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  MCHS NEWS FROM THE DIRECTOR 
  

  
 
Hello everyone.  It’s time for another edition of MCLEOD.  The first edition was a 
hit—I can’t begin to count the number of people who’ve expressed their 
satisfaction over the magazine.  For those of you who’ve commented, let me say 
thanks! 
 
In other news… 
 
The HVAC project at the museum is finally over—100% complete!  I know I said 
that in the last edition of MCLEOD, but this time I mean it.  There are no longer 
construction workers walking around and we are putting the museum back 
together again.  Those who are regular visitors to the museum have noted the 
change in air quality and temperature. 
 
Go figure, that when one major construction project ends, we jump right into 
another.  Back in 2018, I met with a man named Vern Steffel who agreed to make 
a large gift donation to the organization in order for us to build a west wing—The 
“STEFFEL WING” of the McLeod County Historical Society Museum.  The project 
is slated to begin this spring with an estimated completion date in September of 
2019.  The addition will be over 4,000 square feet and will be built on the back 
side (west) of the museum.   
 
In addition to the addition, we are in the beginning stages of redesigning our 
existing exhibit hall.  We’ve hired a firm of museum professionals to analyze our 
collection, exhibit space, county history, and regional demographic in order to 
create modern, eye catching, and interactive displays.  The first phase of this 
project is to draft an exhibit plan that ensures our museum is up to date with 
interesting and entertaining displays. 
 
On another note, the February Breakfast Club Meeting was great.  Hutchinson 
Historian, George Quast, entertained  as well as educated the group on the old 
Hutchinson Opera House.  For March’s meeting, we’ll be sitting down with 
McLeod County Sherriff, Scott Rehman as he discusses a bit of history in relation to 
the county jail as well as a few stories from the old days.  That’s 10:30am on 
March 26 at the museum! 
 
One last thing, I’d like to say thank you, and congratulations to Bayley Schluter for 
the hard work she has put in at the McLeod County Historical Society.  Going 
forward, Bayley will be the new Director of the Meeker County Historical Society 
in Litchfield, MN. 
 
That’s all the news I have for now, so enjoy this second edition of MCLEOD 
 
Brian Haines—Executive Director 
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“The 
McLeod 
County 
Historical 
Society—
Museum 
will be 
expanding 
in 2019” 
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A Man of Exceptional 
Quality 

He wasn’t used to the snowshoes.  The snow was deep, and the cold, blowing wind around him made 

walking in the shoes increasingly difficult.  He didn’t walk so much, but rather dragged his feet through the 

snow.  The rawhide thongs on the shoes cut into his moccasins, chafing his feet.  Each step was 

excruciating - more excruciating than the last -  so much that his blistered feet began to bleed, leaving 

behind a trail of blood on the hard outer crust of snow he walked on. 

Martin McLeod was new to the region.   He was in his early twenties, a clerk from Montreal and 

unprepared for the rigors of the Minnesota wilderness.  He came west with a group of explorers headed by 

a man named James Dickson, an impractical idealist with visions of ruling over a self-constructed 

kingdom.  They broke trail from Lake Superior and found themselves at the Red River Colony.  However, 

within a year the group had become disillusioned with Dickson and began to scatter.  McLeod and two 

others accompanied a guide south toward the mouth of the Minnesota River.  It was to be a long, arduous 

journey of seven hundred-fifty miles through the Minnesota wilderness, in winter, and on foot.  

“Each step was 
excruciating - 
more excruciating 
than the last -  so 
much that his 
blistered feet 
began to bleed” 

FEATURE 



The trek south was hard.  McLeod nearly drowned, nearly froze to death, 
and he was often on the verge of starvation.  In his journal he recorded 
“Out of provisions, obliged to kill one of our dogs; “dog meat excellent 
eating.”    During one instance, the small group was waylaid by a wet, 
snowy blizzard in which they were separated and forced to survive on their 
own.  McLeod was one of the lucky survivors.  Using his snowshoe to dig a 
shallow trench in the snow, he wrapped himself in a waterlogged buffalo 
robe and waited out the storm in clothes that froze to his skin.   
 
