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Greetings everyone. We had a
wonderful summer and fall. The
Museum and Lighthouse were
open Tuesday -- Saturday from
June 1 through October 9, 2021,
and we were very busy
throughout. We expect to be
closed from now until Memorial
Day, 2022.
Meanwhile, in our quiet
season, as always, we take this
opportunity to thank our crew of
volunteers and workers, who kept
us a vibrant organization for
another year. The following
columns are a complete list of our
volunteers in the past year to our
knowledge, including Lighthouse
Tour Guides and Board
Members:
Anderson, Marilyn
Ball, Patty
Basile, Sue
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Berman, Sally
Bishop, David
Brownell, Bob
Brownell, Mary
Chabot, Bill
Chabot, Roberta
Davidson, Kevin
Dembraski, Alex
Domitrovich, Tom
Doyle, John
Eckloff, Jean
Gilbault Brothers
Giuliano, Teri
Gourneau, David

Haarala, Sharon
Helsel, Don
James, Victoria
Johanson, Roberta
Johanson, Bruce
Johnson, Audrey
Johnston, Mary
Juntunen, Dean
Kallunki, Deb
KNHP Youth Work Crew
Koski, Jerry
Koski, Linda
Lind, Bob
Lind, Jean

Above is an Ontonagon Iron Lung, newly refurbished and on display
in our museum. Fern Malila’s presentation on this machine was
very popular. Per request, Fern shares a couple of good books on
iron lungs.
“Three Minutes for a Dog: My Life in an Iron Lung,” by Paul
Alexander
“Breath: A Lifetime in the Rhythm of an Iron Lung,” by Martha
Mason (with introduction by Anne Rivers Siddons)
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Maass, Carol
Maass, Steve
Malila, Fern
Miller, Nathan
Olson, Josie
Ojaniemi, Kristin
Pattison, Judy
Penegor, Coriane
Penegor, Diane
Penegor, Willah
Pietila, Aggie
RICC Crew
Spetz, Mary Ann
Strelow, Tara
Vercillo, John
Vercillo, Sylvia
Webber, Lynette
Westerinen, Mary
Wood, Joanne
Workman, Marie
Workman, Ralph

UPLINK
We have joined UPLINK,
which is an organization based at
Northern Michigan University
whose mission is to help entities
like OCHS digitize printed
materials in our collection, and
make information available to the
public. Right now, the price is
right, and the UPLINK staff is
very knowledgeable and
professional. Our Curator Carol
Maass has begun coordinating the
digitization process with
UPLINK, and they have our first
batch of materials. We will
continue the process as much as
possible.
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for now, and in the long term
we’ll digitize those, too. We also
have some oral histories collected
by Jon Rieger. Jon was a
sociologist who studied
Ontonagon County and created a
photographic history collection.
Thanks to a grant from the
Michigan Council for Arts and
Cultural Affairs, by the time we
open next spring we’ll have reader
rails and flip signs in our museum
for interpretive information on
some of our exhibits. Laura
Burke and Bob Burrows are
teaming up on the printed panels.
Four board members were up
for election at our annual meeting
in August: Jean Eckloff, Vikki
James, Kristin Ojaniemi, and Josie
Olson. All four won 3-year seats
in an unopposed election.
Board officers were elected at
the board meeting in September.
Dean Juntunen is president, Dave
Bishop is Vice President, Sally
Berman is Secretary, and Steve
Maass is Treasurer.
Our Business Manager
Coriane Penegor took a job with
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the US Postal Service, and during
this time of transition, we opted
to move to a new Square Point of
Sale Terminal (they’re not called
cash registers any more). The
Square machine will download
data into Quickbooks, which
we’re also moving to. Our
accounting had been done by
Bottomline Bookkeeping for
decades, and we are most
thankful. With Quickbooks, we
will be doing our own accounting,
which is common practice these
days. Also, Quickbooks is
compatible with Paypal. Our
website, ontonagonmuseum.org,
is set up for taking Paypal
donations.
We thank Coriane Penegor for
her 9 years of service to OCHS.
She kept our gift shop lively, and
our accounts in the black. The
Postal Service has gained an asset.
At this fall’s Heritage Sites
meeting at the Keweenaw
National Historical Park, we
learned that all Heritage Sites
contracts expired, and now we’ll
all sign one universal contract

