
half-a-century appeared in the Mil-
waukee Journal along with a photo of
Tom dumping apples in the mill.
Others in the photo were Tom’s
grandmother, Edith, serving a small
grandson, Johnny, a cup of cider.
A large number of people in the

area brought in their own apples for
pressing into cider. “When times are
hard, a lot of people would never pay
my grandfather,” Tom says now.  The
apple cider operation was eventually
sold to Dan Bussey who restored the
old press.

Mystique surrounds barn
On a farm down Highway 59 a

mile or two from Newville, stands an
old stone barn. Its owner, Michael
“Mike” Fiedler doesn’t farm the land
but leases it out. The barn is no
longer full of cows.
From a Milton history Mike gave

me: “James Pierce came to Milton
with Joseph Goodrich in 1838. After
spending some time with Goodrich ,
he bought land on both sides of the
river just below the mouth of the
lake. He built the stone barn, an old
landmark east of Newville. Presum-
ably the stone was taken from the
quarry across the road.
“The first post office in the Town

of Milton was in the Pierce home. It
operated from May 16, 1848 to
1857.”
The local legend that the narrow

slits in the barn were for rifles to be
aimed at Indians is repeated in this
history. However, other sources–
which Mike believes more reliable–
say simply the openings were for
ventilation.
The current metal roof is a bit out

of sync with the old stone barn. How-
ever barn roofs are pricey and this is
the second roof his family has re-
placed in his lifetime. A metal roof
wears longer and will probably last
as long as he owns the farm.  
Mike’s  grandfather, Werner Rutz,

immigrated from Ger-many in 1919.
He bought the farm in the 1920s.
Werner died in 1962 and his daugh-
ter, Agnes, moved to the farm in 1967
after the death of Mike’s father, Gus
Fiedler, in 1966. She kept a small
herd of dairy cows. Mike, who was
then in his teens, and his sister,
Kathy, helped with the chores.
Agnes was known locally for her

love for poultry. Her geese, ducks
and chickens lived to respectable old
ages. With a soft heart for the poul-
try she raised, Agnes   bought the
chickens–total strangers from the su-
permarket–for her Sunday dinners.
With a generous heart, she gave away
surplus eggs to family, to neighbors
and to anyone she suspected needed a
little help. 
For years she was a 4-H leader,

specializing in the poultry division.
“We all went to country schools

when I was a kid,” Mike says now,
looking back. At that time, his fam-
ily was farming on County M, He
and Kathy attended Oakdale School.
“We were all connected. We’ve

lost all that.”                    

Legendary Lake House
Area old-timers and new residents

with connections know how to find
the historic old Lake House Inn.  For
the rest of us, not so easy.  Without a
GPS, directions go something like
this: Take Mallwood  Drive off Route
59. Turn left on Hillside Drive.  At
the top of the hill, you’ll see a big
sign for Lake House Inn. That’s
Maple Bluff Drive. Turn right. At
Elm, turn left and follow it to Lake
House Inn. If you  get lost–as many
do–ask for directions. The locals
have grown used to giving directions.
In early afternoon the  bar/restau-

rant is closed.  A honk brings man-
ager Robert “Bob” Axcell, II to the
door.  As with many historic build-
ings, the inn has been changed and
renovated through the decades. The
wonderful old bar room is one of the
original parts of the restaurant.
The main dining room is rich in

color and history and clearly part of
the restaurant’s draw. The interview
is interrupted frequently by calls for
evening reservations.
Bob’s father, Robert Axcell, owns

it now but that didn’t happen
overnight. “There used to be a
Marathon station in Newville. Wayne
Hemenway bought it and he and Dad
gutted it and made it into a great lit-
tle bar–the Maple Beach Inn. Dad ran
it for Wayne from 1960 to ’68.”
His father was interested in the

