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WEST BEND, Wis.—Frank Falter re-
members working alongside his father 
and siblings— planting the !elds, har-
vesting hay, mucking the stalls, and 
feeding and milking the cows—on 
what was once his father’s 120-acre 
farm near West Bend, Wisconsin.

"ose childhood chores led to a 
lifetime of farming until Falter, 93, re-
tired this year. Falter’s farm now joins 
a decades-long trend of family farms 
vanishing from the nation’s landscape.

Farms passed from father to son to 
grandson are disappearing. Large 
commercial operations with hundreds 
of cows and mass-produced crops are 
taking their place.

“I got a lot of satisfaction out of plant-

ing a crop, doing my best to control 
weeds and other pests, watching them 
grow, and then harvesting,” Falter said.

“When some men retire, they start 
a hobby, go !shing or gol!ng. I don’t 
!sh or golf. My hobby is farming—
unfortunately, I’ve been dealing with 
some health issues, so I decided it was 
time to retire.”

Falter has lived on the family’s farm 
since he was born in the farmhouse 
on Dec. 18, 1928, in the township of 
Trenton in Washington County.

He was the fourth of six surviving 
children of Leo and Adela Falter. As 
with his older siblings, his mother 
delivered him on her own. Only one 
of the Falter children was born in a 
hospital.

Ten years before Falterwas born, his 

father purchased the 120-acre farm in 
Wisconsin and provided for his grow-
ing family through long, grueling 
hours working the !elds and caring 
for the animals.

“"ere were about 65 acres of till-
able farmland; the remainder was 
pasture and woodland. Horses were 
used to till the soil and pull the plant-
ing and harvesting machinery,” Fal-
ter said.

“At that time, and for about the next 
30 years, there were about 15 cows that 
were milked by hand. "e farm chores 
were done with a fork or shovel, pail or 
bushel basket, or a wheelbarrow. "ere 
were also a few hogs and a #ock of lay-
ing hens on the farm.”
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“Trading Treasures” by Tim Cox.

Frank Falter with his wife, Althea, on their Wisconsin 
farm in August !"!!#
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As Family Farms Dwindle Nationwide, a 93-Year-Old Farmer Retires
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Setting the mood for a cow-
boy painting, 65-year-old 
New Mexico artist Tim Cox 
begins mounting a smoothly 
primed board on an easel, 

and, paintbrush in hand, applies ev-
er-so-thinly diluted washes of lightly 
pigmented tones of oil and spirits.

He masses-in main shapes !rst, 
fuzzy blobs—there will be plenty 
of time for details later—and a pic-
ture begins emerging, like a ghost, 
from the stark white gessoed panel 
surface. A pencil underdrawing en-
sures the composition is plotted ac-
curately.

Storm clouds roiling across a back-
drop or vast expanses of di$used blue 
sky or perhaps a blazing sunset help 
bring that Western mood to fruition. 
When the details start plucking forth 
the scene, steadily bringing it into 
focus, they don’t stop until every 
depicted variety of grass, shape of 
animal’s ear, or horse’s gait bespeak 

meaningfully of years lived, growing 
up on a ranch in Arizona in the 1970s.

Cox has been piling up eight or 12 of 
these panels per year for the past 47 
years—since he was a teen growing 
up near Duncan.

“My great-grandparents had a 
ranch down in Douglas, Arizona,” 
he told "e Epoch Times. “I went to 
work on a ranch when I was 8 years 
old in the summertime. ... I got paid 
like a dollar a day, but I thought it was 
bigtime stu$, making $40 to $50 for 
the summer while you’re out on sum-
mer break.”

He trained his !rst horse at age 
12 and lived o$ the grid before he 
even knew there was one. "e near-
est electrical pole was 1 1/2 hours 
away; the nearest shopping center, 
2 1/2 hours. All this impressed upon 
a young imagination during those 
formative years. It was Cox’s drawing 
and painting skills that !rst caught 
his teacher’s eyes.
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Captures the West

Cowboy 

Tim Cox’s Western realism 
paintings draw on decades 
of ranch work

Artist

Today, nearly 
!" years on as a 

professional painter, 
Cox has no intention 

of retiring any  
time soon.
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“My kindergarten teacher called my mom 
and dad to come in to see her, and I thought 
I might be in trouble for something,” he said. 
“She said, ‘You need to get this child art les-
sons.’

“Our small town at Duncan had a phar-
macist who was also an artist. And he had 
a place where he painted set up in the drug-
store, and he would sell fountain drinks and 
milkshakes and malts,” Cox said.

