ROSALIE AND PAUL

The writing of this life story of my beloved grandparents, Rosalie and Paul Dujka, was made possible by the contribu​tions of their children, acquaintances, and personal remembrance. Special thanks go to Rosalie's half‑sister, Frances Kahanek, without whose recollections much knowledge of the early years would have been lost.

Lovine Martisak Kulhanek

A N N A
The peaceful country cemetery called Krasna near Wallis, Texas, U.S.A., where Anna Muenster Jecmenek rests in eternal sleep, is a long, long journey in distance and time from the village of Vsetin, Morava in Czechoslovakia where she was born.

The freedom‑loving Czechs chafed for 300 years until 1918 under the rule of Austria's Hapsburgs. Each time throughout history the industrious Czech people rebuilt their small country only to be gobbled up again by another invader. They enjoyed a short breath of freedom between the two World Wars when the Czechoslovak Republic emerged until 1939 when Hitler engulfed them. Com​munist Russia dominated until the early 1990's when the iron curtain fell.  Soon afterwards, Czechoslovakia peacefully divided into the Czech Republic and the Slovak Republic.

It was during the reign of the Hapsburgs that Anna Muenster was born on June 13, 1858, as a subject of the Emperor of Austria. Her mother, whose maiden name was Schindler, was first married to a Richter and had two sons born of that marriage before she married Anna's father, named Muenster.

Life for Anna was exceedingly harsh and when she was only five years old, she had to work as a shepherdess of geese. Each morning at daybreak she was off to the meadows with the geese with her little "kosik" (basket) tucked under her arm. By the time she was ten years old, she was fully employed in a factory that made fine furniture.

When Anna grew to young womanhood, she made the ac​quaintance of a young Czechoslovak by the name of Joseph Maly who also worked in the same factory where Anna worked. Her mother tongue was German, and he could speak no German. Anna's command of Czech, at that time, was limited, but the language of love is universal. Soon the two were married.

Their first child, Veruska, was born on July 23, 1882. Rosalie was born on February 7, 1885. Joseph was already suffering with asthma, and so was Anna. Lung diseases were the result of breathing the factory pollutants and were suf​fered by almost all of the people who worked there. Joseph Maly's condition kept worsening and developed into emphysema. He died when Rosalie was a small child and is believed to have been buried somewhere near Vsetin.

In 1890, Anna married Pavel Jecmenek. It was not a happy marriage because, even though Pavel was a brilliant man, he was also a hopeless alcoholic. Annie was born to them on July 14, 1891, and life with the drinking Pavel was a struggle.

At this time many Europeans were immigrating to America in hopes of finding a better life. Many young men, also, were escaping to avoid forced conscription into the despised Prussian army. Pavel was always ready for new adventure, and Anna reasoned that life in a new land could certainly be no worse than it was in Europe and might even prove to have a sobering effect on her husband. It was decided to immigrate. It is no longer remembered how they were able to scrape together the price of the sea voyage which was about 100 Austrian guldens for an adult and 120 for a child over 10 years old.

The name of the ship and the exact departure is not known, but calculations would put the date in the fall of 1891. The group which set sail from Bremen, Germany, included Anna and Pavel Jecmenek, their three children, Annie Jecmenek, Veruska and Rosalie Maly, and Anna's half‑brother Joe Richter, born of Anna's mother's first marriage. Annie was 6 weeks old, Rosalie was 6 years old, and Veruska was 9 years old.

Somewhere enroute their ship stopped to be refueled. There was at this stop a land agent from South America who was offering the young men on ship what seemed to be a golden opportunity to get a league of free government land in Brazil if they could homestead it for a certain length of time. Joe Richter was one of the young men who were lured by this promise. When they said goodbye, Anna wept because in her heart she knew that she would never see her brother again. Of the young men on that ship who left to homestead the land in San Paulo, Brazil, only Joe Richter was able to tough out the wilderness long enough to claim his league of land. In later years, Rosalie and her cousin in Brazil corresponded in Czech until the death of the cousin, which broke the final link with that branch of the family since all of the younger children there could only write in Portugese.

The voyage to America took about six torturous weeks before the ship docked at Galveston, Texas. Some of the pas​sengers died enroute, but the Jecmeneks all survived.

The family's lot in America was no better than it had been in the old country. Pavel continued to drink and neg​lect his work and they moved from farm to farm as they were evicted. Pavel was a poor "hospodar" (provider) and the family knew the pangs of hunger and the fear of insecurity.
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Two more children were born to them. Frances was born on July 2, 1896, and Paul was born two years later.

Around the turn of the century, the Jecmenek family found itself on a farm near Monaville, Texas. The neighbor​ing farm was owned by a young bachelor named Paul Dujka. Anna often baked bread for Paul, and this kind, unassuming, little man soon made a very favorable impression on Anna and her family.