MUSEUM NEWS
Our Rieger Project
photographer, Nathan Miller,
drove to Louisville, KY with his
pickup and brought back all the
Rieger materials from over the
years. We have them in storage

John Doyle and company refurbished this powered ice saw, which
had been used in the Ontonagon River.
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rather than the previous
individual ones. Everyone had
the same contract anyway, so the
universal one makes sense.
Also, KNHP Advisory
Commission plans to award
grants again in 2022, so we’ll
formulate a proposal when the
grant applications become
available. Keweenaw Heritage
Grants have been instrumental in
our success in recent years, and
we utilize other services from the
park, such as their mold freezer
and expert consultants in
architecture, interpretations, etc.
If you would like to join our
small army of volunteers this
winter or next summer, please
call or text our curator, Carol
Maass, at (301) 462-9279.

LIGHTHOUSE NEWS
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themselves through the upper
floors and tower at their own
pace. Tours were well-received,
and I personally enjoyed being
the Thursday tour guide. Please
send us an email if you’d like to
be on our list of Lighthouse tour
guides next summer. We will
train you well, and the bottom
floor of the Lighthouse stays
cool on hot summer days.
Or, if you are interested in
being a lighthouse philanthropist, we still have the
following gleaming rooms or
structures available for
sponsorship.
28 Spiral Steps
$300 ea
Master Bedroom
$5,000
1st-flr 1890’s kitchen $6,000
__________________________
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January 20
Holy Family Catholic Church
(Steve Maass responsible)
Presentation to be determined.
February 17
Holy Family Catholic Church
(John Doyle responsible)
Presentation to be determined.
March 17
Holy Family Catholic Church
(Carol Maass responsible)
Patty Cobin, a presenter from
the Seaman Mineralogical
Museum, will provide a program
to be announced.

DUES DUE
If you are not a life
member, please use the
Membership Form included
with this Newsletter to pay
your dues for 2022.

Our Lighthouse was open for
self-guided tours TuesdaySaturday from 11:00 a.m. to
3:00 p.m. from June 1 to
October 9. We had small signs
which tourists could follow like
a treasure map to our
Lighthouse, and wow, they
found it. We averaged 20-40
paid customers per day.
During tour hours, we always
had a volunteer on-site in the
lighthouse, and the volunteer
would guide the tourists
through the first floor. After
that, tourists would use a
printed handout to guide

UPCOMING DINNER
MEETINGS
ALL DINNERS AT 6:30 pm
on the third Thursday of the
month.
December 16
Holy Family Catholic Church
(Bill Chabot Responsible)
Bill Chabot will give a
presentation titled, “HIDDEN
WOMEN -- Remarkable women,
some infamous, some famous,
and many inconspicuous, who
defied the status quo and
became trailblazers in history.”

REQUEST
You can save us money and
resources if you opt to receive
your newsletter electronically
in pdf format. Your computer
is probably already equipped
with the Adobe Acrobat
Reader, but if not, you can go
to the Adobe website and
download it. So far, over 100
people have signed up for
e-newsletters. Graphics are
better in pdf, and you can
zoom to your preferred font
size. If you’re interested,
please send an e-mail request
to deanjunt@jamadots.com.
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PAST PROGRAMS
(We came out of the Covid
shutdown and restarted our
monthly dinner meetings in
August.)
August
(Dean Juntunen responsible)
Robin Hammer Mueller of
Toivola, an expert on ancient
miners and their artifacts, gave an
in-depth presentation on the
miners, including demonstrations
on the intricacy of their tools.
September
(Jean Eckloff responsible)
Fern Malila, retired medical
professional, gave a
well-researched presentation on
the history of iron lungs, used
mainly prior to the polio vaccine.
She focused on our own
refurbished iron lung on display
in the museum, and also
expounded on our newly
refurbished powered ice saw in
the museum.
October
(Kristin Ojaniemi Responsible)
Kristin presented a beta
version of her new video
documentary on the Nonesuch
Mine, which she created through
a KNHP grant with the Friends
of the Porkies. The video will be
released soon, so stay tuned.
November
(Jerry Koski responsible)
Katie Urban, park interpreter
from the Porkies, presented
stories from the Porcupine
Mountains Wilderness State Park,
weaving through historical times
to the present.
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Editor’s Note:
The following contribution is
from Werner Lamsa, written for a
local history class taught by Bruce
Johanson. Werner was a local icon
when I moved to the Mass City area
almost 30 years ago. When Werner
was 89 years old, we took a ride on
my 4-wheeler because he wanted to
show me a large ancient miner’s pit
on the Caledonia Bluff. As we were
climbing a steep grade on my
machine, I drove over a 4-inch
deadfall, and it was just enough that
Werner fell off the back! He
bounced back to his feet, dusted
himself off, and said, “If that had
happened to an older guy, he might
have been hurt!”
Werner’s memoir with a forward
from Bruce Johanson follows:

