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“In the year 1919 when Nadine was one year old, I was awaken very early one morning 
by her choaking, so I rushed to her buggy. But she seemed to be alright & sleeping again, 
so I went back to bed. But when it came time to get up, she was quiet and feaverish, so I 
gave her a sponge bath and she went right off to sleep again and as my husband had gone 
to his work without milking that morning, it was left for me to do.”  

“Now, having the baby asleep, I thot was an opportune time to run milk the cow. So 
taking my bucket and another peak at the baby, I rushed to the correl. But I didn’t get far 
when a voice said to me, “You go back in the house.” Looking all around there was no 
one to be seen, but it was so plain I did go back in the house.” 

“Finding everything OK I left again for the correl. But not getting any farther than I did 
the first time when the same voice said the second time, “You go back in the house.” So I 
went back in the second time, finding everything OK again.” 

“I thot to myself I must be imagining things and that cow had to be milked. So, I grabbed 
my bucket & went off with a determination that nothing will stop me this time. But I 
didn’t get far. When something unseen grabed me and shook me from head to foot and 
said very, very commanding, “You go back in that house.” And I did go back in that 
house deciding to take the baby with me.”  

“I pushed the buggy out of the room, just got outside when the baby went into a 
convulction. I did everything I could think of for her but she just went darker and darker 
and it looked as tho she was about gone. I began to call for help. Grace Beckstrand was 
about a block away & she came but could do nothing for her. So I ran to my mother who 
lived 2 blocks away and was a pretty good Dr. woman. But the baby was still in 
convulction.”  

“Mother grabed her and said it was worms choaking her. She put turpentine about her 
nose and mouth then she gave her a drop inwardly. The baby began to come to but was a 
mighty sick baby for a day or so. But we doctored her for worms & she got OK & never 
had another convulction from that day on, and I think I would know that still small voice 
if I hear it again, and I wouldn’t wait for it to shake me either.” 