As winter progressed, things hit rock‑bottom for the Jecmeneks. There was no more food, and the family was again about to be evicted. Pavel picked this time to go off on the biggest drinking binge of his life, and it seemed as if this time he had permanently deserted his family. Anna wept bitterly and in her desperation asked Paul Dujka for help. He well knew the family's plight, and he invited them to come live with him. It occured to both Anna and Paul that it would not be proper for her, a married woman, to move into the home of another man. Since he wanted a wife, he suggested that it might be solved if she would give her consent for him to marry her daughter. It was not uncommon for marriages to be so arranged in those days. Then they could all move in and make their home together. The daughter he had in mind was Veruska who was 18 years old. But Veruska was not a bit enchanted by this "bald‑headed, old man," as she called him, and she flatly turned down his proposal of marriage. Paul then asked for Rosalie's hand, but Anna said "no." Rosalie was not a grown woman yet, she told him. But Rosalie slept on the proposal. After considerable thought, she came to a decision. She told her mother, "You know, I believe this Paul Dujka is a fine man. I believe that he would be good to me and to all of us, and if I marry him, it may be a solution for all of us."

So it was that this valiant, young girl, not yet a full fifteen years of age, and having little, if any, knowledge of connubial responsibility, consented to marry a man seventeen years her senior. On the 5th of February, 1900, they applied for their marriage license in Hempstead, Texas, in Waller County. The 7th of February was Rosalie's birthday. She was fifteen years old. The next day on the 8th of February, 1900, the couple was married by H. A. Harvey, Justice of the Peace. This marriage, conceived in such troubled circumstances, proved to be one of the happiest unions that Heaven ever blessed. No one can remember the two speaking a harsh word to each other, and they remained deeply devoted to each other for all of the fifty‑four years of their life together.
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M 0 N A V I L L E

The Early Years

As
the century changed so did Rosalie's life. Veruska went to live with a prominent farm family to be employed as a nurse for their children. The rest of the family moved into Paul's home at Monaville and "settled in." With the aid and guidance of her mother, Rosalie started homemaking.
At the very onset there was an unspoken understanding of dominion. The household, and all therein, was Rosalie's domain, and Paul never usurped her authority there. She, on the other hand, never presumed to tell him how to set his implements or farm his fields. When she married Paul, she could not read or write and Paul taught her both, in Czech.

Two trying things happened the first year that were to test the fiber of the marriage. The first was the return of the prodigal Pavel Jecmenek and the second was the great Gulf of Mexico hurricane that razed Galveston and nearly ruined the Dujkas.

Pavel decided to return to his family and was welcomed by Paul to come live with them under his roof. He did, and immediately started to create discord between the two fami​lies. He was a very jealous and possessive man, and he insisted that Anna come away with him. Since he showed no promise of having reformed, Anna chose to have the marriage dissolved and continue to make her home with her daughter and son‑in‑law. She asked Paul to help her secure a divorce. This he did; the marriage was ended, and Paul gave Pavel orders never to set foot on his property again. At last the two families were able to know a little peace.

The hurricane came like a thief in the night and hit with vicious force. The family huddled together and Paul nailed the kitchen table over a window and braced the house as best he could with what was at hand. The day was Septem​ber 8, 1900. When it was over the Dujka house, except for considerable damage, stood intact and all within were safe. The house of the neighbor family that took refuge that night with the Dujkas was in rubble. The Dujkas lost all of their chickens, all of their outbuildings and the barn with all the store of winter-feed. What was still left of the years' crop in the field was lost.

Paul set out immediately to rebuild. He even added a lean‑to room to the original house. This house still stands near Monaville, but is used today only for storing hay and sheltering cattle.
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While Paul labored on the rebuilding, Rosalie had her own problems. She was heavy with her first child, and it was difficult to maintain some semblance of orderly house​keeping under the disrupted conditions. It was a hard time for the Dujkas and Jecmeneks.

On Christmas Day, December 25, 1900, Rosalie presented Paul with a special Christmas gift, the birth of his first son. And they called him "Josef" (Joseph). This story was to be repeated fourteen more times. Fifteen

children were born to them and their names and dates of birth are as follows:

1.
Joe-Dec. 25, 1900 (deceased)

2.
Olga (Julius) Schoppe-Jan. 16, 1902  (deceased)
3.
Antonie (Tome) (John) Martisak-Mar. 29, 1903

4.
Julia (Joe) Barta-Nov. 1, 1904  (deceased)

5.
Rose Lee (Irvin H) Hammack-Oct. 21, 1908  (deceased)

6.
Adolph-Aug. 8, 1910  (deceased)

7.
Anna Belle (Alfonse L.) Pesek-Feb. 23, 1912  (deceased)

8.
Frankie (August V.) Stracik-Sept. 27, 1916

9.
Mildred (Woodrow) Cotharn-Feb. 7, 1919

10.
Emma (Milton) Koehler-Feb. 20, 1921

11.
Lessie (Grant) Curtiss-Dec. 14, 1923  (deceased)

12.
Jerry-Feb. 24, 1925

13.
William-Feb. 12, 1927

14.
Joyce Marie (James) Otto-May 29, 1929

15.
Julius-Dec. 7, 1930

There were no stillbirths or miscarriages. There were no physical or mental defects, and every one of the children was blue‑eyed and bonny. All were born at home and only in about two of the deliveries was the family doctor, Dr. Kubricht, called. Dr. Theodore Kubricht was one of the first Czech‑Moravian ministers in Texas. As of this writing, eight of the children still live. Only the oldest daughter, Olga, preceded her mother in death. She died of cancer on August 11, 1964, and is buried at Frenstat near Somerville, Texas.

One of the highlights of the family's life at Monaville was Paul's annual trip to the city of Houston. The wagon would be stripped to the frame and the year's crop of cotton loaded on it and tied down. Under the wagon seat Paul carried a hatchet for purposes of self‑protection. He was never called upon to have to use this weapon. He started his trip in the early morning and by nightfall he reached the little community of Hockley. Here he spent the night and next day arrived in Houston early enough to complete his business. The city of Houston in the early 1900's was little more than an oversized cow town. There was Houston's first Henke and Pillot store on Washington Avenue near the
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Buffalo Bayou where Paul sold his cotton and exchanged his money for necessary staples for the coming year. Paul bought such things as pick sack cloth, rope, and food. Flour was packed in huge wooden barrels. Coffee beans came in ten or twenty pound bags. Dry fruits came in 25-pound crates.

Paul loaded his purchases and the same day made it as far as Hockley where he again spent the night, and the following day completed his trip home. The round trip took three days.

On the evening of the third day, the children strained their eyes for the first sight of the wagon. As soon as the wagon came to a stop, they were all over it, appraising and exclaiming over the purchases. Some years later, one of his grown children drove Paul to Houston in a brand new 1936 Chevy to show him the city which had, a mere 30 years later, become a sprawling metropolis. He was awed by the skyscrapers and the change and could not recognize any of the old landmarks as he remembered them when he drove there with his wagon and mules.

Four of the Dujka children, Joe, Olga, Tonie, and Julia, were born on the farm at Monavi11e. As the family expanded, so did the need for a larger farm. Paul was never very pleased with the Monaville farm which was sandy and considered poor land. His heart's desire was to own fertile "cerna zem" (blackland). So he sold the farm to John Repka after the family had lived there over five years and bought a place near the San Bernard River in Wharton County. This land, also, was mostly sandy, and Paul was never happy with it. Another reason for wanting to move was a neighbor who was a wife beater and child abuser. Many were the times Paul would intercede on behalf of the wife and children. Many were the horrendous abuses committed by this neighbor against his family, and one of his sons was paralyzed from the waist when he struck him as a baby and crippled his spine. This man also relished dumping armloads of cockle burr across the fence to seed out in the Dujka's clean fields. All of these things were insufferable because in those days good neighbors were a necessity.
The family was increasing. Two more Dujka children, Rose Lee and Adolph, were born near the San Bernard. The family lived there about five years, and in 1910 Paul sold this farm and bought and moved to a 100‑acre farm of deep, black land in the community called Krasna. "Krasna" in Czech means "beautiful", and Paul felt that at last he had found the land' of his dreams.
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K R A S N A

The Homeplace

Even though Rosalie and Paul always felt that the fertile Krasna farm was the realization of their dream, it proved not to be such a wise investment because it was very low and subject to flooding.

The first two years on the Krasna farm were unbelievably cruel. The rains came. There were no drainage ditches any​where. The mosquitoes rose up out of the swampy places in black clouds to torment man and beast both night and day. The horses and mules could be heard at all hours of the night galloping furiously across the pastures in vain efforts to escape their tormentors. The Dujka family made a brave effort to gather what miserable crop there was by picking into buckets and tubs, which they pushed and pulled over the muddy field. It was too much adversity. The beastly conditions in his new homeland had defeated Paul.

He was ready to pull up stakes and go back to Europe. But Rosalie and Anna would not go with him, and they begged him to stay and try a little longer. Maybe things would get better, they said. They stayed, and things got better.

There followed some dry years between 1912 and the first World War when the Krasna farm yielded bumper crops. With the outbreak of the war, cotton was selling for an unheard of price of 50 cents a pound. In 1918, only eight years after its purchase, the farm was completely paid for with money left over.

