceeded up Kelley’s Bluff, intending to take what high ground 
was available to fend off the attack and make way for the rest of the Ninth.  As he reached cover on 
the bluff, and gazed down into the tree line, he heard the bloodcurdling war whoops of the attackers 
charging out of the woods.  Greatly outnumbered, he and the rest of the scouts could only watch in 
terror as they prepared themselves for what might have been their last day on earth. 
 
Albert H. DeLong was born on April 12, 1842, in St. Lawrence County, NY.  At the age of seven 
years, he and his parents became part of the westward expansion.  It was 1849, the year of the 
westward 49er.  While a great number of people were heading to California, however, the DeLong 
family set their sights on Wisconsin in the North Country.  For ten years they stayed put; then in 1859, 
they again headed west, this time heading for Minnesota. 
 
There could be no better place for a young man of seventeen to live.  Minnesota abounded with 
northern wilderness.  The hardwood groves, vast prairies, wild game, and a Native American 
presence made the young state a mecca for boyish adventurers, and DeLong quickly took advantage.  
In the communities of Green Leaf, Cedar Lake, and Hutchinson, the young man gained a reputation 
as a hunter and trapper, and befriended a well-known Mdewakanton Chief named Little Crow.  In 
addition to all this, he paid for a claim in Ellsworth Township and leased a flour mill at the outlet of 
Cedar Lake.  
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Albert DeLong was twenty years of age in 1862, and like many in 
Minnesota, was skeptical at first news of trouble with the Dakota 
Indians in 1862.  In fact, he ignored a warning given to him by a 
friend known as Charley Minnetonka.  He later remarked how 
Minnetonka had always worn civilian clothing, but on the day of his 
warning, was wearing a bright red robe and acted strangely when he 
warned Albert of a “Big fight coming”.  He finally realized the truth 
behind the warning on August 18, when he learned that five settlers 
were killed in Acton by four Dakota men from the Rice Creek band.   

 
Because of his knowledge of the countryside and of Little Crow, DeLong 
was made scout for the Ninth Minnesota, a Union regiment of local 
volunteers and new recruits created to defend the region from warring 
bands of Dakota.  The regiment reported to Glencoe on August 31 and 
was given orders to march to patrol Forest City, Acton, and Hutchinson.  
September found them camped in the front yard of an abandoned farm 
near Kelley’s Bluff.  

 
It wasn’t long before the camp realized they were in the midst of a large 

force of Dakota under the leadership of Little Crow.  It was decided that the encampment should break 
camp under cover of darkness and retreat from the area before they were ambushed.  They were late, 
however, and it was dawn before the Ninth was ready to push out of the area. 
 
DeLong and some other men were scouting ahead of the Ninth.  They followed a trail that left the woods 
and went onto the prairie.  While heading up Kelley’s Bluff, DeLong and the other scouts spotted rifles 
glistening in the sun below, meaning Little Crow and his men were waiting to ambush them.  In mere 
moments, a yell came from the wood line and the Indians charged, waving blankets and firing muskets at 
the scouts ahead of the main force.  While DeLong and the scouts ran for cover, twenty men from the 
Ninth charged Little Crow’s force to allow the rest time to climb the bluff.  Once the entire force was in 
position, it was debated whether to entrench themselves on Kelley’s Bluff, or try and retreat toward the 
stockade in Hutchinson.  Before the decision to retreat was made, DeLong had stolen away from the 
battle, snuck through Dakota lines, and was heading toward Hutchinson for reinforcements. 
 
The Ninth began their retreat south.  The wounded were placed in wagons, the dead left behind as they 
fled.  They made it as far as Cedar Mills where the Dakota caught up with them and the fighting 
commenced.  In an attempt to slow the advance of the Indians, food and other goods were thrown from 
the wagons in hopes the Dakota would stop their chase and pick them up.  It worked, and the pursuit 
began to lag.   
 
A short way out of Hutchinson, a group of reinforcements from the stockade, with A. H. DeLong in the 
lead, met up with the rest of the Ninth.  By nightfall they made it to the safety of the fort.  The wounded 
were brought into the hotel, outside of the stockade.  The following day, Little Crow regrouped his forces 
and attacked Hutchinson, destroying all but the stockade and one home. 
 
