
SPECIAL SECTION 

The Great 
American 

B y  the time our agricultural forefathers set sail for America, most of 
Western Europe's forests—and timbers for building large barns—were 
long gone. But the settlers landed on a continent carpeted in trees 

as big as their dreams. And in a golden age of barn building that spanned 
two centuries, America's farmers and ranchers lined country roads with 
timber-framed cathedrals devoted to the belief that first you build a barn, 
then the barn builds a house. They adapted traditional designs to new times, 
technologies, landscapes and climates. They made their barns uniquely 
American, and they made them the beating heart of farm family life. 

We devote this special section to the families and communities who find 
the will and a way to breathe new life into their sturdy old timber-framed 
friends. They give us hope that we're heading into another golden age—this 
time of barn preservation—that will span another two centuries. 
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Save 20% on down-home 
goods and gifts for the 
country lover in your family. 

COUntry  Store 

After Harvest 
Grocery Tote 
Bring the harvest 
straight home 
from the farmers 
market in this 
gorgeous tote 
bag. $14.95 

Patriotic Barn Postage Stamp 
Show your love of America and celebrate the 
country life when you place this stamp on an 
envelope. $19.95 per sheet of 20 

Golden 
Retriever 
Puppy 
Postcard 
Brighten a loved 
one's day by 
sending good 
wishes on 
this postcard 
featuring a 
photo from a 
Country reader. 
83C per postcard 

Tree in the Morning Serving Tray 
When the neighbors come calling, serve coffee 
and tea on this scene-stealing tray. $59.95 

Look for us on Zazzle and find more gifts for every taste—calendars, 
T-shirts, mugs & totes! Order now and  SAVE 20%  off your purchase. 
Hurry...offer ends 12/31/15! 

*Enter code "COUNTRYDEALS" at  Zazzle.com/country  • 
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This classic Western barn 
houses horses and hay on 

El Rancho Pinoso near 
Pagosa Springs, Colorado. 
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Pioneers clearing forest for cropland often had minimal tools, 
minimal carpentry skills and lots of trees, so they built their 
barns of logs. By the end of the 18th century, there were about 
9,000 log barns in Pennsylvania alone, according to 
Eric Sloane in An Age of Barns. Log barns began as 
little more than small corncribs and roofed pens for 
livestock. But like most things American, the humble 
log barn evolved into large, elaborate structures like 
the Marlin Hoff barn on page 63 and the double-crib 
cantilever barn in Great Smoky Mountains National 
Park's Cades Cove. 

When farmers could afford it, though, they happi-
ly gave up the backbreaking job of stacking logs and 
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hired specialized timber framing craftsmen who 
brought centuries of expertise from Europe. "When 
the professional framer was finished, the siding, 
roofing and flooring work was always done by less 
skilled workers," Sloane notes. 

He adds that American timber framers soon 
developed their own designs and joinery, including 
the use of sections or "bents" that could be built 
separately on the ground and erected later in the 
classic American barn raising. 111 
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The Great 
American 

BARN How They Were Built 

FROM LOGS to TIMBERS 
Barns evolved from log cribs to timber-framed cow 
palaces as skilled craftsmen replaced frontiersmen. 

This impressive double-
crib cantilever log barn is 

in Cade's Cove, Tennessee. 



TOOLS of 
the TRADE 

Mallet 
For striking 
a chisel or 
mortising ax 

Mortise 
& Tenon 
The foundation of 
timber frame joinery 

V-Notch 
A strong log joint 

requiring only an ax 
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Ax 
For felling trees 

and scoring logs 

Framing 
Chisel 
For shaping 
mortises 
and tenons 

Broadax 
For hewing logs 
into timbers 

Auger 
For drilling mortises 
and holes for pins 

Workers set the ridge beam on 
the Weidmayer barn, which they 

raised in one exhausting day. 

In the spring of 1949 my fa-
ther, Armin Weidmayer, held 
an old-fashioned barn raising 
on our farm in Manchester, Michigan. The previous 
fall, he and the Bridgewater Lumber Co. had recov-
ered the timbers from an old barn owned by the 
Chrysler Corp. and had moved them to our home 
farm. Many neighboring farmers pitched in to haul 
the timbers in their trucks. 

Since the new barn wouldn't be the same size as 
the old one, much mortising and drilling of timbers 
preceded the actual construction. The barn timbers 
then were stored on the farm till the next spring, when 
scores of family, neighbors and friends helped out at 
an old-fashioned barn raising. 

Reuben Finkbeiner from Bridgewater Lumber 
headed the project, and I've always heard that he 
couldn't talk by evening—because he'd spent all 
day hollering instructions. My mother, Irma, recalls 
Reuben telling Dad, "This is the last barn raising I'm 
doing!" But he got the barn framed in one day. 

Mom says her mother, Emma Lindeman, brought 
a bushel of lettuce from the garden to add to meat, 
potatoes and pies that were served to the hungry 
workers. In the evening, workers were rewarded with 
good German beer—but not until the last peg had 
been pounded into place! 

My wife, Karen, and I purchased the farm in 1980 
and farm it today with our son Greg. The barn still 
stands tall and proud of its heritage and the people 
that brought it back to a working barn! 11. 

Gary Weidmayer 
Manchester, Michigan 
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The Great 
American 

BARN How They Were Built 

 

OLD-WORLD ROOTS 
Each wave of European settlers brought unique local 

barn-building traditions to their new homeland. 

New England carpenters often sided barns such 
as this Dutch-style barn in Boothbay, Maine, in 

shakes because that's what they used on houses. 