LIFE HAS MANY SIDES
A memoir by the late
Werner Lamsa
Mr. Lamsa was a regular participant
in the Senior Citizens’ History Studies
Class of the Ontonagon Community
Schools. Werner is well remembered
for his personal explorations of ancient
miner’s pits in the Mass CityGreenland area and put together one
of the largest collections of
pre-Columbian copper artifacts
anywhere in the region, many of which
have been on display at the
Ontonagon County Historical Society
Museum. Mr. Lamsa continued his
explorations, armed with his metal
detector well into his 90’s. His story,
as related to class moderator Bruce
Johanson follows:

My father, Armas Lamsa, born in
1885 in Finland, came to the United
States in 1903 by way of the Allen
Steamship Line from Liverpool,
England. The final part of the
journey was by rail from Sault Ste.
Marie, Michigan. My mother, who
was born in 1886, arrived in the USA
in 1906. They were married at
Ishpeming in 1909, and my sister Aili
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came along in 1910. I was next in
line, being born in Mass city in 1911.
My brother, John, arrived in 1913.
My father, in addition to working
at the Mass Consolidated mine,
operated a combination pool hall and
what would be called a Seven-Eleven
store today. In 1913 the great
copper strike left my father without
work, as those who had taken part in
the strike were not hired back.
Tom Wilcox, then Superintendent
of the White Pine Mine (owned by C
& H) was willing to hire former
strikers as there had been no strike
action at White Pine, so the family
moved there and Dad had a good
job there until after WWII (Note: C
& H closed the White Pine Mine in
1919 and it was later sold to Copper
Range in 1929).
Early White Pine was a collection
of log cabins, tar paper shacks, and
no streets. There were many
nationalities with few speaking
English. Most of us kids picked up a
few words of each other’s language
and made up our own games to play,
or we got into mischief by going
down into the mine on ladders or
playing on the conveyor belt at the
mill. We were usually spotted and
chased out.
One day at school, three of us
boys got into trouble and the teacher
sent us to see Mr. Jamison, the
superintendent.
[Note: this would be James K.
Jamison, the former Ontonagon
Township Superintendent who had
left the area earlier to teach in
Detroit and then returned to his
beloved Ontonagon County where
he later authored the famous book,
“This Ontonagon Country.” BHJ]
Instead, we went out the window
and down to the river where we built
a fire and roasted potatoes. We then
went home as if nothing had
happened, but we had been spotted
by some fellows who lived in a shack
by the (Mineral) river. The next
school day, which was a Monday, we