Martin McLeod came to the North Country at a time when the promise of 
wealth came through the fur trade.  With the help of Henry H. Sibley, as 
well as a number of other prominent traders of the time, McLeod soon 
became a well-known fur trader in the region.  Few white men found 
themselves trapping or hunting for furs, but rather became merchants who 
depended on the Indians for labor.  McLeod was one of these, traveling 
between trading posts and Indian encampments encouraging the natives to 
hunt and bring in more and more furs.  This tactic was successful in 
bringing in high quality furs, yet it played a role in overhunting as well as 

oversaturating the fur market, both of which helped to usher an end to the trade. 
 

By the middle of the nineteenth century, as the fur trade came to an end, McLeod as well as the other trade 
merchants began looking toward treaty negotiation between the United States and Native Americans as a 
means to create wealth.  Many of them, McLeod included, ran for public office as a way to lobby officials 
in an attempt to buy land from the Indians, who in turn would receive stipends from the government with 
which they could buy goods from the trade merchants.  With money guaranteed from the government, 
many trade merchants began selling on credit and inflating their prices.  When the Indians’ money ran out, 
the traders would lobby for new treaties.  It became a vicious cycle that ultimately led to war between 
factions of Dakota Indians and white settlers in Minnesota. 
 
Martin McLeod was one of the few who took umbrage to the way treaty negotiations were made with the 
Indians.  Never one to approve of the whiskey traders pushing their product on the natives, McLeod 
resented the fact that his peers pursued treaties that benefited them at the expense of the tribes, going so far 
as to distance himself from his peers to the point of being reclusive. 
 
The late 1850’s saw McLeod discontented with the direction Minnesota was heading.  He withdrew to his 

home and fell deep into debt.  By 1860 he was broke.  On November 20th of that year, Martin McLeod 

died.  It was a quiet end to an adventurous life.  
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“...the small 
group was 
waylaid by a 
wet, snowy 
blizzard in 
which they were 
separated and 
forced to survive 
on their own.” 
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MARCH 
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       

APRIL 
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      

March 26– Breakfast Club, 10:30am with 
Scott Rehman—Glencoe-county jail-crime 
history 
 
March 29-KDUZ Historical Happenings 

April 23-Breakfast Club 10:30am with 
Jean Halberg—Gifting to organizations
-growing up in Lake Henry  MN. 
 
April 26-KDUZ Historical Happenings 



Museum Artifact Donations:   

 
 

General Fund: 
Pat Chapman; Lu Jacobson; Darlene Kenning; Barbara J. Olson  

In memory of Sandy Lennes from Jane Orvis and Bill & Joan Arndt 
 

Log Cabin Fund: 
In memory of Norma Totushek from Bev & Mike Wangerin 

 
Heritage Garden Fund: 

In memory of Mark Kurtzweg from Anne & Vern Hahn 
 

Christmas Gift Fund: 
John Korngiebel; Everett & Kathy Hantge 

 
New Members: 

Ann Piotrouski, New Munich, MN; Terri Denney, Glencoe, MN; Jerry Notch, Hutchinson; 
Joyce Schiroo, Glencoe, MN; Lowell Buss, Minneapolis, MN; Brett & Tara Lange, Hutchinson 

 
 
 
 
 

Caroline Birkholz; Randy Wagner; David Schwarze; David F. Doss; Julie Jensen   
   St. Matthew Lutheran Church; Marlene Hagen; Joni Ortloff; John Korngiebel; Clifford Johnson 

LeAnna Sutherland; Shirley Wurdell; Elizabeth Schwarze; Dorothy Schwarze;   
 
   
     
  
       
  
 
 
   
  
        

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MCLEOD              7 

Donations & Memorials: 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IT COULD ONLY HAPPEN HERE 
Misplaced and Misguided Love 
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Laura Miller never felt that she was a particularly remarkable person. With minimal education and low 
self-confidence, Laura lived an inconsequential life in Minneapolis. Inconsequential until she met Gor-
don Jones, an event that would lead this ordinary woman into remarkable events. 
 
Twenty-two-year-old Laura Miller met thirty-three-year-old Gordon Jones through a mutual friend in 
Minneapolis in August 1948; he was a successful lawyer, kind, charming and kept the conversation live-
ly. After the date, he escorted her back to the apartment she shared with her mother and said that he was 
eager to see her again. They soon saw each other more frequently and Laura found herself in love with 
this charming man. Gordon Jones, however, failed to mention that back in his hometown of Hutchinson 
were his wife and two children. The truth was revealed a year into the relationship when he told her that 
he wished to divorce his wife. This inspired Laura to later say, “Somehow I knew that if there was room 
for me in Gordon’s heart there was room for me in his life. I came to think of Gordon and me as husband 
and wife.” 
 