Lake House Inn but Wayne wasn’t.
Robert moved to Florida but returned
in 1986. “My uncle Stan Midtbo
bought the Inn then and Dad man-
aged it for about 10 years. Then he
bought it.
The Inn was once a summer hotel

with rooms on the top floor. “People
think we should renovate the upstairs
and rent out rooms again,” Bob says.
“There’s not a light switch or wall
socket up   there. There’s electricity
but just old cords hanging down.
How would you ever get $800,000
back?”
The building is also on the Wis-

consin Historical Register which
means any renovations would have
to be approved.
The Inn’s menu covers contain a

reprint of its history as reported in
1877 by the Edgerton Independent.
Num-erous owners through the
decades begin with Isaac Bronson
who bought the land from the gov-
ernment in 1835. He was issued Cer-
tificate No. 102 in 1837, signed by
President Martin Van Buren.
A succeeding owner,  Azor Kin-

ney, sold it to William Taylor and
Robert Carr, who added two stories
to the main house. It became THE
summer resort of early Edgerton.
For the full history, read both the

front and back covers of the menu.
Of course, if you’re a newcomer, first
you find the Lake House Inn.
“There are stories that a ghost

haunts this place,” Bob says. “They
say a little girl in a white dress looks
out the window. “
Folks from the TV channel with a

program about haunted buildings
have asked to put equipment in a
back room.  Bob shakes his head.
“I’ve never seen a ghost here.”
A second widely spread rumor is

that a hidden tunnel lies below the
house. “My son, Justin, went down

and chipped at the old cement.  So
many things have been added – walls
put up and mortared. They once had
four or five chimneys for heating.
Then they went to fuel oil. Now we
heat with radiators. All these changes
but we’ve never found a tunnel.”
Then there’s the legend that Al

Capone used to hang out here?  Bob
laughs.  “He was supposed to have
said he liked coming here because it
was on a dirt road and he could see
the cops coming.”
Between phone calls, Bob re-

marks the Inn is going into its busiest
season now as the camp grounds re-
open and local residents return from
Florida or Arizona or anyplace warm.
He is disturbed by the change in

family relationships he sees brought
about by modern technology. “A hus-
band and wife will each be on a cell
phone, talking to everyone but each
other. Kids will sit texting through a
meal and never say a word to anyone.
“This is not how it used to be.”

Friendly farming culture
Sharon Deegan sits at the polished

wooden table in the kitchen of the her
family’s old farm house. It is a warm,
comfortable room filled with the gen-
tle reminders of earlier generations.
“My parents, Harold and Maxine

(Splitter) Spaulding, started out with
120 acres,” she says. “The Interstate
came through early in the 1960s. It
left us with 20 acres on this side.
Everything else was landlocked.”
The farm has been in Sharon’s

family for generations. Frederick
Ziebel who came from Germany
with his mother and siblings, took
possession of the farm in 1873. Un-
traditionally, the land has been
handed down on the women’s side
ever since.
“My folks farmed the other side as

long as they could,” she says. “They
had to get permission to get to our
land. Nice neighbors on the other
side gave us that permission. How-
ever, it took a long time   to get ma-
chinery to that land.”
Her father bought a chopper for

the hayfield on the other side. “We
had to go under the Interstate. No
ride at the fair compares to riding on
a load of hay down through the twist-
ing, turning, washed-out road we had
to use.”
When the Interstate was being

built, engineers discovered an old pi-
oneer cemetery on their land. “Only
six or seven are buried there that we
are aware of,” Sharon says. “William
A. Goodrich was a brother to Joseph
Goodrich of Milton. William bought
the land in the early 1840s. He had
nine daughters. We’ve tried to think
where they put nine kids in the small
original house.
“He had a ferry back when that

was how you crossed the river.  They
lost a baby. She’s buried up there.
The interstate was going through it
until the Department of Transporta-
tion engineers said, ‘You know there’s
a cemetery there?’

