Cornelius Jongewaard: was born on 17 Feb 1828 in Berkhout, Noord Holland. He died on 8 Apr 1904 in Holland Township, Sioux County, Iowa. Cornelius Jongewaard was among the names of the passengers who sailed on the Good Ship Nagasaki, which left Rotterdam, Holland April 11, 1847 for Baltimore. (1 of the 4 ships in Rev. Scholte's party, bound for Pella, Iowa.) The Nagasaki had 200 on board.  (From "Souvenir History of Pella, Iowa 1847‑1922, pp. 34‑36).

Cornelius was 19 years old when he came to America. (Dyke, Charles L. "The Story of Sioux County, 1942", p. 402‑412)

Cornelius was Dennis Redeker's great‑great‑grandfather. Soffel van der Pol, Joan Terpstra Redeker's great‑great‑grandfather, was on the same passenger list. Stoffel came with his parents, 2 sisters and 2 brothers. Cornelius traveled alone but his father and three brothers came in 1848.

Cornelius Jongewaard arrived in Pella in 1847 with the lst group of settlers The following year his father and three brothers came to Pella. He lived in Black Oak Township in Mahaska County. On May 1, 1864 Cornelius led a wagon train (his wife drove a 2nd covered wagon) to Oregon to escape the Civil War.  His brother Arie and family also were in this group. They arrived in Portland, Oregon 6 months later. Cornelius returned to Pella by way of the Isthmus of Panama and New Orleans and in 1870 moved to Sioux County. 

Beginning in 1850 for many years the citizens of Pella, among them C. Jongewaard and Henry P. Scholte, were bold enough to petition the legislature to remove the State Capitol from Iowa City to Pella.  Scholte even offered to donate land sufficient for a site. Though the voters of Wapello and Jefferson counties also favored the selection of Pella, the petition received no serious attention. (Van Der Zee, Jacob; "The Hollanders of Iowa, 1912", p. 223

--------------------------------------------------

 
20 May 1997  (As told by Mr. John Ellerbroek, Mrs. Janna Cornelia Jongewaard Bogaard and Mrs. Mary Ellerbroek Hornstra)


On account of the religious feuds in The Netherlands during the middle of the last century, a number of people dissatisfied with church affairs in their old homeland, set out for the United States of America and under the leadership of a Rev. Scholte they settled in Marion County, Iowa, where they founded a town which they named Pella.


They had not been long in their new homeland when the war between the states, generally called the Civil War, broke out, and after President Lincoln's call for volunteers was not responded to by a sufficient number of men to put down the rebellion, the drafting of men eligible to military duty began. But there were many men who were not citizens of the United States and to those the law did not apply, for an alien could not be drafted. But the general public contended that all who enjoyed the benefits of this free government should also be compelled to fight for its maintenance, and to settle this vexatious problem, Governor Kirkwood issued a proclamation that all aliens in the state of Iowa where given the choice of becoming citizens of the United States or leaving the state.


"Therefore," said Mrs. Bogaard, daughter of Cornelius Jongewaard, late of Orange City, "my father was between two fires. He came to Iowa at the age of nineteen with the Rev. Mr. Scholte, had married in the meantime and had a wife and three children, but he was not a citizen of the United States. The two fires were: enlistment in the army or an overland wagon trip across the Great Plains by way of what was called the 'Oregon Trail' to the state of Oregon. After due consideration and conversation and deliberation with others who were in a similar position and state of mind, they chose what they considered the lesser of the the two fires, and decided to leave Iowa and go to Oregon."


The names of most of the persons who went on this trip have been lost and our three informants, Mr. John Ellerbroek Mrs. H.B. Bogaard and Mrs. Mary Ellerbroek Hornstra, can recall only the following: Mr. and Mrs. Cornelius Jongewaard, and three children; Mr. and Mrs. Geert Jot, Mr. and Mrs. Theunes Burggraf, Mr. and Mrs. Lu1je Mars and step children Isaac De Vries, Peter and John and Mary Ellerbroek, and children Simon and Alida, Mr. and Mrs. John Stoutenburg; and Mr. and Mrs. Rysdam.  As Cornelius Jongewaard had made the trip once before, the travelers selected him as their captain. Mr. Jongewaard had two wagons in the train. One he drove himself and the other Mrs. Jongewaard drove. They left their homes near Pella on May 1, 1864....