The Dutch built some of the first timber-framed barns in the 
New World. Dutch-style barns were typically square, with steep- 
pitched roofs, low side walls and both wagon doors and smaller 
livestock doors on the gable ends. The framing was a 
distinctive H-shape with rafters balanced on purlin 
plates atop the H posts, so the side walls carried 
virtually no weight. Massive anchor beams spanned 
the threshing floor and tied the main support posts 
together. Wedged and pegged anchor beam tenons 
extended through the posts and were decoratively 
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rounded on the ends. This style didn't spread far 
beyond the Dutch settlements of New York's Hudson 
River Valley and northern New Jersey, so relatively 
few original Dutch barns survive today. But the 
ground-hugging profile of the earliest designs got a 
second wind when ranchers built barns in the blustery 
plains and mountains of the American West. II 
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The German bank barn took root in southeastern Pennsylva-
nia and blossomed into an American art form. While this wide- 
spread barn style has many variations, most feature wagon doors 

on the uphill eave side and an extended 
overhang or forebay over the livestock en-
trances on the downhill side. Also called 
a Pennsylvania barn, or Sweitzer barn if 
the roofline is asymmetrical, the barns 
were typically arranged with livestock 
on the basement level, a threshing floor 
on the ground level and hay storage on 
the third level. This centralized almost 
all indoor work on the era's diversified 
grain and livestock farms under one la-
bor-efficient roof. Some, like the beautiful 
Sweitzer barn pictured here from Mifflin, 
Pennsylvania, had striking stone gable 
walls, and many were brightly painted 
and decorated with hex signs—a proud 
symbol of19th-century agricultural 
progress and prosperity. * 

English-style barns were rectangular with a driveway 
running through the eave sides. Most early barns 
were designed around the laborious task of 
threshing grain by hand, so short, wide center aisles 
optimized airflow through the barn for winnowing 
chaff from the grain. When steam-powered threshers 
replaced hand threshing, farmers gained the op- 
tion of putting doors on the gable ends and 
building longer barns, with expanded 
livestock accommodations 
lining the center aisle. English 
settlers also brought designs 
for bank barns and raised 
barns that accessed the main 
floor with earthen ramps. 
But it's the elegantly simple, 
functional design of the clas-
sic 30- by 40-foot three-bay 
English barn illustrated here 
that remains popular to this 
day—even though few of us 
will be winnowing much grain 
in the aisle. II 

The New England Barn Co. in 
Gaylordsville, Connecticut, still builds 
this classic English three-bay barn for 
customers. (Redrawn with permission) 
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This connected home 
and barn is in Sharon, 

Connecticut. 

The Great 
American 
BARN How They Were Built 

 

AMERICAN INNOVATION 
Farmers adpted barn designs to changing times and technologies 

in a never-ending effort to improve productivity. 

New England connected barns were an innovative attempt 
to streamline the region's labor-intensive farming/cottage 
industry lifestyle. These endearingly rambling farmsteads 
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connect the barn to the house with separate kitchen, 
workshop, carriage house and privy buildings. This 
kept the family snug and productive through severe 
winters. The strategy reached peak popularity in the 
mid-19th century when, as author Thomas Durant 
Visser notes, "By rejecting traditional solutions and by 
taking risks ... they joined the spirit of invention that 
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was revolutionizing industry and consumer life." 
Ed and Susan Beddingfield recently embraced the 

idea when they converted the back section of their 
Sharon, Connecticut, barn into a home (above). "We 
bought it with the idea of living under the same roof 
as our horses," Susan says. "People look at us like 
we're crazy, but it's been great." II 

farmandranchliving.com  



In many designs, the 
central silo served 
as structural support 
for clear-span roofs. 

The arched roof, which 
increased hayloft storage 
capacity, gained widespread 
popularity in the 1920s. It is arguably the last major 
advancement in classic barn design. Art Delzer, 
whose family built this Oconto County, Wisconsin, 
gem in 1942, recalls that they made the arched four-
by-four rafters by bending one-by-fours around a 
jig on the barn floor and nailing them together. His 
brother Ervin adds, "When it came time to set the first 
two rafters, nobody wanted to climb up to the top. 
The rafters were only braced at the bottom, and they 
were pretty wobbly 50 feet up. Finally the crew chief 
shinnied up a rafter and nailed them together." II 

Rancher I.G. Pace 
had this barn 
built in 1913. 

The round barn dates back to 
the 16-sided threshing barn 
George Washington built in 
1794 and the Shakers' 1826 round stone barn in 
Pittsfield, Massachusetts. But the idea didn't take off 
until the early 1900s, when Midwestern university ag 
specialists began promoting it as a cheaper, sturdier, 
more convenient alternative. With circles of horse and 
cow stalls around a central silo, turn-of-the-century 
round barn designs consolidated all key livestock 
operations under a towering clear-span hayloft. 
Unfortunately they weren't easy to expand or adapt 
to new technologies like milking machines, so the 
round barn's heyday lasted only a few decades. 

Western barns tend to hunker low to the ground, with doors on 
the gable ends and long, sloping roofs to deflect the wind. Like 
the barn pictured here from Oregon's Wallowa Valley, they often 

feature substantial hay hoods—also known 
as hanging gables—to protect the track and 
trolley that lifted loose hay from wagons 
and dropped it into the loft. In addition to 
having a shape adapted to the climate, the 
Western barn typically served a different 
purpose than Eastern barns, says rancher 
and author Vince Kontny of Montrose, 
Colorado. "In the East, barns were usually 
built for cows. On ranches of the mountain 
West, they were designed almost exclusive-
ly for horses," with central aisles flanked 
by stalls, feed rooms and tack rooms. St 
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The barn proudly 
shows its family ties. 

The Great 
American 

BARN Why They Matter 

THE HEART of the FARM  I  
Barns are the glue that holds the family together as generations put 

their blood, sweat, tears and joy into building a life on the land. 

Our farm had a large two-story log barn when my grandparents 
moved here around 1922. Grandpa farmed with workhorses 
and had to clear several acres. Because of tight finances, they 
sold milk and eggs to pay interest on the mortgage. 
My dad could not afford to attend college, so he stayed 
home and helped farm the land. 

We have a copy of a newspaper article from 1936 
showing Grandpa and Dad dismantling the old log 
barn, which dated back to 1850 or earlier. They prob-
ably burned all those walnut, cherry and poplar logs! 
That same year, Grandpa built this impressive barn. 
It had special stalls for workhorses, a modern concrete 
area with stanchions for milk cows, two large mows 
for hay, and upper storage rooms for oats and wheat. 

After my dad inherited the farm, he had the family 
name, Ammerman, spelled out on the roof when it 
needed reshingling. Years later, after his death, my 
mother thought it was too ostentatious and expensive 
to keep, but we were saddened to see the name go. 

Ten years ago, my brother and I inherited the farm. 
Time had taken its toll on the barn. An Amish builder 
repaired or replaced the windows and rebuilt the 
Dutch doors on the horse stalls, reusing the original 
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latches and hardware. Last year we had the barn 
painted, reproducing the original green trim and name 
on the barn: Ammerman Cold Water Stock Farm. 

