
	 St John’s Cornerstone is positioned on the SW corner, just at the foot of the 
steps which lead into the Sanctuary vestibule.  The stone’s face is to the south, and is 
situated directly below two bronze historical plaques - one from the Texas Historical 
Commission with a brief summary of our church history, and another stating the year St 
John’s was entered into the National Registry of Historic Places.  The front surface is 
overlaid with a marble slab engraved “St. John’s M. E. Church”.  Around the corner to 
the left, facing west, the construction date of 1906, long ago chiseled into the 
limestone surface, is weathered now, so much so that the only discernible portion of 
the date which remains is the first three numbers.  The final 6 dissolved away from 115 
years of exposure to the elements as well as to possible mishap.  Limestone is native 
to central Texas, aesthetically pleasing, and in the early 20th century was still plentiful 
here as well.  It was a slam-dunk construction choice, but is, nevertheless, softer and 
more vulnerable than some.

	 As was ( and still is ) the custom, our church ancestors chose items of historical 
importance, objects that would mark their moment in time along with personal 
treasures dear to their hearts, and encased them for posterity within the center of the 
stone.  An abbreviated list of these items includes: 

  
	 1 . . . a well-thumbed Bible

 	 2 . . . a Swedish and a Georgetown paper

	 3 . . . a daily paper

	 4 . . . the officials’ names

	 5 . . . and “other mementos”	 

	 These are the facts, but facts are flat.  Depth and life are found within the 
surrounding story, buried inside the time capsule of history.  To access, we must first 
be willing to shed the shells of “progress” we wear today, dig for, honor, and strive to 
understand what daily life involved for those who came before.  We need to know -  
what did this new church mean to them, what did it feel like to leave the old, what is 
the significance of a cornerstone, and what was the importance of items placed inside. 

	 The cornerstone at St John’s was laid in 1906, but the forces that led to its 
inception began more accurately around 1882.  Our ancestral congregation outgrew 
their in-home services, and a central meeting house large enough to accommodate 
their growing congregation was required.  To this end they purchased 3 acres of land in 
the rural “Brushy Area” south of Georgetown.  This site was easily accessible to most 
of their homes, and upon this land they built a wooden church.  They spent $40 for the 
land, an additional $2,200 to build the church.  Estimations for the value of substantial 
“sweat equity” have apparently been overlooked.

	 Brushy Church contained a wood heating stove, was lit by hanging kerosene 
lamps, and in the vestibule a bucket of water, along with a tin dipper, was provided to 
quench the thirst of any person passing through.  There was no AC, no running water, 
no indoor bathroom, and no padding on the pews. The  members were rightfully proud 
of what they built.  Their daily lives included minimal adornment .


Meet Your Church in Bits and Pieces

The Cornerstone 



	 At the time the Brushy Church was built, the Civil War had ended less than a 
decade before.  Teddy Roosevelt and his Rough Riders stormed up San Juan Hill, but 
not until 16 years into the future.  Steam engines hauled trains on cross-country tracks, 
but most localized connections were yet to made.  Cross-country roads were still just 
trails or wagon traces.  Model T would begin production in just 24 more years.

	 At home, food was preserved in a pie safe or, if more prosperous, cooled in an 
icebox by a large block of ice.  Meals were prepared on a wood-burning cookstove, or 
atop a pot-bellied stove, or possibly on an open hearth.  These basic essentials 
doubled as sources of warmth come winter, but must have been of meager benefit 
when temperatures dropped to five below zero in the epic Texas freeze of 1899.

 	 Water in homes was still provided by rain collected in a cistern, or hand drawn in 
buckets from a well, or dipped from a nearby river.  It was carried to the house in 
handheld buckets, or hauled in barrels by wagon.  Alexander Graham Bell had recently 
patented his telephone, but the “party line” phone did not appear in rural homes for 45 
years or more.  Mattresses were stuffed with cotton or feathers for the fortunate, but 
with corn husks for those who were not.  Typically, children slept together on whatever 
padding was provided, wedged into whatever space they could find. 