"Some of the big wagons, known as prairie schooners, were drawn by horses and mules, but most of them by oxen of which there were plenty. When we started on our journey, I was ten years of age and would be eleven on February 29, 1865. We had five yokes of oxen on our big wagon which was heavily loaded for the long trip. As some of the oxen were not very well broken in, they would make a break once in a while, and we experienced this before we started out. Once, when crossing a bridge near Pella, the oxen pulled to one side and the wagon fell over and almost on me, but I was quick and jumped out of the way and across a ditch from the wagon and no one was hurt. I thought it was fun, but it scared my folks.


"When we went through Pella on our way to the West, it was raining and the roads were very soft. But we had plenty of oxen and we did not stop for mud. If one of the wagons in the train got stuck in a muddy spot, we put on more yokes of oxen and pulled it out. Sometimes the wagons would sink down to the axles, but out they came when enough yokes of oxen were put on. We crossed the Des Moines river at a place called Rider Rock, and from there we went to Council Bluffs, where we saw the first Indians of which there was a large band. Council Bluffs was so named because the white men held council here with the Indians on the bluffs. It was there we crossed the Missouri river, where is now Omaha. There was no town, but only a large warehouse where they sold new wagons.


"Before we went on our way to the West, our wagons were inspected. If a wagon was rejected as untrustworthy, the owner was compelled to buy a new wagon. As luck would have it Stepfather Mars' wagon was rejected and he had to buy a new one, which cost $140.00. 1 do not remember that he got anything for his old wagon. Everything here was made ready before striking out on the way where for fifteen hundred miles there was hardly a settlement.


"We went through the Nebraska sandhills and followed the Platte river to Fort Laramie. It was a great treat for us boys for we saw many Indians and something new every day. It was a great sight for us to see the fort and the many Indians there. After we left Fort Laramie, we saw an Indian buried in a tree, with all his belongings, his bow and arrows, and old gun, and other things. Brother Peter and I wanted the bow and arrows very badly, but our captain told us not to touch them, for if we did we might all be killed, and we left them in the tree. We had a fine tent to sleep in, but stepfather and mother and the little children slept in the wagon. Mother baked bread in a skillet over a hot fire and it was fine. "


Mrs. Bogaard relates that once a week they stopped a day to wash and bake, and that her mother baked bread in an iron pot. When they camped the wagons were driven into a circle which made a corral for their cattle, horses and mules. The milk they did not drink they put in a jar with a lid on and the shaking of the milk while the wagon was moving churned it and the butter would float on top. After salting it, it was ready for use ‑ fresh butter every day.


"We had exciting times when crossing rivers and with the Indians," says Mr. Ellerbroek. "Some of the Indians were friendly and some were not. There was a small wagon train ahead of us and the Indians swooped down on them and took every hoof they had, so that they could go no farther. As there were some of our countrymen with them, they were waiting for us to come along and pick them up. One of their party had caught an Indian pony and he rode back on the dangerous trail to inform us of their plight. When we came up to them, they were camped on a river and we took them along. This occurrence put us on our guard more than ever. We passed several places where there were graves by the roadside with a little piece of board stuck in the ground with the words on it, 'Killed by Indians', and the date when it had happened. As we went on we put out a double guard during the night, and in the daytime we were always ready for a fight.