When a new roof was needed, we contacted the 
company that had originally put the Ammerman roof 
on. It still had the pattern, and the name went back 
on. Now the barn looks great once again. 

In later years my grandfather removed the stan-
chions and raised Hereford feeder calves. Today my 
great niece, her husband and their little boys raise 
goats in the barn, and make and sell goat's milk soaps. 
I've often wondered what Dad and Grandpa would say 
if they knew their barn now housed goats. 

My grandmother instilled a love of irises in me. 
For several years I've been developing large iris beds 
beside the former milk house in the front yard of the 
old home site as a memorial to her. It is my prayer to 
be a good steward of the farm.* 

Bob Ammerman 
New Albany, Indiana 

farmandranchl iving.com  



Andy, Dawson, John and 
Great-Grandma Kathy 

represent four generations 
on this Pennsylvania farm. 

In 1875, my great-great-grandfather Christian Ziesenheim 
and his brothers hauled Lake Erie stone up the bank by horse 
and sledge to lay the foundation of our family barn. Cattle, 
work horses, goats and pigs were raised to supplement 
income from the vineyards on their 200-acre farm. 

Seven generations later, my brother John still farms 
the land with his son Andy, and they use the barn for 
tools, tractors and storage. Andy's son Dawson is the 
seventh-generation Ziesenheim to farm the same land. 

Growing up, my brothers and I didn't have a play-
ground or park, but we had the barn. And, oh, what 
fun we had! Grandpa Joe slung a Tarzan rope over a 
rafter in a 20-foot hayloft designed to hold a thousand 
bales of hay. We whooped and hollered as we swung 
in wide arcs, daring one another to go higher and 
faster, before dropping into piles of soft hay. Out of 
those bales, we built villages—complete with homes, 
churches and stores—that even made Uncle Cal the 
engineer proud. 

The pure pleasure of exploring the maze of bins,  

chutes, hidden compartments, wall ladders, lofts and 
trapdoors kept us small kids busy for hours on end. 
The chute that slid our corn from the corncrib to the 
pigsty was our worn-smooth sliding board. On a good 
day, we stopped short of the pigs on our rapid descent 
and landed headfirst by the toolbox instead. 

My father, John, installed basketball hoops at either 
end of the first-floor tractor bay. We still laugh about 
the neighborhood playoff series we held one rainy 
day at the urging of our mother, Kathy, who supplied 
us with makeshift uniforms: dungarees, T-shirts and 
white Keds. 

That old barn inspired us to create imaginative, 
inventive fun that still, 55 years later, resonates as 
the best of childhood memories.* 

Trill Dreistadt 

Girard, Pennsylvania 

This barn has been a special 
part of our family's farm, 
Forest Oaks, since it was built 
in 1866, just after the Civil War ended. Four gen-
erations of McConnells have farmed this land in 
Washington County, Virginia. 

The barn was built in the era of oxen, mule and 
horse power. In 1920, a self-supporting roof was put on 
so more loose hay could be stored. Soon after, a rope 
and pulley system was installed in the top of the barn 
to pull hay from wagons. Now our grandchildren enjoy 

Four generations have 
expanded the barn. 
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Why They Matter 

swinging on the rope and falling onto the hay bales. 
Through the years, our family has enlarged the 

barn—built dairy stalls to milk Guernsey cows, a 
silo to store silage, and stables for the baby calves, 
horses, sheep and hogs. Our family also added two 
granaries—one downstairs and one upstairs. In 
early years, grain was threshed there. A lot of burley 
tobacco has hung in this barn, too. 

So much hard work and sweat has gone into our 
barn, but we've had good times too—like finding baby 
kittens to play with, searching for hen eggs in the hay, 
bottle-feeding cute baby calves and lambs, and playing 
hide-and-seek. We love seeing the barn swallows 
come back in early spring to their mud nests in and 
around the rafters. 

A barn is the hallowed heart of a farm, and we are 
blessed to have this one. Ill 

Tom and Edna McConnell 
Abingdon, Virginia 

Young Tom McConnell poses with his 
family in 1944 as the team of horses pulls 
a wagonload of loose hay to the barn. 

Our barn is not a behemoth like some, but its smaller size fits 
its humble beginnings. When my mama and daddy moved to 
what is now our Poverty Ridge Farm in East Texas in 1947, they 
were two poor kids. Daddy was just back from the 
war and Mama was the daughter of a sharecropper. 

The first few years, they grew cotton, corn and 
tomatoes. By 1950, Dad decided they needed a real 
barn to store his few tools, the horse equipment and 
corn for the animals. A couple of fellas were disman-
tling a portable sawmill down the road. Dad stopped  

to ask what they would take for the wood. One guy 
said, "$50." Dad said, "I'll give you $25." Sold! Dad 
doodled that huge pile home a little at a time on an old 
single-axle trailer he had made. 

Amid farming, doing odd jobs and attending school 
on the GI Bill, Dad steadily built our barn by hand, all 
by himself. Mama would often have my oldest sister, 
who was just a baby, with her when she took Dad some 
water and something to eat. 

The cast-off lumber was so hard that neighbors 
from miles away said they could hear Dad pounding 
those 16-penny nails. He hand cut and nailed every 
board, none of it uniform, but somehow he made it all 
fit together. Dad said, "You didn't waste a nail. If it got 
bent, you straightened it out and used it." 

To make the foundation solid, Dad dug down almost 
4 feet and poured little slabs for his main forms to sit 
on. He made his concrete mix using gravel he hauled 
from our creek over a quarter of a mile away. He 

Tamra's dad built their barn piece by piece while 
attending school and supporting his family. 

farmandranchliving.com  



The barn dates to the early 1800s. Above, 
Laura's Great-Aunt Marolyn and Grandma 
Geneva show off one of their horses. 

loaded it onto a wooden sled pulled by our plow horse, 
Old Tom, making many trips back and forth. 