Paul offset the Krasna farm by a purchase from John Moore of 227 acres of rich, virgin prairie land about 6 miles south​east of Krasna near the Orchard community. This was bought for $65.00 an acre. Paul and young Joe spent months breaking land and building fences. Many were the nights they would come home grey with fatigue. The rains came, and the ditches and creeks spilled over. There were no bridges built over the low places in the road, and Joe had to wade his horses through the water as he hauled in fence posts, a few at a time, from the depot in Orchard. Eventually the land was broken and fenced into three small farms. On these farms in later years, several of the Dujka children started their own families. The children paid the parents a rental from their crops, but otherwise operated as independent little family units. During butchering, haying, and wood‑making the sons and sons‑in‑law continued to pool their work.

The discovery of oil and sulfur nearby brought to the region prospectors who offered to lease or buy mineral rights.
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Paul sold half of the mineral rights of the prairie farms in 1921 and used the money to pay off some of the debt.

All of the children following Adolph were born at the Krasna farm. The family lived there for 30 years until 1940 when the place was sold and a new house built on one of the prairie farms where the parents and younger children moved. But the Krasna place is always, in the hearts and minds of the children, called "the homeplace."

R 0 S A L I E
Her children arise and call her blessed.
Proverbs, XXXI, 28
An enlarged photograph of the young family taken in 1913 shows a pretty, young Rosalie standing tall and erect and towering half a head above her short husband. She had the blue eyes characteristic of her German‑Slavic ancestry, finely chiseled ears close to her head, and beautiful, thick blonde hair which in her younger years nearly touched the floor when she combed it out. This she wore in a chignon and she had to clip out a circle of hair on top of her head so that the hair would not be so heavy on her head and could be coiled with greater ease.

Rosalie's growing daughters were on a constant campaign to sort out and discard because their mother had a deep need to save and hoard all sorts of items because some day "they may come in handy." They did not share, and therefore could not fully understand, the hardship of their mother's childhood. Because the memory was so deeply impressed that the fear of want never quite left her, she was prone to get spells of "lakomost" (stinginess).

There was never any dispute as to who was the disciplinarian of the family. Rosalie ruled her domain with a firm hand and taught her children to work hard and waste not. Sometimes Paul came home from the field and marveled at what a good, little "drahousek" (dear) each and every one of his children was. Rosalie only smiled and did not tell him that they were not always such good, little dears and that sometimes she had to lower the boom on them. It was not necessary to discipline the children for long, because they all took pride and satis​faction in achievement and a job well done, and as they grew, the older children disciplined the younger ones. Each child had his assigned chores in the home and worked in the fields as soon as he was old enough.

The immensity of the many varied tasks, and how well Rosalie was able to perform them all, is enough to boggle the mind. Each day she had a small army to cook for, and
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cook she did, exceedingly well. Even today her daughters remember and say that their own kolaches cannot excel the ones their mother used to bake. When Olga was 14 years old, she took full command of the kitchen. This freed Rosalie to devote more of her time to those tasks that needed her greater expertise. Each year Rosalie planted a huge garden and over the years she and her daughters preserved unbelievable amounts of beans, pears, tomatoes, pickles, chow chow and dewberry and plum jellies. She fermented crocks of sauerkraut and cucumbers, churned butter, made her own cottage cheese, milked cows, boiled soap, rendered lard, made her own yeast cakes, and baked bread. 
She set hens and kept a gaggle of geese to supply the feathers for the many pillows and "pereni" (featherbeds) required to keep the large family warm. About twice a year the geese would get plucked. Their cries of pain were a piteous thing to hear, but keeping warm was a serious business on the rural frontier, so the geese continued to get plucked. Rosalie, and any of her children that she could corral to help her, spent countless winter nights stripping goose feathers by lamplight on the kitchen table. Occasionally a knuckle rap on the head would reprimand a giggling offspring since it was essential that absolute stillness be maintained so that the piles of down would not fly off the table. Rosalie sewed for her young brood and no remnant of leftover material was ever wasted be​cause every bit was fashioned into patchwork quilts that were used for cover in the summertime heat. 
Sometimes Rosalie was called upon to be both doctor and nurse, and she ministered to her family, one and all. She dosed them with castor oil when they seemed to need it, and massaged little backs and chests with goose lard. Triner's Wine and Hoboko were much favored stomach aids of that time. Simple indigestion was relieved by a home made kind of Alka-Seltzer made of combining sugar, vinegar, and bicarbonate of soda in a glass of water. A few drops of kerosene on a teaspoonful of sugar broke up a chest congestion, and sulfur and molasses usually seemed to help a case of springtime listlessness. Over the years, Rosalie must have pulled a hundred splinters and baby teeth. She treated small wounds and punctures with Nonat and Borozone. Both medications are no longer manufactured. Only in cases of more serious illness were the family doctors, Dr. Kubricht or Dr. Brown, called. There was no instance of broken bones or serious accident, and it was as if the Angels of Heaven themselves kept vigil over this family.
P A U L
Paul was born in 1868 and was the youngest of eight chil​dren born to John and Anna Nedbalek Dujka. One of Paul's grandmothers, it is not remembered which one, was the daughter of Gorgi Rouffe of France. Paul's father owned a mill and land of considerable value in the old country. His mother died when he was fourteen years old. All of his father's
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property was bequeathed to his oldest son, as was the custom of that country. Paul worked as an apprentice in a furniture factory until the age of eighteen at which time he was con​scripted to serve in the army. He served three years under Emperor Frantisek Joseph of Austria.