After school, Cox would walk over for a 
hamburger and watch the man paint. One 
way or another, he got the lessons he needed.

As a teen, he was already selling his paint-
ings for $5 a pop. His dad, who worked for Ar-
izona State Highway, found plenty of patrons 
among his coworkers. Cox took art classes 
with Polish realist painter Frederick Taubes, 
who remarked on Cox’s realism, in a strong 

Polish accent, “Your horses are more horsey 
than the horse!” He received orders for paint-
ings from all the students in the class.

At 17, he signed on with Trailside Galleries 
in Scottsdale. He eventually joined Cowboy 
Artists of America, serving as president for 
three terms.

In almost all of his paintings, Cox incor-
porates cowboys, cattle, grandchildren, and 
great-grandchildren. In one of his favorites, 
“Trading Treasures,” Cox incorporates cow-
boys trading sterling silver antiques. CO-
VID-19 mandates even made a cameo.

“It was right after coronavirus where they 
had lifted a bunch of the isolation, and I just 
wanted to do something that represents free-
dom,” he said.

In “Glorious Freedom,” Cox depicts his 
granddaughter riding full-out, wind blowing 
through her hair, to capture how free she felt.

Visiting ranches from Arizona to New Mex-

ico to Wyoming—while living, breathing, 
and loving the cowboy life—Cox portrays 
the experience in all its glory.

Today, nearly 50 years on as a professional 
artist, Cox has no intention of retiring any time 
soon. Living in Bloom!eld, New Mexico, the 
cowboy artist continues to hone his craft. He 
expected to get faster as he got older and more 
experienced; oddly, that’s not what happened.

“I always thought the older I got, the more 
I learned, the faster I’d get,” he said. “But I 
found out that the more I learned, the less I 
could let things slide by. I work on it to get it 
just right, don’t just let it go. I struggle until 
I get it right.”

Share your stories with us at emg.inspired@
epochtimes.com, and continue to get your 
daily dose of inspiration by signing up for the 
Inspired newsletter at !eEpochTimes.com/
newsletter

Cowboy Artist Captures the West

!" “Gathering the 
Weaning Trap” by 
Tim Cox. 

#" “When Horse 
Whispering Gets 
Loud.” 

$" “Glorious 
Freedom.” 

%" “If These Walls 
Could Talk.” 

&" “Bunched Up.”

'" “Through 
Dawn’s Dusty 
Light.”

LIVING THE 
COWBOY 
LIFE
Visiting ranches 
from Arizona, to 
New Mexico, to 
Wyoming—while 
living, breathing, 
loving the cowboy 
life—Cox portrays 
modern day ranch 
life in all its glory.

“Summer Is Almost Gone” by Tim Cox.
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BARBARA DANZA

!anksgiving is such a lovely time of celebra-
tion. It kicks o" the holiday season with a 
focus on togetherness, hospitality, and, of 
course, gratitude. !e weeks leading up to 
!anksgiving mark the perfect time to shift 
the focus in your home to an appreciation for 
the great abundance that you and your fam-
ily enjoy and the many blessings in your life.

Here are some ways to do just that:

!anksgiving Tree
Head outside for a nature walk with the 
kids and instruct everyone to keep their 
eyes peeled for the perfect branch for your 
!anksgiving tree. A small branch that can 
#t in a vase, with numerous arms would 
be great. Display your branch in the vessel 
of your choice in a prominent place. Each 
day, hang leaves cut out of card stock with 
something each family member is thank-
ful for written on them. As !anksgiving 
approaches, encourage your family to keep 
adding leaves to your “tree” and watch it 
grow as your appreciation for your many 
blessings grows along with it.

Share Your Blessings
Search in your community for places of 
need and enlist your family to contribute. 
Facebook groups, neighbors, local school 
groups, religious centers, and volunteer or-
ganizations can be great resources in your 
quest. Find a cause that resonates with you 
and your family, and give it your all.$!e op-
portunity to share your blessings will surely 
expand everyone’s sense of gratitude.

Say ‘!ank You’
As simple as it sounds, we probably don’t 
express our thanks as often as we could. 
Challenge each member of your family to 
say “thank you” to someone every single 
day leading up to !anksgiving. When you 
shift the focus to thankfulness in this way, 
you may be surprised by how many times 
you have the opportunity to express thanks 
each day. Whether you’ve received service at 
a store or restaurant, or a stranger held the 
door for you as you were entering a building, 
or you received a compliment, or someone 
blessed you as you sneezed—count your 
thanks and revel in the beauty of your con-
nections.

