The Bridge

Volume 39 | Number 1 Article 12

2016

Memories from Rudbgl, 1923-1927: My Teaching at Rudbgl
Danish School

M.R. Mikkelsen

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/thebridge

b Part of the European History Commons, European Languages and Societies Commons, and the
Regional Sociology Commons

Recommended Citation

Mikkelsen, M.R. (2016) "Memories from Rudbgl, 1923-1927: My Teaching at Rudbgl Danish School," The
Bridge: Vol. 39 : No. 1, Article 12.

Available at: https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/thebridge/vol39/iss1/12

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by BYU ScholarsArchive. It has been accepted for inclusion
in The Bridge by an authorized editor of BYU ScholarsArchive. For more information, please contact
scholarsarchive@byu.edu, ellen_amatangelo@byu.edu.









area. Contact had been created between the “old land” and the “new,”
between “mother” and “daughter.”

Hans Nielsen (known as Hans “Kog,”
meaning “marsh”) with his “klustag”
surrounded by school children, who
had been on tour at the border. Hans
Kog was a wagon man who had a
small farm near the school. He had

80 Zen his nickname “Kog” because
his farm buildings were situated,

not like the others out there on

higher ground next to the dike, but
down in the marsh—the “kog” —
Friedrichskog. He was a Danish
nationalist and a good supporter of
their group. He was the man who had
been the spokesman for the deputation
concerning the Christmas tree for the
school. A “klustag” is a vaulting pole,
which had a Rat part on one end to
keep it from sinking into the saturated
marsh. It was used by everyone in
connection with the canals.

People in Rudbgl
Carsten Dethlefsen

I have written about my visit with the “Parish King.” He was
the dike supervisor, in addition to having other duties. We did not
usually notice him on a daily basis. He had his work with the leasing
of fens [wet pieces of marshland], and kept those accounts. He was
the kog inspector. He was a “big” man, who stayed out of the small
local commissions, and was more occupied with “greater things.”
He had been a member of the Tender County Commission, but that
had not gone so well. The county commission chief was Count O.D.
Schack of Schackenborg Castle in Mogeltonder. One time there was
a meeting of the county commission, and at that meeting Dethlefsen
was unfortunately rather drunk, and as the big man that he was, he
became insulting in his remarks, and called the count a “dishrag.”
Understandably, the count became angry. I don’t know the precise
details, it was not something people talked about, but Dethlefsen had
to resign from the county commission. Certainly, he was a capable
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and well-informed individual. During my first year, I greeted him
when we met each other, but after the first time, he did not return
the greeting. “Gracious, I won’t inconvenience you,” I thought to
myself, and then refrained from greeting him. But the last year I was
in Rudbel, he did greet me, and so I returned his greeting. At times he
could be quite friendly. I always let him speak first, however. One had
to be respectful.

Innkeeper Christiansen

Innkeeper Christiansen was a rather small, unimpressive man, but
a good businessman. He gave nothing away. He had a good business
in alcoholic beverages. When anyone had had enough to drink, and
that happened frequently, he knew how to handle it. He knew almost
everyone, and it usually went quite peacefully. But there could also
be an argument, and even though it was not something nice to see,
it amused me nevertheless to see the little man in action. “What, you
want to fight? Then, out with you!” and like a cat, he was quickly and
furiously behind the man, encircling him with his arms, and the man
would sit as though in a vise. Bending over backwards, he would lift
the victim’s feet off the floor, trot over to the outside door, which he
kicked open, and before the poor fellow knew what was happening,
he was lying on the pavement outside the entrance. That earned him
respect. I never saw any of the victims come inside again.

Anton Matzen

Anton Matzen owned a farm near the school. He normally had
about 800 to 1,000 sheep. One portion of them grazed on the coastal
land on the seaward side of the great North Sea dike, where he had
leased grazing rights. That is where several hundred of his sheep
drowned in the great storm and flood of 1923. He came to me and
asked for help in writing an application for compensation. He had
two sons and a younger daughter. His mother-in-law was a dear old
lady named Helle Kristine, who was a nurse and helped take care of
children. She attended my wife Tinna when Aase was born. Anton
Matzen was a member of the local school commission.

Matzen was fanatically German and the others in the household
also thought of themselves as German, but the sons got from me the
weekly paper Hjemmet (The Home) and told me that they had learned
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to read Knold og Tot (Katzenjammer Kids), so those two rogues had a
little benefit from that.

Anton Matzen was among the worst of the “drinking brothers”
in the Rudbal area. He was often drunk, and the worst of it was that
he became crude and at times downright evil. He could always be
heard when coming out of the inn in the evening. Then he walked and
shouted and raged, and struck his iron-tipped cane on the road, such
that the sparks flew. He walked by the school on his way home. Most
women were afraid to get near him. He was sometimes talked about
by others, who reported seeing him chasing his wife and sons out into
the cold when he came home. But when the sons were grown, they
took control. Then the father had to sit outside, if he started to make a
fuss when coming home.

Fritz Carstensen

Fritz Carstensen lived at Hauberg, a large farm in the middle of
Rudbel, which today is called Rudbelgard. He was the town’s most
powerful man. His activity in large scale commerce was sufficient for
him to have that distinction. He was a skilled businessman. When I
arrived at Rudbel in 1923, he owned eight buildings in town, including
several inns. Several of these buildings he sold to gendarmes. In the
marsh he had several hundred horses on pasture. The next year he
had about 1,000 cattle on grass in the marsh. Later he had sheep, and
all other farmers sought to follow his lead. He drove around to other
markets and traders, and would often drink a good deal on these
excursions, but he drove a small buggy with a good horse in front.
When he decided to start for home, the stable boy would harness the
horse, hitch him to the buggy, and hang the reins on the whipholder.
When he had gotten Fritz up in the seat, he led the horse out into
the street, gave it a stroke on the shoulder, and the horse would find
the way home. Several times when I had met the conveyance, Fritz
was asleep, and the horse, at a walking pace, with the reins slack, was
homeward bound.

The very first time I saw Fritz Carstensen in Rudbel, I was
surprised. Certainly, I had seen this man before. Later, Jens
Christiansen told me that several of the “big farmers” during the First
World War were exempt from service to be suppliers to the army.
For example, Fritz was a supplier of horses. Suddenly, I knew the
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