Little is known of Paul's immigration to America. His ship docked in New York, and from there he worked his way across the United States while working at various jobs over a period of time which would encompass perhaps about eight years. He worked for a time in the coal mines in Philadelphia. He worked as a lumberjack, and Julia remembers him telling how a logger who accidentally fell into the river had to be mercifully shot to save him the torture of slow death among the rolling logs. It was in the wheat fields in Nebraska that Paul found a measure of contentment because they reminded him so much of his native land.

It is known that some of Paul's brothers and his sister also immigrated to America. One brother is known to have settled in Chicago. Paul had only one sister who married a Frenchman named Mangoni. She was a brilliant woman fluent in three languages, German, Czech, and French, and also spoke some English. She was a writer of some renown and contributed to several newspapers and magazines. It was Paul's quest for his sister that brought him to Texas.

In may, 1978, an interview with John Korcak, resident of Azalea Manor Rest Home in Sealy, Texas, revealed some knowledge of Paul's arrival in the state of Texas.

John was six years old in 1898 when Paul arrived at the Korcak farm in Nelsonville, Texas. John can no longer remem​ber the mode of travel by which Paul arrived. He remembers only that Paul was a small man and wore an immense, European styled hat. Etched indelibly on John's mind is the memory of Paul's unrolling his leather coin pouch, taking from it a nickel for each of the Korcak children and telling them to buy some candy. 

The Dujkas and Korcaks shared friends in the old country. John remembers that Paul owned one old mule. With this mule and his brawn, he cleared a few acres of wooded land on the Korcak farm on which he planted to a crop. It was in Texas that Paul first became acquainted with the growing of cotton. There was never much love lost between him and the cotton plant. He could never grasp the synchronized rhythm between both hands required to make a good cotton picker, and he disliked the backbreaking bending under the hot Texas sun. But he observed how vigorously the cotton thrived in the warm, climate. Land in Texas was still plentiful and reasonably priced so Paul decided to buy some land of his own and grow some cotton. His search took him to Monaville and the purchase of the Monaville farm, which is where the life of Rosalie and Paul began.
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Paul was not affiliated with any church or religion, but he lived in harmony with his fellow man and Mother Nature all the days of his life. He believed in the brotherhood of man. He never used tobacco, and he never swore. His use of alcohol extended to a gallon of sweet wine at Christmas time, and this he dispensed so generously among his children and guests that there was very little left for himself. He worked hard every day of his life that he was able except on Sundays, which he reserved to give his, work animals a rest. He treated his animals the same as his family, with kindness and gentle​ness. Sometimes when he walked among the mules his family was afraid that he might get trampled and cautioned him, but he would say, "Do not be afraid. They will not harm me for my animals know me and I know them."

On the morning of the Sabbath, the horses and mules were given their ration of corn and turned out into the pasture to graze and rest. On this day Paul bathed, shaved, put on clean striped overalls, and then he liked to sit barefooted in the shade on the front porch and give his feet a chance to cool and rest. He walked with a limp since the early days at Monaville when an unidentified illness put him into bed with a pain so great and for so long that the family despaired of his ever recovering. One day a neighbor came to visit and brought a big, white root that they insisted would heal Paul's leg. Frances Kahanek cannot remember the name of the herb. She remembers that it was put into a flour sack and hung from the ceiling and each day the women cut off a piece of the root, boiled it in water, and then soaked Paul's afflicted leg in this solution. Immediately he started to recover. Today's doctors might feel that it was the repeated applications of heat that did the trick.

Often as Paul sat on the front porch he read his news​papers. He liked to read and he liked to discuss politics. Some of the papers that he subscribed to and read were Nasinec, Hospodar, and Novy Domov. He was much amused by the antics of two comic characters called Dbal and Nedbal. Dbal was the industrious farmer with whom he could identify, and Nedbal was the shiftless, Peter Tumbledown type of charac​ter who seemed to always get the best of life without having to strain a muscle. Resting on the front porch also afforded Paul a chance to welcome any company that might drop by on Sunday.