Albert DeLong lived in Greenleaf for a number of years before moving to Hutchinson.  He married twice 

and had one son.  DeLong was the first chief of the Hutchinson Fire Department when it reorganized in 

1893, and was a charter member of the Gopher Campfire Club.  In 1935 he was the last survivor still 

living from the battle of Kelley’s Bluff, the last survivor of the battle of Hutchinson, and the last living 

member of the Litchfield G.A.R.  In 1936, the long and adventurous life of Albert DeLong ended.  He was 

a man among men, and the last true frontiersman of central Minnesota.   
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JANUARY 2019 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

  1 2 3 4 5 

6 7 8 9 10 11 12 

13 14 15 16 17 18 19 

20 21 22 23 24 25 26 

27 28 29 30 31   

FEBRUARY 2019 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

     1 2 

3 4 5 6 7 8 9 

10 11 12 13 14 15 16 

17 18 19 20 21 22 23 

24 25 26 27 28   

   Jan 1-New Years Day   Feb 2-Groundhog Day 
   Jan 21-MLK Day   Feb 14-Valentine Day 
        Feb 18-Presidents Day  
        Feb 26-Breakfast Club MCHS  
 



Museum Artifact Donations:   

General Fund: 
Mary Krugerud; Annette Zimmerman; Pat Mahon; Joyce Schnobrich (Annual Support); Brian Brosz; 

In memory of Sandy Lennes from Ron & Karen Sommerdorf; Juli Baumetz; Bonnie Fimon; 
Tuesday Breakfast Club; Lois M. Martin 

 
Archives Fund: 

Annette Zimmerman  
 

Heritage Garden Fund: 
In memory of Shirley Wass from Krista Lynch & Tim Wass 

 
Christmas Fund: 

Marlys Fredrick; Juli Baumetz; Mary Henke; Gary & Jodi Lenz; 
In memory of Maxine Ladd from Lorenz Ladd; in memory of David Ondracek from Joleen Nowak; 
In memory of Howard & Helen Christensen from Joyce Johnson; Joyce & Les Young; Buzz Burich; 
Jeannette Meyer; Larry & Joan Karg; in memory of LaMerel Gauthier; Robert & Richard Hantge; 
Dan & Rachel Murphy; Marlyn Krueger; Nathan Winter; Evelyn Odegaard; Margaret Hoffman; 

Dorothy Lindeman; in memory of Cyril & Bruce Donnay from Leona Donnay; Kathrine Carrigan; 
Carolyn & Charles Ulrich 

 
Archives: Marlys Fredrick 

 
New Members: 

Lois M. Martin, Bloomington, MN 
 

New Life – Time Members: 
Gladys McClendon, Minneapolis; Vern Steffel, St. Louis Park 

 
 
 
 

Glenn Paehlke; Lois Stuedemann; Annette Koester;   
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Donations & Memorials: 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
             By Bayley Schluter-McLeod History Partners Director  

 

 Before he flew The Spirit of St. Louis from 
New York City to Paris and became a household name 
around the world, Charles Lindbergh was building local 
fame of another kind: Barnstorming. One of the earliest 
forms of airline entertainment, “barnstormers” would 
travel from town to town, selling plane rides and 
performing stunts for large crowds, such as noses dives, 
loop-the-loops, and flying the plane through a barn 
(hence the name). Lindbergh spent much of the early-
twenties traveling under the name “Daredevil 
Lindbergh” with his “Jenny,” a Curtis JN-4 biplane built 
for the Army in World War I and then sold to the public 
as surplus in peacetime.  
 
The Jenny, by most accounts of those first pilots, was a 
difficult plane to control. According to barnstormer Leon 
Klink, the railroads and rivers were more reliable than 
the rudimentary instruments in the cockpit as directional 
guides. The engine would frequently overheat after an 
hour of flight; pilots like Lindbergh used water while in 
flight to keep the engine cool a little. Removing leather 
scraps that covered the engine might give it more air, 
but the water would often boil over and spray back onto 
the windshield.  Moreover, those early flyers didn’t have 
landing brakes, but instead would release a spring that 
connected to the rear of the fuselage that dragged on the 
ground during landing. Despite these challenges, the 
Jenny was an integral component in the war effort, and 
became a mainstay in post-war aviation by giving 
private citizens the first opportunity to touch the clouds.  
 