Using cast-off wooden nail kegs, he made the 
foundation forms for the main beams to rest on. It's 
been 65 years and the barn hasn't settled an inch. You 
can still see the ridges and metal rings of the nail kegs. 
Our barn has withstood tornadoes, winter blasts, five 
kids, nine grandkids and 13 great-grandkids. It has held 
corn, hay, lumber, paint, washtubs, cow medicine, sad-
dles and tack, plows, dozens of kittens, a newborn calf 
or two, an occasional possum and a couple of skunks. 

In the 1980s our beloved barn was starting to show 
its age, so Dad gave it a face-lift, at the urging of my 
brother Joshua. He installed newer siding over the  

original boards and added loft doors to protect it from 
further deterioration. 

When my kids began exploring the barn, I shared 
my stories and hinted at the secrets they could 
discover inside. Now, a new generation is delighting 
in its nooks and crannies. Our barn is a family trea-
sure, a testament to Dad's thriftiness and ingenuity, 
and an enduring legacy of the fruits of hard work, 
perseverance and love for his family. 

Dad is 92 and Mom is 88. He still runs the farm, 
with my brother Shaun's help, just as he's done for 
the past 68 years. 

Tamra Bolton 
Jacksonville, Texas 

The old barn draws my eye each 
time I walk out to my Great- 
Aunt Marolyn's shed. My family 
has gathered to stack green wood to dry for the com- 
ing winter. While the others finish clearing out the 
shed to make room for more wood, Cousin Hannah 
and I stroll through the open barn door. Her children 
Annie and Matthew are swinging from a rope tied 
high on a rafter. Oh, the fun, the excitement and the 
mystery the old structure seems to embody. 

My mother and her siblings used to spend summers 
here on the family farm in Raymond, Maine, when 
they were growing up. They worked hard helping 
Aunt Marolyn and their grandmother with weeding, 
berry picking, and drawing water from the hand 
pump. When they weren't doing chores, they dreamed, 
talked, read and played. 

The old barn was a place of intrigue, and they 
explored every inch—from the mysterious and scary 
hole in the back corner to the two huge haymows, the 
left one higher than the right. 

This old barn has seen many changes over the years. 
Uncle Rich notes that some timbers used for its beams 
and posts show signs of having been repurposed. They 
contain joinery notches and holes that now have no 
apparent function. 

The barn was likely built when the house was being 
erected, around 1823. The War of 1812 had been won 
less than a decade before, and the Civil War was over 
30 years in the future. Hurricanes in the 1930s and '50s 
damaged it significantly, and it's now only a third of its 
original footprint—but it's still impressive nonetheless. 

I hope my children can someday have the fun of 
growing up with the old barn, too.* 

Laura Price 
Belmont, New Hampshire 
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The Great 
American 
BARN Why They Matter 

 

When I was 5 years old, Christmas was a magical, wonderful 
time when everything was possible. I'd written my letter to Santa 
asking for dolls and a dollhouse for me and toy cars and baseball 
mitts for my three brothers. Money was scarce on our 
small farm and we knew we wouldn't get everything. 
But we knew Santa, Mom and Dad would try. 

On Christmas Eve, Mother gave us hot chocolate 
and cookies as we sat by the brightly lit, overdecorated 
tree. Then she told us a story: "There's a legend," she 
said, "that on Christmas Eve, a wonderful thing hap-
pens, but only if you believe." We scooted closer. 

"If you give all the animals extra feed and you're 
very quiet," she said, leaning in, "at the stroke of 
midnight, all the animals in the world can talk for one 
minute while the clock chimes 12 times. When the 
last chime ends, they can't talk again until the next 
Christmas Eve." 

"The animals can talk?" I whispered in awe. 
"If you can stay awake long enough, we'll all put on  

our coats and boots and go to the barn later," she said. 
So of course we stayed awake! Shortly before 

midnight, we bundled up and followed Mother into 
the snowy night, the cold snow crunching under our 
boots. The sky was never so clear, the stars twinkling 
like a thousand diamonds, the moon a luminous pearl. 

The animals seemed surprised to see us. We threw 
hay and oats into the mangers, then stood quietly, 
holding our breath. Mother pointed at her watch and 
nodded. It was midnight! 

We strained to listen but heard only animals chew-
ing and the occasional snort from a horse. 

"I guess we didn't hear them," Mother finally said. 
"Maybe my watch was wrong and we missed it. But 
we can try again next year." 

We should have been disappointed, but somehow 
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Can barn animals really talk 
on Christmas Eve? There's 
only one way to find out. 

we didn't feel bad at all. As we walked back to the 
house, the snow sparkled in the moonlight, the pines 
cast dark shadows, and the icy pond shone like an 
enormous silver mirror. The boys started throwing 
snowballs at each other, and Mother and I joined in. 

It was magical, being out after midnight and playing 
in the snow with our mother. She seemed so young as 
we ran after the boys, all of us laughing so hard that 
we could hardly keep from falling down. 

From then on, every year we repeated the ritual. 
Midnight on Christmas Eve would find our family in 
the barn, silently smiling at one another, waiting for 
the animals to talk and savoring the smell of the hay, 
the warmth from the animals' bodies and the solid 
strength of the huge barn. 

The year before my brother left for college, I tried 
z not to cry, knowing our whole family would probably 
1(7, never again be together on Christmas Eve. I was right. 

One by one we moved away, and while we often came 
home for the holidays at different times, we never all 

(-) stood in the barn together on Christmas Eve. 

After I married and had children—a daughter and 
three sons—I began re-creating Mother's Christmas 
magic on our small Missouri farm. We gave the 
animals their extra meal and silently stood, holding 
our breaths as we waited for the animals to talk. After 
a few minutes, one of us would say the clock must be 
wrong, but that we'd try again next year. Somehow, 
the years flew by and then it was my children growing 
up and moving away. Once again, I tried not to cry. 

But then more years passed, and before I knew it 
my first grandchild, Colt, was 5, just as I was that first 
magical night. My son Peter and his wife, Rebecca, 
brought Colt and 3-year-old Shiloh, my second grand-
child, for their first holiday on the farm that year. 

It was early evening when I fixed hot chocolate and 
we all sat around the Christmas tree. I smiled and 
said quietly to Colt and Shiloh, "There's a legend that 
something wonderful happens every Christmas Eve, 
but to see it, you have to believe...." II 

April Knight 
Federal Way, Washington 
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The Great 
American 
BARN 

COMMUNITY 
SUCCESS STORIES 

These volunteers prove that amazing things can 
happen when we all pitch in and work together. 