At mid-afternoon Paul always requested "swacina," which can be equated to the American snack. It usually consisted of coffee and a slice of homemade bread spread with butter and jelly, a kolach, or some similar pastry. When the call to eat was given, Paul would limp to his place at the table and take his coffee well diluted by milk and always sweetened. There he sat twirling his teaspoon in his cup of coffee and, with blue eyes twinkling, surveyed his robust brood. Since he never was a hearty eater, his children long suspected that
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he relished his swacinas, not because he was hungry, but because he so enjoyed the good fellowship of his loved ones about him.

When Paul was a young father, he sometimes rocked the little ones in the cradle, and as he rocked he sang beauti​ful, sad songs of the heartbreak and loneliness of soldier​ing and war which he learned when he was a soldier in the Prussian army. Daughters Tonie and Julia still remember a few lines of one of those songs. In his later life, he no longer sang, but he whistled a lot as he went about his work. Paul was a member of SPJST (The Slavonic Benevalent Order of the State of Texas), Lodge Karel Jones X28, since the year of 1906. Also he was a member of CSPC, a fraternal insurance organization.
An objective person would have to say that Paul was not a very handsome man. He had rather prominent ears attached to a very round head that was as bald as a billiard ball for as long as anyone could remember. He had beautiful, sky‑blue eyes that seemed to twinkle when he was happy. He had a full whisker mustache that had a way of twitching slightly when he was amused. Memory recalls his habit of smoothing his whiskers, half to the left side and half to the right side of his face. He was a little man in size and stature, only about five feet and three inches tall and weighing per​haps a hundred and thirty pounds. But to those who knew the total man, he was a "big" man, and to those who loved him, he was beautiful.

THE CHILDREN
During the early Krasna years the Jecmenek children reached young adulthood and started to branch off to homes of their own. True to his word, Paul gave them a home until they went to homes of their own, and he was like a father to all of them. Annie Jecmenek married John Yayer in 1912 and they moved near Orchard, Texas, where they farmed. They had nine children.  Frances Jecmenek married Joe Kahanek on July 7, 1912, and they moved to town to Wallis where for over forty years they owned and operated a cotton gin. They had nine children. Young Paul Jecmenek married Therezie Malish a few years later and moved near Taylor, Texas, where they farmed. Three children were born to them before Paul, who suffered with epilepsy, died at the young age of thirty‑six.

Rosalie's sister, Veruska, married John Schoppe soon after Rosalie married Paul, and they moved to a community called Frenstat in Burleson County where they farmed. Five children were born to them. Two died in childhood. Veruska was a good sister to Rosalie and came to see her as often as
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she could, sometimes arriving in Wallis on the "traina" as she called it. The two sisters corresponded for as long as each could hold a pen. As of this writing, Rosalie's half‑sister, Frances Kahanek, is the only one of the sisters alive. She has retired and is living out her remaining years with some of her children on her ranch near Sheridan, Texas.

The children of Rosalie and Paul were good, bright, and hard‑working. All grew up to be law‑abiding, worthy citizens. They boast four sons who are successful farmers and the fifth and youngest is an engineer. One daughter, Lessie, is a registered nurse, and the rest all married men whose varied occupations took them into many walks of life. These children, in turn, produced children and grandchildren, many of whom were honor graduates and are outstanding in talents and ac​complishments.

The younger children did not know the austerity that the older children had to endure. In the early years while the parents were young and vigorous they were in full command, and always, always, the paying of the debt on the land took priority. There were always little ones and another on the way whose futures had to be considered. The old adage, "cheaper by the dozen," could well apply to this family since any garment that still had some wear left when outgrown could always be handed down to a younger sibling. Julia remembers that her shoes never fit properly and always curled up at the toes because they were bought a size too large to extend their wear into another year's growth. It is with some unhappiness that the older children look back and wish that there might have been a few more comforts to help make their childhood easier. It was this austerity that was to cause a serious quarrel between parents and son.

Joe was the first son followed by four sisters and then Adolph. It was upon the shoulders of these two sons that fell responsibilities much beyond their tender years. Joe was called upon to do man's work as soon as he could reach a sweepstalk and hold a hammer. When he married at the age of twenty‑four, young Adolph took over the reigns and carried out the responsibilities as well as Joe had before him.