Charles Lindbergh purchased his Jenny for $500 in 
Georgia and then barnstormed west to Texas and north 
to Nebraska and his home state of Minnesota. His plan 
was to join his father, Congressman Charles A Lindbergh, Sr., on his Farmer-Labor primary 
campaign for a special election to the U.S. Senate.  He landed in Savage and then barnstormed 
his way through Marshall, Redwood Falls, Olivia, Buffalo Lake, and Glencoe.  
 

IT COULD ONLY HAPPEN HERE 
Lindbergh Lands in 

Glencoe 

“The propeller 
and leading gear 
were broken, 
with some 
evidence that 
the plane’s 
rudder had been 
tampered by…”  
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Everything was moving according to plan until June 8, 1923, when the 
partnership between father and son came to an end after an attempted takeoff 
from the former G.E. Miley farm southwest of Glencoe resulted in the Jenny 
swerving into a ditch. The propeller and leading gear were broken, with some 
evidence that the plane’s rudder had been tampered with by “young boys” rather 
than foul play. With no harm to pilot and passenger, it was decided that the elder 
Lindbergh would continue campaigning and the younger would remain in 
Glencoe to repair the plane. 
 

It was during his stay that Charles Lindbergh became acquainted with Heston 
Benson, a Glencoe native whose father operated the garage where Lindbergh 
made repairs. Benson was fascinated by the biplane, and soon spent every spare 
minute with Lindbergh and his Jenny. It took a week to repair the plane, after 
which, Lindbergh offered to teach Benson how to fly if he accompanied him 
while barnstorming. Benson was against the idea, but the opportunity was too 
good to pass up. Taking only an extra shirt and change of underwear, Benson 
became a barnstormer, making eighty-six stops throughout the Midwest over a 
five-week period. Lindbergh kept his word, and would gave Benson the captain’s 
chair in those early morning flights. After reaching their destination, Benson 
would take on the arguably more dangerous task of “wing-walking” to draw 
people’s attention and advertise rides on the plane. Exactly how it sounds, 

Benson would stand or sit on the wing while the plane was moving 70 mph, and 
talk to the people below. Benson said in an interview that the difficult part was 
not staying on the wing, but getting out of the cockpit because that’s when he was 
in the slipstream of the propeller, and at more risk of being blown off the plane. 
Benson often performed the task barefoot because it gave more control than with 
shoes or stockings. Some nights were spent sleeping under the wing of the plane, 
using the cockpit cushion as a bed. One can only image what Benson would 
think about while staring at the stars—recollecting the people he had met, the 
new places he’d seen, the new heights he’d reached. 
 
Benson returned to Glencoe at the end of the 1923 barnstorming season, and 

remained there for the rest of his life. He got married, raised a family, ran a 
business, and was active in the community until the end of his days. Four years 
after introducing the young, small town man to the sky above, Charles Lindbergh 

spent 33.5 hours on the first solo flight between North America and Europe, and 
received all the fame and attention that come with being the first to do anything. 

Lindbergh and Benson never saw each other after that summer in 1923, but you can be sure that 

whenever Charles Lindbergh’s name was brought up in the households of Glencoe, Heston 
Benson’s would come soon after.  
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Elvin L Higgins sat upright at the sound that startled him so.  From the cellar below the floorboards 
that his feet rested on, was what sounded like a barrage of gunfire.  To make matters even more 
puzzling, he could feel something hitting the underside of the floorboards.  Of course there was no 
one in the cellar firing a gun, yet Elvin and his wife, Viola, had no other immediate explanation as to 
the clamor happening in the basement of their Hutchinson home. 
 
It was fall of 1923, late fall to be exact.  The weather that year had been dry.  Scarcely did enough 
rain fall to keep the crops from failing.  The river was so low it could run through a stovepipe, trees 
were dying from lack of moisture, and the well at Elvin’s place was so low that he could only pump 
water for minutes at a time before it would run dry.  It was one of the first in a string of dry years 
through the 1920s that would lead to the great Dust Bowl in the decade to follow.   
 