Luke Robison and 
his volunteer crew 
performed a barn-
restoration miracle. 

Most folks saw no hope for the broken-roofed round barn on 
old Route 66 near Acadia, Oklahoma. But Luke Robison wasn't 
most folks. "Dad was a carpenter all his life, and saw potential 
where most people couldn't," says Luke's son Lerence. 
"And besides, he always loved a challenge." 

First, the retired contractor and his wife, Anna, 
helped talk its owners into donating the unique barn, 
designed and built by farmer William Odor in 1898, 
to the then newly formed Arcadia Historical and 
Preservation Society. Then he combed the area for 
guys who'd work hard and work for free. 

"We were all in our 60s, except for Luke, who was 
78," recalls Wilbur Holbrook. "They called us the 
Over-the-Hill Gang." 

Meanwhile, women in the society raised $65,000  

for building materials, almost all in small, local dona-
tions. "Our first chore each morning was to walk along 
the embankment next to the highway and pick up all 
the change people threw," Wilbur says. "I guess they 
thought that old barn was like a wishing well." 

And the wish came true in 1992. After four years 
of creative, dedicated fundraising and carpentry—in- 
cluding soaking and bending the massive 44-foot-long 
rafters—the Arcadia Round Barn stands as a stirring 
testament to what a community can accomplish—with 
a friendly nudge from someone who saw potential 
where most people couldn't. At 
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Carroll County, Maryland, dairy farmer Marlin Hoff turned 
down a furniture-maker's offer of $40,000 for his old bank barn. 
Marlin thought the barn—built of stacked oak logs around 
1794 during George Washington's presidency—
deserved to be saved. Luckily, the rest of the 
county thought so too. 

Led by retired county extension agent Bob 
Jones, Marlin's friends and family formed a 
sophisticated project management and fund-
raising organization. And the county agreed 
to let them move the 37-by-50-foot barn to its 
Carroll County Farm Museum grounds, as long 
as it didn't cost the taxpayers. "We started out 
with a guess of $100,000 and ended up with 
an estimate of $375,000," Bob says. It took two 
years, but they raised $400,000 from more than 
350 donors—including a 4-H kid who donated 
the $12 he earned from his grand champion 
poultry exhibit at the county fair. 

"We dismantled the barn in 2005, started rebuilding 
the foundation in 2008, started on the framework in 
2009 and finished Oct. 10, 2010," Bob adds. "We hired 
the contractors who moved the barn and built the 
foundation, but the rest of the labor was all volunteer." 

Marlin Hoff passed away in 2004. But thanks to the 
hardworking, dedicated, generous people of Carroll 
County, his dream lives on. It 

The barn has 93 logs stacked in two pens, 

including ten 50-footers tying the pens together 
at the top. Above, the restoration crew 

restacks 60 original logs and 33 replacements. 
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FAMILY 
SUCCESS STORIES 

They found the time, money and determination 
to preserve their barns for generations to come. 

My father built this barn for us after returning from his WWII 
tour of duty in Europe. First, he built a small house on a 50-acre 
parcel that has been in our family since 1879. Then, in 1950, he 
built the gambrel-roof barn with help from his brother. 

I remember throwing bales down from the hayloft, 
shaking flakes of hay into the manger, dumping 
feed into boxes and giving a quick pat to a polled 
Hereford's pretty white face. I threw straw into the 
stalls for bedding, shelled corn in the crib for the pony, 
encouraged the goat to stand on the sill and bucket fed 
the neighbor's orphaned calf. It was all part of who we 
were and what we did. 

Dad died suddenly in 1976, and the barn became an 
empty shell housing memories of what used to be. It 
became a place to park the mower and pile junk. Mom 
lived in the farmhouse as long as she could before 
moving to assisted living in 2001. 

In 2002 my husband, Rick, and I bought a farm 
2 miles from the home place, which we then acquired 
after my mother's death in 2007. I would drive by our 
old barn every day and be dismayed at its slow decay. 

s. 

A herd of miniature 
Herefords calls the 

restored barn home. 
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Rick and Debra (right) rebuilt the family barn board by board with lumber cut from their farm. 

When I walked through the door, I could feel the 
loneliness. With an increasing sense of urgency, I 
knew I must somehow rescue the barn. 

Rick too had been quietly upset by the state of 
the barn, and in summer 2010 he suggested that we 
harvest a few of the farm's poplar trees and use the 
lumber to rejuvenate the old building. That fall we 
cut the trees and hauled them to a local sawmill. In 
February 2011, with tears running down my cheeks, 
I pulled the first old board off the barn. With his arm 
around my shoulder, Rick said, "We don't have to do 
this—we can stop right now." But I knew we were at 
the point of no return. 

That afternoon was the first day of what became 
an 18-month project. "It's slow going," Rick would say 
to neighbors who often stopped by to offer encour-
agement. After church one Sunday, neighbor Paul, 
who has lived his entire 68 years just a couple of miles 
down the road, said, "It sure is good to see you fixin' up 
Ham's barn." I hadn't thought of my dad being called 
"Ham" for decades! Another neighbor and his wife, 

both in their 80s, stopped one day just to say thanks. 
We finished the east side with a barn quilt my broth-

er gave us. The south side was fitted with beautiful 
stalls with gates. We dressed up the side facing the 
house with the old hardware from the original doors. 
We remade the corncrib door with slats, just as it was 
when I shelled corn for the pony. A neighbor who 
owns a small construction business roofed it with 
new tin. And finally, in August 2012, Rick built and 
hung the last sliding door. 

The barn is now alive with a herd of miniature 
Herefords, and chickens happily roam the barn 
lot—once laying 44 eggs under a round bale before we 
discovered them! Instead of cobwebs and echoes, the 
barn is filled with energy and chatter. Our daughter 
Amy, her husband, Mike, and their young sons, Gus 
and Jonah, live in the farmhouse. The boys got four 
goats this spring, and I wonder if Gus and Jonah will 
teach the goats to stand on the sill. It 

Debra Stockhover Flohr 
Seymour, Indiana 

Our great-grandfather Zeriah Hoback built this barn in the 
late 1800s. His son—our Grandfather William—and our father, 
L.M., ran a successful dairy operation in the barn for many 

years until the farm was converted to a beef cattle 
operation in 1983. Our youngest brother, John, now 
runs the farm. He uses the barn to feed and shelter 
his 30-head Angus cross cow/calf herd. 