Joe was a carbon copy of his father in size, small and wiry. He walked straight as a candle and moved swiftly and with a deliberation to avoid all lost motion. He took his work so seriously that it bordered on obsession. Even as a tiny child he invented work games and scratches on a trunk in the parent's bedroom bore testimony to his sawing on it with a wooden shingle while his baby voice chanted, "Reze, reze, reze." He drove himself, the work animals, and all about him. Adolph was sent to fetch and when Joe sent him to fetch a hammer, he meant that Adolph should trot for it.
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Perhaps to know the role that Fortune shaped for Joe may be to better understand why She fashioned him as he was.


Joe and his oldest sister, Olga, were in accord on most things, and between them they tried to keep things, inside and outside of the home, going like well‑greased clockwork.  When the men stepped into the house for dinner, Joe insisted that dinner be ready and the table fully set so that as lit​tle time as possible would be taken away from the field work.  There were always enough sisters to command, but the younger girls resented his dictatorial manner and sometimes a quarrel would break out between them. Olga understood that her broth​er was about important things, and she always tried to ful​fill his demands if possible. For instance, she saw to it that there was a basin of clean water ready, and while he rinsed his face and hands she stood by with a clean towel, ready to slap it in his hand much like a surgical nurse would a scalpel in the operating room.


Out in the cotton fields Olga and Joe took the lead and set the pace. They put little Adolph to pick on a row be​tween them so that they might keep an eye on him and set him back to reality in the event that his mind should stray too long watching migrating birds, or should he become predis​posed to chase after a grasshopper. Joe's brain could tally numbers and click off sums like a built‑in adding machine.  He knew precisely how many pounds of cotton each child would have to have picked at precisely which time of day so that the set goal of a bale each day could be attained. He worked out quotas, according to age and ability, of pounds of cotton that each child should pick.
 This system usually worked out very successfully since the child who did not fulfill his share felt embarrassed and worked harder.


Halfway between Wallis and Krasna was an open‑air pavilion with many cottonwood trees growing around it which was known as Kanak's Park. It was here that Frances Jecmenek met her husband, Joe Kahanek, who came riding on a bicycle. A few years later John Martisak came from Hallettsville to visit

in Wallis. He borrowed a horse and buggy for the night from his uncle, Joe Martisak, and decided to go check out Kanak's Park.



From the first moment that he set eyes on the shy, sixteen year old Tonie Dujka, he never looked again at another girl.  He asked to drive her home that night and there fol​lowed a five year courtship during which rarely a day passed without a letter or card from him. These developments were

a source of chagrin to John's sisters who hoped that their brother would drive them to dances, etc.  Instead, John's sister, Tracy, remembers that all he wanted to do was sit on the porch steps, gaze toward Wallis, and dream of Tonie. The two were married on December 26, 1923, in Hallettsville.
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The young people came to Kanak's Park in buggies, but many came in cars. The Model T Ford, which sold brand new for around $700.00, made it possible for many to own a family automobile. The four oldest of the Dujka children, who were now in their teens, also longed for a "Fordka." This to the parents was unthinkable. There was the debt on the farm to pay, and they could not spend their money on frivolities. Young Joe was strong‑willed, but willing to compromise. He had worked hard beside his father. The Krasna farm was almost paid for and the 1918 cotton crop lay heavy with fruit, and harvest promised to be bountiful. If they could not have the car, he would settle for a motor cycle. Surely that his parents could indulge him that much. But Rosalie and Paul remained resolute. There was the debt to pay off. Besides, why should he need such a dangerous contraption when there was a perfectly good "hek" (hack) in the barn which could carry him as far as he needed to go. Joe told them that he would leave home, find work, and earn the cycle himself. Angry words were exchanged. Frustrated and bitter with hurt, Joe made good this threat. The beloved first born son, apple of his father's eye, disobeyed and left home. The hearts of Rosalie and Paul knew a sadness.

Joe found a home that summer with his aunt and uncle, Frances and Joe Kahanek, who also gave him a job at their cotton gin. Once again his mathematical prowess stood him in good stead. He was put to work in the gin office to tally weights and write out receipts. Here he made the acquaintance of many of the farmers of the area and sometimes had to use his ingenuity to solve some of his problems. For instance, Frank Stanislav Wenceslaus Kulhanek, who was a stickler for exactness, insisted that all the initials of his given names always be entered on his gin papers. Since Joe's memory could not retain all of those names, he coined some names to help him remember. Thereafter, Frank became Frank South West Kulhanek. Joe earned and bought his motor cycle which cost $75.00.

Summer was over. Winter was coming on, and Joe's thoughts turned homeward. He remembered the winter plowing and the staggering load of work which faced his father to burden alone. Paul had just bought the prairie land. Love and loyalty in a good family go deep. Joe returned home and the hearts of Rosalie and Paul rejoiced. Not one word was said about the quarrel. Once again father and son put shoulder to shoulder, and they worked harder than they had ever worked before.