"Going along, we came to a river where there was a fine place to camp with plenty of grass and water and we stopped there, and as usual, the captain put out a double guard during the night. There was a deep gulch on one side of the camp and the Indians seemed to have spied us and had hidden in the gulch. When in the morning the guard came in for breakfast while they let the horses and mules and cattle graze, the Indians came like a windstorm and stampeded all our horses  mules and cattle, except a few. Some of the animals were picketed but they pulled the pickets out or broke the ropes or the Indians cut them, and we had only three horses and two mules left. But three of our men jumped on the horses and went after them. Jongewaard also hastily ferried several men across the river, two on a horse, and they also went after them. The horsemen went as fast as they could with the men on foot following. As the Indians could not keep the animals together our men soon overtook them and they had a gun fight which sounded in the distance like the firing of a bunch of firecrackers, for we boys had followed the men to see what was going on. The Indians shot the bridle from the horse Arie Jongewaard was riding and shot it in the leg so that it spurted blood at every jump but they tied a bandage around it as soon as the could and it was all right. Another horse was so badly wounded, that it fell dead when near the camp. While the fighting was on, my stepbrother, Isaac De Vries, went around a little hill to head the Indians off, and they all came his way, but they did not see him. as he hid behind some big rocks. Before they came to him, they stopped to give battle to the three men that followed them. So when Isaac saw them and they came on again, and were within range, he also began to shoot and he shot one who fell from his pony. But the other Indians put him on and tied him to his pony and they all got away as fast as they could, but the one he shot would flop from side to side on his pony as he went along. There was a good reason why they tied their wounded comrade to his pony. Horse stealing was not done by Indians alone, but there were white men among them who urged them to steal horses so that they could sell them to agents of the Southern states for the army. Therefore, the Union government had established small forts in the Indian country, and the soldiers were instructed to hang white and Indian horse thieves at sight. The horse thieves would therefore take their wounded comrades along, so that they would not fall into the hands of the soldiers and be hanged. There was a reward of five hundred dollars for the capture of a white horse thief.


"When the Indians fled, they took along the horses they could handle, but we got most of our horses back. However, we lost one of our finest horses, Young Prince. Our stepfather had bought him for brother Peter and me. He had a double mane, and we thought so much of him. But the Indians took him along and we never saw him any more. Captain Jongewaard lost his best team.


"After we got all our cattle and most of the horses back and the excitement was over, the men held a council and it was decided to send three men to one of the little forts and see if we could get the soldiers to help us get our horses back and three of our men volunteered to go to the fort. When they had gone about half of the way, they saw a big cloud of dust coming and our men wondered what it might be and decided to let it come closer so they could see what it was. They were the soldiers from the fort, but they had a negro with them whom the men mistook for an Indian and they thought they were Indians. As our men did not give the right signal and went back as fast as they could, the soldiers mistook them for horse thieves on which there was a five hundred dollars reward a head as outlined above, and gave pursuit.


"The soldiers cornered the men in a bend of the river, but our men jumped into the river and swam across with the soldiers after them. But the horse on which Isaac De Vries rode would not jump and he tried to escape to one side, but the soldiers shot his horse and it stumbled and fell. His feet were out of the stirrups and he ran away as fast as he could. He looked once when he heard his horse whinny and that hurt him very much, but Isaac hid in a gulch and they could not find him. The soldiers again cornered the men in a bend on the other side of the river and again they jumped into the river and tried to get across. But the soldiers tired of chasing them to catch them alive, began to fire at them while they were crossing the river. The horse of one man was shot under him when they were across, and fell on top of his rider. The soldiers then came up and pulled him from under his horse and learned from him who they were. The soldiers quit chasing them, but took the saddles from the dead horses and went away. Isaac De Vries hid in the gulch and they could not find him, as he had covered himself with sand and peered at the soldiers from behind a shrub. The soldiers then said to the men, 'Oh, he is all right. He will come out of his hole.'


"After the soldiers left, Isaac De Vries took to the brush and as he heard the Indians in the timber, he pulled off his boots for fear that they would make too much noise, and he got briers in his feet, which became swollen. For two days he wandered through the brush and along the river. During the night he would put his hand in the water to learn in what direction the water was flowing for he had an idea that the camp was down stream.