The relationship continued for several more months. When Gordon came into Minneapolis for work, he 
would take Laura out for dinner, dancing and other adventures in the Twin Cities. Laura was happy in 
the relationship and trusted that Gordon had her best interests at heart. This trust was tested when Laura 
found out that she was pregnant in November 1949. Gordon was still living with his wife, and it wasn’t 
until early January when Laura finally informed her lover of her condition. Gordon was upset that she 
had kept this secret for so long, but eventually promised to help her with the pregnancy, and that they 
would talk more when he was next in the city. 
 
What followed was a month of empty conversations and broken promises. Gordon became distant, rare-
ly speaking to Laura and keeping conversations short when he did. She frequently would attempt to 
reach him through the hotel he often stayed in, the restaurant he frequently took her to, and when things 
became desperate, his office in Hutchinson. If he came to the phone, Gordon said that they would talk 
more at a later time, a time that never came. Laura’s stress and uncertainty became so overwhelming that 
she considered suicide with a revolver that had belonged to her parents. After a month of missed dates 
and brushoffs, her depression became too large to bear. She wanted to kill herself, but not without know-
ing with certainty if Gordon had plans for her and their child. Laura packed her revolver, some clothes, 
and her mother’s Bible into a suitcase and purchased a one-way bus ticket to Hutchinson. 
 
 

 

By Bayley Schluter  



 

 

 
She arrived on Saturday, January 28, 1950 and registered for a room at the Jorgenson Hotel. She never 
tried to hide her presence in town - eating out at the local restaurants, getting a manicure, and taking a taxi 
up and down Grove Street where Gordon lived. On Monday, January 30, she walked into Gordon Jones’ 
law office and was greeted with a cold “Hello.” She asked Gordon once and for all if he had made any 
arrangements for her and the baby. He responded that he had been too busy to do so, and asked when she 
was leaving. Gordon then rose from his desk and began to put on his coat, saying that he had a meeting to 
attend. Laura began to cry and Gordon turned around to reach for his hat. 
 
In a nearby apartment, Mrs. F.M Shouse was preparing lunch when two gun shots rang out, followed by 
the sound of a woman weeping and saying, “My baby, my darling, why did you do it?” Hutchinson Police 
Chief Frank Broderius arrived at the office to find a woman crouched over a body, moaning and crying. 
Gordon Miller was dead, shot through the heart; and Laura Miller, it would seem, had killed him. Laura 
was taken to the Hutchinson City Jail and indicted two weeks later at the McLeod County Courthouse by a 
grand jury for first degree murder 
 
Judge Joseph J. Moriarty convened the trial in Glencoe on February 20, the story of which attracted the 
attention of local, state and national news media outlets. The courtroom overflowed with interested 
reporters and spectators, so many that people would arrive early in the morning with sack lunches with 
the hopes of “getting a good seat.” Crowding became such an issue that the nearby Oriel Theater was 
wired with a sound system so people could sit in the theater and listen in on the trial.  
 
Laura entered a not-guilty plea, repeatedly asserting that she didn’t kill Gordon. Her argument was 
strengthened when the McLeod County Coroner, Dr. Henry C. Gross, testified to finding powder burns on 
the deceased shirt sleeves, the cuffs of his coat and on his left thumb. Cross also stated that when he asked 
Laura why she had done it, she told him, “I didn’t kill him…I didn’t kill him. I may have pulled the trigger, 
but I didn’t kill him.” Every local resident who had seen Laura that fateful weekend was called to testify, 
some saying that she had seemed “agitated.” Laura Miller was the last to sit on the witness stand on March 
1, frequently needing short recesses to calm her nerves. Laura swore that after Gordon reached for his hat, 
she took the revolver out of her purse and pointed it at her stomach. Gordon 
saw this and attempted to grab her hand. “I didn’t hear the gun go off but I did 
– I remember that I smelled smoke and my hand was in the air and I don’t 
remember what happened exactly…he was holding my arm down and then he 
pushed me and I hit a chair and then I don’t remember anything until – I 
remember he was kneeling on the floor.” Throughout the testimony, Laura 
repeatedly asserted that it wasn’t she who pulled the trigger. 
 