Send !ank-Yous
Kicking it up a notch, get back to the age-
old tradition of sending thank-you notes. 
Set out thank-you cards, envelopes, pens, 
and even stickers and crayons—whatever 
will make it fun—and encourage your fam-
ily to write thank-you notes to loved ones 
and acquaintances. !ink about the special 
birthday gift you thoroughly enjoyed, or the 
warm welcome you always receive in a rela-
tive’s home. Maybe a note to Dad hidden in 
his lunchbox thanking him for working so 
hard would be appreciated. Taking the time 
to send out heartfelt thanks will be a delight 
for the sender and recipient alike.

Continue !roughout the Year
Practicing gratitude has been shown to im-
prove both health and happiness in people 
of all ages. Why not extend the practice 
throughout the year? Whether you continue 
to add to your tree, or simply end each day 
asking every family member what they’re 
thankful for today, maintain a heart of grati-
tude in your home and see how it a"ects your 
entire family for the better. Happy !anks-
giving.

Practicing 
Gratitude as  

a Family
Here are many ways  

to give thanks, this 
Thanksgiving and beyond

As Family Farms Dwindle Nationwide,  
a 93-Year-Old Farmer Retires
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In 1941, when Falter was 13, his father pur-
chased a used tractor and plow to relieve 
the horses of the heavy #eldwork.

Around that time, they had electricity in-
stalled, which enabled them to retire the 
kerosene lamps and lanterns that they used 
to light the house and barn.

“Around 1948, we #nally installed run-
ning water to the house, which amounted to 
one cold water faucet in the kitchen. Before 
that, we pumped water with a hand pump 
at the well and carried it into the house with 
a pail,” he said.

“!e water to the barn for the livestock had 
been pumped using a small gasoline engine 
for many years. My father was one of the #rst 
farms to install drinking cups for the cows 
in the barn—a lot of other farmers chased 
their cattle into a creek or something.”

For most of his elementary school years, 
Falter attended Holy Trinity School, except 
for one year when he attended the one-room 
Pleasant Hill Country School.

In the early mornings and late afternoons, 
he and his siblings worked on the farm do-
ing chores, but after #nishing eighth grade, 
his father decided that Falter wouldn’t con-
tinue to high school because he needed him 
on the farm.

“I was the only one of the six that never 
went to high school,” Falter said. “I would’ve 
liked to go, but I accepted his decision. It 
wasn’t uncommon at the time for farm boys 
to stay home and help farm.

“My older siblings graduated high school 
and found other employment. My younger 
brother and sister went on to college.”

!ankfully, 4-H helped #ll the gap of not 
going to high school. He enjoyed attending 
the weekly meetings with his friends and 
showing his animals at the county fair.

He remained home to help his father with 
the farm until 1951, when he married Mary 
Ann Bohn. !e 22-year-old and his new wife 
rented the farm on shares from his parents 
for six years.

!ey lived in the farmhouse where he was 
born and raised their #ve children. Several 
years later, they purchased the farm from 
his parents.

“We later installed a bathroom and a hot 
water heater in the house,” he said. “Before 
that, we used an outdoor toilet. !ere was no 
furnace. We heated the house with a wood 
stove in one half and an oil burner in the 
other half.”

In the 1970s, Falter gradually increased the 
number of cows in his herd to about 110. He 
built a free-stall barn and milking parlor. He 
improved the farmland by tilling wetlands, 
removing brush, building stone fences, and 
putting in contour strips.

“Also, as land became available, we bought 

more land,” he said. “We also rented neigh-
boring farmland to be able to raise enough 
feed to feed our increased herd size. Most 
of the work was done by family members.

“My wife and the kids all helped on the 
farm as they were growing up. I did hire a 
teenage nephew and some neighbor kids 
part-time as needed.”

Falter’s oldest son graduated high school 
and enlisted in the military. Because he 
lived on a farm, he wasn’t required to report 
to basic training until after the crops were 
harvested that fall.

“My two younger sons both farmed with 
me for a number of years after high school,” 
he said. “Eventually, my younger son took a 
job in a #eld he liked but continued to help 
on the farm.”

Unfortunately, in 1975, when she was just 
47, he lost his beloved Mary Ann to cancer.

He was a widower for four years when he 
met Althea Vollmer Bremser at a support 
group for those who had lost a spouse. She 
was raising her six children on her own.

“It took about a year before I asked her out 
on a date,” Falter said with a laugh. “I was 
surprised when she said yes. It took great 
courage for me to ask her out after not dat-
ing for so long.

“I never thought I would get married again. 
I didn’t think there would be a woman in the 
world who would want to be with someone 
who milked cows twice a day for 365 days a 
year. I just didn’t think it would work.”