With so much family history bound up in the old 
barn, we didn't think twice about saving it. Local 
builders Rodney and Mark Dishman rebuilt the 
overhangs, repaired the roof deck up along the gable, 
stabilized the door openings and rebuilt the doors. & 

After more than a 
century of service, the 
barn needed some TLC. 
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The job didn't require as much structural reinforce-
ment as we expected in a barn of this age, but it's still 
an amazing transformation. We couldn't be happier 
with the outcome! 

And we think the barn quilt adds the perfect 
finishing touch. Both our mother, Dorothy, and our 
Grandmother Merle were quilters, and this star pattern 
is one of our favorites. John selected the colors: John 
Deere green and yellow, Ford blue, and Farmall red. It 

Deborah Hoback 
Kenova, West Virginia 

The family topped off the renovation with a 
quilt dedicated to Mom and Grandma Merle. 

The Greut 
American 
BARN How They're Saved 

 

In September 1983 we decided to save our old barn by lowering 
it 8 feet. Built in 1895 for workhorses, the barn had sills that 
were in bad shape, and the space was no longer useful. We knew 
we had to figure out a way to repurpose the barn or asor 
burn it—and we didn't want to burn it. 

So we hired Merlyn DeRyder of Caution 
Improvement. The company's total workforce was 
Merlyn and his wife, closely supervised by 3- and 
4-year-old sons and a baby brother born that June. 
They pulled into our yard Oct. I in an old bus fitted 
out as a mobile workshop, and they lived in a small 
travel home towed behind the bus. 

Merlyn jacked up the barn with huge mechanical 
jacks, ran new footings and installed a new sill plate. 
After cutting the posts, he lowered each jack a few 
clicks so the building stayed square and plumb. He 
could lower it about a foot at a time before he had to 
reset his jacks. They finished on Halloween. 

Then we covered the barn in metal siding, soffits 
and trim. We use it as a garage, workshop and storage 
area, and I wouldn't trade our barn for the fanciest 
new pole building in the world! 1111 

Michael Connor 
Starkweather, North Dakota 

It took a month to lower the barn (top), and then 
Michael gave it new siding and trim (right). 
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The barn had trees growing through 
the walls (left) before Mark tackled 
the job of restoring it (below left). 

In 1994 my husband, Mark, 
and I bought a small acreage 
with an old house and barn 
that most people thought should be burned down. But 
Mark is a general contractor and jack-of-all-trades, 
and he took it upon himself to refurbish the farmstead. 

While moving some door frames during the remod-
eling, we found the original builder's handwritten note 
that said he built the house in 1910. We assume that 
the barn—which had trees growing out of it and was 
ready to fall down—was built around the same time. 
Mark raised the barn with house jacks and poured a 
new concrete foundation, and he carefully rebuilt it 
from the sills to the roof so it'd last another 90 years. 

Then developers came knocking at our door. We 
held off as long as we could, but we eventually real-
ized our farmstead would be a little piece of history 
sadly out of place in a modern commercial develop-
ment. In 2001, we sold the land. 

But we'd put seven years of hard work and love into 
the property, and we didn't want to leave anything 
else behind. We found a perfect spot 7 miles farther 
into the country and moved our house, the barn, a 
windmill and all the trees we'd planted. 

The barn now sits on a hill overlooking the city, 
where it's once again the center of a proud tradition 
of raising cattle, gathering eggs and searching for 
newborn kitties in the hay. 

Robin Anderson 
Bennington, Nebraska 

December I January 2016 

Rather than let a developer 
tear down the restored barn, 

they moved it (above) to their 
beautiful new farm (below). 
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The family spruced 
up the barn for one 

more memorable 
summer night. 

For one night, the barn came back to life. Country music 
echoed off the curved rafters. Boots slid across smooth plank 
floorboards. Laughter filled the air. The site of upwards of 100 
barn dances, Ken and Janet Bargfrede's barn in rural 
Petersburg, Minnesota, had sat mostly silent for more 
than three decades. But it was coaxed out of retire-
ment on a Saturday last July for a very special evening. 

The circa 1920s barn hosted its first dance on May 
5, 1967. A photograph of the affair published in the fol-
lowing week's Jackson County Pilot showed a crowd of 
more than 80 dressed to the nines for the gala event. 
"It's fun to look back on that now and see all the gents 
in white shirts and ties," says Ken. 

The Bargfredes admit that the idea to turn their 
barn's hayloft into the center of Petersburg's nightlife 

68 farm & ranch living 

was not theirs. "Our friend Curt Pell would always 
go out to Sioux Valley dancing," Ken recalls. "He was 
over at my place one day, and he said, 'You should 
have a barn dance.' I said, 'Sure, if you help me clean 
out the barn." 

So Ken and Curt cleared all the old hay out of the 
loft, right down to the floorboards. Then Ken built a 
little stage at one end of the loft and backed a flatbed 
trailer up to the front of the barn. "We climbed onto 
the flatbed and in through the floor-level hayloft door 
(which has portable stairs leading to it in the photo 
above)," he says. "We were all a little younger then. 
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How They're Celebrated 

CHEERS TO 60 YEARS 
Ken and Janet Bargfrede celebrated a grand life together 

by bringing music and dancing back to the hayloft. 



Janet and Ken shared an anniversary dance 
(left) as their friends Jessie James and The 
Outlaws (above) entertained the crowd. 
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Once we were in, we had ourselves a good old time." 
The dances always featured live music. Ralph 

Lundquist from Lake Park, Iowa, was a regular, as 
were Larry and Davey Lusk, who often teamed with 
local auto mechanic Mike Hansen. Little Joe's Dance 
Band was another favorite. 

"We passed the hat for the band," Ken says. 
"Sometimes we had to pass it twice." Some of the la-
dies brought food, and Janet kept the coffee pot going. 

