
The Road That Remembers 

 
I have existed longer than most who travel me now can imagine. Before I was gravel, before I 

was pavement, before a sign ever carried my name, I was simply a path — a narrow ribbon of 

earth pressed flat by footsteps, wagon wheels, and the quiet persistence of the early settlers of 

Ideal Township. I wound through pines and open fields, watching the seasons turn and the 

township slowly take shape around me. 

In those early years, I knew every footstep, every wagon, every horse. But I remember one day 

more clearly than all the rest — the day a young man from Jewell, Iowa first walked my length. 

His name was Edward John “EJ” Hauge, born in 1897, carrying with him the steady values of 

the Midwest: hard work, humility, and a deep sense of responsibility. When his boots touched 

my soil, I felt something shift. He didn’t walk like a visitor. He walked like someone who had 

found the place he was meant to stay. 

A Family Grows Along My Edges 

I watched EJ build his life here. I watched him meet Helga Marie Johnson, a woman whose quiet 

strength matched his own. Together they built a home not far from my curve, a place where the 

smell of woodsmoke and fresh bread drifted through the trees. 

Their children grew up with me beneath their feet: 

Donald, steady and thoughtful 

George, always curious 

Marvin, full of energy 

Marlys, with a laugh that carried on the wind 

Ethel, gentle and observant 

Anna Marie, the youngest, always running to keep up 

Their footsteps became part of my very foundation. I felt their bare feet in summer, their boots in 

winter, their bicycle tires skidding across my dust. They raced each other along my length, 

chased fireflies at dusk, and walked to school with lunches packed by Helga’s careful hands. 

I held their childhoods the way the earth holds roots — quietly, faithfully, without ever letting 

go. 

The Cows of Kimble Lake 

EJ was a cattle man, and his herd became one of my earliest companions. Every morning, I felt 

the soft thud of hooves as the cows wandered down my length — what would one day be called 

County Road 39 — making their slow, familiar journey toward the point of Kimble Lake to 

drink. 

Neighbors would pause in their chores to watch the procession: a line of cows ambling down my 

dusty spine, tails swishing, hooves tapping a gentle rhythm. It was a scene so common, so rooted 

in daily life, that it became part of the township’s identity. 

And when it was time for them to return home, EJ didn’t need to chase them. 

He simply rang a bell. 

The sound carried across the fields and woods, and I felt the shift as the cows turned, one by one, 

and began their steady walk back up my path. It was a ritual older than any road sign, a rhythm 

as natural as the turning of the seasons. 

A Leader Walks My Length 

As Ideal Township grew, so did EJ’s role within it. I carried him to township meetings, to 

neighbors’ porches, to church gatherings, and to the places where decisions were made. He 



wasn’t a man who sought attention, but people trusted him. They came to him with questions, 

concerns, and hopes for the future.  I felt the weight of his boots when he walked with purpose. 

I felt the slow, thoughtful pace when he was considering something important. 

I felt the quiet satisfaction when he returned home after helping someone. 

His voice, preserved now in the Crow Wing County Historical Society archives, is a reminder of 

the leadership he offered — not for recognition, but because he believed in building something 

better for the families who lived here. 

Sundays and Seasons 

Every Sunday, I carried the Hauge family toward Our Savior’s Lutheran Church in Pequot 

Lakes, Minnesota. I watched them dressed in their best, children chattering, Helga smiling, EJ 

steady and calm. The church was more than a place of worship — it was a gathering place, a 

support system, a cornerstone of community life. 

I watched the family grow, change, and scatter into adulthood. I watched grandchildren toddle 

along my edges, just as their parents once had. I watched the seasons turn — the heavy snows of 

winter, the muddy thaw of spring, the warm hum of summer, the golden hush of autumn. 

Through it all, EJ remained a constant. 

The Day I Received My Name 

Years passed. The township changed. New families arrived, old ones moved on, and I became 

more than a path — I became a road. Gravel, then pavement, smoothed my surface, but I never 

forgot the early days. 

And then, one day, the people of Ideal Township gathered and made a decision. 

They placed a sign at my edge: 

HAUGE RD 

In that moment, I became more than a road. 

I became a memory. 

A tribute. 

A promise that the man who had walked me, worked beside me, and built his life along my 

length would never be forgotten. 

A Legacy That Lives in Every Mile 

EJ passed away in 1980, at the age of 82. But his story did not end. His children, grandchildren, 

and great‑grandchildren continued to travel my length, carrying forward the values he lived by 

— hard work, faith, and service. 

His voice lives on in the Minnesota Digital Library, where his memories and experiences are 

preserved for future generations. 

And I — the road that bears his name — carry his story every day. 

Cars hum across my pavement now. Children still ride their bikes along my edges. Walkers trace 

the same route EJ once took. And every person who travels my length passes through a piece of 

his story. 

I carry his name the way he once carried this community — with quiet pride. 

I have seen generations come and go. I have watched the seasons turn a thousand times. But the 

name I bear does not fade. 

I am Hauge Road.   

And as long as I stretch across this land, 

EJ Hauge’s story will continue — mile after mile, memory after memory. 

— Kat Beireis 