!ey were married on July 18, 1980. She 
moved into the farmhouse, and they began 
their life together, although it bothered him 
that Althea was living in the shadow of the 
life he built with his late wife.

“!e cabinets were half #lled with my late 

wife’s things, and I just didn’t think it was 
fair,” he said. “So, I built a home for her on 
my property, and we rented out the farm-
house that I lived in all my life.

“I drew up the plans with Althea’s approv-
al. One of my nephews is a builder; he gave 
me a good deal and roughed out the house 
and put the roof on. We had some lumber 
on the farm from an ice storm we had that 
took down a bunch of high lines. I got a guy 
who sawed all the wood into the board and 
batten I used to side the house.”

With the couple doing much of the work 
themselves, which included digging the 
basement and laying the concrete block, 
the house was ready in about a year. !ey 
moved into the house in 1996 and are proud 
that they can #t 45 people in the living room 
and kitchen for parties and holidays.

“Of course, we have to step over the little 
ones,” Falter said with a laugh. “We have a 
lot of little ones. We have a blended family of 
11 children, and we have 22 grandchildren 
and 16 great-grandchildren.

“I am lucky that only one of my family 
members, a granddaughter, lives out of state. 
!e rest live not much more than an hour 
away.”

!roughout his adult life, Falter was a 
member and past president of the Wash-
ington County Farm Bureau. He was also 
active in the township and county govern-
ments. He was elected and served on the 
Washington County Board of Supervisors 
for 18 years, and in 1966, he was appointed 
to and served on the Town of Trenton Plan 
Commission.

Although he enjoyed everything about 
farming, Falter began to realize that milking 
over 100 dairy cows twice a day was becom-

ing too demanding for him, especially since 
his children were not interested in continu-
ing in his footsteps.

“!e farm work with only family labor re-
quired more than 12 hours a day on week-
days and six hours on Sundays, and I was 
getting older,” he said.

“My wife and sons and I decided we want-
ed a less demanding lifestyle, so we began 
downsizing the dairy herd. In March of 2001, 
we sold the last cows. We were no longer a 
dairy farm, so I no longer needed to employ 
help. My son Fred farmed with me until we 
quit dairy farming.”

Interestingly, in 2001, when he stopped 
dairy farming, only 2.5 percent of Wiscon-
sin dairy farms had more than 100 cows. 
In 2022, very few farms have fewer than 
100 cows.

“!e family farms are disappearing, and 
commercial farms have taken over,” Falter 
said. “So many people don’t want to spend 
the time it requires to care for the cows and 
milk them twice a day. !e average person 
is not used to doing that much work.”

For the next 20 years, he continued farm-
ing the land on his own, growing corn, soy-
beans, wheat, and hay.

In 2021, he rented out his farmland and 
stopped renting the neighboring 120 acres 
that he had been using since 1966. He con-
tinued renting smaller parcels near his 
home but gave that up this year.

“It was becoming too much for me, and 
I would have trouble #nding someone to 
combine my crops. !e machinery has 
changed, and it would be too expensive for 
me to purchase new equipment at this stage 
of my life,” he said.

“I miss it, but I’m glad I stopped due to my 
health concerns. I’ve owned all my land 
longer than anyone before me. Also, all the 
land I farmed, both owned and rented, I’ve 
farmed more than anyone before me.”

Falter continues to stay active with a small 
garden bursting with cabbage, cucumbers, 
tomatoes, lettuce, and other produce. Althea 
enjoys canning and recently canned a large 
batch of bread-and-butter pickles.

“Althea broke her hip last year and now 
she walks with a cane, but she helps me in 
the garden and helps me mow our big lawn 
and does her own housework,” he said. “She 
pays all our bills and does the bookkeeping.”

!ey are members of Holy Trinity Catholic 
Church, where he was baptized. Only one 
other person has been a member for longer.

!e couple credits their strong Catholic 
faith for their great marriage.

“She must have had a good marriage the 
#rst time around to want to come into this 
setup,” Falter said. “And that’s God’s hon-
est truth.”

Falter has lived on his 
family farm since he was 
born in the farmhouse 
on Dec. !", !#$", in the 
township of Trenton, 
Wisconsin.

The Falter farm in Wisconsin has been in the family for two centuries.

COURTESY OF FRANK FALTER

Encourage your family members to send 
thoughtful thank-you cards to loved ones and 
acquaintances. 

Frank Falter, who has spent a lifetime on his 
family’s Wisconsin farm, retired at age !"# in 
August $%$$& 
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