As the dances grew in popularity and frequen-
cy—often twice a month during the summer—Ken 
replaced the flatbed with a platform built atop old tele-
phone poles. "That made it a little easier to get in," he 
says. He also added a vintage double-hole outhouse, 12 
booths from a local steakhouse, and the Sheep Lounge, 
an addition behind the stage with seating for 50. "Eight 
guys came over from Sioux Valley and helped me dig  

and set the poles for the addition," Ken says. 
The dances continued through the 1970s into the 

1980s, until Ken and Janet decided it was time to shut 
the hayloft door for good. "We had our last dance in 
1982 when our daughter-in-law Terri graduated from 
college," Ken recalls. "A lot of the old boys were gone 
and it just seemed like the right time." 

Just like the first time, Ken admits that the idea to 
bring the barn out of retirement was not theirs. "The 
kids were visiting us one day, talking about our 60th 
wedding anniversary. They said, 'You should have 
another barn dance!' So I said, 'Sure, if you help me 
clean it out.' We spent two months cleaning, painting 
and polishing." 

Ken and his boys rebuilt the steps and deck. The 
ladies dusted off the old booths. And everybody 
including the grandchildren helped decorate. 

Their wedding anniversary is on Dec. 2, but the 
Bargfredes are Kiwanis members, and for the past 
several years they have headed up a Christmas fund-
raiser for local kids on that weekend. So they moved 
the celebration up to July. 

True to form, they enlisted their good friends Jessie 
James and The Outlaws to provide live music, and 
Janet plugged in the coffeepot. After a reception and 
meal under tents outside the barn that Saturday eve-
ning, Ken and Janet invited the partygoers upstairs. 

As the couple of honor shared the first dance, guests 
who had never been in the barn marveled at the scene 
before them. Those familiar with the barn were trans-
ported back to a simpler time, back to when the Lusk 
boys and Little Joe were regulars on the stage, back to 
when the Sheep Lounge still smelled of new paint and 
the Bargfrede barn was the place to be on a small-town 
Saturday night. And for one more night, it was.* 

Justin Lessman 
Jackson, Minnesota 

December I January 2016 	 farm & ranch living 69 



How They're Celebrated 

NEW LIFE for OLD BARNS 
Resourceful barn lovers cleaned out the hay and transformed 

them into unique homes, special event spaces and more. 

Clauson's Historic Barn Theatre will launch its 13th season of 
dinner shows in April. The theater, near Coloma, Wisconsin, 
sits on a 20-acre property that my family purchased in 1991. 

The property had been vacant for many years and 
the buildings were in dire need of repair. The farm-
house was a Sears, Roebuck & Co. home, hauled in by 
railroad in the early 1900s. The barn, now the home of 
the Clauson Family Music Show, was built in 1890-'91. 
Visitors can see the year 1891 on an interior wall where 
it was originally stamped. 

The restoration and transformation into a theater 
was completed in 2003. My family knew it was 
important to preserve the barn's original character. 
Inside, the rustic wood interior remains the same as 
it was in 1891. Skillful, strategic removal of posts and 
beams ensures that every seat in the house is a good 
one. Heating and air conditioning were added, along 
with a ramped entrance and restrooms. The men's 
room is in the silo, where you can look up and see the  

original silo unloader still in place. 
A circular stage was added up front. Seating may 

be arranged in theater style or with round tables for 
dinner shows. In 2009, a commercial kitchen was built 
on the lower level. All of the food is prepared on-site, 
allowing for a variety of meals for every dinner show. 
Also on the lower level is an antique milking parlor 
exhibit, complete with stanchions and names of 
memorable cows. The barn has a gift shop, and a milk 
house outside has seasonal items for sale. We also 
have displays of antique farm equipment and cars. 

The show season runs from April through 
December, including the most popular event, 
Christmas on the Farm. The Historic Barn Theatre 
accommodates both group tours and individual res-
ervations, and it's a popular destination for weddings. 
For details visit clausonfamilymusicshows.com  or 
call (715) 228-2951.* 

Brittney Clauson-Semrow 
Coloma, Wisconsin 

The Clausons fixed up this late 19th-century dairy 
barn to host their live musical performances. 
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That's Virgil stacking hay in the '60s 
(left) and Andrew's office (below). 
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In 1919, John "Pop" and Rena 
Hett bought land in Marion 
County, Kansas, with a late 
1800s limestone barn. The family that originally 
homesteaded the property built and lived in the barn 
before they built the main house. Iva Unruh, a lively 
96-year-old and the oldest of Pop and Rena's nine 
children, recalls looking at the wallpaper in the oats 
bin when she was a girl: "It reminded me that it used 
to be someone's bedroom!" 

The barn housed milk cows, horses and feed—and 
a treasure trove of childhood memories. J.D. and Jim, 
the two youngest, recall sparring in the hayloft. Pop 
lived on the old home place for almost 20 years after 
Rena passed away in 1958. 

This limestone barn was the first shelter for the land's 
homesteaders. Now it's once again a cozy living space. 

In 2002, J.D.'s son Eldon and his wife, Rhonda, 
decided to renovate the old barn as a guesthouse. The 
walls were re-pointed and reinforced with steel rods. 
Eldon excavated a basement and installed a furnace 
and a water heater. The oats bin became the kitchen 
and a dining room replaced horse stalls. The east 
end already had window frames from its first life as a 
house. And of course, initials carved into a beam by 
Eldon's uncles were preserved for future generations. 

After J.D.'s wife died, his five children didn't have to 
talk very much to convince him to move into the barn 
less than 150 feet from where he'd grown up. * 

Michele Hett 
Peabody, Kansas 

My father and grandfather built this barn during the early 
1950s in Joseph City, Arizona, to store hay for the family-owned 
dairy. I played in the barn as a child, when at times the hay was 
stacked so high I could crawl through the rafters. 

The family stopped dairying in the 1970s, and the 
barn fell into disrepair. But my son, Andrew, always 
loved the barn, so he bought it to create a place where 
our family can gather together to remember the past 
and make new memories. 

Andrew is a general contractor with his own com-
pany, Bushman & Bushman—same as the family dairy 
farm's name. He poured a new concrete foundation 
and floor, reinforced the walls and built new doors. 
He also wired the barn for electricity and painted the 

exterior. That dry wood soaked up a lot of paint! 
A large U.S. flag and the words "God Bless America" 

hang on the end facing the main road. In December, 
the nativity comes to life with a large star and ply-
wood figures that travel across the farm. 