As the train had waited for him all this time and he had not returned, they gave him up for lost. But when Captain Jongewaard had given orders to break camp preparatory to move on, De Vries appeared on the river bank opposite the camp and signaled his people to get him. Then there was great rejoicing, and his stepfather, Lutje Mars, and another man each mounted a mule and, leading a horse for De Vries to ride, swam across the river to get him. But Isaac was somewhat dazed and too sore to manage a swimming horse, so Mars and the other man put him on Mars' mule behind the saddle while Mars guided the swimming mule across the river. Although the situation had been serious, they all had to laugh at the funny sight of the long haired and be-whiskered Mars on the mule with his long legs almost touching the ground and with De Vries behind him with his arms clasped around his body. There was much cheering and hurrahing when they came up the bank and into camp. All declared that it was the bravest deed that Lutje Mars had ever done. The horse De Vries rode in his encounter with the soldiers was lost. It was a race horse and the movers thought that the soldiers kept it for themselves. While the loss of the horses was much deplored, we had plenty of oxen and we could go on.


"That night another big wagon train came in and they wanted to help us to get our horses back with the aid of the soldiers. But the soldiers would not go, for they said that over the hills the Indians were thicker than flies. Then a number of hot‑headed movers wanted to clean the soldiers out, but of course nothing was done. After adjusting the train to the changed conditions after the horse stealing, we went on.


"When we came to Utah, we wanted to see the Great Salt Lake but we were advised not to go as there had been some strange doings there. (Ellerbroek here seems to refer to the Mormon Danites who, disguised as Indians, would rob and murder emigrants), and we passed about forty miles north of the lake.


"As we traveled on, I had an accident. While my brother and I were riding on our big wagon, our hired man who drove the oxen was having a lot of fun with one of the women we had picked up, and Peter said to him, "Let me drive awhile with the whip," and the hired man let him do it. When Peter had drive for some distance  I said to Peter, 'Let me try it once.' and Peter gave me the whip. As I swung the long whip out, trying to crack it, I lost my balance and fell on the tongue of the wagon and then on the ground and the front wheel went over me. I was still conscious and tried to crawl away. but could not, and the rear wheel went over me, too. They picked me up for dead. It is a wonder that I lived to tell it, for it was the big wagon of stepfather Mars which he bought at Omaha, and it had two and a half tons of freight on it. They noticed that I still lived, and they made a soft bed for me in the family wagon, where I lay for many days. Mother made a bandage around my body and wet it with salt and vinegar and kept it wet all the time. I was unconscious for a long while and when I regained consciousness, the memory of the last thing I lost came to me first. In falling off the wagon I lost my hat, and when consciousness returned, the first words I said were, 'My hat’.  And when mother put it on my head, I was satisfied. At first I could not move a finger, but gradually I began to move a little. My mother was a true Christian woman and I heard her pray that I might get well and her prayers were answered. I said, 'I will get well' and I did. And the strange thing was that when I lay in the wagon, the same thing happened on a wagon train that was ahead of us. A boy also fell out of a wagon and under the wheels and he was instantly killed. We passed them when they were burying him. His intestines were crushed and he lived but a few minutes. It is a wonder that I pulled through. I therefore positively believe that there is a God and that He answers prayer if we have faith in Him, but without faith there is no answer.


"As we traveled on, our captain who had a field glass, saw a large band of Indians in the distance ahead of us and he said, "I will watch them and their movements and if they seem dangerous we must prepare for the worst.” When we got a couple of miles closer he stopped the train and again watched them and called all men to arms. He gave orders that every one who had a gun should fire it and reload so that every man would be sure that his gun was in good condition and the Indians should hear it. He also gave orders how to fight and how to drive the wagons in a circle to form a corral for the horses and cattle and a protection for all of us, and that we could shoot from behind the wagons if the Indians attacked us. When he got through he had a special word and told us not to be excited.


"'We can easily whip them, if every man gets his Indian. Then they will soon retreat.” The Indian camp was along a lake and the road ran between the lake and the river. It was a dangerous place for us to go through for it would be hard to from a corral before the fight, or to get away if the Indians attacked us. It did not look good to our captain, but there was no other way. We went on  every man and boy carrying his gun, ready for action. We passed them in the afternoon. There were about three hundred Indian men sitting along the road and they did not look very friendly. But when they saw all those guns and revolvers, they seemd to think it would be a hard fight and that when white men shoot they hit the mark, and they did not molest us. Further on, we saw another camp of Indians by the roadside, and as it was towards evening and time to camp, our men hardly knew what to do. But the Indians seemed to be friendly and our men talked to the chief and asked him where there would be a good place to camp, and the chief pointing to a grassy place not so far away replied, 'Right over there is a good place. Just camp there and do not fear. My people will not hurt you.'