	 Evening rituals were simple.  Following dinner and evening chores, Papa sat in 
his rocking chair with his family gathered around.  In the flickering glow of candlelight, 
he held the only book they owned - the family Bible - and with his stiff, cracked, 
sunburned hands, slowly thumbed the pages in search of his favorite passages, and 
these he read aloud until the baby went to sleep. 

	 Come morning, when the rooster crowed, the mule had already been fed in 
preparation for the day of weary work ahead, and Papa was in the barn gently milking 
their cow.  The eldest child had been roused from bed to help with morning chores, 
and Mama was in the hen house gathering eggs.  Another day had begun.

	 The founding members were of Swedish birth, immigrated here from their native 
land.  As rigorous, harsh and demanding as it was, this was the life they had willingly 
chosen in exchange for the one they had left.  They were a closely knit community, 
bound together in part by language, and by customs and beliefs which were in sync.  
They relied on each other for the elemental components of survival - warmth of 
companionship, support and assistance in times of need, shared laughter, and the 
common ways of worshipping their God.

	 Their little church with the high, high steeple was served by several pastors over 
the course of the next twenty-four years during which time the churchyard around them 
began to fill with memorial markers.  First for an infant child, by and by followed with 
another, this for Johanna Monson, wife of founding member C.J. Monson, just thirty-
seven years old at her passing.  

	 In 1893, on the same corner lot at Brushy, the congregation constructed a 
modest parsonage comprised of two rooms and a kitchen.  It served as temporary 
residence for three, maybe four, possibly five of their pastors before . . . well . . . before 
the congregation faced the most difficult decision they were ever required to make.




	 Enter -  Reverend Oscar F. Linstrum.  

	 Ka-Boom! 

	 In 1902, when Reverend Linstrum accepted the post at Brushy Church, he and 
his wife arrived with six children, stair stepping down in two to three year intervals, 
from Lydia, aged twenty, to John Wesley, only four.  Oscar was born in Sweden, but he 
and his family were “lately of Jamestown, New York.”

	 Much is left to our imagination, but we positively know, shortly following the 
arrival of the Linstrums our congregation purchased a plot of land in Georgetown, in a 
location thought to be favorably situated for a parsonage, and ( we might surmise ), 
quietly in the minds of others a future new church was envisioned as well.  A new 
parsonage, in the Victoria style popular in that period, arose on the southwest corner of 
University and Elm in Georgetown.  From this location, Reverend Linstrum’s children 
could more easily attend schools.  We might further surmise, the existence of 
Southwestern University a few blocks to the east, may easily have been much of the 
draw that brought this family to their new ministerial post in Texas.  The State of Texas 
was often looked upon as uncultured, unmannered and wild, especially by denizens of 
the bustling cities of the northeast, but Southwestern was the first university in our 
state, and was highly respected academically, even by those from afar.  

	 Reverend Linstrum was obviously a progressive sort of guy.  Unused to the 
everyday hardships of the membership he now served, he voiced his criticisms 
heatedly and early.  

	 Prior to his death in 1959, Tom Lundblad was a member of St John’s and past 
Chairman of the Board of Stewards.  Born in 1892, Tom would have attended services 
at the Brushy Church, played with, schooled with, eaten with, and worshiped with the 
membership of that time.  He was ten when Reverend Linstrum arrived.  An earlier  
publication from our church records reads:

	 According to Tom Lundblad, Rev. Linstrum broached the difficult and emotional 
subject of moving the Church into Georgetown with the arguments that;

	 	 ‘the parsonage was out-dated, drinking water out of a cistern 

surrounded by graves was beyond his capacity to endure, the 
selection of a graveyard on a sloping hill was folly, and to top it off - 
the Church was located wrong . . . it should be in town!’    

“All this”, said Lundblad, “came as a thunderclap out of the sky.  Well, he left his 
footprints among us.”

	 Within that paragraph is both insult and heartbreak.  Our members must have 
felt both grief-stricken and spit upon.  Reading this, at this late date, has the power to 
shake us yet.  