Andrew built a loft-level office for his business on 
the west side. And he parks his equipment on the main 
floor—except when he moves it out to host family 
gatherings and church and community potlucks. * 

Virgil Bushman 
Joseph City, Arizona 
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The Greut 
American 

BARN How They're Celebrated 

ART ON A 
GRAND SCALE 

Through the years and across the miles, barns have proved 
to be the perfect canvas for country creativity. 

Louise Wisecarver's family 
painted a Dawn Star quilt 
square on their barn in 
Whitesburg, Tennesse 

The first barn quilt trail started in Ohio in 2001 and has spread 
all across America. A few years ago, my friend Char and I cele- 
brated my 60th birthday by driving through nine counties and 
following more than 15 barn quilt trails in Kentucky 
and Ohio. Every mile carried us closer to the heart of 
the country. 

We were inspired by the resilient spirit of what I 
like to call "true homeland security." It stood out most 
boldly on the Patriot Trail in Kentucky, where each 
barn quilt is painted red, white and blue in tribute to 
those who have served in the military. 

Different counties have different styles of trails: 
Some are themed and some not, some are planned and 
some random. In Lewis County, Kentucky, Char and I 
learned the names of quilt squares like Broken Dishes, 
Hole in the Barn Door and Trip Around the World. 
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We ended our road trip where it all began, in Adams 
County, Ohio, when we met Donna Sue Groves and 
her mother, Maxine, who was a fifth-generation quilt-
er. Donna Sue dreamed of starting a quilt trail—what 
she thought of as "a clothesline of quilts." 

In 2001, she placed an Ohio Star square, painted by 
local artists, on a barn in Manchester, Ohio, in honor 
of her mother. Word of mouth and community action 
took over from there, and in just a few short years 
quilt trails cropped up all over, throughout Appalachia 
and beyond. It 

Linda Rinta 
West Wareham, Massachusetts 
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Barn ads probably trace their 
roots to the late 1890s, when 
Bloch Brothers Tobacco Co. 
sought a creative way to advertise Mail Pouch chewing 
tobacco. There were few ad agencies or billboards, and 
the sides of buildings fit the bill. The company used 
these wooden canvases as a key part of its advertising 
campaign unti11965, and then kept painting many of 
the barns that remained standing until the early 1990s. 

Most barn owners were paid a small fee in addition 
to having their barns painted and repainted by the 
"barn lizards," as the painters sometimes referred to 
themselves. Harley Warrick from Belmont County, 
Ohio, was the master barn lizard. 

Harley became famous for painting the slogan 
"Chew Mail Pouch Tobacco. Treat Yourself to the 
Best" on 20,000 barns during his 55-year career. His 
middle initial was E, so every "CHEW" contained his 
initials—HEW. He sometimes reversed two letters just 
to see how many telephone calls it would generate. 
And amazingly, Harley never used a stencil. "The first 
1,000 were rough," he admitted. 

Many painted barn ads are lost, but there's a grow-
ing interest in saving these rural landmarks. "The 
barns are such a part of our company heritage," says 
Karen Baker, director of marketing at Rock City, a  

"My daughter Ann took this photo on Highway 220, 
south of Bedford, Pennsylvania. It captures a feeling 
of days gone by," says Patti Graham of Temple, Texas. 

mountaintop attraction near Chattanooga, Tennessee, 
that has used barn ads since 1935. Some are being pre-
served by historical societies and legislation. Authors 
have written books about them. And people even plan 
vacations to collect photos of those that remain. * 

Jim Winnerman 
St. Louis, Missouri 

The fanciful folk art popularly called hex signs originated with 
the Pennyslvania Dutch over 150 years ago. As the story goes, 
when an old Pennsylvania Dutch farmer was asked why he 

L
O

W
E

R
 LE

FT
:  

M
A

R
K

 B
IL

A
K

 

had painted decorations on his barn, he replied, "Oh, 
just for nice, I guess." 

The largest concentration of barn hex signs is in 
Berks, Lehigh and Schuylkill counties in eastern 
Pennsylvania. But they are also found in other areas 
around the country. Folklore has evolved attributing 
meanings to the various hex symbols. One popular  

hex sign features the distelfink, or goldfinch, which 
hexologists say is the good-luck bird. 

But most experts agree that farmers painted hex 
signs on the barns purely for decorative purposes, 
not to bring good luck or ward off evil spirits. 

"They are called hex signs, but they have no 
connection with witchcraft," explained Don 
Yoder, professor emeritus with the University of 
Pennsylvania's Center for Folklore and Ethnography. 
Don co-authored "Hex Signs: Pennsylvania Dutch 
Barn Symbols & Their Meaning." 

Traditional barn hex signs feature stars, rosettes 
and geometric designs, many of which are found on 
art dating back to prehistoric times, Don said. 
Another misconception is that hex signs are the work 
of the Amish. "The Plain People don't decorate their 
barns. If they buy a farm that has hex signs on the 
barn, they'll paint over them." 
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The Great 
American 

BARN How They're Celebrated 

As the fog rolls over and around the waking earth, my barn 
greets me like an old friend, inviting me in with its characteris-
tic musty smell. After feeding the animals, I climb the old 
ladder to the barn loft. This is the place where my 
imagination truly comes alive. The rope hanging from 
the rafters reminds me of the days when I was Peter 
Pan, flying through the air and fighting Captain Hook. 
Hay piled up to the ceiling challenged me to become 
the first 6-year-old to climb Mount Everest. 

Almost as if on cue, the sun breaks through the 
cracks of the siding. Millions of tiny dust particles 
swirl in the air, and I'm transported into a glittering 
heaven where angels dance. 

I learned many hard lessons about life and loss 
here. There was the day I watched helplessly as  

the little lamb I had tried so hard to save shuddered 
and took its final breath. But time and time again, 
those painful moments were forgotten when a new 
miracle stood for the first time on wobbly legs. 

Our old barn is an enchanted place where heaven 
and earth meet. If the old whitewashed walls could 
talk, they'd tell stories of a young girl's first kiss and 
of dances that shook the floor late into the night. 
The barn is a place where life happens, and you can 
get caught dancing with angels. * 

Melissa Rehm 
Smithville, Ohio 

This barn in Hebron, New 
Hampshire, built in 1907 

for the Hillside Inn, looks 
merry and festive with 

a fresh blanket of snow. 
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