They did as the chief advised them to do. The following morning the Indians came to trade beadwork for food. Squaws also came carrying their papooses. Mrs. Bogaard relates that they came to her mother when she sat near the wagon with her baby on her lap. The white child seemed to be quite a curiosity to the squaws and the Indian girls. One girl carrying a papoose with a beautiful beaded blanket around it, seemed to particularly admire the white baby, while Mrs. Jongewaard admired the beautiful blanket. As Mrs. Jongewaard and the girl could not understand each other, they conversed with signs and gestures, and the Indian girl understood that Mrs. Jongewaard wanted to trade her baby for the papoose. The girl not seeming to be the mother of the papoose went quickly away and talked with a squaw who supposedly was the mother, and soon came back offering to trade. But she had taken the beaded blanket off the papoose, so that it would not be included in the trade. Mrs. Jongewaard had a hard time to make her understand that there would be no trading.  The squaw and the girl seemed to think more of the blanket than of the papoose. Still it may have been an orphan, as there were always many orphans among the Indians whose parents had been killed in battles with other tribes and with white settlers or had died from natural causes. She may have thought that the papoose would be in better hands with Mrs. Jongewaard than with her own tribe.


Mrs. Homstra told us that the Indians also came to trade at the Mars' tent when they were at breakfast. As Mars was a devote man, he was praying earnestly and long in a sonorous tone of voice with his face uplifted and his eyes closed, and the Indians were astonished and did not know what to make of it. They could not understand why Mars was talking to some one with his eyes closed for then he could not see anyone.


Mrs. Bogaard further relates, that when going through the mountains, the Indians shot at them from behind the rocks with bows and arrows. But except for wounding a couple of oxen, they did little damage. They had lined the canvas wagon covers with their feather beds so as to protect the women and children, and while the arrows penetrated the canvas, they sank harmlessly in the feathers.


After that, they had no more trouble with the Indians, or horse thieves, but before they reached their destination the feet of the oxen were so sore from walking on the rocks that they made them shoes of rawhide. But these did not last long, and when they reached Portland, Oregon, on October 28, 1864, the oxen could hardly go any farther. They had been six months on the road.


After the war was over, the Jongewaard family and some of the others returned to Pella, Iowa by way of the Isthmus of Panama, New Orleans, and up the Mississippi river to Keokuk. They saw some queer sights on the way. The blacks walked around stark naked, which shocked the modest Hollanders, especially the women. Others of the party stayed in Oregon until they heard the glowing tales about the opening of Sioux county to settlers, and returned to Omaha by the Union Pacific Railroad which was completed on May 10, 1869, the time when Hendrik Jan Van Der Waa and his associates were on the road to found a colony in northwestern Iowa and landed in Sioux county. Cornelius Jongewaard and almost all the people he captained on the Oregon Trail came to Sioux county a year or two after the Holland settlement in eastern Sioux county was established. Of those mentioned in this story, all have joined the silent majority at this writing, September 27, 1940,. except Mrs.Janna Cornelia Jongewaard Bogaard, Mrs. Mary Ellerbroek Hornstra and Simon Mars.

Dyke, Charles L., "The Story of Sioux County", (Verstegen Printing Co., Sioux City, Iowa), 1942, pp. 402‑412

Those returning (from Oregon) in fall of 1869 were... Mr. and Mrs. Stautenberg and family, three married daughters‑, Mr. & Mrs. Case Youngewaard (Cornelius Jongewaard); Mr. & Mrs. Case Lakeman and Mr. & Mrs. Barendrich. (Pella History Book Volume 11. P. 55 T23)