Autumn 2021
went to school thinking the whole
incident would be forgotten, but no
such luck! Into Mr. Jamison’s office
we were brought and he scolded us
as he paced back and forth to the
opposite wall where he had a razor
strop hanging! The suspense of
waiting for him to use that strop was
worse than if he had actually hit us
with it, which he didn’t.
White Pine Copper closed its
operations in 1919 and our family
made the move back to the Mass
City area to East Branch. Dad had
previously built a house at White
Pine, so the house was dismantled
and shipped by rail to Mass City,
then the materials were hauled by
horse and wagon the five miles out
to our forty acres and then rebuilt.
Our furniture came by horse and
wagon from White Pine and it was
an all day trip with Dad riding on the
wagon. Mother and the rest of the
family came in our Model T Ford.
While we were at White Pine, sister
Erma was born, but died in 1917.
She is buried in the Green Cemetery.
Another sister, Eva, was born while
the family lived at White Pine.
Times were hard following the
war. We didn’t have a name for it
then but today we use the word
recession to describe those years.
We had only one cow and a few
chickens supplemented by lots of
rabbits, partridge, and venison.
There was no Welfare Department
and we simply had to live off the
land. Our water source was an open
pit dug ten feet deep and six feet
square. The water had a red color
from the red clay and the water
run-off after a rain. The stores and
post office were five miles away, but
we didn’t go to town often as we had
little or no money. The only
groceries we bought were flour,
sugar, and salt.
Dad worked in the lumber camps
during the winter. John Hawley
logged south of our farm in 1922-23
and logs were hauled to the river in
the winter and in the spring floated
to Ontonagon. We kids would go
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out to the river and watch the men
riding the logs and thinks how nice a
job that must be to have some day
when we were older. That was
probably the last river drive on the
Ontonagon River except for a few
pulp logs in later years.
To attend school we had to walk
one and a half miles, one-way.
Mother held down the home front,
though the house was cold with only
tar paper siding and no insulation. A
big night out for us kids was to build
a bonfire and roast turnips. I did go
to school for one month in the 7th
grade, then went to work in the
lumber camps (I would have been 13
at the time). Porterfield & Ellis had
a camp at Pori and Joe DeHut would
hire a few young lads to work.
At first, the work was hard,
digging potatoes and vegetables, and
later we worked on the railroad that
was built to haul logs out of the
woods that fall. Our job was to fill
stump holes that were blasted out
for a landing. It sure was a long day
to spend with a grub hoe. I was paid
$1.00 per day plus board and bed. I
did manage to get a few rides on the
river loop on the train and also the
gasoline speeder.
That winter I was working in the
cook shanty as a cook’s helper. I
remember that winter of 1924-25
there was an eclipse of the sun
around 9:00 am and without radio or
newspapers to inform us, we didn’t
know what to think. I thought the
world was coming to an end!
A few words about logging in
general are in order here. Up to
1900 the pine logs were hauled to the
rivers and floated to sawmills and
then shipped on boats to Chicago
from Ontonagon County. After
1900 the camps had their own
railroads and there were several mill
jobbers with twenty to fifty men
working for them. They cut
hardwood (maple and birch) and also
hemlock. They would start in
October to build a camp and make
roads. The logs were hauled with
horses and sleighs and in later years,
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with tractors. It took fifty men to
cut, skid, and haul a million feet of
logs by March. The logs were
decked (piled) alongside the railroad
and loaded in the spring; then
shipped to Iron Mountain.
On our forty acres in East
Branch, we had to clear the land in
order to make a field. We cut the
hay with a hand scythe and also
raked the hay by hand. There were
so many stumps that a mower could
not be used, nor did we own one.
There were no pasture laws in those
days, so the cows might roam a mile
or more from home and we would
have to watch them in the morning
to see what direction they went so
we could find them at the end of the
day for milking. It was sometimes
difficult to find them because they
would often be lying down quietly
without moving their heads so we
couldn’t hear any sound from the
bells on their necks.
We had a neighbor, a single man,
who sold meat. He would buy a cow
or bull from a farmer and he would
go with my dad and walk the animal
from as far away as Rockland and
surrounding farms. As there were
no trailers he had a team of horses
for delivering meat to Mass City and
Rockland and later on he got a
Model T Ford.
On one occasion he had a big,
mad bull to bring home, so he put an
oat bag over its eyes so it couldn’t
see to charge. On the way home,
when the bull began to get wild, the
animal was walked over the end of a
culvert on the road to quiet him
down. A special clamp was placed in
the bull’s nostrils with a rope on it to
lead the animal. Even so, there were
times when the animal refused to
move and his tail had to be twisted
as hitting him did no good.
Our spring election for township
officials was a big event. A number
of people would apply for the
various jobs such as supervisor,
clerk, highway commissioner, and