Judge Moriarty was apparently convinced by the testimony, and delivered a Not 
Guilty verdict the next day. Stating that the State failed to prove beyond a 
reasonable doubt that Laura had planned to kill Gordon that morning in 
January, and that the theory that Gordon’s death was caused by accident, or 
some means under his control, was a reasonable one. An applause broke out in 
the courtroom, people congratulated Laura and shook her hand as she made 
her way through the courthouse. Crowds waved their goodbyes as Laura Miller 
was driven back to Minneapolis, with no intention of ever returning to McLeod 
County. 
 
Judge Moriarty summarized this event perfectly when he said in his closing statement: “This case presents 

in true fashion a misplaced and misguided love, the kind of love conceived in infidelity and idle carousing 
and reaching the peak of its intensity in a violent convulsion of death and disaster.” 
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The wind was the only sound.  It was a cold wind, a sharp wind that 
cut through the bare trees of a late November morning.  The night 
had brought in bitter cold and froze everything.  The autumn snow 
that had fallen just days before had melted some, but with the cold it 
turned into a razor sharp crust that lay among the frosted leaves on 
the ground.   
 
Annie Bonniewell huddled with her two children and young sister 
near the stone fireplace in the family’s small frontier shanty.  She and 
the children were home alone.  Her husband, Walter, and some 
other men had traveled across the now frozen lake to an Indian 
village in order to attend an Indian dance.  As Annie and the others 
huddled ever closer to the fire, they noticed a strange smell emitting 
from the chimney, followed by smoke filtering down the flue and rolling into the cabin. 
 
Annie stepped outside just long enough to see flames emitting from the top of the chimney.  With the cold 
weather rolling in so fast, the flue had yet to be cleaned out properly and the leftover debris had caught 
fire.  A burning ember shot out of the chimney like a rocket and landed on the shanty’s cedar shingles, 
catching fire and spreading flames across the roof.   
 
Annie had to act fast, she gathered her sister and the children, the youngest of which was an infant, put her 
riding hood on, and dashed out of the house.  The small group had no choice but to travel into the frozen 
wilderness, across the icy lake, and seek out the men at the Indian village.  Annie placed the older of the 
two children on her  
 
 
 

 

By Brian Haines 

“A burning ember shot 
out of the chimney like 
a rocket and landed on 
the shanty’s cedar 
shingles, catching fire 
and spreading flames 
across the roof.”   
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Running With Wolves 



 

 
 
 
sister’s back, and took the infant boy in her arms as they started toward the village.  It was a distance of a 
mile or so away from the shanty, now fully ablaze.  
They hadn’t gone long, in fact they could still hear the crackling flames of their burning home.  Just down 
the road, however, a new sound came from the woods: the hungry howl of a pack of wolves.  The wolves 
appeared large as they came out of the wood-line behind Annie and the others.  Immediately, they gave 
chase.   
 
The pack of wolves grew nearer.  Annie ripped off her riding hood and threw it 
behind her, hoping the wolves would be distracted enough for her and the children 
to gain ground.  To her surprise, it worked, and the wolves pounced on the hood, 
tearing it to shreds.  Once destroyed, however, the wolves again resumed the chase.  
This time Annie snatched the bonnet off her sister’s head and threw that behind.  As 
before, the wolves stopped to pounce on the bonnet.  Next came the infant’s 
stockings, which were thrown behind one by one.   Again, Annie and the others 
gained ground, but again, the wolves resumed chase.  They were running for their 
lives, and soon came within earshot of the Indian village.  The men, white and 
Indian alike, were alerted by the screams they heard from Annie, and the yips and 
howls they heard from the wolves.  They came to the rescue, firing the few muskets 
they had at the wolves and chasing the pack back into the woods. 
 
Annie, her sister, and the children were brought into one of the Indian lodges where it was discovered that 
they were suffering from frost-bite.  Annie’s hands were badly frozen, as were young William’s bare feet.  
The effects of the cold were reversed, however, and the Bonniewell’s were able to put the episode behind 
them.  
 
Walter, Annie, and the little family remained with the Indians in the eastern woodlands for a few more 

years.  For a time, Annie was the only white woman for nearly 100 miles.  While many of the Bonniewell 

family had initially settled in Wisconsin, many were also being pulled farther west.  Some went as far as 

Oregon and California, yet others, hearing of the fertile lands and lakes in Minnesota, settled in McLeod 

County, where in 1877, Walter, Annie, and the rest of the family joined them.  
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“...the 
wolves 
pounced on 
the hood, 
tearing it to 
shreds.” 
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