Cornelius Jongewaard left Pella for Sioux County Iowa in the spring of 1870. (ibid, Dyk, p. 566.)  Cornelius Jongewaard died at 76 years, 2 months, 0 days, was a farmer, died April 8, 1904, was a widower, born in The Netherlands, died in Holland Township of kidney trouble, place of burial Orange City, Iowa. Book #2, p. 27 Sioux County Iowa records. Burial records Bk. 3, Lot 9.  He was married to Helena Stoutenburg in 1853 in Pella, Iowa.  Helena Stoutenburg was born on 5 Feb 1833 in The Netherlands. She died on 13 Dec 1899 in Holland Township, Sioux County, Iowa. Passenger list in Souvenir Book of Pella, page 45 included Stoutenberg Mrs., Alexander, Elizqabeth, Jannigje,, Helena, Geertruida., Geeritje.

Census year 1860 Marion Co., Iowa, included Alexander (brother of Helena) Stountenberg 3 1, Regina 32, Elizabeth 5, John 2.  Helena died Dec. 13, 1899, age 66 years, 10 months, 8 days. Orange City Cemetery, Bk, 3, Lot 9. Died in Holland township of paralysis. 

He lived in Black Oak Township in Mahaska county and had not been in the States long before the Civil war broke out and drafting of U.S. citizens started.  Aliens were not subject to the draft, but Iowa Governor Kirkwood issued a proclamation that all aliens in the stae of Iowa were to be given a choice of either becoming U.S. citizens or leaving the state.  Cornelis had come to Iowa at age 19, married shortly thereafter and had to choose between enlisment in the army or a trip via the  Oregon Trail accross the Great Planes.    On May 1, 1864 he led a wagon train (his wife drove the 2nd covered wagon & bother Arie and family other wagons)  to Oregon to escape the Civil War, arriving in Portland, Oregon 6 mo. later.  Some of the big wagons (Prairie Schooners) were drawn by horses or mules, but most were pulled by oxen.  Conelis wagon was pulled by 5 yoke of oxen.  Sometimes the wagons would sink down to the axles in mud, but they came out when enough yoke of oxen were put on.  The wagon train saw their first indians at Council Bluffs, Iowa and that is where they crossed the Missouri River.  The Platte river was followed through Nebraska to Fort larime.  Once a week the train stopped to wash & bake.  The wagon train ahead of them was raided and lost all their oxen and horses.  They were also raided, but after a gunfight recovered their animals.  Arie Jongwaard's horse got shot in the leg.  They encountered several other bands of hostile Indians and renegade whites finally arriving in Portland Oct 28,1864.  Later Cornelis and his family returned to Pella (via the Isthmus of Panama & New Orleans).  They saw some queer sights along the way.  the blacks walked around stark naked, which schocked the modes Hollenders.  In 1870 they moved to Sioux County a year or two after a Holland Settlement was estalished there.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 


ORANGE-CTTY, SIOUX COUNTY, IOWA               1904



" Another Old Pioneer Gone"

       "Mr.  Cornelius Jongewaard, whose dangerous illness The Herald has mentioned from time to time, passed away on Friday afternoon, April 8, 1904, at 4:20 o'clock at his home just west of town, surrounded by his children and other near relatives who had watched the sick bed for days, awaiting the message which they well knew could not be deferred.  Though death was expected at any time, and prepared as the children were for the hour of dissolution, when the word passed "Father is Dead" it brought most bitter grief to them.  And they sorrowed not alone, for a deep shadow of gloom over-cast the entire community and especially did his old companions, who went with him through the hardships of early life in Sioux County mourn when the sad intelligence was gained that this old and highly respected Pioneer had passed on to his reward.

     The deceased was born in Berkhout, Netherlands, North Holland, in the year 1828; came to America in 1847 and followed the next year by his father Ringert and his brothers Albert, Nicholas, his sister Tryntje, and his half brother Arie.  He settled in Pella, Iowa, where was united in marriage to Miss Helena Stoutenberg in the year 1853.  In 1864, with his family, crossed the plains and resided in Oregon for four years, returning to Pella in 1868, remaining there two years when he came to Sioux County, being one of the first settlers of the Colony, and resided here up to the time of his death.  In 1899 his beloved wife was called to her reward, and he was left to struggle on in lonesomeness until the Master, who had given such peace and comfort in the declining days of life, chose to call him.