animal control officer (this job paid
$25 per year!). We would go into
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town and spend most of the day,
come home for supper, and then go
back that night to find out who had
been elected. We had to walk the
five miles or go with the horses as
the roads were not plowed and we
did not have trucks or tractors with
plows. There was a saying that if you
ran for one of the jobs, that would
be a way of finding out how many
friends you had. The men running
for the jobs would hand out candy,
and the bars and blind pigs did a
good business on election day selling
moonshine and beer.
When we moved to East Branch,
there were no snow plows. Instead,
there were two 6 foot high, six foot
long rollers pulled by four teams of
horses. The township had over fifty
miles of roads so they would roll [the
local term is “panking” BHJ] the
roads about three times per winter.
In the spring, usually about April 15,
a plow was used, pulled by five teams
of horses. Sometimes, after this had
been done, another big storm would
come along and block the roads
again. By 1930 they were using a big
tractor with a plow and wings on the
sides. It had chain hoists to raise
and lower the wings. The wings had
to be raised when the snow banks
got over six feet high since there
wasn’t enough power to push them
otherwise.
The following lumber camps in
Ontonagon County had their own
railroad (1900-1950):
Porterfield & Ellis: Pori area and
later at lake Mine.
VonPlatten & Fox: Pori area
Northland Lumber: WasasSimar area
Sawyer Goodman Co: between
Greenland and Ontonagon
Holt Lumber Co: Bruce Crossing
area (Baltimore)
Greenwood Lumber Co: Green,
White Pine
Thompson-Wells: Victoria area
Weidman Lumber Co: Trout
Creek
Cook Lumber Co: Caledonia
(between Mass City & Rockland)
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Gorman Lumber Co:
Ontonagon to 14 Mile Point
P. C. Fuller: Firesteel area
The smaller jobbers worked for
the lumber companies that had
railroads. Logs would be hauled on
iced roads in areas where railroads
could not be built. The icing was
done by tank sleds which had a large
wooden box filled with water for the
icing job.
To go out and look for work we
would walk five miles to the railroad
(Chicago & Milwaukee) and ride a
freight train for twenty miles or so
(in a box car or on a flat car in the
open) and then walk two miles into
the camp where we were seeking
work. If they didn’t need any help,
one was still welcome to have
supper, spend the night, and get a
free breakfast. It was the practice
that all camps would feed anyone
who was looking for work. It was
then a matter of walking out to the
railroad, hitching a ride again to
some other camp and trying again.
We could have ridden in the caboose
by paying the fare, but as money was
scarce, we had to save every penny to
buy sausage and crackers if we got
stranded in some town. There were
a lot of men riding the rails looking
for work. Some would work a few
days, draw their pay, and then move
on to another camp. Some of these
men were gamblers as card games
were played in every camp for
money. There were many
nationalities represented, some
speaking little or no English.
Spring breakup came about the
middle of March and the camp
would close. Some of the
lumberjacks left for town with about
$50-60 in their pockets which was
two month’s wages at $1.00 per day.
They would get a room, buy some
clothes, and hope to take it easy until
the camp would start up again, but
some of them couldn’t leave the
booze alone so in a few weeks their
money was all gone as they would
buy drinks for everyone who came
along. Finally, without any money or
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friends to drink with, many ended up
working for farmers for board and a
place to sleep.
All of the farms had milk cows,
and the milk was separated to get
cream which was then sold. With
four cows it took a few days to get
five gallons of cream. Around 1924,
we kept a cream can in the well to
keep it cool, and we then had to take
it five miles to the railroad station at
McKeever Junction with horse and
wagon. From there the cream went
to Hancock by train. We were paid
$3.00 for five gallons of cream.
Later a cheese factory was
established near Mass City (Stella
Cheese Company on Adventure
Creek) where we sold our milk. The
earnings were so meager that we kept
our money in a sugar bowl in the
cupboard. There was no need for
banks or checkbooks.
There were several train wrecks
where I worked. The first one was
between Mass City and Rockland in
the Caledonia area (1926), They had
built the railroad grade over quite a
steep hill and the first time the
locomotive came with a load of rails
they could not stop it. The engineer
and fireman jumped off before it got
to the end of the line and the engine
and flat car went off the end. They
had to raise the locomotive and flat
car and then build an extension to
the rails to reach them.
In 1928, at Porterfield & Ellis in
Pori, the train crew backed into three
cars of logs. Both crew members
were drunk but were not hurt. They
smashed the back of the train and
the flat cars.
Editor’s Note:
Werner Lamsa’s story will be
continued in the next issue of The
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ONTONAGON COUNTY
HISTORICAL MUSEUM,
LIGHTHOUSE,
GIFT SHOP
Opening after Memorial Day 2022
Museum and Lighthouse Tours available
Books - including those written by past and
present local authors,
and much more.
422 River Street
(906) 884-6165
ochs@jamadots.com
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