“Yes, we knew it was there be-
cause when we took the cattle to pas-
ture, they would go through the
cemetery.”
Engineers had the Inter-state

moved a few feet and the cemetery is
still there.
Sharon’s mother was related to the

Shermans, Richardsons and Coopers,
all pioneer families of Newville.
”Even some of the new people have
said they can feel the closeness. I
wish we walked more now. The
neighbors used to walk more to visit
each other. If someone was sick,
neighbors would be there to help
with the chores.”
Her parents were leaders of the

local 4-H club for almost three
decades. “They thought the youth
were important. At that time there
was nothing much for young people
to do. The 4-H clubs gave them a so-
cial  outlet – going to the fair. And
they would have fundraising and
bake sales. It was great for them.”
Sharon laughs as she talks about

topping her class at the fair when she
showed a Guernsey heifer. “Of course
there were only three in the class.”
Another social outlet was the

Newville Friendly Neigh-bors club.
“It would meet once a month. Mem-
bers paid a nickel for dues. This was
through the Depression. They would
roll bandages for the Red Cross.
When the polio epidemic came
around, they worked for the Sister
Kenny Foundation, gathering dona-
tions. Everyone was concerned about
their neighbors.”
We look through old photographs

and snippets of history. “The first
school in Newville was held in a
corncrib on this farm,” Sharon says.
“As the village grew, they built a
one-room school on the other side of
the river on what is Hillside Road
now.”
When Sharon began school, she

walked alone across the highway,
across the bridge. “I would go by
Wilma Knapton’s house. In the
spring , the ditch was wet and I could
see all the grass snakes.”
Despite the snakes and the long

walk to school, Sharon still cherishes
those early years. “Newville is
changing,” Sharon says, but it’s not
the Interstate, the busy Route 59, or
the Culvers and McDonalds that she
is talking about. “The Shermans and

the Richardsons are about it from the
original pioneer families.”
But there is Wilma Knapton, at 93

still knitting for several charities. In
Charley Bluff, Tom Sheridan owns a
pier on the lake. His neighbor does-

n’t. So Sheridan shares the pier with
his neighbor who then puts the pier
up each spring; takes it down each
fall. The late Agnes Fiedler giving
eggs to neighbors. 
Choice seed endures through the
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Full-Service Auto Repair, including
Full Computerized Diagnostic Capabilities,

Fuel Injection Services, Tires, Brakes, Exhaust,
Suspension and Steering

OIL CHANGE ALWAYS $29.95

Tyler Zimdars, Owner
515 W. Fulton St., Edgerton Phone / Fax: 608.884.2798

Call Grams Insurance for your Auto, Home, 
Motorcycle, Boat, Jet Ski, Business, Life or Health 
Insurance needs.

608-884-3304 • 608-751-2258
www.gramsinsurance.com

Supporter of 
Edgerton Tobacco 
Heritage Days 

for over 20+ years!!

103 W. Fulton Street, Edgerton, WI 53534

Seeds of Newville Continued from page 16

This old stone barn, located along Highway 59 outside Newville, was built
by James Pierce. He came to Milton in the early 1800s with Joseph
Goodrich. Inside there are wooden square pegs and the beams are solid
oak. The stone came from a nearby quarry. The farm is now owned by
Mike Fiedler.

Traveling I-90?
Youʼll love the easy-off, easy-on availability at Exit 163.

Phone (608) 884-1800
Open 10 a.m. - 10 p.m. daily

Large Meeting Room Available - For Most Occasions - Up to 70 People

Enjoy the scenic view from our patio overlooking Rock River!

FOR FLAVOR OF THE DAY & DAILY SPECIALS
CALL OUR HOTLINE: 608-884-1803 

Wireless Internet Available.

Saluting Edgerton during
Tobacco Heritage Days, July 18-20

Built in the late 1800s, the first bridge across the Rock River at Newville
was made of wood (below). It was destroyed around 1900 by chunks of ice
floating down the river during the spring thaw. It was replaced with an
iron bridge in 1928. Posing above on the iron bridge are eight members
of the Newville softball team that won a county championship and placed
second at the Wisconsin State Fair. Left to right: Antone Brown (Wilma
Knapton’s uncle), Alex “Lex” Brown (Wilma’s father and team pitcher),
Herman Moss, Fred Dorn, August Hersene, Phil Sherman, Max Brown
and Ed Sherman.

Culver’s 4x8