     Thirteen children were born to Mr. and Mrs. Jongewaard, five of whom aredead.  The living are:  Mrs. J.H. (Jane) Muilenberg of Hurley, S. Dak., Ringert Cornelius Jongewaard of Sioux Center, Ia.,  Mrs. H. B. Bogard, Mrs.Herman (Gertje) Spaan,  John C. Jongewaard,  Mrs. William (Helena) Sterrenberg, and Mrs. Charles A. (Mina) Wolhof of Orange City, and Albert Jongewaard, a student at Rush Medical Center in Chicago. 

     (Sister Gerrtje, (half-sister), of a former,first marriage of Ringert the father, who had 3 wives, all deceased.  Geertje born year 1822.  She was never listed as arriving in America, so she probably married in Holland, any record is lost by now.)

      The funeral was held Monday afternoon at 1 o'clock from the family home and at 2 o'clock from the first reformed Church, of which the deceased had long been a devoted member, conducted by Rev. E.W. Stapelkamp, and both services were largely attended.  The remains were placed at rest in the Orange City Cemetery and many old friends and neighbors had gathered to pay their last sad rites to the memory of the Beloved dead.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Early in the nineteenth century, the phrase "religious tolerance" in Holland had moved a considerable distance off center.  That land which two hundred years earlier had become a haven for the Pilgrims of England and the Huguenots from

France. was now filled with unrest.  The state church had become ritualistic and domineering and those who dared to oppose it suffered persecution.  

Discontent mounted when Dominee Scholte, himself a minister of the state church was jailed for opposition to the dictates of the hierarchy.  In the 1840's groups began to leave Holland in search of religious and civil liberty, some going by sailing ship to North America.  One of the largest groups to migrate to America left Holland in April of 1847 aboard four sailing vessels. In that company of 800 souls was a young man named Cornelius Jongewaard.  He sailed aboard the ship Nagasaki which left Rotterdam on April 11, 1847 bound for Baltimore,  Maryland.

We can only surmise that he was sent by his family like the Israelites of old to spy out the land.  His report must have been favorably received because the following year his father Ringert and his brothers Nicholas, Albert, and Arie also migrated to America.  There is reason to believe that Arie was a half-brother.

  The accommodations on ship board in those days were not designed for passenger comfort and convenience.  Severe storms lashed them for extended periods of time.  Sickness and death added to their misery.  The Nagasaki took between five and six weeks to make the crossing, in which time one adult and eight children were buried at sea.

While waiting for all of the ships to appear in Baltimore, the Hollanders were amazed and disgusted by life in that big seaport.  Unlike their traditionally clean surroundings, they found that chickens and pigs were allowed to roam the streets and old women sat on dirty stoops, smoking pipes.  Traveling from Baltimore to St. Louis also proved to be an endurance contest.  The primitive railway of the time hauled them to Columbia, Pennsylvania, at which location they were transferred to river barges "mit pak en sak".  In these conveyances they were pulled up the Susquehanna and Juniata rivers to a point where it was necessary to portage over the mountains.  This was accomplished by a series of inclined planes. powered by stationary steam engines.  Crossing the high mountains was a new and frightening experience for the Lowlanders.  More weeks of river transportation to Pittsburgh, Cleveland and finally St. Louis allowed them to view great stretches of their new country, but it also served to wear out their patience and try their faith.

At St. Louis. where they arrived in midsummer, expeditions were sent out to find a suitable location for the colony which they hoped to establish.  The county of Marion, situated about one hundred miles up the Des Moines river from Keokuk was decided to be most favorable to their needs and thus the town of Pella was born.  As we have noted earlier, the remaining members of the Ringert Jongewaard family arrived in Marion County the following year, but details of this journey are not available.

- - - - - - - - - - - - 

In 1864 a group of Hollanders in Marion County decided to go to Oregon Territory rather than become involved in the Civil War.  In that group we find the families of Cornelius and Arie Jongewaard, with Cornelius as captain of the wagon train.  They left Pella on May 1, 1864 and arrived in Portland, Oregon six months later.  During their trek across prairie and mountains, they endured all of the hardships which were common to the trip, including hostile Indians and renegade whites.  Cornelius decided to return to Iowa, but disdaining the familiar route of the Oregon trail. this intrepid adventurer and his family went the long way around. via the Isthmus of Panama, New Orleans, and Keokuk, Iowa.