“S  B O H E M  N A  S H L E D A N O U”
With God Till We Meet Again
About 1913 Anna's health was starting to fail. Her asthma became so bad that she could no longer help with any
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of the work. But she continued to be an invaluable babysit​ter for Rosalie. Oh, how her grandchildren loved her: Her room was a favorite hideaway where they would play, and she told riddles and fairy tales from the old country, sometimes so late into the night that Paul had to arise from his bed to say that the lights must go out and the children to their beds. Anna is remembered as a jolly woman with a sunny disposition. Her daughter, Frances Kahanek, remembers that her mother was "not afraid of even the devil." She recalls an incident when Anna and Rosalie went to pick black-eyed peas one day. A drunken neighbor was beating up his wife, and Anna decided she would not stand still for this. She found a broom and proceeded to beat the tar out of him with the broom handle. Thereafter, the neighbor made a quick detour when he saw her coming.

In addition to her asthma, Anna had developed cataracts in both eyes so that for seven years she was almost totally blind and had to be led about by one of her grandchildren. Fortunately, her daughters learned of a Dr. Lehnart in Brenham who was renowned for his successful operations on cataracts. They arranged for Anna to see him, and he consented to operate on Anna's better eye. The operation, which cost $50.00, was a success, and she regained sight in one eye. Julius Schoppe, husband‑to‑be of Olga Dujka, and Anna's daughter, Veruska Schoppe, took the problem to the parishioners of the Frenstat Catholic Church. In an incredible act of Christian generosity, the members of this tiny church, many of them impoverished, took up a collection and raised the entire amount needed for the surgery. It was a great joy to Anna to see her grand​children‑‑the youngest being Alice Kahanek‑‑born during the seven years of her blindness. Dr. Lehnart gave her a picture of himself, and she was so grateful to him for the gift of her sight that she asked to have his picture placed in her casket with her. This wish was carried out when she died, and the picture of the good doctor is buried with her. As of this writing in 1978, the widow of Dr. Lehnart, now in her late nineties, still lives on Market Street in Brenham.

In early 1920, Anna took to her bed. She developed pneumonia, and after lingering a few days, she passed away on March 13, 1920, in the home of the Dujkas. She was sixty-two years old. She suggested before her death that it would please her well enough if she were carried to her final resting place in the Dujka's own wagon drawn by their little "mulki" (Mules). The local morticians had a 1890 model horse‑drawn carriage with glass sides and bud vases enhancing the interior. The grandchildren felt that it would be more proper to have this horse‑drawn hearse. The hearse was drawn by a pure white horse and a coal black horse. The young driver's name was Joe Barta, and the horses belonged to his father. He was destined to become the husband of Anna's grand‑daughter, Julia. Grand‑daughters Tonie and Julia remember the funeral.
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"It was bitterly cold. A northeasterly wind was blowing, and it was sleeting. We thought we would freeze to death before we made it the three miles to the Krasna Cemetery."

John Gajevsky, president of SPJST, Lodge Karel Jonas, delivered a short eulogy at the graveside in the presence of a few neighbors and family. Julia remembers her grandmother once saying, "Girls, don't forget to plant rosemary on my grave." Rosemary is the aromatic herb, symbolic of constancy and remembrance. Anna's simple headstone bears the inscrip​tion, "odpocivey v pokoji" (Rest in peace).

Paul spent his declining years puttering around and doing whatever little tasks he was capable of. The management and working of the farms had many years ago been delegated to his sons.
Paul was eighty‑seven years old when he died on October 31, 1954, following a prolonged illness. He had lived a long and fruitful life. He lived through two World Wars and saw two sons go off to war and return safely. He lived to see the mechanization of farming such as he could not have imagined in his wildest dreams. He lived to see his children, and his children's children, and his beloved land was passed on to three of his sons, Adolph, William, and Jerry, and is owned and farmed by them and their sons. Generation after genera​tion may pass away, but the land endures forever. Paul was laid to rest in the Krasna Cemetery on November 2, 1954. It is sad to note that this man never secured his citizenship paper and died an alien in his adopted country to which he made such a great contribution.

Rosalie lived for thirteen more years after Paul's death. She spent the last months of her life reminiscing about the past, and when she was asked if the eighty‑two years of her life seemed long, she answered with a sign, "Oh, it seems like such a short while." But her remaining days must have begun to weigh heavily upon her because one day she said to her children, "I am a hundred years old." And from this belief, she could not be dissuaded.

Rosalie died peacefully in her sleep in her own bed on January, 26, 1967.  Her doctor said that her heart just wore out. She was buried beside Paul on January 28, 1967.

In the springtime wild flowers bloom around their graves, and occasionally a lone mockingbird, the songster that Paul so dearly loved, sings over them. Death has united them unto eternity.
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