	 Still, we know among our ancestral membership was strength, wisdom, and the 
power of forgiveness.  They must have prayed for guidance.  Inside that little church, 
the one that they had built, they must have knelt and bowed their heads.  The ghosts of 
so many loved ones, whose remains were there in the churchyard beyond the walls, 
must have floated in and knelt beside them.  




	 In silence they traveled back in memory - some had arrived in America as 
indentured servants, most had been or still were tenant farmers, their workdays 
stretched beyond sunshine hours.  Many lived still in the humblest of circumstances, 
but with sincere gratitude and without complaint.  Together they had built a church 
which would not have existed without them.  And yet - Reverend Linstrum made some 
valid points.  Their growing membership stretched out further than before.  More 
conveniences were available in more modern homes.  Could it be time to change?

	 Again, quoting from historic papers, Tom Lundblad said it best:

	 “The small congregation, after much agonizing and soul-searching, and by a 
small majority, voted to build a new church in town, and tear down the old building.  
That last service in the little old church with the tall steeple was an unspeakably sad 
time.  Within the walls and under the roof, these first generation Americans had 
celebrated Christmas, Jul Otta, Easter, baptisms, and marriages, held sorrowful last 
rites for their dead.  Will I surprise you if I tell you that when we tried to sing at the close 
of the service, as was our custom, ‘Praise Vare Gud Som Kalingen Ar,’ ( Praise God 
From Whom All Blessings Flow ) that the singing was a flop?  Our old organ did not 
contain a key in which our voices would blend. “ 
	 And so it was decided, a new church would be built on the lot beside the new 
parsonage in town.

	 A cornerstone is the one most important element in the construction of a 
building and has been since ancient times.  Jesus is referred to as The Cornerstone of 
His Church, because within Him lies the directional map for salvation.  In construction, 
the initial purpose of a cornerstone, which still exists today, is to mark the geographical 
location and orient a building in a specific direction.  The slightest miscalculation would 
disorient the structure and bring about eventual collapse.  In addition, a cornerstone is 
a depository of history, the essence of a point in human history.  Finally, it is a cause for 
celebration.

	 The new church, designed in Gothic Revival style, quite appropriately was built 
by Swedish carpenters.  On the December day in 1906 when the church cornerstone 
was laid, a special dedication ceremony was held. Tom Lundblad, thirteen years old at 
the time, remembered it well.  “ It was a beautiful late fall day.  I was there when the bell 
rang in the morning, and still there when the whistle blew that night.  There were 
speeches, singing, rejoicing, testimonials, and, of course, gems smorgasbord, peach 
cobbler, and ostkaka with cream!”   And into the cornerstone they placed . . . . . 

	 1 . . . a well-thumbed Bible

	 2 . . . a Swedish and a Georgetown paper

	 3 . . . a daily paper

	 4 . . . the officials’ names

	 5 . . . and “other mementos”

	 What does that mean to you now?


Dorothy Newcomb 
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Above and to the Left

The Cornerstone
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St John’s United Methodist Church today
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the original parsonage at Brushy
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Brushy Church and Cemetery



Above and above Right

Reverend Oscar F Linstrum and his wife


Right

the “new” parsonage in town


Confirmation Class of 1907

1st row:  Veda Lundblad, Viola Engdahl, Reverend Lindstrum, Agnes Lundberg, Nora Forsvall

2nd row:  Tom Lundblad, Ben Stromberg, Esther Munson, Alda Widen, Alvin Johnson, 

                                              Dora Malmberg Edith Munson, Rhonda Munson

3rd row:  Olaf Ekvall, Paul Mercer, Ivar Lindell, Carl Anderson, Wesley Munson, Walter Carlson



None of the photos on this page are directly 
related to St John’s or our membership.  
However, they are representative of Texas 
and/or Williamson County in the period from 
the late 1880’s through the early 1900’s.  
The three top photos have been been 
borrowed from “Historic Williamson County, 
An Illustrated History” by John J. Leffler.  
The two at the bottom of the page came 
from the internet.

*Granger Train Station circa 1890-1910

*Traveling Baptist Preachers early 1900’s

*A family home SW of Granger about 1896

*Plowing - as it was in the early days

*Drawing water by bucket from a well