- - - - - - - - - - - - -

  In 1869, only 22 years after the first influx of settlers into Marion County, the need for additional land was becoming apparent.  Again a group was commissioned to attempt to locate an area which would be suitable for colonizing.  Finally the choice was narrowed to the county of Sioux in Northwestern Iowa.  Here was virgin prairie country virtually uninhabited, with all of the potential which was necessary to sustain a new community.  Arrangements were made to purchase the land, and in the spring of 1870 the first group of Hollanders moved into the county.  It is hardly surprising to find the name of Cornelius Jongewaard among those who first settled the area.

Cornelius was the father of nine children, three boys and six girls.  

- - - - - - - - - - - - 

It becomes obvious then that the brothers Cornelius,  Nicholas, Albert, and Arie were the original Jongewaards from whom all succeeding generations of Jongewaards in this country have descended.  These men were pioneers in every sense of the word.  They entrusted to their children and to all who followed a respect for God and country and an appreciation of the rewards which come by hard work and honest effort.  May these characteristics never be lost by those who carry, the Jongewaard name

- - - - - - - - -

Cornelius Jongewaard Obituary

ORANGE-CTTY, SIOUX COUNTY, IOWA               1904


"Another Old Pioneer Gone"

"Mr.  Cornelius Jongewaard, whose dangerous illness The Herald has mentioned from time to time, passed away on Friday afternoon, April 8, 1904, at 4:20 o'clock at his home just west of town, surrounded by his children and other near relatives who had watched the sick bed for days, awaiting the message which they well knew could not be deferred.  Though death was expected at any time, and prepared as the children were for the hour of dissolution, when the word passed "Father is Dead" it brought most bitter grief to them.  And they sorrowed not alone, for a deep shadow of gloom over-cast the entire community and especially did his old companions, who went with him through the hardships of early life in Sioux County mourn when the sad intelligence was gained that this old and highly respected Pioneer had passed on to his reward.

The deceased was born in Berkhout, Netherlands, North Holland, in the year 1828; came to America in 1847 and followed the next year by his father Ringert and his brothers Albert, Nicholas, his sister Tryntje, and his half brother Arie.  He settled in Pella, Iowa, where he was united in marriage to Miss Helena Stoutenberg in the year 1853.  In 1864, with his family, crossed the plains and resided in Oregon for four years, returning to Pella in 1868, remaining there two years when he came to Sioux County, being one of the first settlers of the Colony, and resided here up to the time of his death.  In 1899 his beloved wife was called to her reward, and he was left to struggle on in lonesomeness until the Master, who had given such peace and comfort in the declining days of life, chose to call him.

     Thirteen children were born to Mr. and Mrs. Jongewaard, five of whom

are dead.  The living are: Mrs. J.H. (Jane) Muilenberg of Hurley, S. Dak.,

Ringert Cornelius Jongewaard of Sioux Center, Ia.,  Mrs. H. B. Bogard,

Mrs.Herman (Gertje) Spaan,  John C. Jongewaard,  Mrs. William (Helena)

Sterrenberg, and Mrs. Charles A. (Mina) Wolhof of Orange City, and Albert

Jongewaard, a student at Rush Medical Center in Chicago. 

     (Sister Gerrtje, (half-sister), of a former first marriage of Ringert the father, who had 3 wives, all deceased.  Geertje born year 1822.  She was never listed as arriving in America, so she probably married in Holland, any record is lost by now.)


    The funeral was held Monday afternoon at 1 o'clock from the family home and at 2 o'clock from the first reformed Church, of which the deceased had long been a devoted member, conducted by Rev. E.W. Stapelkamp, and both services were largely attended.  The remains were placed at rest in the Orange City Cemetery and many old friends and neighbors had gathered to pay their last sad rites to the memory of the Beloved dead.