While drought swept through the countryside, the city of Hutchinson was in an era of transition.  The 
old dirt roads were being paved over with asphalt, a new water tank and a new well were being 
installed, two brick churches were being erected, and a Masonic Temple was being built.  The city, as 
well as most of America, was going out with the old and in with the new.  Elvin, being Hutchinson’s 
city engineer, played an important role in all of this. 
 
Though towns and cities across America were transitioning to the modern world, rural life remained 
much the same.  Few, if any, farms had electricity, and almost no one in the country had indoor 
plumbing.  For the most part, people living in rural Minnesota were living a life very similar to that of 
their ancestors, as was the case for Elvin and Viola Higgins. 
 
The fall harvest was completed.  Though dry, Elvin and his son Charles raised a decent crop of oats 
and 40 acres of good corn, due in large part to planting in a dried up marsh that held some moisture.  
As a bonus, one of his friends, Sam Anderson, had an ample crop of apples, of which Elvin took 
advantage.  Historically, late fall has always been the time to harvest the apple crop.  Trees are 
typically drooping from the weight of the bright red fruit, and the hard frosts turn the apples crisp and 
ripe with mouthwatering fruit juice.  It’s no wonder that Elvin and his workers gladly picked fifteen 
bushels of sweet, red apples. 
 
Viola got at the apples first, cooking them down and sealing them in fruit jars for the long winter 
ahead.  Elvin, too, had a plan for his share of the apples, and like Viola, his plan had to do with the 
long winter.  Unlike Viola, however, Elvin’s apples would have little to do with eating.   
 
The apples were pressed in a cider mill, and the juice collected in 4 gallon jugs.  With 25 gallons of 
cider, Elvin brought them home and headed for the cellar.  He thought that if he doused each gallon 
of cider with 4lbs. of sugar, and then pounded the jugs shut with corks, his cider would ferment and 
have a little extra kick.  With 25 gallons of “sugar moon” stowed away, Elvin could sit back and wait 
for the cider to brew.  
 
Bear in mind that it was 1923 and what Elvin was doing wasn’t exactly legal. 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE SUGAR MOON 
By Brian Haines 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
All was going well until the day that Elvin was startled by 
what sounded like gunfire in the cellar.  He quickly ran 
down, only to see that his sugar moon was brewing so 
strongly that the corks blew out and hit the underside of the 
floorboards above and the liquid was boiling over the jugs 
in a mountain of foam.  Though it made the basement smell 
like a brewery, Elvin pounded new corks into the jugs and 
went back upstairs.  A couple hours later and “bam”, the 
sugar moon blew its top again.  
 
Elvin was not willing to give up on his sugar moon, so he 
decided to re-cork the jugs, but this time to set boxes, 
weighted with stones, on top of the jugs to keep the corks 
from blowing.  This worked for a time, but eventually the 
sugar moon’s kick was so strong that even the weight of 
stones could not subdue it. 
 
Over the next few days, Elvin did whatever he could to 
save the strong cider.  At times it would blow its top so 
loudly that the neighbors could hear it, for which Elvin had 
the excuse that the walls in his house were settling due to 
the dry conditions and the walls cracking and crumbling.  
Eventually, only a few jugs remained.   
 
In a last ditch effort to save the brew, Elvin decided to get 
rid of the large jugs and pour the sugar moon into smaller 
containers, thinking less pressure would build.  For a time, 
it worked.  Then one day, Elvin went down to the cellar to 
check up on his cider.  He grasped one of the jugs with his 
hand and raised it to take a look.  The motion was too 
much for the brew, however, and the entire jug blew up in 
his hand. 
 
Dripping with sugar moon, Elvin decided to extract the 

corks in an attempt to save the jugs.  The first cork nearly 

took his head off.  He tried to save the brew by placing his 

hand over the mouth of the geyser, but instead it made the 

jug shoot out of his hand and break upon the floor.  He 

never did get to taste his prized sugar moon, because in his 

dread to go anywhere near the jugs, the liquid inside 

eventually turned to vinegar. 
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